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Foreword

ArtHoucH Rabindranath Tagore's reputation as a writer outside the Bengali-
speaking world rests almost entirely on English translations, no anempt has
been made yet to make his English works available 1o the interested readers.
Sahitya Akademi, therefore, thought it extremely important to bring out a
definitive edition of Tagore's works in English w project one of the greatest
writers of our times, as a writer in English also.

The corpus of Tagore's writings in English is fairly large and diverse. He
translated a large part of his Bengali poems and a few plays into English. He
also translated a few poems of his contemporaries, and religious lyrics of
medieval saints written both in Bengali and in Hindi, In addition 1o these
translations, his origimal writings in English, mostly essays, form a substantial
part of his total work. The presentscheme is to make all his writings in English
available i several volumes.

The first volume includes all books of the poems of Tagore published so
far, The second volume will have the plays transhued by Tagore and also the
books of essays published during his lifetime. The third, and probably the Last,
volume will contain all other writings of Tagore, scattered in different journals
and yet to be collected, and also those lectures and addresses notincluded in
the first two volumes.

It is necessary 1o point out that the present scheme is to bring out the
English writings of Tagore and not translations of Tagore by anvone else.
Therefore, several translations of Tagore's works, some with his approval,
published by Macmillan, will not be included here. This is nota reflection on
the merit of these works: they have arole in the history of Tagore's reception,
We are guided by the compulsion of the scheme which aims o collect Tagore's
own English writings.

The works included in the first volume have been presented in four
sections. The firstsection hasall the major poetical works of Tagore, arranged
in chronological order. Two interesting works of Tagore, Stray Binds and
Firgflies, have been arranged in a separate section not only for their structural
similarity but more for their linguistic character, as they contain both trans-
lations and original writings, and one is not always certain about their real
identity. The third section comprisesa poem, The Child, it being the only major
poem of Tagore written directly in English and published as a separate book.
The last section contains Tagore's ranslation of the poems of Kabir. The four
sections, therefore, represent four different categories of Tagore's poemsand
translations, The appendices contain The Fugitive and Lekhan (1926), a bi-
lingual work.
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The Akademi is grateful 10 Professor Sisir Kumar Das for preparmg this
edition of the English writings of Rabindranath Tagore and also for us
excellent introduction and annotations.

New Della, 1993 LR ANANTHA MURTHY
President, Sahityn Akademi
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

Sammya ARAneMI Teels genuinely excited 1o present this
authentic collection of Rabindranath Tagore'swaorksin English
to admirers and critics of Tagore all over the world. These
warks from diverse sources are being brought wgether in
single anthology for the first ime. The baok has been de-
signed to present Tagore's original works in English as well as
his translations of his own works into English. This lirstvolume
of athreevolume anthology presents Tagore's poemscollected
during his lifetime, The second volume will feature the trans-
lations of his plays and his books of essays in English, while the
third is expected 10 be an unprecedented collection of his
hitherto uncollected works that lie scattered in journals and
periodicals, We feel confident that Tagore readers everywhere
will welcome this unique venture undertaken by the Sahitya
Akademi in pure public interest.

Ixpra NaTi CHouDHUR
Secrelary
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Introduction

Tiis BEGINNING Of Rabindranath Tagore's career as a writer in English was
sudden and without any particular creative compulsions. Till the publica-
tion of his first English work Gitanjali (Song Offerings), published by the
India Society, London, in 1912, Rabindranath, though a celebrity in Bengal,
was an obscure figure outside the Bengalispeaking area in India, and totally
unknown in the West. At that ime he was fifty-one years old and his place
in the history of Bengali literature was firmly assured. The prolific writer
that he was, he had already produced more than twenty odd books of
verse, nearly a dozen plays, @ considerable number of essays and short
stories and three major novels. Despite severe criticism from certain groups,
which he faced throughout his life for his bold and perceptive experi-
mentation with different literary forms and techniques, and for his
ideological orientation, he was regarded as the greatest Bengali writer ever
borm. Brahmabandhab Upadhyay (1861-1907), a radical political activist
of Bengal, described Rabindranath as ‘the world-poet of Bengal' in the
editorial of his journal Saphia dated 1 September 1900, 'If ever the Bengali
language is studied by foreigners,’” he wrote prophetically, ‘it will be for
the sake of Rabindra. He is a world-poet. He is like the Devadaru which
has its roots deep down, down the lowlands but which threatens to pierce
the sky—such is its loftiness. He will be ranked amongst those seers who
have come to know the essence of beauty through pain and anguish,’
Upadhyay was not alone in making such claims about Tagore. Ten years
later a younger contemporary of Tagore rapwurously declared during a
public reception given to the poet during his fiftieth birthday: 'Jagat kabi
sabhdy morii tomar kori garba’ (We boast of you in the assembly of the poets
of the world),

It is interesting, therefore, to know why Tagore did feel obliged to
write in English at all at that particular stage of his life. Unlike some of
his predecessors and contemporaries, Tagore did not have any ambition
for fame as a writer in English. He had visited England twice, responded
to European literature and music enthusiastically, he knew the anglicized
elite of Calcutta quite intimately, but in his choice of language for his
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literary expression lie had no dilemma. He wrote exclusively in Bengali.

Yet his international reputation rests—and in all probability will rest
in the foreseeable funere—entirely an Gitanpali in English and other works
of his in English that followed it. Even in many parts of India not to speak
of the rest of the world, he 15 known mamly through these English ransla-
nons or wranslations of these ranslations.

The remendous enthusiasm with which Gitangali was greeted by many
distinguished poets and thinkers in England, including W.B. Yeats who
wrole a brilliant introduction w it, prompted Rabindranath to translate
more of his writings. During the next ten years he published more than
a dozen books of prose; poems and plays in quick succession in response
to the growing interest of western readers in his writings. Undoubtedly he
is the only major writer in the literary history of any country who decided
1o ranslate his own works o reach a larger audience, His decision to
become his own translator, and subsequently 1o write in English, though
not entirely bheneficial to him, was nonetheless a momentous one. The
Nohel Prize in Literature wis awarded o him in 1913 for Gitanjali (1912)
and The Gardener (1913). The citation of the award praised his “profoundly
sensitive, fresh and beautiful verse by which, with consummate skill, he has
made his poetic thought expressed in his own English words, a part of
the literanire of the West."” Whether he indeed made his poetic thought
a part of the literature of the West is a different proposition. But with his
English translations his transition from a Bengali writer to a world figure
became complete.

|

It may not be irrelevant to say a few words about the circumstances that
led Tagore to be the most reputed, as well as a controversial, bilingual
author of our time. Tagore planned his third visit to England in May 1912,
He was due 1o sail from Caleutta on 19 March, but the voyage had 1o be
postpaned because of a sudden illness. Extremely disappointed. he retired
to Shelaidah, his estate on the banks of the river Padma, where he had
spent many days of his youth and written some of his memorable poems
and short stories. There, Tagore started translating the poems of the Bengali
Giramijali (1910) obviowsly for some readers in England, who might have
been aware of his reputation in Bengal. In a letter to his niece Indira Devi,
which is worth quoting, Tagore tells the story of the genesis of the transla-
tion of the Gitanjali poems:'

You have alluded to the English tramslation of Gitanpali, I cannot imagine to the
day how people came (o like it so much. That | cannot write English is such a
patent fact that I never had even the vanity to feel ashamed of it Il anybody wrote
an English note asking me to tea, [ did not feel equal to answering it Perhaps
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INTREOBUGTION

vou think that by now 1 hoave got over that delusion. By oo means: Thar 1 have
written in English seems 1o be the delusion. On the day | was 1o board the ship.
I tamnted due w my franue efforts m leave-taking and the journey nsell wis
postponed. Then 1 went 10 Shelaidaly o ke rest. Bur nnless the brain s fally
active; one does not feel srong enough o relax completely; so the only way to
keep myself calm was 1o take up some light work. _

It was then the month of Chaiira (March=April), the air was thick with the
fragrance of mungo-hlossoms and all hours of the day were delivious with the song
of hirds, When a chilth Is full of vigour, he does not think ol his mother. 1t is
anly when he is tired thut he wanis 1o pestle in her lap. That was exactly my
position. With all my heart and with all my holidiy 1 scemed 1o bave euled
comlortably in the arms of Chaitis, without missing a particle of light, its gir, s
scent and its s, I such o state one cannol remain blle, 10 is an odd habi
of mine, as you know, it when the air strikies ty banes, they tend 1o véspond
i nrisic, Yet | had not the energy o sit doswn aod wrile auyihing new. So 1 ook
up the poems of Gitaijali and set mysell to translate them one by one. You mia
wonder why such o crazy ambition should possess one inosuch a weak state of
health, But believe me, 1 did not undertake this sk m a spicit of reckless bravado.
I simply felt an wige to recapture through the medium of another language the
feclings and sentimenis which had created such a feast of joy within me in the
days gone by,

The pages of a small exercise book came to be lilled gradually, and with i
m my pocker | boarded the ship, The idea of keeping it in my pocket was thal
when my mind became restless on the high seas, | ooulil recline on o deck-chair
and set myself to transhite one or two poems from time 0 time. And that is whit
actually happened. From mme exercise book | passed on to another, Rothenstein
alrendy had an inkling of my reputation as 4 poet from another Indian fiend.
Therefore, when in the conrse of couversations he expressed a desive 10 see some
ol my poems, | handed him my munuseript with some diffidence. T coudd hardly
believe the opinion he expressed after going through it He then made over the
manuscript o Yeats, The stary of what followed is known 1o vou, From this explie
nation of mine you will see :?ml I was not responsible lor the Glifence, which wis
due mainly w the force of circumstance,

This account of the genesis of the English Gitanfali vecorded with
exemplary modesty is certainly of great documentary value, A careful
examination of facts available from other sources, however, contradicts
some of the siarements made by Tagore, and certainly throws more light
on 4 few points not clearly explained in the leter. Although the trans-
lations began rather suddenly withour any particular reason as suggested
by Tagore in this letter, that exercise was really the culmination of efforis
started at least a decade earlier.

The history of English translations of Tagore began as early as around
1890 when he himself translated @ poem entitled ' Nisphal Kamana' (Fruitless
Desire)." This is. however, a stray and solitary example without any follow-
up. From the beginning of the wentieth century, however, Tagore gave
some thought to the tanslation of his writngs mainly because of the
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INTRODOCETION

persuasion of his scientisi=friend Jagadish Chandra Bose (1858-1937) who
becume widely known in Europe for his sensatonal investigatons into the
response of plants; recorded w0 his work Responses in the Living and Non-
Living (1902}, Bose, an sudent admirer of Tagore's stories, wrote towards
the end of the year 1900 from London, 1 will not allow you 1o rémain
in pbscnrity in the counuyside.” He himself nanslated three stories of
Tagore but failed to get them published in England. Tt was around this
tme that a few admirers of Tagore in Bengal, woo, shaowed equal keenness
in presenting hm o a larger audience outside Bengal, Bipin Chandra Pal
(1858-1932), one of the renowned polincal figures of that time. wanslated
four siories of Tagore, all of which were published in New India, a jownal
edited by him, berween 1901 and 1902, Pramathalal Sen (1866-1930),
nephew of the great Brahimo leader Keshab Chandra Sen (1838-84), also
mranstated a few poems of Tagore. These attempts, however, were not
sustained for lomg and the enthusiasm of his friends was shortived.
But between the years 1908 and 1912 there was a sudden emergence
of wanslutors of Tagore. their efforts more concerted and well-planned.
Among them were Roby Dutt (1883-1918), a noted Indian-English
poet-translator;” Ajit Kumar Chakravarti (1886-1918), a gifted teacher of
English w Santiniketan, and also the first Bengali critic o write a book
on Tagore: Ananda K. Coomarnswamy [1877-1947) the Sri Lankan-born
great exponent of Indian art and acsthetics; and Sister Nivedita (1867-1911),
the Insh-born disciple of Swami Vivekananda (1863-1902). Between De-
cember 1908 and June 1912 ar least tifteen short stories and nine poems
appeared in The Modern Review, the most wellknown Caleutta journal of
the time, edited by Ramananda Chatterji (1865-1943), Later researches
in this field reveal thar not only did his admirers stan translating Tagore
i great earnest, but, what is more interesting and significant, a group of
voung Bengali scholars, then m England, joined in the exervise of pro-
jecting Tagore to readers owside Bengal, The translation activities, then,
began to be intensified more or less simultaneously m Caleuta and in
London," We do not know the nature of the response ol the Brinsh audience
to the transkations made by Roby Dutt, Tagore himsell did not like them,
Ajit Kumiar Chakeavarti went 1o Manchester College, Oxiord, in September
1910 for higher education but had to return home within a few months
because of his ill health: Even during his briel stay at Oxtord he translated
a few poems of Tagore for his British friends, one of them being R.F.
Rattray, who was perhaps, as he himself thought later, “the first European
to become acquainted with Tagore’s poems in English’.” Soon after his
retwmn to Santiniketan, Chakeavarti met Coomaraswamy who came there
in Febmuary 1911 and stayed for some time, Not only did Coomaraswamy
encourage Chakravarti to contimue with: his translations but he successfully
persuaded Tagore himself 1o collaborate with hum in translating his poems
into English, wo of which were published in The Modern Reveew that year.®
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INTRODUCTION

Coomaraswary quoted these two poems in an essay entitled "Poems ol
Rabindranath Tagore” included in his book Art and Suvedeshi (Madras, 1911),

Another incident, apparently a stray one, needs mention here: the
visit of William Rothenstein (1872-1945) o Caleutta, Rothenstein, the man
who was going to play a great role in the career of Tagore, was known
in India for his deep interest in Indian art and particalarly for his mvolve-
ment in the establishment of the India Society in London m 1910, -1t was
established for the defence and projection of Indian fine aris* Through
EN. Havell (1861-1934), former Principal, School of Art, Cileuta, and a
most spirited champion of Indian art, Rothenstein came 10 know of
Abanindranath (1871-1961) and Gaganendranath (1864-1958), two
nephews of Tagore, already well-known figures in comemporary Indian art.
Rothenstein came to Caleutta in January 1911 mainly at the imvitation of
these two anists—Abanindranath and Gaganendranath—and visited the
ancestral house of the Tagores where he met the poet 1o, Twenty-two
years later in his memoirs Rothenstein wiote that he met the celebrated
nephews of Tagore but he regrewed that “that this uncle was one of the
remarkable men of his time no one gave me & hine™'" It is rather strange,
to say the least, because it s difficult to believe that Coomaraswamy, who
sailed in the same boat in October 1910 during Rothenstein's journey to
India, did not inooduce the poer in the course of their conversations
about India. However, we know that Coomaraswamy requested him to visit
Santiniketan “to know Rabindranath in his own world'—as did
Abanindranath himself. Rothenstein had a short and busy schedule in
Caleutia but he found enough tme to make a few skewches of the poet.
Moreover, he met several admirers of Tagore including Ramananda
Chaueryi, editor of The Modern Review. What is crucial in the history of
Tagore’s English translations is that soon after his returmn o London,
Rothenstein wrote to Tagore: ‘It has been for me a real privilege and joy
1o have had the advantage of meeting you . . " and 'you will perhaps
remember that I shall be grateful for any translation of poems and stories
which may appear in any time”!! This was the beginning of a friendship
that changed Tagore's career altogether.

It was about that tume, probably before he wrote this leter, tha
Rothenstein met Pramathalal Sen, the Oxford-educated Brahmo leader,
and Brajendranath Seal (1864-1938), a scholar of encyclopaedic mnge,
both great admirers of Tagore, then living in London. In all probability
Rothenstein found his impressions about the poet strongly vindicated by
the enthusiastic references 1o Tagore by these two scholars. On the ew-
dence of Rothenstein’s memoirs and a letter of Tagore wniten 10 Ajit
Chakravarti,'* it is more or less clear that Rothenstein who happened to
read the translation of a Tagore story in The Modern Review'” inquired abowt
his other writings: stories and pocms. It encouraged Pramathalal Sen o
request Tagore to send some of his poems which had already been reén-
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INTRODUELET LN

dered into English by Ajit Chukeavari. Tagore responded fivourably, He
in trn asked Chakravarti wo send them with necessary editorial comments.

Rothenstein mentions an ‘exercise book containing translatons ol
poems by Rabindranath made by Ajit Chakravarti’ which le receved, in
all probability. before the end of the year. And one can also guess he was
impressed by them wnd talked about them 1o his close friends. He and
his lriend AHL. Fox Strangway, Secretany of the newly tounded India Society,
contempliated o publish some of those transtations in various Britishy lite-
Fary agazines, 1l was around this ime that Tagore had planned to sail
(o England bus the trip was postponed. When he was finally ready 1o leave
Caleutts in March the following year (ie. 1912), that journey too had 1o
be postponed for a few months die to his sudden illness, as mentoned
in his letter to Indira Devi alresdy quoted.

Two very important facts emerge from the activities of Tagore admi-
rers during this period: one, a demand for manslanons of his writings, st
of the stories and then of the poems: and wo, Tagore's own realization
of the pecessity for trmslations of his works. His Iriends in Calcutta had
initiated the task and his friends in England jomed them. One can see
that a pressure was slowly and steadily building up. Tagore responded to
the requests for more tiunslations with calm detachment, without any
involvement. His collaboration with Coomuraswamy was more 3 polite ges-
e to 2 distinguished scholar, He preferred to leave the job of translation
to Ajit Chiakravarti and, it appears, he was domg it admirably. But when
the request from Rothenstein for publication of the wranslations coincided,
more of less, with his plan of visiting England Tagore must have given
more serious thought to tanslations of his works, Never before thus hadd
he made any comments on the ranslations. of his poems, but suddenly
i a leper dated 14 May 1912 to Pramathalal Sen he articulated some of
his olservations in respect of the mranslations of his wntings, None of the
existing translations met with his approval: he disliked the ranslations of
Roby Dutt; he had reservations about Ajit Chakravarti’s vranslations (oo.
He strongly disapproved of all metrical translations and wanted his poems
o be transtated into lucid prose. But what is most crucial in this letter
is the first indication of his desire to translate his own poems. He wrote,
i possible T will wy i myself when | reach England''! In fact when he
wrote this hie had already staried the enterpnse.

Two factors, then, contributed 10 the emergence of Tagore as his own
translator, One, the pressure from his admirers, first in londia and Later
in England, for more tanstations of his writings, and two, his growing
unhappiness with the transhitions done by others. [t was a kind of creative
impulse that had been simmering within him for a long time and finally
burst into the open. For about three years @ preparation had been going
on, silently, which culminated in his momentous decision 10 be his own
wanslator.
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INTRODUGOTION

While Tagore was preparing himself tor 3 new career throughout his jour-
ney to England, his friends in England were getting ready o receive him
ceremoniously. They, led by Rothenstein, planned a public dinner in honour
of Tagore. Another close friend of Rothenstein, not vet identified, pro-
posed informally that Tagore should be awarded an Oxford degree. which
was turned down by Lord Curzon, then Chancellor of Oxford. It may be
mentioned that Lord Curzon wis Governor-General of India when Bengal
was pariitioned for the first time, at his behest, and Tagore had offended
him by vuicing his protest against the bifurcation of Bengal, It is also
important to mention that Rothenstein sent a few poems of Tagore,
translated by Ajit Chakravarn, to The Nation, planned in such a manner
that one of them, “The Country of Found-Everything’, was published on
15 June 1912, a day before Tagore reached London.'™ All these indicate
that Rothenstein took every care 1o introduce the poet w his friends and
to the British public in a befitting manner.
The excitement and joy with which Tagore began vanslating his own
woems in the quiet surroundings of rural Bengal continued throughout
15 long voyage. Once he reached London things began 10 happen with
amazing rapidity. Within a day of his arrival in London the Gitanjali
manuscript was lost in the subway by his son Rathindranath, Luckily it was
retrieved from the lost-property office, and Tagore promptly delivered the
manuscript to Rothenstein, Rothenstein who had met the poet two years
ago at Jorasanko and discovered in him, as he wrote in his memoirs, “an
mner charm as well as great physical beaaty . . ", must have been very
moveed by the poems Tagore gave him to read. On the evening of 7 July
1913" he artanged a meeting of some of his friends which included May
Sinclair, Emest Rhys, Henry Nevinson, Charles Travelyan, W.B. Yeats and
Fox Strangway at his Hampstead house where Yeats read out some of the
poems in his beautiful voice, Yeats, déeply moved by these poems, recorded
his impressions later in the introduction he wrote for Gitanjali.

1 have carried the manuscript of these translations abour with me for days, reading
It i railway trains, or on the wp of omnibuses and in restaurants, and 1 have
often had to close it lest some stranger wonld see how much it moved me. These
lyriecs—which are in the original, my Indians tell me, full of subtlety of rhythm,
of untranslatable delicacies of colour, of metrical invention—display in their thoughn
4 world I'uive dreamed of all my life long. The work of # supreme culture, they
yet appear as much the growth of the common soil as the grass and the rushes.

Those present that evening at Rothenstein's Hampstead house were ecs-
tatic in their appreciation of those poems: theirs was indeed a unanimous
chorus of acclamation for a great poet. Within a few weeks of his arrival
Tagore became the centre of attraction of the most powerful literary élite

[15]
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in England.” The India Sodety decided to bring our a limited edinon of
Gitampali. the name given by Tagore, and the first edition was published
in November 1912 Tagore left for the vsa in October 1912 but came to
know of the highly Givourable reviews of the book that appeared in the
British press soon after its publication, '

The immediate response of Brivsh literary circles 1o Tagore was so
averwhelmingly warm that even before the publication of Gitangali, Tagore
was enthmsed to manstate more of his poems during his brief and hectic
stay in England from mid-June to the last week of Ociober, and they were
published the following year by Macmillan and Co. under the rites The
Gardener and The Crescent Moon. Perhaps that was not enough; some of his
young admirers’ quickly trunslated Dakghar and Raja, two major plays of
Tagore, with great enthusiasim. When e returned 1o London in April 1913
from the usa several of his manuscripts, therefore, were ready for the press.
The crowning success of lis new career, however, came a few months later,
on 13 November 1415 News of the award of the Nobel Prize 10 Tagore
reached Sanuniketan on thar day and bt was recewved by teachers and
students there with great joy and pride,

hY

The historical predicament that almost forced Tagore to become a bilin-
g'ual author needs serious auenton. Since the beginning of English edu-
cation i India many writers feed @ orsis of choice of language which
deepencd with the growth of the population of Englishspeaking Indiany
and with increasing familiarity with the English language and literature.
Several writers before Tagore, Michael Madhusudan Datta (1824-73),
Bankim Chandra Chatterji (18384941 and Toru Dun (1856-77), in parti-
cular, wrote in English. While Toru died at the age of nineteen without
passing through any discernible tension in respect of her choice of lan-
guage—she wrote in English and French—both Michael Madhusudan and
Bankim Chandra finally switched o Bengali. The pineteenthcentury debate
on the pnmhllll}' of creating a literature in an alien language had losi
much of its potency by the beginning of the twentieth century, which
witnessed the rise of Sarojini Naidu (1879-1950), Manmohan Ghosh
{1869-1924) and Sn Aurobindo (1872-1950), and a little later the three
distinguished novelists, Mulk Raj Anand (1905), RK. Narayan (1906) and
Raja Rao (1908). But Tagore belonged o that group of Indians who never
Faced any kind of dilemma over language; he accepled the mother-tongne
as the only and inevitable medium of creative eXpression.

Ity his foreword 1o a collection of poems written in English by Bengalis
including Toru Dutt, Romesh Chander Dutt, Manmohan Ghosh and others,
Tagore described these poems as illustrations of imitative effors of the
Bengalis passionately responding to western litevature, and asserted that
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our literature” (e Bengali literature) has finally discovered iis “natural
channel in the motherongue’, Tagore's descriptuon ol the mother-tongue
as the natural channel of literry expression will be seriously challenged
tocay by many Indians who have made English their own, who have
demonstrated thew abitity 1o handle that language with the competence
and sensibility of the native speaker, and who simply do not belieye in the
natural efficacy of the motherongue. The dilemma of linguistic choice
m the nineteenth century originated noy only because of the western-
educated Indian's attraction for the language of his master, but also becatse
of his doubts about the adequacy of his mothersongue as a medinum for
the new sensibilities acquired by him, The issue of the inadequacy ol Tndian
languages as the media of new and complex emotions was soon proved
erroneous by the growth of a new and vibrant literature in those languages.
The attraction of English as a language of the ruling West, however,
remamed, and sull vemains, a colonial legacy.

This auraction, however, cannol be explained fully and satistactonly
only in termis of the colonial predicament. The issue of linguistic choice
of the Indian writer was also part of a larger problem involving a power
refation between the mujor and minor languages. By a ‘major’ language
I do not mean only a language spoken by a large number of people,
spoken over i large termitory, or a language vich in literature and philosophy.
To achieve the stus of a major language, it mst be associated with prewer:
pohitical; economic and idealogical, None of the Indian languages, despire
their long and distinguished literary history and enormously large number
ol speakers, is a ‘'major’ linguage. An Indian writer, that is a writer who
writes in an Indian language either by choice or by accident, is fated to
be unknown 1o the rest of the world irespecove of his literary accomplish-
ments, unless he is translaed into a ‘major’ language, English came 1o
India not as the language of Shakespeare and Milton and the Bible alone,
but primarily as the language of the Fast India € OMPAny promising new
financial prospects and political patronage. Even the teaching of English
literature was part of a larger colonial project. India had its bilingualism
or multilingualism even before the introduction of the English language.
But there was a hierarchy of languages each having its importance as a
means of communication, cach having more or less dlearly defined social
liunctions. English being the language of the ruling power altered that
hierarchy in such a manner that the relation between it and other Indian
langnages was turned into a relation of opposition between a ‘major’ and
a ‘minor” language. This oppaosition was later redefined as that of ‘interna-
nonal” and "national’, ‘natonal’ and ‘regional’, by the mling elite of India
alter independence.

1t is niot that the major-minor opposition is rue only of colonial India
and the post-colonial third world; it is also true to some extent of the
smaller” nations of Europe. Being less powerful, politically and otherwise,
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these nations could not afford 16 be monolingual and were obliged 1o
learn & “major’ language. However, very few writers from Romania or Poland,
Crechoslovakia or Bulgaria, Holland or Scandinavia, Greece or leeland
would have thought of abandoning their ‘mothertongue’ in prelerence
to u major language: like English, or French, or Germun. Fortwmately for
them there alwavs existed a group of intermediaries including ranslators,
critics and publishers who tried 10 overcome the consraints of “minor
languages. The functions of such intermediunes have been patronized by
the major languages, mainly because they are components of the western
cultural universe. The Indian situation is entively different in this respect,
India was not only a part of the exotic Orient but alk a colony. The
Orientalists, of cowrse, transtated ancient works, but their interest, with a
fiew exceptions as usual, was not exactly fiterary: the Sanskrit or Tamil texts
that were transkied for the western audience did not go beyond a micro-
scopic community, There was hardly any atempr by the western scholars
tor transhite the vast Hiesury treasure that India had. or even 1o acquaint
the western public about its nature and quality. That task, therefore. was
left to Indians themselves. While it is the noymal practice all over the world
toy translate foreign texts mto one's own language and seldom s the practice
reversed, in India, literatures composed in ‘minor’ langoages were, and
still are, expected o be wanstaed by Indians themselves inta & ‘'major’
language. Tagore’s faith in the wothertongue being the natural channel
of literatiire remained unshaken, but he had to come to terms finally with
the major-minor linguistic opposition that conditioned India’s colonial
history, We do not know of any authar of his stature in any one of the
European literatures who would think of translating his own work into
another language.

What is important is that Tagore did not surrender totally 1o & lan-
guage of power but continued 1o remain a bilingual writer till the end of
his life. Again, we do not know of any writer in the history of literature
who wrote 50 mich in an alies language and yet remained as prolific and
as important in his mother-tongue s he was before he became a bilingual
writer.

v

Tagore's ithage as 4 preacher or prophet almost coincided with his emer-
gence as a poet with a new voice in the western world, These two mages
remained distinct only for a ‘brief period’ before the former began to
dominate the latter, and finally the two got rolled into one. These two roles
have clear and distnet linguistic manifestations: poetry and prose. The
genesis of Tagore a8 a prose writer in English is intimately connected with
his role a5 a preacher or a spokesman of modern India, which began
almost simultaneously with his new career as a translator. The other inte-
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resting point 10 note is that his role as a praphet or spokesman of modern
India is also very intimately related with his travels abroad and later with
his travels in India.

Before he left India in May 1912 for his third visit to England, in an
address o the inmates of Santiniketan he described that journey as a
pilgnmage, a journey without any particular mission. It was a time when
the political agitation in Bengal was gaining momentum. Only a few years
earlier during the movement against the bifurcation of Bengal Tagore had
taken an active part in voicing the anger and pain of the people whom
he mobilized with moving words and haunting music; but then he got
disillusioned with the twists and turns of politics and retired to the quiet-
ness of Santiniketan. The years between 1906 and 1912 constituted one
of the most satisfying and radiant phases of his creative life. Not only did
he write some of his finest lyrics; included in Kheva (1906) and Gitanjali
(1910}, and wo plays, Ragga (1910) and Dakghar (1912), both unique in
conception and structure and theatrical possibilities, but also the novel
Gori (1910), & work of epic dimension recording the tense moral and
political struggle of modern Indiz. Despite his intense patnotism Tagore
did not share either the uncritical adulation of the Indian past or the
militant nationalism denouncing the West—both inevitable in the existing
historical siuation. To describe the voyage (o the West as a spiritual journey,
a pilgrimage. therefore, is quite significant. He undertwok a new cultural
project without fully realizing its obligations at that time, but in all earnest,
to discover the “spiritual strength” of the western civilization. Later, pil-
grimage became the recurning metaphor of all his travels abroad.

In each of his visits abroad Tagore undoubtedly gained new experi-
ences; his thought and expression acquired new meaning and power, But
with this journey in 1912, almost unknowingly, he assumed a new role for
himself, the kind of role that Swami Vivekananda, before him, had plaved
so splendidly, Tagore did not have any plan 1o visit America when he left
Calcutta. He wanted to spend a well-deserved vacation in London, But
when he realized the impossibility of getting there the rest and quicmess
he was longing for, he was persuaded to leave Landon and spend some
time at Urbana, Ilinois, where his son Rathindranath was studying. He was
happy in the guiet surroundings of the beautiful university campus™ To
begin with, he had ‘uninterrupted leisure’ in that place. But being a man
destined to be [ollowed by fame he quickly became the cenwre of atraction
of a small community in the university that almost dragged him out of his
pensive isolation. Within ten days of his arrival the local Unitarians (some
of whom were familiar with the activities of the Brahimo Samaj in generul
and of Devendranath, father of the poet, in particular), invited him tw
speak at the Unity Club. Tagore was asked—and he agreed—to speak on
religious themes: he delivered four lectures. Thus began a new career for
Tagore.
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It is not that Tagore did not enjoy that role. At home he had regulariy
heen speaking and writing on different aspects of veligion i his capacity
as. a member of the Adi Bralma Samaj and founder ol the school at
Santinikeran, and his sermons delivered at the prayer meetings at
Santinikemn were collected and published in several vohunes. “The burden
of the new work', therefore, in the words of his biographer, ‘was not
unpleasarn for him." But whai needs greater attention s, o quote: his
biographer again. “he [Tagore| discovered thar in England he spent time
in wranslating This] poemsand plays; in America in writing prose. Strangely,
during his six month long stay in America he wrote only one poem.™

Tagore's reception as a poet in America was partly hindered by his
new role, that of a religious thinker, In December 1912 six of his poems
were published in Postry of Chicago, at the instance of Ezra Pound, then
secretary i W.B. Yeats. That must have created some imterest in lndian
poetry in America and the poets and critics would have liked 1o hear aboun
Tagore's views on poetry. But when Tagore visited Chicago after several
postponements, in response to the invitation of Harriet Monroe, the editor
of Poetry, and stayed a1 Harrier Moody's house, he did not speak on litera-
ture as everyone expected, but on ‘Ideals of the Ancient Civilization of
Indtia’ and “The Problems of Evil’, at the Abraham Lincoln Center. He was
invited to the Congress of the National Federation of Religious Liberals
held at Rochester, and later 1o Harvard by Professor James Houghton
Wood at the Departinent of Philosophy to deliver a series of lectures. All
these lectures were mainly responsible for the emergence of the image of
religious preacher or mystic which became sharper and stronger during
his subsequent visits 10 America.

The American tectures were collected and published by Macmillan
and Co, in Ociober 191% under the title Sadhand, the first book of essays
in English by Tagore. From now on his writings in English began to flow
in two streams: (1) tanslations of his poems, and (2) essays and discourses
directly written in English. The award of the Nobel Prize that made Tagore
a celebrity all over the world, including in India, also created new
responsibilities: for him. Invitations from various organizations exerted
pressure upon him to write more in English than perhaps he wanred 1o,
At least teri books of his essavs in English were published before his death
and a large number of writings, in the form of prefaces and forewords,
speeches and addresses, that he prepared and published remain scattered
in different places and are vet 1o be collected. This is not 1o suggest,
however, that the prose he wrote primarily in response to external demands
are of topical interest and of litde value. On the contrary, many of these
books would make any writer proud of their power and beauty, But it 1s
the difference in the genesis of the two categones of Tagore's writings in
English, the translations and the original work, that makes them so
conspicuously divergent. The former is the culmination of long and
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intermittent efforts to present his poetic world to a foreign audience, the
latter the fruits of a new responsibility suddenly imposed upon him.

L]

The exaltation of Tagore by the Anglo-American world was shortlived. 1t
has been often alleged, not without justification, that the poor quality of
transtation was primarily responsible for the eclipse of his fame in Europe
and America, The charges of hanality, irmitating obviousness and insipid,
cloying rhetoric made against the translations by him (as well as by others
with his approval) are too well known to reiterate. Yet it is with these
works that he overwhelmed Europe: and some of the finest poets and
critics of this century joined in the lusty chorus of his praise. [ would like
o quote the observations of two western admirers of Tagore, both of whom
lmg limited access to his original writings in Bengali, only 10 indicate the
growing uneasiness with his English works despite the beauty of Gitanjalt
which is more or less undisputed, Edward Thompson® wrote in 1926

It is one of the most surprising things in the world's fiteramure that such & masiery
over an ilien tongue sver came (o any man, Conrad conquered ow language
more completely; bt he began 1o attack it in his teens, whereas Rabindranath
was over fifty before | began my courtship of your tongue'. | | .

.+ his real reputation began 1o decline, almost as soan #s it reached s
height. , . . Rabindranath’s loss of reputation to me is o distressing thing, yet |
think the poet himself and his publishers are almost entively 1o blune. Very grave
miistakes were maide. Gitanjali was a selling proposition, as it deserved 1o be. So
boak after book was hurried out, almost fortuitously, und flung a1 the public. After
Citangali came The Gapdener. _ . This gave pleasure w many. But the word had
gone round that e was a ‘mystic”. . | . The Coesort Moon Tollowed, and then the
English Sidhena His Fale was scaled.™

About fifty vears later Mary Lago, an American scholar of Bengali
lirerature, also complained about the translations and about the method
of prepavation of the English works of Tagore:

In view of Tagore's importance m world literary history, 1 is also fair 10 note that
the English collections of 1912 to 1918 scem 10 have been prepared with a pecu-
linr Lick of imagination about the range of interest that might he @ken or encour-
aged, bath then and in the future, in the sources of these poems which mark
wo clearly the st of a new era in Eas=West cultural exchange =

The main objections that the Tagore scholars raised. namely, the fre-
quent insertions in his English ranslations of ‘pretty-pretty nonsense’, as
Thompson puts it,™ and the “fundamental assumpnon that the essential
East would remain East and the essential West would remain West', as Ligo
complains, are undoubtedly valid. If Tagore's image of the mystic was in
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conformity with the orental stereatype constructed by the western man,
Tagote, o0, unformmately addressed the western stereotype as perceived
by him. Thompson wrote regarding his (Tagore's) trunslations. that “his
treatment of his western public his sometimes amounted to an insult 1o
their intelligence. He has carefully selected such simple, sweet things as
he appears o think they can appreciate.” The same allegation was made
by the great Tagore admirer Victona Ocampo, who bas namited one
mcident which is worth quoting in full,

“It i nearly weadime.” | id, “hut befove going down, please do manslae this poem
for me.” Leaning over the pages spread our before him, | could see, undeciphe-
rable, like (he traces ol bids” feel on the sand, the deficate, mysterious patterns
ol the Bengall characters. Togore ook up the page and started vanstating, li-
erally, he told me. What he read, hesitating sometimes, seemed 1o me temendously
enlightening, Tt was as il by miracle, or chance, | had entered into direct contadt,
at last. with the poetic matevial (or raw matenal) of the written thing withont
having on the pair of gloves transbuions always sre—gloves tha blunt our sense
of 1ouch and prevent owr taking hold of the words with sensitive bare hands, all-
important words, because only the poet can build with them 2 tragile bridge
between the imangible and 1he mngible, between the intangible reality of poctry
and the wngible unrealiv of owr maneroffact daily life.

I asked Tagore o put the Enghsh version into writing later. On the next
day he gave it 10.me, watten in his beantiul English handwriting. | read the poem
in his presence and could not conceal my disappointmment. “Bur such and such
things you read 1o me yesterdiy are nor here, I reproached him; "why did you
suppress thems They were the cemres the heart of the poem” He rephied thar
lie thought thar would not interest wesierners. The blood rose 10 my cheeks as
it as 1 had been slapped. Tagore had, of course; answered as he did because he
wis conviniced of being right, never dreammg that he could hurr me. 1 rold him
with a vehemence 1 seldom permitted mysell with him (though impetuosity i
natural to me) that for once he was temibly mistaken, ™

Tagore realized the extent of the damage he had himself caused 10
his reputation ar a very late stage. He tried o amend it but without any
success, His anxietv and anguish for his English works were so grear—let.
ters written 1o Amiya Chakravarti™ in 1934 are the evidence—that almost
frantically he wanted 1o stop reprints of some of the works for ever. ‘I have
done grear injustice 1o the translations’, writes Tagore in a letter to
Chakravart (dated 23 Ocrober 1934), °l could be so careless and insolent
simply because they were my own writings.” In another letter he writes,
‘most of the poems of Fruit-Gathening and Lover's Gift are obsolete. . . . They
must be abalished for good. Quite a few poems are 1o be deleted from
The Fugitive 100" (28 Htiwmh-_-{r 1934). He who had so stubbomily refused
w0 accept a few changes suggested by Roben Bridges in his poems o be
included in an anthology— The Spinit of Mas™ (an anthology in English and
French, 1916)—in 1915 now writes (28 March 1935) that he does not have
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the slightest objection ([l matra dpati) if any ooe of “my English poet-
friends’ edits them in whatever manner he likes,

Within twenty years since he handed over the Gitgnjali manuscript to
Rothenstein, eighteen works of his in English were published abroad, What
is surprising is the speed with which his publisher brought them om in
the market and the pressure under which Tagore went on producing them,
Here is the list of works that were published in England and America,
armanged clronologically.

1912 Gitanjali
1915 The Gardener
Sadhana
The Cresceni Moon
Chitra
1914 One Hundred Poems of Kabir
1916 Fruit-Gathering
Stray Birds
1917 Saerifice and Other Plays
Personality
Nationalism
1018 Lover's Gift and Crossing
1921] The Fugitive
1922 Creative Unity
1928%  Fireflies
Letters to a Frend

1931 The Child
The Religion of Man

In addition to this Tagore published i few more works in India, for
example, The Fugior (1919), a different work from the one published
by his British publishers two years later, The Parrol's Traming (Thacker Spinck
and Co,, Caleutta, 1918), Talks tn China (Calcutta, 1925) and also 2 large
number of translations and essayx that he had 1o write under public pressure.
What escaped Tagore's notice in the uninterrupted Aow of production of
his works in English was nol only the growing monotony of siyle and
diction of the ranslation but also the unimaginative selections and ar-
rangements. An amalysis of all his translated work will reveal that none of
them, with the exception of Stray Birds and Firgflies (which in any case do
not claim equal status with his major poetic works), was arranged accord-
ing to a particular plan or scheme, Gitanjali, lor example, includes pocms
from at least tets books of his (see Notes). They have at least some connec-
tion, one may argue, all of them being religious poems; the majority com-
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itig from Namedya (1901), Kheya (1906), Catanjali (1910) and Citimilya
{1914, poems were written in 1912-13). The Crescent Moon shows greater
unity as 35 poems of the wial 40 included in this work came from the
Bengali work Sisw. The problem began with The Gardener, for which Tagore
selected 85 poems. Of these only 26 came from Kyanikd (1900, 10 From
Sonar Tari (1894) and the rest from 10 other sources (see the chart o
p. 25). Undoubtedly there is a unity in the English Gitanjali and that unity
was achieved mainly because of the thematic kinship among the poems
chosen (though the robust sonnet-like structures of many Nawedya poems
are radically different from the mellowed rhythm of Kheva): But Tagore
tried to prepare The Gardener quite consciously, as o contrast o the mystic
Gitanjali, and therefore selected poems of love mainly from his works
published between 1896 and 1900, Unfortunately the translation was
inadequate: it was too insipid and dull w© reflect the variety and opulence
of the original. In a short preface to this work Tagore confessed that he
had “abridged’ and sometimes paraphrased the original poems. This became
a dangerous habit with him; he truncated many of his excellent poems
with unbelievable insensitivity, Despite his attempt to counteract the effect
of the religious lyrics of Gitanjali, The Gardener Failed 1o establish a different
image of Tagore; rather, the first signs of uneasiness among his readers
were visible soon after its publication,

In his next work, Fruit-Gathermg (1916), Tagore selected 15 poems
from Baldka (1916) and 22 poems from Gitamali-Gitat-Gitimalya and at
feast 8 from Katha (1900), in addition to others chosen from 8 odd works.
The Balaka poems, conspicuous by their rich verbal structure, sustained
power of thought and imagination and broad sweep, are radically different
from the serene and 1ender world of Gitaijali-Gitimalya. The Katha poems,
ot the other hand, as Thompson observes, ‘show Rabindranath’s narrative
gift with a simplicity and directness’," and are, as Kripalani points ott,
along with the poems of Kahini, "themselves a new, miniature muodern
Mahabharata, a noble treasury of India’s moral and spiritual heritage".”
But not the slightest attempt has been made to preserve the distinctiveness
of these three unique zones of poetic art and experience in the translation.
Fven the chronelogical sequence was not maintainied: it is a dismal and
haphazard anthology. And the same abject carelessness continued in the
next two books: Lover’s Gift and Crossing (1918) and The Fugtive (1921).
Stray Birds (1916) and Fireflies (1928) are more compact because of their
structural similarity and the nature of their genesis (see Notes). But those
two works appeared more as gleanings of the sayings of a wise man, rather
than poems, though a considerable number of them are memorable poetic
expressions.

As | have already mentioned, Tagore realized at a late stage of his
life the extent of damage done by himself. Around 1934-35, painfully
conscious of it. he wanted to bring out an anthology. Not unly did he

[24]



Sourer GI" GRD CM FRI 1G € Fug CPP P FugB)
105 85 40 K6 60 78 109 0 U9 S0

Kaudi 0 Komal (1886) 3 2 1 3 g 4
Mavir Khela (1888) 3 T A__
Manasi (1890) 3 2 4 5 6
Sondr Tari (1894) a 1 8" Ay
Citra (1896) & 1 5 3 Tz
Caitali (1896) 1 7 4 g a 9
Kahini (1900) ol 5
Kalpana (1900} | I3 1} & 3 O] |
Katha (1900) B 1 1
Ksamika {1900} % | 12 4 T e ot
Naivedya (1901) 167 3 G 1 6 3
Smaran { 1903) 1 5 4 2 3 5
Sidu (190%) 5 45 1
Kheyi (1906) i 4 5 5 5B 1 2
Pravascitta (1909) i 1 I -
Gianjal (1910) 53 i T 2
Raja(1910) 1 ]
Acalayamn (1912) | [ 2
Gitali(1914) 14 5 1 3
Gitimalya (1914) 16 TR - A T i K i
Utsarga (1914) 1 6 BRIk 5 2
Balaka (1916) 15 11 8 4 1 1 5
Palitaka (1918) 17 3
Lipika (1922) 19
Miscellancous® 3 ooy 102 ] 1
Translations’ 1 17
Unidentified source 2 17 4 5

*The abbreviations smnd foa Gitanjodi, The Cardener,
The Corseit Mom, Frait-Gutherng, faovey i), Grms-
The Fugitive, Collacted Prems gnd Plags and Foema,
figures under them indicaie the il pum berof
?rmm‘m sheseworks Fug A the Rolepar editon.
Foes and wngs from Pragpati Nisbandhi, Chabi o
CGin, Prahme Sangit, exc. are ndicuted ander 1his
headding, (For ditails s Sources.)
 Praemy of Kubir i exchaded, Only the reanslanony in
Faner’s Giftund The are invdicasedd.
*The i the 1ol b because it some
cases Tugore has condensed mullmml;';tnminm
onw m the English trandatim. poems ] 806l
aie merged inw one (oo, 95) in Gitaapl:
poeris 41 and 42 of Namehu become one (. Hilin
st Asamay’ and "mausa’ of Coildliare rolled
{0t one (0o, 12) in The Fugitive 1F; pocms 25 and 26
of Uisanga become poerm 31 i The Fugiee 1L Thr

process 18 revensed fwice in The Fupiiee “puiias
sirdari and “basndbard’ (from Seidi Tard) are the
sources of five (o, 3, 9, 10, 18 in Fugll no. 6in Fug
i) and (hree poenis (nos, 7, 32, 8% in. Pug
1IN respectively. In Fruit-Gatheng, poem B3 containg
three porms; {See Souroes.

* Apart from the five poems indicated b the chart the
st of the poems in Collooied Porwa and Pliys commir,
Fromi Porrtien 421, Premates (%) andd Gitabicdw (1),
"Omly 41 poems are indicited in the char, Mos of
the other sranslaiiom are from satious hooks of
songs seven from Purabi (1925); five Tronl Punaioe
[1532); six from Ragiaypdn {19400 three from P
(1932, two esth from Pasapur (1996), Sl (1038),
Hiatitg | 1983, Nabaiiak' (19400 one each from
Mahud (1925), Bukild (1984}, Se Sapuh 1095),
Gymmali (1036) Tagore's Lt phase is represented
sparingly.



INTRODUCTION

The thematic relationship that exists betweest the English and Bengali
writings of Tagore las yet o be properly explored. A close reading of the
existing translations shows clearly that many of them are not translations
alall but mranscreations in the e sense of the term, At times two Bengali
poems have been fused into one, at times three poems have emerged from
one poem in the original and quite. often, parucularly towards the end
of his English. career, he wrote almost new poems with only. faint resem-
blances o some Bengali poems. Thus they also provide an interesiing
storehouse of raw matertals pomting as much towards the mystery of creat-
ity as o the activity of manslation. "My English writing’, wrote Tagore to
Ajit Ghakeavart in o letter dated 12 May 1913, ‘emerges oul of my sub-
conscious.” He continued, "Once 1 mount the peak of conscious will all
my wit and wisdom get muddled. That is why | cannot gird up my. loins
to do a translation, 1 can only set my boat adrift and not sit at the helm
at all, Then, it and when 1 touch shore 1 eannot quite understand mysell
how it all happened.”

The Child, the longest poem thiat Tagore wrole in English, in 1930,
inspired by the passion play he watched in Germany, is yet another exam-
ple linking his Bengali writing with the English. It was translated into
Bengali by Tagore himself under the titde Sifutintha, This very activity
mdicites strongly, indeed, the indivisitality ot his literary life: he did not
allow the English Tagore o be isolated from the Bengali Tagore. The
Bengall poem Sisufirtha with its orchestrated movements, beginning with
a wrbulent shythm, reaching a erescendo of fury and violence and then
gently expanding and yesolving into serene and tender notes, stnds like
a magnificent gateway to the last phase of his poetic career.

Equally significant are the English prose writings of Tagore mcluded
in at least half-a-dozen books. His English prose works, although indepen-
dent and selt-comained. are extensions of lus Bengali prose works. The
basic differences between the two streams of writings are the ways in which
they problematize similar issues and concerns lor different audiences: the
former lor an international readership and the latter for the Bengali reader,
The essays in Sadhand (1913) or Pesonality (1917) derive much of their
onterial from his Bengali works Dharma or the Santiniketan lectures, which
again can be maced back to the Upanishadic docrrines as appropriated by
the Brabmo Samaj, his own sirong conviction and originality of inter-
premion notwithstanding: But the wo outstanding works, Nationadion (1917)
and Talks in Chana (1925), not only sparkle with eloquence and grace but
are valuable documents concerning serious predicaments of contemporary
history. The former work is & most lorceful denunciation of imperialism
thint bireeds militant nationalism—this work made Tagore a targer of attack
both in the West and in Japan—and the later derived from Tagore's
expeciations of as well as experience in China, during the most wrbulent
period of her history. Tagore, as pointed out earlier, slowly grew into an
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able spokesman of India, not only of her religious past but more of her
present concerns. Hin English prose will be remembered for a long time
a8 i testament of modem India vesponding o all the forces of change of
the century. ‘More than any other Indian.” writes Nehru,™

he [Tagore] has helped o bring into harmony the ideals of the East and the West,
and broadened the bases of Indian navonalism, He has been India's internationalist
par excellence, behieving and working for imemnanonal cooperatnon, taking india's
message 1o uither countries and bringing ther message 10 his own people.. .
It was Tagore's immense service to India, as i1 has been Gandhi's in a differens
plane, that he forced the people in measure out of therr narmow grooves of thought
and made them think of broader issues affecting lnonanity, Tagond was the great
Bmmanist of India,

Yinl

Tagore's English works are important both for their historie und intrinsic
worth. There was hardly any Indian author before him who received such
a tumulmous welcome and also such wide critical artention from the western
reading public. Although the history of Indo-European literary contact is
fairly long, spreading over a few centuries, there were only o few texts that
had made some impact on the western mind. The stories of the Paicatantn
which had migrated from India through the trade-routes 1w Europe
appeared inthe fables of Aesop and later in the more sophisticated Fubles
by La Fonuine in the seventeenth centuwry. At the beginning of the
eighteenth century A, Duperron translated the Kopanisad into Latin from
its Persian version made by Prince Dara Shikoh, which deeply moved
Schopenhauer,™ Goethe's eulogy of Kalidasa's Sakuntala is too well known
to be repeated. These are the three texts—all of them written in
Sanskrit—that had created some interest in Europe in Indian literature,
The enthusiasm generated by these texts, howsoever genuine and sponta:
neous, was shortlived. In view of the magnitude of Indian lerature and
its breathuaking sweep and mtricacies, these three instances are like three
solitary islands separated by a vast expanse of wilderness, Neither the
scholarly translations of the Tamil classics by G.V. Pope nor the ahridged
versions Of the Sanskrit iwin-epics by R.C. Dutt could enthuse the western
reader 1o take any serous interest in the major literary waditions of the
subcontinent. What dominated the western mind in respect of Indian Tite
rature were cerfain stereotypes; vague and imperfect notions of an exoric,
erotic mystical literature, a lireratre that defies the major norms of wesi-
ern literature. It was partly conditoned by the sense of cultural superiority
that was first so blatantly articulated by Macaulay, and’ partly because the
attempts 1o understand ‘the other’, were generally half-hearted and spo-
radic. They hardly went beyond gentle courtesy. The stereatypes continued

1291]



10
11
12
13

14

15

16

17
18

INTRODUETION

Bhavan, Santiniketan, The first version, "Desire for a Human Soul’, is an
incomplete wanslation by Tagore. The other version was in all probability
done by Lokendranath Palit, a friend of Tagore. It was publishied i The Moden
Review (May 1911) under the title *Fruitless Cry'. Later, Tagore did a Iresh
anslation of the poem which s o be found in Lover's Gifi (1918), poem
no, 25,

Leter dated 2 November 1900, written in Bengall, collecwed in Cithipatra
{(Vol. V1, p. 175), a collection of Tagure's Bengall letters published by Visva-
Bharati in several volumes.

Dut transtated ten poems ol Tagore, all of them included in his Echoss from
Fast and West, Galloway & Potter, Cambridge, 1909, These were the first
published trunstsions of Tagore in England.

See Nityapriva Ghosh, Dikgharer Harkard, Prama Prakasan, Galoutia, 1985,
pp. 87-79; and Bikash Chakravard, ‘Ingrejite Rabindranath’. Pratiksan,
Sanskiitl Sankhva, Baisikh, 1394, 1987, pp. T7-88.

RF. Rautray, Poets in the Flesh, The Golden Head Press. Cambridge. 1961, p.
1, quoted in Chakravaru, ‘Ingrejie Rabindranath’.

One poem translated by Chakravarti and Coomuraswamy appeared in The
Modern Review i March 1911, and wwo translated by Coomaraswamy and
Tagore in the next issue. The poems are ‘Janma Katha® (Birth Story) and
"‘Biday" (Farewell). hoth from Suu.

For details of the society see Mary M. Lago, fmpwrfect Encounier, Harvard
University Press, Cambridge, 1977, pp. 2-8. Its president wis T.W. Rhys Davids
(1845-1922), the eminent Buddhist scholar, and its secretary was AH. Fox
Strangway (1859-18948); a schoolmaster of Wellington College.

William Rothenstein, Mew and Memortes: 19001922, London, 1942, p. 249,
Lener dated 21 February 1911, See Lago, Imperfed Encounbe, p. 35.
Chakravarti, ‘Ingrejite Rabindrandth’, p. 84.

This story could be “The Hungry Stones’ (The Mudern Review, February 1910),
ranslated by Pannalal Bose. Pierre Fallon 8., mentions it (in "Tagore in the
West', Rubmdranath Tagors, A Centenary Volume, Sahitya Akademi, 1961), withowt
indicating the source. According to Prabhat Kumar Mukhopadhyay, however,
the stary is "Kabuliwald’, transtated by Sister Nivedita and published in The
Modern Review (January 1912). This story i to be found in The Hungry Stones
and Other Siories, Macmillan, London, 1916, under the tite ‘Kabuliwallah®.
The lenter is prosened ar Rabindra Bhavan, quated by Chakeavartl in 'Ingrejite
Rubhindranath’,

The name of the translator was not mentioned. Later when it was reprinted
i The Modern Review (September 1912), the editor mentioned that it was
transliated by Chakravarti.

Both Prabhat Kumar Mukhopadhyay and Krishna Kripalani, the wo dis-
tinguished biographers of Tagore, have mentioned the date as 30 June 1913,
which has been found 10 be incarrect

See Ruthindranath Tagare, On the Edges of Time, Orient Longman, Caleutta,
1958, pp. 116=17.

Debabivata Mukhopaithyay, then a student at Oxford, wanslated the play
Dikghar (1912) under the tide The Posi Office. which was first published by
Cuala Press, Dublin, in July 1914, K.C. Sen, then studying ai Cambridge and
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later-a member of the Indian Civil Service, translued Rija (1910), which
was published by Macmillan under the titde The King of the Dark Chanber in
1914. The name of the wanslator was not mentioned by the publisher.
Theodore Douglas Dunn, The Bengali Book of English Verse, Longman & Green,
Bombay, 1918,

For 4 detaled accoumt of this visi, as well as later visits; of Tagore, w the
UsA, see Sujit Mukheree's welldocumented work, A Passage 10 Amenea,
Bookland, Calcutta, 1964,

Prabhat Kumar Mukhopadhyay, Rabindma fibani, Vol I, Visva-Bharati
Granthalay, Caleutia, 1949, p. 311

For a desailed study of the nature of these translations, see Sujit Mukherjee,
Trandation as Pegpury', in Tramslation ws Disemery, Allied Publishers, New
Delhi, 1981, pp. 101-25. Also see Melvin D. Palmer, "Tagore's Poetry in
English: A Candid View', in Rabindranath Tagore American I aatioms, edited
by Ira G. Zepp, Jr,, Writers Workshop, Calcutta, 1981, pp. 78-98; and Sisir
Kumar Das, “Tagore: A Victim of Translation?", The fndian Literary Review,
Vol IV, & January 1986, pl:) T80,

For a fine study of the relatonship between HIUMPHHI and Tagore, see
Harish Trvedi's Inuoduction to Edward Thompson's Rabindranath Tagore:
Poet and Dramatist, Oxford University Press, 1991

Edward |, Thompson, Ralindranath Tagore, His Life and Work Association Press,
YWCA, Caleutea, 1921, reprinted by yMea Publishing House, Calcuna, 1961,
pp- 35-36.

Mary M. Lago, Rabmndranath Tagne, Twayne Publishers, Boston, 1976, p. 61.
Thompson, Rabindramath Tagore, His Lifr and Work, p. 38

Victoria Ociampo, Tagore on the Banks of the Rwver Plae', Rabindranath
Tagire: A Centenary Volume, Sahitya Akademi, New Delhi, 1916, p. 44
Collected in Cithtpatra, Vol. 1, Visva-Bharati Granthan Bibhag, Calcutta, 1974,
See Lago, Imperfect Encounter, pp. 177-86; also Tagore's letter to Rothenstein
(dated 20 August 1918), in ibid, pp. 211-12.

In1928 Macmillan published a small anthology of his prose writings under
the title Lectures and Addresses, selecied by Amhony X, Sosres.

Thompson, Ralindranath Tagow, Poet and Dramatist, p. 158,

Krishna Kripalani, Ralindranath Tagwe, Oxford University Press, London, 1962,
p. 177, '

Cithipatra, Vol. 11, pp. 122-23 (lenter dated 28 November 1934),
Thompson, Rabindranath Tagore, His Life and Work, p. 38; emphasis in the
onginal,

Only four poems written in the last twenty vears of his life were included
in Collected Foems and Mays of Rabindranath Tagore, Macmillan, London, 1936,
The only Bengali criuc 1o study Tagore in English seriously is Sankha Ghosh
whose seminal work Nirmdn dr Srs6 (1983) develops out of an equally seminal
essay of Tagore, ‘Consiruction Versus Creadon’ (1920).

Transluted by Kshius Ray, Jadavpur fowmal of Comparative Literature, Vol. 9,
pp- 12526,

Jawaharlal Nehru, The Discovery of India, 1946, Jawahartal Nehru Memorial

Fund,/Oxford University Press, Delhi, 1982, p. 340,
‘It is the most profitable and most elevating reading (the original ext
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excepted) possible m the world. 1t has been the consolation of my life, and
will be the consolation of my death,” Quoted in W. Wallace, Life of Schopenhauer,
London, 1890, p. 106, _
At a more mundme level some ol the western readers were guick o see
thewestern impact on the making of Gilanfali. For example, Charles Whibley,
reader for the Macmillan, London, who recommended the publication of
Ciatanpals, wrote, “Rabindranath is a veal poer, and he lias trunslated s own
ms into beautiful English. He is olviously a student of the English Bible, and
as modelled his style upon the Song of Solomen and other books of the Old
Testament, He is also ol aithout a hnowledge of Western poetry. . . ' Quored
in Lago, fmperfect Encounter, p. 21; emphases added.
Halldor Laxness, *Gitanjali n loeland’, Rubindranath Tagore: A Centenary Volume,
p. 332,

5 “Tagore: The True and the False', The Times Luerary Suprplement, 27 Sep-

tember 1974, no. 3786

Sisig Kumar Das
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INTRODUCTION

A FEW Da¥s ago | said o a distinguished Bengali doctor of medicine, ‘1
know no German, yet if & translation of a German poet had moved me,
I'would go to the British Museum and find books in English that would
tell me something of his life, and of the history of his thought. But though
these prose translations fram Rabindra Nath Tagore have stirred my blood
as nothing has for years, | shall not know anything of his life, and of the
moverments of thought that have made them possible, if some Indian tra-
veller will not tell me:” It seemed 1o him natural that 1 should be moved,
for he said, 'I read Rabindra Nath every day, to read one line of his is
to forget all the troubles of the world.' 1 sid, *An Englishman living in
London in the reign of Richard the Second, had he been shown transla-
tions from Petrarch or from Dante, would have found no books to answer
his questions, but would have questioned some Florentine banker ar
Lombard merchant as 1 question you. For all | know, so abundant and
simpie is this poety, the new renaissance has been born in your country
and I shall never know of It except by hearsay,” He answered, ‘We have
other poets, but none that are his equal; we call this the epoch of Rabindra
Nath. No poet seems to me as famous in Europe as he is among us. He
is as great in music 48 in poetry, and his songs are sung from the west
of India into Burmah wherever Bengali is spoken. He was already famous
at nineteen when he wrote his first novel; and plavs, written when he was
but little older, are sill played in Caleutta, 1 so much admire the com-
pleteness of his life; when he was very young he wrote much of natural
objects, he would sit all day in his garden; from his wenty-lifth vear or
0 (o his thirty-fifth perhaps, when he had 4 great sorrow, he wrote the
most beautiful love poetry in our language’, and then he said with deep
emotion, "'words can never express what 1 owed ar seventeen o his love
poetry. After that his art grew deeper, it became religious and philosophi-
cal: all the aspirations of mankind are in his hymns. He is the first among
our saints who has not refused to live, but has spoken out of Life itself,
and that is why we give him our love.” 1 may have changed his wellchosen
words in my memory but not his thought. ‘A little while ago he was
read divine service in one of our churches—we of the Brahma Samaj use
your word “church” in English—it was the largest in Calcutta and not only
was it crowded, people even standing in the windows, but the sireets were
all but impassable because of the people.”

Other Indians came 1o see me and their reverence for this man
sounded strange in our world, where we hide great and little things under
the same veil of obvious comedy and half serious depreciation, When we
were muaking the cathedrals had we a like reverence for our grear men®
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‘Every moming at three—!1 know for | have seen it'—one said 10 me, “he
sits immovable in contemplation, and for wo hours does not awake from
his reverie apon the nature of God. His father the Maha Rishi would
sometimes sit there all through the next day; once, upon a river, he fell
into comtemplation because of the beauty of the landscape, and the row-
ers waited for eight hours before they could contimue their journey.’ He
then told me of Mr Tagore's family and how for generations great men
hive come out of its cradies. "Today,” he said, ‘there are Gogonendranath
and Abanindranath Tagore, who are artists; and Dwijendranath, Rabindra
Nath's brother, who is a grear philosopher. The squirrels come from the
boughs and climb on to his knees and the birds alight upon his hands.’
I notice in these men's thought a sense of visible beauty and meaning
as though they held that doctrine of Nietzsche that we must not believe
in the moral or intellectual beauty which does not sooner or later mpress
itsell upon physical things. | said, ‘In the East you know how to keep a
tamily illustrious. The other day the curator of a Musenm pointed out to
me a little dark-skinned man who was arranging their Chinese prints and
said, “That is the hereditary connoisseur of the Mikado, he is the four-
teenth of his family to hold the post” ' He answered. *When Rabindra
Nath was a boy he had all round him in his home literature and music.’
I thought of the abundance, of the simplicity of the poems, and said, ‘In
your country is there much propagandist writing, much criticism? We have
to do so much, especially in my own country, that our minds gradually
cease o be creative, and yet we cannot help it. If our life was not a
continual warfare, we would not have taste, we would not know what is
good, we would not find hearers and readers. Fourfifihs of our energy
15 spent in the quarrel with bad taste, whether in our own minds or in
the minds of others.” *I understand,’ he replied, ‘we too have our propa-
gandistwriting. In the villages they recite long mythological poems adapted
from the Sanscrit in the Middle Ages, and they often insert pussages telling
the people that they must do their duties.’

I

I have carried the manuscript of these translations about with me for days,
reading it in railway trains, or on the top of omnibuses and in restaurants,
and I have often had to close it lest some stranger would see how much
it moved me, These lyrics—which are in the original, my Indians tell me,
full of subtlety of rhythm, of untranslatable delicacies of colour, of met-
rical invention, display in their thought a world 1 have dreamed of all my
life fong. The work of a supreme culture, they vet appear as much the
growth of the common soil as the grass and the rushes, A tradition, where
poetry and religion are the same thing, has passed through the centuries,
gathering from learned and unlearned metaphor and emotion, and car-
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ried back again to the multitude the thought of the scholar and of the
noble. If the civilization of Bengal remains unbroken, if that common
mind which—as one divines—runs through all, is not, as with us, broken
into a dozen minds that know nothing of each other, something even of
what is most subtle in these verses will have come, in a few generations,
to the beggar on the roads. When there was but one mind in England
Chaucer wrote his ‘Troilus and Cressida’, and though he had written to
be read. or to be read out—for our time was coming on apace—he was:
sung by minstrels for 4 while. Rabindra Nath Tagore, like Chaucer’s fore-
runners, writes music for his words, and one understands at €very moment
that he s so abundant, 50 spontaneous, so daring in his passion, so full
of surprise, because he is doing something which has never seemed strange,
unnatural, or m need of defence:  These verses will not lie in linle well-
printed books upon ladies 1ahles, who turn the pages with indolent hands
thar they may sigh over a life without meaning, which is yet all they can
know of life, or be carried about by students at the university to be laid
aside when the work of life begins, but as the generations pass, travellers
will hum them on the highway and men rowing upon rivers. Lovers, while
they swait one another, shall find. in murmuring them, this love of God
a magic gulf wherem their own more bitter passion may bathe and renew
its youth. At every moment the heart of this poet flows outward to these
without derogation or condescension, for it has known that they will
understand; and it has filled itself with the circumstance of their lives. The
traveller in the red-brown. clothes that he wears that dust may not show
upon him, the girl searching in her bed for the petals fallen from the
wreath of her royal lover, the servant or the bride awaiting the master's
home-coming in the empty house, are images of the heart turing to God,
Flowers and rivers, the blowing of conch shells, the heavy rain of the
Indian July, or the parching heat, are images of the moods of that heart
in union or in separation; and a man sitting in a boat upon a river plaving
upon a lute, like one of those figures full of mysterious meaning in a
Chinese picture, is God Himself. A whole people, a whole civilization,
immeasurably sirange 1o us, seems to have been taken up into this imagi-
nation; and yet we are not moved because of its strangeness, but because
we have met our own image, as though we had walked in Rossetti's willow
wood, or heard, perhaps for the first time in literature, our voice as in
a dream.

Since the Renaissance the writing of European saints—however fami-
liar their metaphor and the general strucure of their thought—has ceased
to hold our attention. We know that we must at last forsake the world,
and we are accustomed in moments of weariness or exaltation to consider
avoluntary forsaking; but how can we, who have read so much poetry,
seerl 30 many paintings, listened to so much music, where the ery of the
flesh and the cry of the soul seem one, forsake it harshly and rudely? What
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have we in common with St Bernard covering his eyes that they may not
dwell upon the beauty of the lakes of Switzerland, or with the violent
rhetoric of the Book of Revelations: We would, if we might, find, as in
this book, words full of courtesy. ‘1 have got my leave. Bid me farewell,
my brothers. | bow to you all and take my departure, Here 1 give back
the keys of my door, and [ give up all claim to my house. | only ask For
last kind words from you. We were neighbours for long but I received
more than I could give. Now the day has dawned and the lamp that lit
my dark corner is out. A summons has come and 1 am ready for my
Journey.” And it is our own mood, when it is furthest from A Kempis or
John of the Cross, that cries, ‘And because | have loved this life 1 know
I shall love death as well.” Yet it is not only in our thoughts of the parting
that this book fathoms-all. We had not known that we loved God., hardly
it may be that we believed in Him; yet locking backward upon our life
we discover, in our exploration of the pathways of woods, in our delight
in the lonely places of hills, in that mysterious claim that we have made,
unavailingly, on the women that we have loved, the emotion that created
this insidious sweetness. ‘Entering my heart unbidden as one of the common
crowd, unknown to me, my king, thou didst press the signet of eternity
upon many a fleeting moment.” This is no longer the sanctity of the cell
and of the scourge: being but a lifting up, as it were, into a greater intensity
of the mood of the painter, painting the dust and the sunlight, and we
go for a like woice to St Francis and to William Blake who have seemed
so alien in our violent history,

I

We write long books where no page perhaps has any quality 1o make writ-
ing a pleasure, being confident in some general design, just as we fight
and make money and fill our heads with politics—all dull things in the
doing—while Mr Tagore, like the Indian civilization itself, has been con-
tent to discover the soul and surrender himself to its spontaneity. He often
seems to contrast his life with that of those who have lived more after our
fashion, and have more seeming weight in the world, and always humbly
as though he were only sure his way is best for him: "Men going home
glance at me and smile and Gl me with shame, 1 sit like a beggar-maid,
drawing my skirt over my face, and when they ask me what it is | want
I drop my eyes and answer them not.” At another time, remembering how
his life had once a different shape, he will say, ‘Many an hour have | spent
in the strife of the good and the evil, but now it is the pleasure of my
playmate of the empty days to draw my heart on 10 him, and I know not
why is this sudden call, 1o what useless inconsequence.” An innocence, a
simplicity that one does not find elsewhere in literature makes the birds
and the leaves seem as near to him as they are near o children, and the
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changes ol the seasons great events as before our thoughts had arisen
between them and us: At times | wonder if he has v from the literature
ol Bengal or from religion, and at other times, remembering the birds
alighting on his brother’s hands, 1 find plessure in thinking it hereditary,
# mystery that was growing through the centuries like the countesy of a
Tristan or a Pelanore. Indeed, when he is speaking of children, so much
4 part of himself this quality seems, one is not certain that he is not also
speaking of the saimts, “They build their houses with sand and they play
with emprty shells. With withered leaves they weave their boats and smil-
ingly float them on the vast deep. Children have their play on the seashore
of worlds. They know not how w0 swim, they know not how (o cast nets.
Pearl fishers dive for pearls, merchants sail in their ships, while children
gather pebbles and seatter them again. They seek not for hidden treasure
they know nat how to cast nets.'

Sepiember 1912 W. B. Years

[42]



A e i1 shetehy ol Rahipelranarh Tagor'e by Wilhim Roghepsiein






THOU HAST made me endless, such is thy pleasure, This frail vessel thou
emptiest again and again, and fllest it ever with fresh life.

This litde fute of a reed thou hast carried over hills and dales, and
hast breathed through it melodies eremally new,

At the immaortal touch of thy hands my iiule heart loses its limits in
Joy and gives birth to uterance ineffable.

Thy infinite gifts come to me only on these very small hands of mine.
Ages pass, and still thou pourest, and still there is room 1o fill,

2

WHEN THOU commandest me 1o sing it seems that my heart would break
with pride; and I look to thy face, and tears come to my eyes.

All that is harsh and dissonant in my life mels into one sweet
harmony—and my adoration spreads wings like a glad bird on its Might
across the sea,

I know thou takest pleasure in my singing. 1 know that only as # singer
| come before thy presence.

I touch by the edge of the lar spreading wing of my song thy feel
which 1 could never aspire to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing 1 forget myself and call thee friend who
art my lord.

3

I kvow NOT how thou singest, my master! I ever listen in silent amazement,

The light of thy music illumines the world. The life breath of thy
music runs from sky 1o sky. The holy stream of thy music breaks through
all stony obstacles and rushes on.

My heart longs to join in thy song, bul vainly struggles for a voice.
I would speak, but speech breaks not inta song, and | ary out bafiled. Ah,
thou hast made my heart captive in the endless meshes of thy music, my
master!
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4

Lire OF My Life, | shall ever try o keep my body pure. knowing that thy
living touch s upon all my limbs,
I shall ever try w keep all untruths ont from my thoughts, knowing
that thou art that truth which has kindled the light of resson in my mind.
1shall ever try to drive all evils away from my heart and keep my love
in flower, knowing thar thou hast thy seat in the inmost shrine of my heart.
And it shall be my endeavour o reveal thee in my aclions, knowing
it is thy power gives me strength to aet.

5

[Asg FOR A moment’s indulgence to sit by thy side. The works that I have
i hand | will finish afterwards.

Away from the sight of thy face my heart knows no rest nor respite,
and my work becomes an endless ol in a shoreless ses of toil.

Today the summer has come at my window with its sighs and
murmurs; and the bees are plying their minstrelsy at the court of the flow-
ering grove.

Now it is time 10 sit quiet, face (0 face with thee, and to sing dedication
ol life in this silent and overflowing leisure.

6

Prucs Tims litde Sower and take it, deliay not! T fear lest it droop and drop
mio the dust

It may not find 2 place in thy garfand, but honour it with a touch
of pain from thy hand and pluck it. | fear lest the day end before 1 am
aware. and the time of offering go by.

- Though its calour be not deep and its smell be faing, use this flower
- thy service and pluck it while there is time.

-
[}

MY SONG HAs put off her adornments: She has no pride of dress and
decoration. Ornaments would mar our union: they would come berween
thee and me; their jingling would drown thy whispers,

My poet’s vanity dies in shame before thy sight. O master poet. I have
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sat down at thy feet. Only let me make my life simple and straight, like
a flute of reed for thee 10 fll with music,

8

THE cHILD WHO is decked with prince’s robes and who has jewelled chains
round his neck loses all pleasure in his play; his dress hampers him at
every step,

In fear that it may be frayed, or stained with dust he keeps himself
from the world, and is afraid even 10 move.

Mother, it is no gain, thy bondage of finery, if it keep one shur off
from the healthful dust of the earth, if it rob one of the right of entrance
1o the great fair of common human life.

9

O Foor, 70 TRY 1o carry thyself upon thy own shoulders! O beggar, to come
to beg at thy own door!

Leave all thy burdens on his hands who can bear all, and never look
behind in regret,

Thy desire a1 once puts out the light from the lamp it touches with
its: breath. Ir is unholy—take not thy gifts through its unclean hands;
Accept only what is offered by sacred love.

10

HERE 1s THY footstool and there rest thy feet where live the poorest, and
lowliest, and lost.

When I uy 1o bow to thee, my obeisance cannotl reach down to the
depth where thy feet rest among the poorest, and lowliest, and lost.

Pride can never approach to where thou walkest in the clothes of the
humble among the poorest, and lowliest, and lost.

My heart can never find its way to where thou keepest company with
the companianless among the poorest, the lowliest, and the lost
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17

I'am ONLy waiting for love to give mysell up at Jast into his hands, That
ts why it is so late and why T have been guilty of such omissions.

They come with their laws and their codes to bind me fast; but [ evade
them ever, for I am only waiting for love 1o give myself up ar last into
his hands.

People blame me and call me heedless: 1 doubt not they are right
i their blame.

The market day is over and work is all done for the busy. Those who
came fo call me in vain have gone back in anger. I am only waiting for
love to give myself up at last into his bands.

18

Crouns near upon clouds and it darkens. Al, love, why dost thou lét me
wait outside at the door all alone?

In the busy moments of the noontide work I am with the crowd, but
ot this dark lonely day it is only for thee thar | hope.

I thou showest me not thy face, if thou leavest me wholly aside, |
know not how 1 am to pass these long, rainy hours.

I keep gazing on the far away gloom of the sky, and my heart wanders
wailing with the restless wind.

19

Ir rHOU speakest not | will fill my heart with thy silence and endure it.
I will keep still and wait like the night with starry vigil and s head bent
low with patience. '

The morning will surcly come, the darkness will vanish, and thy voice
pour down in golden streams breaking through the sky.

Then thy words will ke wing in songs from every one of my birds’
nests, and thy melodies will break forth in flowers in all my forest groves,

20

OX HE DAY when the lows bloomed, alas, my mind was straying, and |
knew it not, My basker was empty and the flower remained unheeded.
Only now and again a sadness fell upon me, and 1 started up from
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my dream and felt a sweet trace of a strange fragrance in the south wind.
That vague sweetness made my heart ache with longing and it seemed
o me that it was the cager breath of the summer secking for itg com-
pleton.
I knew not then that it was so near, that it was mine, and that this
perfect sweetness had blossomed in the depth of my own heart.

2]

I MUST LAUNCH out my boat. The languid hours pass by on the shore—
Alas for me!

The spring has done its flowering and taken leave. And now with the
burden of faded funile Howers I wait and linger.

The waves have become clamorous, and upon the bank in the shady
lane the vellow leaves flutter and fall.

What emptiness do you gaze upon! Do.you not feel a thrill passing
through the air with the notes of the far away song floating from the other
shore?

22

InTHE DEEF shadows of the rainy July, with secret steps, thou walkest, silent
as might, eluding all watchers.

To-day the morning has closed its eves, heedless of the insistent calls
of the loud east wind, and a thick veil has been drawn over the ever-
wakeful blue sky.

The woodlands have hushed their songs. and doors are all shut at
every house. Thou art the solitary wayfarer in this deserted street. Oh my
only friend, my best beloved, the gates are open in my house—do not
pass by like a dream.

25

ART THOU abroad on this stormy night on thy journey of love; my friend?
The sky groans like one in despair,

I have no sleep to-night. Ever and again 1 open my door and look
out on the darkness, my friend!

I can see nothing before me, 1 wonder where lies thy path!

By what dim shore of the inkblack river, by what far edge of the
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He is my own littde self, my lord.' he knows no shame; but 1 am
ashamed to come to thy door in his company.

3 :

‘PrisoNeRr, TELL me, who was it that bound yous’

‘It was my master,' said the prisoner. ‘| thought I could outdo everybody
in the world in wealth and power, and | amassed in my own tréasure-house
the money due 1o my king. When sleep overcame me [ lay upon the bed
that was for my lord, and on waking up [ found 1 was a prisoner in my
own treasure-house.”

‘Prisoner, tell me who was it that wrought this unbreakahle chain?’

‘It was [," said the prisoner, ‘who forged this chain very carefully. |
thought my invincible power would hold the world captive leaving e in
u freedom undisturbed. Thus night and day 1 worked au the chain with
huge fires and cruel hard strokes, When at last the work was done and
the links were complete and unbreakable, 1 found thar it held me in s

grip.’

92

By ALL MEANS they iry 1o hold me secure who love me in this world. But
it is otherwise with thy love which is greater than theirs, and thou keepest
me free.

Lest | forget them they never venture to leave me alone, But day
passes by glter day and thou art not seen

If 1 call not thee in my prayers, if 1 keep not thee in my heart, thy
love for me still waits for my love.

33

Witex 1T Was day they came into my house and said, ‘We shall only take
the smallest room here,’

They said, ‘We shall help you in the warship of your God and humbly
accept only our own share of his grace’; and then they took their seal
in & cormer and they sat quiet and meek,

But in the darkness of night | find they hreak into my sacred shrine,

! First edinom “Lord"; See Nowes—Edior
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strong and turbulent, and snatch with unholy greed the offerings from
God's altar.

54

Ler oNLy THAT little be left of me whereby | may name thee my all.
Let only that little be left of my will whereby 1 may feel thee on every
side, and come w thee in everything, and offer 1o thee my love every
moment.
Let only that little be left of me whereby 1 may never hide thee.
Let only that little of my fetters be left whereby [ am bound with thy
will, and thy purpose is carried out in my life—and that is the fetter of
thy love.

35

Where THE mind is without fear and the head is held high;

Where knowledge is free;

Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by narrow
domestic walls;

Where words come out from the depth of mruth;

Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;

Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the dreary
desert sand of dead habirg

Whete the mind is led forward by thee ino everwidening thought
and action—

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father. let my counuy awake.

36

Twis 15 My prayer to thee, my Lord—strike, strike at the root of penury
in my heart.

Give me the strength lightly to bear my joys and sorrows,

Give me the strength to make my love fruitful in service.

Give me the strength never to disown the poor or bend my knees
before insolent might.

Give me the strength to raise my mind high above daily trifles.

And give me the strength to surrender my strength to thy will with

love.
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37

I THoverT that my voyage had come to its end at the last limit of my
power,—that the path before me was closed, that provisions were exhausted
and the time come to take shelter in a silent obscurity,

But [ fnd that thy will knows no end in me. And when old words
die out on the tongue, new melodies break forth from the heart; and
where the old tracks are lost, new country i revealed with its wonders.

38

Tuat [ wanT thee, only thee—let my hean repeat without end. All desires
that distract me, day and night, are false and empty to the core,

As the night keeps hidden in its gloom the petition for light, even
thus in the depth of my unconsciousness rings the ery—I want thee, only
thee,

As the storm still seeks its end in peace when it strikes against peace
with all its might, even thus my rebellion strikes against thy love and still
its cry is—] want thee, only thee

39

WHEN THE HEART is hard and parched up, come upon me with a shower
of mercy.
When grace is lost from life; come with a burst of song,
When tumulmuous work raises its din on all sides shutting me out from
bevond, come to me, my lord of silence, with thy peace and rest
When my beggarly heart sits crouched, shut up in a corner, break
open the door, my king, and come with the ceremony of a king,
‘When desire blinds the mind with delusion and dust, O thou haly
one, thou wakeful. come with thy light and thy thunder.

40

Tue nay HAS held back for days and days, my God, in my arid heart. The
horizon s fiercely naked—not the thinnest cover of a soft cloud. not the
vaguest hint of a distant cool shower,

Send thy angry storm, dark with death, if it is thy wish. and with lashes
of lightning startle the sky from end 10 end.
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But call back, my lord, call back this pervading silent heat, still and
keen and cruel, burming the heart with dire despair.

Let the cloud of grace bend low from above like the tearful look of
the mother on the day of the father's wrath.

4]

Wiere post thou stand behind them all, my lover, hiding thyself in the
shadows? They push thee and pass thee by on the dusty road, taking thee
for naught. 1 wail here weary hours spreading my offerings for thee, while
passers by come and take my flowers, one by one, and my basket is nearly
empty.

The moining time is past, and the noon. In the shade of evening my
eves are drowsy with sleep. Men going home glance at me and smile and
fill me with shame. 1 sit like a beggar maid, drawing my skirt over my face,
and when they ask me, what it is T wany, | drop my eyes and answer them
notl.

Oh, how, indeed, could 1 1ell them that for thee | wait, and that thou
hast promised to come. How could 1 utter for shame that | keep for my
dowry this poverty. Ah, 1 hug this pride in the secret of my heart.

I sit on the grass and gare upon the sky and dream of the sudden
splendour of thy coming—all the lights ablaze, golden pennons flying over
thy car, and they at the roadside standing agape, when they see thee come
down from thy seat 1o raise me from the dust, and set at thy side this
tagged beggar girl a-tremble with shame and pride, like a creeper in a
summer breeze.

But time glides on and still no sound of the wheels of thy chariot.
Many a procession passes by with noise and shouts and glamour of glory.
Is it only thou who wouldst stand in the shadow silent and behind them
all? And only I who would wait and weep and wear out my heart in vain
longing?

42

EARLY IN THE day it was whispered that we should saii in a boat, only thou
and I, and never a soul in the world would know of this our pilgrimage
1o no country and 1o no end.

In that shoreless ocean, at thy silently listening smile my songs would
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swell in melodies, free as waves, free from all bondage of words.

Is the time not come vet® Are there works still to do? Lo, the evening
has come down upon the shore and in the fading light the seabirds come
flying to their nesis.

Who knows when the chains will be off, and the boat, like the last
glimmer of sunset, vanish into the night?

43

Tir pAY was when [ did not keep myself in readiness for thee; and entering
my heart unbidden even as one of the common crowd, unknown 1o me,
my king. thou didst press the signet of eternity upon many a fleeting
moment of my life.

And to-dav when by chance 1 light upon them and see thy signature,
1 find thev have lain scattered in the dust mixed with the memory of joys
and sorrows of my trivial days forgotten.

Thou didst not turn in contempt from my childish play among dust,
and the steps that [ heard in my playroom are the same that are echoing
from s 1o star.

44

Tuirs 15 My delight, thus to wait and watch at the wayside where shadow
chases light and (he rain comes in the wake of the summer.

Messengers, with tidings from unknown skies, greet me and speed
along the road. My heart is glad within, and the breath of the passing
breeze is sweeL

From dawn till dusk | sit here before my door, and I know that of
a sudden the happy moment will arrive when I shall see.

In the meanwhile 1 smile and 1 sing all alone. In the meanwhile the
air is filling with the perfume of promise.

45

Have you 8071 heard his silent steps? He comes, comes, ever comes.
Every moment and every age. every day and every might he comes,
COmes, &ver Comes.
Many 4 song have | sung in many a mood of mind, but all their notes
have always proclaimed, ‘He comes, comes, ever comes.’
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In the fragrant days of sunny April through the forest path he comes,
comes, EVEr comes,

In the rainy gloom of July nights on the thundering chariot of clouds
he comes, comes, ever comes,

In sorrow afier sorrow it is his steps that press upon my heart, and
it is the golden touch of his feet that makes my joy to shine.

46

I kxow xoT from what distant nme thou art ¢ver coming nearer to meet
me. Thy sun and stars can never keep thee hidden from me for aye.

In many a morning and eve thy footsteps have been heard and thy
messenger hias come within my heart and called me in secret.

I know not why to-day my life is all astir, and a feeling of wemulous
joy is passing through my heart.

It is as if the ume were come 1o wind up my work. and | feel in the
air a faint smell of thy sweet presence.

47

THE NIGHT 1S nearly spent waiting for him m vain. | fear lest in the moming
he suddenly come to my door when | have fallen asleep wearied out. Oh
friends, leave the way open to him—forbid him not

If the sound of his steps does not wake me, do nol try to rouse me,
[ pray. I wish not to be called from my sleep by the clamorous choir of
birds, by the riot of wind at the festival of momning light. Let me sleep
undisturbed even if my lord comes of a sudden to my door.

Ah, my sleep, precious sleep, which only waits for his touch to vanish,
Ah, my closed eves that would open their lids only 1o the light of his smile
when he stands before me like a dream emerging from darkness of sleep,

Let him appear before my sight as the first of all lights and all forms.
The first thrill of joy to my awakened soul let it come from his glance.
And let my return to myself be immediate retwrn to him..

4%

ThE MORNING sea of silence broke into ripples of bird songs; and the [lowers
were all merry by the roadside; and the wealth of gold was scattered through
the rift of the clouds while we busily went on our way and paid no heed.
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We sang no glad songs nor played; we went not to the village for
barter; we spoke not a word nor smiled; we lingered not on the way. We

quickened our pace more and more as the time sped by.

The sun rose to the mid sky and doves cooed in the shade. Withered
leaves danced and whirled in the hot air of noon. The shepherd boy
drowsed and dreamed in the shadow of the banyan tree, and 1 laid myself
down by the water and stretched my tred limbs on the grass.

My companions laughed at me in scom; they held their heads high
and hurried on; they never looked back nor rested; they vanished in the
distant blue harze. They crossed many meadows and hills, and passed
through strange, far-away countries, All honour to you, heroic host of the
interminable path! Mockery and reproach pricked me to rise, but found
no responise in me. [ gave myself up for lost in the depth of a glad
humiliation—in the shadow of a dim delight

The repase of the sunembroidered green gloom slowly spread over
my heart. [ forgot for what | had travelled, and I suwrrendered my mind
without struggle (0 the maze of shadows and songs.

At last, when | woke from my slumber and opened my eyes, | saw
thee standing by me, fooding my sleep with thy smile, How 1 had feared
that the path was long and weansome, and the struggle to reach thee was
hard!

49

You came down from your throne and stood at my cottage door.

I was singing all alone in a comner, and the melody caught your ear.
You came down and stood at my cottage door.

Masters are many in your hall, and songs are sung there at all hours.
Bur the simple carol of this novice struck at your love. One plaintive little
strain mingled with the great music of the world, and with a flower for
a prize vou came down and stopped a1 my couage door.

60

I HAL Gong wbegging from door to door in the village path, when thy
golden chariot appeared in the distance like a gorgeous dream and I
wondered who was this King of all Kings!

My hopes rose high and methought my evil days were at an end, and
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I stood waiting for alms 1o be given unasked and for wealth scattered on
all sides in the dust.

The chariot stopped where I stood. Thy glance fell on me and thou
camest down with a smile. | fell that the luck of my life had come at last
Then of a sudden thou didst hold out thy right hand and say "What hast
thou to give to me?’

Ah, what a kingly jest was it to open thy palm to a beggar to beg!
I was confused and stood undecided, and then from my wallet 1 slowly
ok out the least little grain of com and gave it 1o thee.

But how great my surprise when at the day’s end | emptied my bag
on the floor to find a least little grain of gold among the poor heap. 1
bitterly wept and wished that 1 had had the heart to give thee my all.

]

Tre NGHT darkened. Our day's works had been done. We thought that
the last guest had arrived for the night and the doors in the village were
all shut. Only some said, The king was to come. We laughed and said 'No,
it cannot be!’

It seemed there were knocks at the door and we said it was nothing
but the wind. We put out the lamps and lay down 1o sleep, Only some
said, ‘It is the messenger!’ We laughed and said *No, it must be the wind!’

There came a sound in the dead of the night. We sleepily thought
it was the distant thunder. The earth shook, the walls rocked, and it troubled
us in our sleep. Only some said, it was the sound of wheels. We saud m
a drowsy murmur, ‘No, it must be the rumbling of clouds!’

The night was still dark when the drum sounded. The voice came
‘Wake up! delay not!” We pressed our hands on our hearts and shuddered
with fear, Some said, "Lo, there is the king's flagl’ We stood up on our
feet and cried ‘There is no tume for delay!’

The king has come—but where are lights, where are wreaths? Where
is the throne to seat him? Oh, shame, Oh utter shame! Where is the hall,
the decorations? Some one' has said, "Vain is this cry! Greet him with
empty hands, lead him into thy rooms all bare!’

Open the doors, let the conch-shells be sounded! In the depth of
the night has come the king of our dark, dreary house. The thunder roars
in the sky, The darkness shudders with Iightning. Bring out thy tattered

! First edition: Someonc’ . See Notes—FEditor
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piece of mat and spread it in the courtyard, With the storm has come
of a sudden our king of the fearful night

52

I miovuGHT | should ask of thee—but 1 dared not—the rose wreath thou
hiadst o thy neck. Thus | waited for the moming, when thou didst depart,
to find a few fragments on the bed. And like 2 beggar | searched in the
dawn only for a suay petal or wo..

Ah me, what is it | find? What wken lefi of thy love? It is no Nower,
no spices, no vase of perfumed water, It is thy mighty sword, flashing as
a flame, heavy as 2 bolt of thunder. The young light of morning comes
through the window and spreads iself upon thy bed. The moming bird
twitters and asks, 'Woman, what hast thou got>* No, it is no flower, nor
spices, nor vase of perfumed water—it is thy dreadful sword.

I'sit and muse in wonder, what gift is this of thine. T can find no place
where o hide it 1 am ashamed to wear ir, frail as 1 am, and it huris me
when 1 press it to my bosom. Yet shall | bear in my heart this honour
of the burden of pain, this gift of thine.

From now there shall be no fear left for me in this world, and thou
shlt be victorious in all my strife. Thou hast left death for my companion
and I shall crown him with my life. Thy sword is with me to cut asunder
my bonds, and there shall be no fear left for me in the world.

From now 1 leave off all petty decorations. Lord of my heart, no more
shall there be for me waiting and weeping in corners, 1o more coyness
and sweetness of demeanour,! Thou hast given me thy sword for
adorument. No more doll’s decorations for me!

53

BearTiFoL s thy wristlet, decked with stars and cunningly wrought in myriad-
coloured jewels. Bur more beawtiful to me thy sword with its curve of
lightning like the outspread wings of the divine bird of Vishou, perfectly
posed in the angry red light of the sunser,

It quiivers like the one last response of life in ecstasy of pain at the
final swoke of deatly; it shines like the pure Hame of being burning up
carthly sense with one fierce flash.

" Farst edition: “shy and sofr demeanour”. See Notes—Fditor
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Beautiful is thy wristlet, decked with starry gems; but thy sword, O
lord of thunder, is wrought with uttermost beauty, terrible 1o behold or
to think of.

b4

1 asken nothing from thee; 1 uttered not my name to thine ear. When thou
took’st thy leave [stood silent. | was alone by the well where the shadow
of the tree fell aslany, and the women had gone home with their brown
earthen pitchers full to the brim. They called me and shouted, ‘Come with
us, the morning is wearing on to noon.’ But I languidly lingered awhile
lost in the midst of vague musings.

I heard not thy steps-as thou camest. Thine eyes were sad when they
tell on me; thy voice was tired as thou spokest low—'Ah. I am a thirsty
traveller.” | started up from my daydreams and poured water from my
Jar on thy joined palms. The leaves rusiled overhead; the cuckoo sang
from: the unseen dark, and perfume of babla flowers came from the bend
of the road.

| stood speechless with shame when my name thou didst ask. Indeed,
what had 1 done for thee to keep me in remembrance? But the memory
that | could give water to thee to allay thy thirst will cling to my hean
and enfold it in sweemess, The moring hour is late, the bird sings in
weary notes, neem leaves rustle overhead and 1 sit and think and think,

55

LANGUOR 15 upon your heart and the slumber is still on your eves.

Has not the word come to you that the flower is reigning in splendour
among thorns? Wake, oh awaken! Let not the time pass in vain!

At the end of the stony path, in the country of virgin solitude my
friend s siting all alone. Deceive him not. Wake, oh awaken!

What if the sky pants and trembles with the heat of the midday sun—
what if the burning sand spreads its mantle of thirst—

Is there no joy in the deep of your heart? At every footfall of yours,
will not the harp of the road break out in sweet music of pain?
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girl it lay pervading her heart in tender and silent mystery of love—the
sweet, sofl freshness that has bloomed on baby's limbs,

62

WHEN | BRING o you coloured toys, my child, | understand why there is
such a play of colours on clouds, on water, and why flowers are painted
in tints—when | give coloured toys to you, my child.

When | sing to make you dance [ truly know why there is music in
leaves, and why waves send their chorus of woices to the heart of the
listeniing earth—when 1 sing to make you dance.

When 1 bring sweet things to your greedy hands 1 know why there
s honey in the cup of the flower and why fruits are secretly filled with
sweet juice—when 1 bring sweet things (o your greedy hands.

When | kiss your lace to make you smile, my darling, 1 surely
understand: what the pleasure is that streams from the sky in morning
light, and what delight that is which the summer breeze brings to my
body—when | kiss you to make vou smile.

B3

Toou past made me known to friends whom I knew not. Thou hast given
me seats in homes not my own. Thou hast brought the distant near and
made 3 brother of the suanger,

| am uneasy at heart when [ have 1o leave my accusiomed shelier:
1 forget that there abides the old in the new, and that there also thou
abidest

Through birth and death, in this world or in others, wherever thou
leadest me ivis thou, the same, the one companion of my endless life
who ever linkest my heart with bonds of joy to the unfamiliar.

When one knows thee, then alien there is none, then no door is shuc
Oh; grant me my praver that 1 may never lose the bliss of the touch of
the one in the play of the many.

B4
ON THE SLOPE of the desolate river among tall grasses | asked ber, ‘Maiden,

where do you go shading your lamp with your mantle? My house is all
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dark and lonesome—lend me your light!" She raised her dark eves for
a moment and looked at my face through the dusk. 'l have come to the
river," she said, ‘to float my lamp on the stream when the daylight wanes
in the west.” | stood alone among tall grasses and watched the timid flame
of her lamp uselessly drifting in the tide.

In the silence of gathering night I asked her, ‘Maiden, your lights
are all lii—then where do you Bo with your lamp? My house is all dark
and lonesome,—lend me your light.” She raised her dark eyes on my face
and stood for a moment doubul, 1 have come,' she said ar last, ‘o
dedicate my lamp 1o the sky.” 1 stood and waiched her light uselessly
burning in the void.

In the moonless gloom of midnight I asked her, "Maiden, what is your
quest holding the lamp. year your heart? My house is all dark and
lonesome,—lend me your light." She stopped for a minute and thought
and gazed at my face in the dark, *] have brought my light," she said, ‘ty
join the carnival of lamps.' | stood and watched her little lamp uselessly
lost among lights,

65

Wit piving drink wouldst thou have, my God, from this overflowing cup
of my life? My poer, is i thy delight 1o see thy creation through my eves
and to stand at the portals of my ears silently to listen to thine own eternal
harmony?

Thy world is weaving words in my mind and thy joy is adding music
to them. Thou givest thyself 10 me in love and then feelest thine own
entire sweelness in e,

66

SHE WHO EVER had remained in the depth of my being, in the twilight of
gleams and of glimpses; she who never opened her veils in the moming
light, will be my last gift 1o thee, my God, folded in my final song.

Words have wooed yet failed to win her; persuasion has stretched 10
her ity eager arms in vain,

I have roamed from country to country keeping her in the core of
my heart, and around her have risen and fallen the growth and decay of
my life.
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Over my thoughts and actions, my slumbers and dreams, she reigned
vet dwelled alone and apart.

Many a man knocked at my door and asked for her and mmed away
in despair.

There was none in the world who ever saw her face o face, and she
remained in her lonelmess waiting for thy recogmtion.

67

Tuou arr THE sky and thou art the nest as well,

O thou beautiful, there in the nest it is thy love that encloses the soul
with colours and sounds and odours.

There comes the morning with the golden basket i her right hand
bearing the wreath of beauty, silently to crown the earth.

And there comes the evening over the lonely meadows deserted by
herds, through wackless paths, carrying cool dranghts of peace in her
golden pitcher from the western ocean of rest.

But there, where spreads the infinite sky for the soul to take her flight
in, reigns the stainless white radiance. There is no day nor night, nor form
nor colonr, and never, never a word.

THy SUNBEAM comes upon this earth of mine with arms outstretched and
‘stands at my door the livelong day 1o carry back 1o thy feet clouds made
of my tears and sighs and songs.

With fond delight thou wrappest about thy starry. breast that mantle
of misty cloud, tming it into numberless shapes and folds and colouring
it with hues everchanging,

It is so light and so Oeeting, tender and tearful and dark, that is why
thou Jovest it, O thou spotless and serenc. And that is why it may cover
thy awful white light with its pathetic shadows.

69

The same stream of life that runs through my veins night and day runs
through the world and dances in rhythmic measures,
It is the same life that shoots in jov through the dust of the earth
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in numberless blades of grass and breaks into tumuliuous waves of leaves
and flowers.

It is the same life that is rocked in the ocean<radle of birth and of
death, in ebb and in flow.

I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of this world of life.
And my pride is from the life-throb of ages dancing in my blood this
moment.

70

1s m BEYOND thee to be glad with the gladness of this thythm? 1o be tossed
and lost and broken in the whirl of this fearful joy?

All things rush on, they stop not, they look not behind, no power
can hold them back, they rush on.

Keeping steps with that restless. rapid music, seasons come dancing
and pass away—colours, tunes, and perfumes pour in endless cascades in
the abounding joy that scatters and gives up and dies every moment.

7l

That | sHouin make much of myself and turn it on all sides, thus casting
coloured shadows on thy mdiance—such is thy maya.

Thou settest a barrier in thine own being and then callest thy severed
self in myriad notes. This thy selfseparation has taken body in me.

The poignant song Is echoed through all the sky in many-coloured
tears and smiles, alarms and hopes; waves rise up and sink again, dreams
break and form. In me is thy own defeat of self.

This screen that thou has raised is painted with innumerable figures
with the brush of the night and the day. Behind it thy seat is woven in
wondrous mysteries of curves, casting away all barren lines of straightness.

The great pageant of thee and me has overspread the sky. With the
tune of thee and me all the air is vibrant, and all ages pass with the hiding
and seeking of thee and me.

72

He 17 15, the innermost one, who awakens my being with his deep hidden
touches.
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He it is who puts his enchantment upon these eyes and joviully plays
on the chords of my heart in varied cadence of pleasure and pain.

He it is who weaves the web of this maya in evanescent hues of gold
and silver, blue and green, and lets peep out through the folds his feet,
at whose touch 1 forget myself,

Days come and ages pass, and it is ever he who moves my heart in
many a name, in many 4 guise, in many a rapture of joy and of sorrow.

73

DELIVERANCE 1S ot for me in resunciation. [ feel the embrace of freedom
in a thousand bonds of delight.

Thou ever pourest for me the fresh dranght of thy wine of various
colours and fragrance, filling this earthern vessel to the brim.

My world will light its hundred different lamps with thy flame and
place them before the altar of thy temple.

No, | will never shut the doors of my senses. The delights of sight
and hearing and touch will bear thy delight.

Yes, all my illusions will burn into llumination of joy, and all my
desires ripen into fruiis of love:

74

THE DAY 15 no more, the shadow is upon the earth, It is time that [ go
o the stream to fill my pitcher.

The evening air is eager with the sad music of the water. Ah, it calls
me out into the dusk. In the lonely lane there is no passer by, the wind
is up, the ripples are rampant in the river.

I know not if I shall come back home. 1 know not whom I ¢hall chance
160 meer. There at the fording in the little boat the unknown man plays
upon  his lute.

75

Ty ciFts 1o ns mortals fulfil all our peeds and yet run back to thee
undiminished.

The river has its everyday work 10 do and hastens through ficlds and
hamlets; yet its incessant stream winds towards the washing of thy feet.

[ 681]



GITAN]JALI

The fower sweetens the air with its perfume; yet its last service is to
offer itself to thee.

Thy worship does not impoverish the world.

From the words of the poet men take what meanings please them;
vet their last meaning points to thee.

6

DAy AFTER DAY, O lord of my life, shall | stand before thee face to face?
With folded hands, O lord of all worlds, shall 1 stand before thee face
1o fiace?

Under thy great sky in solimde and silence, with humble heart shall
1 stand before thee face 1o face?

in this laborious world of thine, mmulmuous with roil and with siroggle.
among hurrying crowds shall 1 stand before thee face 1o face?

And when my work shall be done in this world, O King of kings. alone
and speechless shall | stand before thee face 10 face?

77

1 evow THEE as my God and stand apart—I1 do not know thee as my own
and come closer. | know thee as my father and bow before thy feet—I
do not grasp thy hand as my friend’s.

I stand not where thou comest down and ownest thyself as mine,
there to clasp thee to my heart and ke thee as my comrade.

Thou an the Brother amongst my brothers, but 1 heed them not, |
divide not my earnings with them, thus sharing my all with thee.

In pleasure and in pain | stand not by the side of men, and thus stand
by thee. 1 shrink 1o give up my life. and thus do not plunge into the great
waters of life,

78

WHEN THE creation was new and all the stars shone in their first splendour,
the gods held their assembly in the sky and sang 'Oh, the picture of
perfection! the joy unalloyed!’

But one cried of a sudden—Tt seems that somewhere there is a break
in the chain of light and one of the stars has been lost.”
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The golden string of their harp snapped, their song stopped, and they
cried in dismay—Yes, that lost star was the best, she was the glory of all
heavens!”

From that day the search is unceasing for her, and the cry goes on
lrom one to the other that in her the world has lost its one joy!

Only in the deepest silence of night the stars smile and whisper among
themselves—"Vain is this seeking! Unbroken perfection is over alll’

79

If 1T 15 NOT my portion to meet thee in this my life then let me ever feel
that I have missed thy sight—let me not forget for a moment, let me carry
the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

As my days pass in the crowded market of this world and my hands
grow full with the daily profits, let me ever feel that | have gained nothing—
let me not forget for 4 moment, let me carry the pangs of this sorrow
in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

When 1 sit by the roadside, tired and panting, when 1 spread my bed
low in the dust, let me ever feel that the long journey is still before me—
let me not forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of this sorrow
in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

When my rooms have been decked out and the flutes sound and the
laughter there is loud, let me ever feel that [ have not invited thee to my
house—iet me not forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of this
sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

80

I am Like A remnant of a cloud of autumn uselessly roaming in the sky,
O my sun ever glorious! Thy touch has not yet melted my vapour, making
me one with thy light, and thus | count months and years separated from
thee.

II this be thy wish and if this be thy play, then take this fleeting
emptiness of mine, paint it with colours, gild it with gold, float it on the
wanton wind and spread it in varied wonders.

And again when it shall be thy wish to end this play at night, 1 shall
melt and vanish away in the dark, or it may be in a smile of the white
moming, in a coolness of purity trunsparent.
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81

ON MANY AN idle day have | grieved over |ost tme. But it is never lost, my
lord.Thou hast taken every moment of my life in thine own hands.
Hidden in the heart of things thou art nourishing seeds into sprouts,
buds into blossoms, and ripening flowers into fruitfulness.
I was tired and sleeping on my idle bed and imagined all work had
ceased. In the moming | woke up and found my garden full with wonders
of llowers.

B2

TimE 15 endless in thy hands, my lord, There is none o count thy minutes.

Days and nights pass and ages bloom and fade like fowers. Thou
knowest how to wait

Thy centuries follow each other perfeciing a small wild flower.

We have no time to Jose, and having no time we must scramble for
our chances. We are 100 poor to be late.

And thus it is that time goes by while | give it 1o every querulous man
who claims it, and thine altar is empty of all offerings to the last.

At the end of the day | hasten in fear lest thy gate be shut; but |
find that yet there is time.

83

Morser, 1 shall weave a chain of pearls for thy neck with my tears of
SOTTOW,

The stars have wrought their anklets of light to deck thy [eet, but
mine will hang upon thy breast

Wealth and fame come from thee and it is for thee to give or o
withhold them. But this my sorrow is absolutely mine own, and when 1
bring it to thee as my offering thou rewardest me with thy grace.

B4

IT 15 THE pang of separation that spreads throughout the world and gives
birth to shapes innumerable in the mbnite sky,

It is this sorrow of separation that gazes in silence all night from star
to star and becomes lyric among rustling leaves in rainy darkness of July.
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It is this overspreading pain that deepens into loves and desires, into
sufferings and joys in human homes; and this it is thar ever melts and
flows in songs through my poet’s heart,

85

WHEX THE warriors came out first from their master's hall, where had they
hid their power? Where were their armour and their arms?

They looked poor and helpless, and the arrows were showered upon
them on the day they came ouwt from their master's hall.

When the warriors marched back again to their master's hall where
did they hide their power?

They had dropped the sword and dropped the bow and the arrow;
peace was on their foreheads, and they had left the fruits of their life
behind them on the day they marched back again to their master’s hall,

86

DeATH, THY servant, is at my door. He has crossed the unknown sea and
brought thy call to my home.

The night is dark and my heart is fearful—yet | will take up the lamp,
open my gates and bow to him my welcome, It is thy messenger who stands
at my door.

I will worship him with folded hands, and with tears, 1 will worship
him placing at his feet the treasure of my heart

He will go back with his errand done, leaving a dark shadow on my
moming; and in my desolate home only my forlorn self will remain as
my last offering o thee.

B7

IN DESPERATE hope | go and search for her in all the corners of my room;
I find her not

My house is small and what once has gone from it can never be
regained.

Bul infinite is thy mansion, my lord.! and seeking her I have come
o thy door.

{ First edition: “Lord”. See Notes—Editor
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I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky and 1 lift my
eager eyes (o thy face.

I have come to the brink of eternity from which nothing can vanish—
no hope, no happiness, no vision of a face seen through tears

Oh, dip my emptied life into that ocean, plunge it into the deepest
fullness. Let me for once feel that lost sweet ouch in the allness of the
universe.

88

Derry of THE ruined temple! The broken strings of Vina sing no more your
praise. The bells in the evening proclaim not your time of worship. The
air is still and silem about you.

In your desolate dwelling comes the vagrant spring breeze, It brings
the tidings of Howers—the Howers that for your worship are offered no
more.

Your worshipper of old wanders ever longing for favour still refused.
In the eventide, when fires and shadows mingle with the gloom of dust,
he wearily comes back to the mined temple with hunger in his heart.

Many a festival day comes to you in silence, deity of the ruined temple.
Many a might of worship goes away with Famp unlit

Many new images are built by masters of cunning art and carried o
the holy stream of oblivion when their time is come.

Only the deity of the mined wmple remains unworshipped in deathless
neglect.

89

No MORe NOisy, loud words from me—such is my master’s will. Henceforth
1 deal in whispers. The speech of my heart will be carried on in murmurings
of a song.

Men hasten to the King's market. All the buyers and sellers are there.
But I have my untimely leave in the middle of the day, in the thick of
work.

Let then the flowers come out in my garden, though it is not their
time; and let the midday bees strike up their lazy hum.

Full many an hour have 1 spent in the strife of the good and the evil,
but now it is the pleasure of my playmate of the empty days o draw my
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heart on to him; and | know not why is this sudden call 1o what useless
inconsequence!

90

Ox THE DAY when death will knock at thy door what wilt thou offer o him?
Oh, I will set before my guest the full vessel of my life—! will never
let him go with empty hands.
All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and summer nights, all
the earnings and gleanings of my busy life will 1 place before him at the
close of my days when death will knock at my door,

91

O oy i last fulfilment of life, Death, my death, come and whisper
o me!

Day after day have | kept watch for thee; for thee have | borne the
joys and pangs of life-

All that 1 am, that [ have, that 1 hope and all my love have ever flowed
towards thee in depth of secrecy. One final glance from thine eyes and
my life will be ever thine own,

The Howers have been woven and the garland is ready for the bride-
groom, After the wedding the bride shall leave her home and meet her
lord alone in the solitude of night.

92

I kvow THAT the day will come when my sight of this earth shall be lost,
and life will take its leave in silence, drawing the last curtain over my eyes.

Yet stars will watch at night, and moming rise as before, and hours
heave like sea waves casting up pleasures and pains.

When I think of this end of my moments, the barrier of the moments
breaks and | see by the light of death thy world with its careless ireasures.
Rare is its lowliest seat, rare is its meanest of lives.

Things that | longed for in vain and things that | got—ler them pass.
Let me but truly possess the things that I ever spurned and overlooked.
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93

I HAVE GOT my leave. Bid me farewell. my brothers! 1 bow to vou all and
take my departure.

Here | give back the keys of my door—and 1 give up all elaims to
my house, I only ask for last kind words from you.

We were neighbours for long, but I received more than 1 could give.
Now the day has dawned and the lamp that lit my dark corner is out. A
summons has come and I am ready for my journey.

94

AT THIS TIME of my parting, wish me good luck, my friends! The sky is
flushed with the dawn and my path lies beawtiful,

Ask not what I have with me to take there, | start on my journey with
empty hands and expectant heart.

I shall put on my wedding garland. Mine is not the red-brown dress
of the waveller, and though there are dangers on the way 1 have no fear
in my mind.

The evening star will come out when my voyage is done and the
plaintive notes of the wilight melodies be struck up from the King's gateway.

95

I was NOT aware of the moment when 1 first crossed the threshold of this
life.

What was the power that made me open out into this vast mystery
like a bud in the forest ar midnight!

When in the moming | looked upon the light | felt in 4 moment
that | was no stranger in this world, that the inscrutable without name
and form had taken me in its arms in the form of my own mother.

Even so, in death the same unknown will appear as ever known to
me, And because 1 love this life, I know [ shall love death as well.

The child cries out when from the right breast the mother takes it
away, in the very next moment to find in the left one its consolation.
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96

When 1 Go from hence let this be my parting word, that what | have seen
is unsurpassable.

I have tasted of the hidden honey of this lotus that expands on the
ocean of light, and thus am I blessed—ler this be my parting word.

In this plavhouse of infinite forms | have had my play and here have
I caughr sight of him that is formless.

My whole body and my fimbs have thrilled with his wouch who is
beyoud touch; and if the end comes here, let it come—let this be my

parting word.

97
Wiex sy play was with thee 1 never questioned who thou wert. 1 knew
nor shyness nor fear, my life was boisterous.

I the early morning thou wouldst call me from my sleep like my own
comrade and lead me munning from glade to glade.

On those days | never cared to know the meaning of songs thou
sangest 1o me. Only my voice took up the tunes, and my hean danced
in their cadence.

Now, when the playtime is over, what is this sudden sight that is come
upon me? The workd with eyes bent upon thy leet stands in awe with all
its silent stars,

E L

1 wite pEck thee with trophies, garlands of my defeat. It js never in my
poweT 0 escape mmt:mquu'ed.

| surely know my pride will go to the wall, my life will burst its bonds
in exceeding pain, and my empty heart will sob out'in music like a hollow
recd, and the stone will melt in bears,

I surely know the hundred petals of a lotus will not remain closed
lor ever and the secret recess of its haney will be bared.

From the blue sky an eye shall gaze upon me and summon me in
silence, Nothing will be left for me, nothing whatever and utter death shall
I receive at thy feet
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oy

Wien 1 GivE up the helm | know that the time has come for thee to take
it. What there is to do will be mstantly done. Vain is this struggle.

Then ke away your hiands and silently put up with your defeat, my
heart, and think it your good fortune to sit perfectly sill where you are
placed.

These my lamps-are blown out at every little puff of wind, and wying
to light them 1 forget all else again and again.

But 1 shall be wise this time and wait in the dark. spreading my mat
on the floor; and whenever it is thy pleasure, my lord, come silently and
take thy seat here.

100

I pive npows into the depth of the ocean of forms, hoping to gain the
perfect pearl of the formless.

No more sailing from harbour to harbour with this my weather-beaten
boar. The days are long passed when my sport was to be tossed on waves.

And now | am eager 1o die into the deathless.

into the audience hall by the fathomless abyss where swells up the
music of toneless strings | shall take this harp of my life.

I shall mune it to the notes of for ever, and, when it has sobbed out
its last utterance, lay down my silent harp at the leet of the silent.

101

Ever IN my life have 1 sought thee with my songs. It was they who led me
from door to door, and with them have | felt about me, searching and
touching my world,

It was my songs that taught me all the lessons [ ever learnt; they
showed me secret paths, they brought before my sight many a star on the
horizon of my heart.

They guided me all the day long to the mysteries of the country of
pleasure and pain, and, at last, to what palace gate have they brought me
in the evening at the end of my joumey?
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o2

I poASTED among men that 1 had known you. They see your pictitres in
all works of mine, They come and ask me, "Who is he?" 1 know not how
o answer them, I say, ‘Indeed, 1 cannot tell.’ They blame me and they
go away in scorn. And vou sit there smiling.

I put my tales of you into lasting songs. The secret gushes out lrom
my heart. They come and ask me, “Tell me all your meanings.’ 1 know
not how to answer them. I say, "Ah, who knows what they mean!” They
smile and go away in utter scom. And you sit there smiling.

103

In oNE salutation to thee, my God, let all my senses spread out and touch
this world at thy feet.

Like a rain<loud of July hung low with its burden of unshed showers
let all my mind bend down at thy door in one salutation o thee.

Lee all my songs gather together their diverse strains into a single
current and flow 10 a sea of silence in one salutation 1o thee.

Like a flock of homesick cranes flying night and day back o their
mountain nests let all my life mke its voyage 1o its eternal home in one
salutation to thee.
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PREFACE

Most aF THE lyrics of love and life, the translations of which from
Bengali are published in this book, were written much earlier
than the series of religious poems contained in the book named
Gitanjali. The translations are not always literal—the onginals
being sometimes abridged and sometimes paraphrased.

RasinpRANATH TAGORE
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1

SERVANT
Have MERCY upon your servant, my queen!

QuizN

The assembly is over and my servants are all gone. Why do you come
at this late hour?

SERVANT
When you have finished with others, that is my lime,
I come to ask what remains for your last servant w do.

QUEEN

What can you expect when it is oo late?
SERVANT

Mitke me the gardener of your flower garden.
Quies

What folly is this?
SERVANT

I will give up my other work.

I throw my swords and lances down in the dust. Do not send me 1o
distant courts; do not bid me undertake new conquests. But make me the
gardener of vour fower garden.

QUEEN
What will your duties ber

SERVANT
The service of your idle days.

I will keep fresh the grassy path where you walk in the morning,
where your feet will be greeted with praise at every step by the fHlowers
eager for death.

I will swing you in a swing among the branches of the saptaparna,
where the early evening moon will struggle 1o kiss your skirt through the
leaves.
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[ will replenish with scented oil the lainp that burns by your bedside,
and decorate your footstool with sandal and saffron paste in wondrous

desgns.

QUEEN
What will you have for your reward?

SERVANT
To be allowed to hold your litle fists like tender lotus-buds and slip flower
chains over your wrists; to tinge the soles of your feet with the red juice
of ashoka petals and kiss away the speck of dust that may chance 1o linger
there,

Quees
Your prayers are granted, my servant, you will be the gardener of my
flower garden.

2

‘AN, POET. THE evening draws near; your hair is tming grey.
‘Do you m your lonely musing hear the message of the hereafters’

‘It is evening,' the poet said, “and I am listening because some one may
call from the village, late though it be.

T watch if young straying hearts meet together, and two pairs of eager
cyes beg for music to break their silence and speak for them.

‘Who is there 1o weave their passionate songs, if 1 sit on the shore
of life and contemplate death and the beyond?

‘The early evening star disappears.

“The glow of a funeral pyre slowly dies by the silent river.

Jackals cry in chorus from the courtyard of the deserted house in
the light of the worn-out moan,

“If some wanderer, leaving home, come here (o watch the night and
with bowed head listen to the muwrmur of the darkness, who is there 1o
whisper the secrets of life into his ears if 1, shutting my doors, should uy
to free myself from mortal bonds®

182]



THE GARDENER

‘It is a trifle that my hair is wming grey.

T am ever as young or as old as the youngest and the oldest of this
village.

‘Some have smiles, sweet and simple, and some a sly twinkle in their
eyes,

‘Some have tears that well up in the daylight, and others tears that
ar¢ hidden in the gloom,

“They all have need for me, and 1 have no time 1o brood over the
afterlife.

‘Tam of an age with each, what matter if my hair turns grey?’

3

IN THE MORNING | cast my net into the sea.

| dragged up from the dark abyss things of strange aspect and strange
beauty—some shone like a smile, some glistened like tears, and some were
flushed like the cheeks of a bride.

When with the day’s burden [ went home, my love was sitting in the
garden idly tearing the leaves of a flower.

I hesitated for a moment, and then placed at her feet all that | had
dragged up, and swod silent

She glanced at them and said, ‘"What strange things are these? I know
not of what use they are!’

I bowed my head in shame and thought, I have not fought for these,
I did not buy them in the market; they are not fit gifts lor her.’

Then the whole night through 1 flung them one by one into the
street.

In the moming travellers came; they picked them up and carried
them into far countries.

4

AH ME. wiy did they build my house by the road to the market town?
They moor their laden boats near my trees.
They come and go and wander at their will.
I sit and watch them; my time wears on.
Tum them away | cannot. And thus my days pass by
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Night and day their steps sound by my door.

Vainly I cry, 'l do not know you.’

Some of them are known te my fingers, some to my nosirils, the blood
in my veins seems to know them;, and some are known to my dreams,

Turn them away 1 cannot. 1 call them and say, ‘Come 1o my house
whoever chooses. Yes, come.

In the moming the bell rings in the temple.
They come with their baskets in their hands.
Their feet are rosy red. The early light of dawn is on their faces.
Turmn them away | cannot. | call them and I say, *Come 1o my garden
t gather flowers. Come hither.'

In the mid-day the gong sounds at the palace gate.

I 'know not why they leave their work and linger near my hedge.

The flowers in their hair are pale and faded; the notes are languid
in their flutes.

Turn them away T cannot. | call them and say, ‘The shade is cool
under my trees. Come, friends.’

At night the crickets chirp in the woods.

Who is it that comes slowly to my door and gently knocks?

I vaguely see the face, not a word Is spoken, the stillness of the sky
is all around.

Turn away my silent guest I cannot. 1 look at the face through the
dark, and hours of dreams pass by.

5

I Am rEstiess. T am athirst for faraway things.
My soul goes out in a longing to touch the skirt of the dim distance.
O Great Beyond, O the keen call of thy ute!
I forget, 1 ever forget, that 1 have no wings to fly, that I am bound
in this spot evermore.

I am eager and wakeful, | am a stranger in a strange land.
Thy breath comes to me whispering an impossible hope.
Thy tongue is known to my heart as its very own,
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O Fartoseek, O the keen call of thy flute!
I forget, 1 ever forget, that | know not the way, that | have not the
winged horse.

I am listless, | am a wanderer in my heart,

In the sunny haze of the languid hours, what vast vision of thine takes
shape in the blue of the sky!

O Farthest end, O the keen call of thy flute!

I forget, | ever forget, that the gates are shut everywhere in the house
where 1 dwell alone!

6

THE TAME BIRD was in a cage, the free bird was in the forest

They met when the time came, it was a decree of fate.

The free bird cries, 'O my love. let us fly to wood.'

The cage bird whispers, ‘Come hither, let us both live in the cage.’

Says the free bird, "Among bars, where is there room to spread one's
wings?'

‘Alas," cries the cage bird, ‘1 should not know where 10 sit perched
in the sky.'

The free bird cries, "My darling, sing the songs of the woodlands,'
The cage bird says, *Sit by my side, I'll teach you the speech of the
learned.”
The forest bird cries, "No, ah no! songs can never be taught.’
The cage bird says, "Alas for me, [ know not the songs of the
woodlands,'

Their love is intense with longing, but they never can fly wing to wing.
Through the bars of the cage they look, and vain is their wish (0 know
each other.
They flutter their wings in yearning, and sing, 'Come closer, my love!’
The free bird cries, ‘It cannot be, | fear the closed doors of the cage.’
The cage bird whispers, ‘Alas, my wings are powerless and dead,
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-
O momier; the young Prince is to pass by our door—how can I attend
to my work this moming?
Show me how to braid up my hair; tell me what garment to put on.

Why do vou look at me amazed, mother?

I know well he will not glance up once at my window; | know he will
pass out of my sight in the twinkling of an eye; only the vanishing strain
of the fute will come sobbing to me from afar.

But the young Prince will pass by our door, and 1 will put on my best
for the moment

© mother, the young Prince did pass by our door, and the moming sun
flashed from his chariot.

I swept aside the veil from my face, I tore the mby chain from my
neck and flung it in his path,

Why do you look ar me amazed, mother?

I know well he did not pick up my chain; 1 know it was crushed under
his wheels leaving a red stain upon the dust, and no one knows what my
gift was nor 1o whom.

But the young Prince did pass by our door, and 1 flung the jewel from
my breast before his path.

8

WheN THE LAMP went out by miy bed I woke up with the early birds.

I sat at my open window with a fresh wreath on my loose hair.

The young taveller came along the road in the rosy mist of the
morming.

A pear] chain was on his neck, and the sun's rays fell on his crown.
He stopped before my door and asked me with an eager cry, “Where is
she?’

For very shame I could not say, "She i I, young traveller, she is L.

It was dusk and the lamp was not lit.

I was listlessly braiding my hair.

The young traveller came on his chariot in the glow of the setting
sun,
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His horses were foaming at the mouth, and there was dust on his
garment

He alighted at my door and asked in a tired voice, “Where is she?’

For very shame | could not say, 'She is I, weary traveller, she is L

It is an April night. The lamp is burning in my room.
The breeze of the south comes gently. The noisy parrot sleeps in its

My bodice is of the colour of the peacock’s throat, and my mantle
is green as young grass,

1 sit upon the floor at the window watching the deserted street.

Through the dark night I keep humming, ‘She is 1, despairing traveller,
she is L'

9

Waen I co aLong at night to my love-tryst, birds do not sing, the wind does
not stir, the houses on both sides of the street stand silent.
It is my own anklets that grow loud at every step and | am ashamed.

When 1 sit on my balcony and listen for his footsteps, leaves do not rustle
on the trees, and the water is still in the river like the sword on the knees
of a sentry fallen asleep.

It is my own heart that beats wildly—1 do not know how o quiet it

When my love comes and sits by my side, when my body trembiles and
my evelids droop, the night darkens, the wind blows out the lamp, and
the clouds draw veils over the stars.

It is the jewel at my own breast that shines and gives light. | do not
know how 1o hide it

10

Ler your work be, bride. Listen, the guest has come.
Do you hear, he is gently shaking the chain which fastens the door?
See that your ankleis make no loud noise; and that your step is not
over-hurried at meeting him.
Let your work be, bride, the guest has come in the evening.
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No, it is not the ghostly wind, bride; do not be frightened.

It is the full moon on a night of April; shadows are pale m the
courtyard; the sky overhead is bright

Draw your veil over your face if you must, carry the lamp to the door
if you fear,

No, it is not the ghostly wind, bride, do not be trightened.

Have no word with him if you are shy; stand aside by the door when you
meet him,

If he asks you questions, and if you wish to, you can lower your eves
in silence.

Da not let your bracelets jingle when. lamp in hand, you lead him
in.

Have no word with him if you are shy,

Have you not finished your work vet, bride? Listen, the guest has come.
Have yon not lit the lamp in the cowshed?
Have yon not got ready the offering basket for the cvening service?
Have you not put the red lucky mark it the parting of your hair, and
done your toilet for the night?
O bride. do yon hear, the guest has come?
Let your work be!

11

Come as you ARg; do not loiter over yvour toilet.
If your braided hiir has loosened, if the parting of your hair be not
straight, if the ribbons of your bodice be not fastened, do not mind.
Come as you are; do not loiter over your toiler

Come, with quick steps aver the grass,

If the raddie come from your feet because of the dew, if the rings
of bells upon your feet slacken, if pearls drop out of your chain, do not
mind.

Come, with quick steps over the grass.
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Do you see the clouds wrapping the sky?
Flocks of cranes fly up from the further river-bank and fitful gusts
of wind rush over the heath.
The anxious cattle run to their stalls in the village.
Do you see the clouds wrapping the skyr

T vain you light vour twilet lamp—it flickers and goes out in the wind.
Who can know that your eyelids have not been touched with lamp-
black? For your eyes are darker than rain-clouds.
In vain you light your toilet lamp—it goes out

Come as you are; do not loiter over your toilet.

if the wreath is not woven, who cares; if the wrist-chain has not been
linked, let it be.

The sky is overcast with clouds—it is late.

Come as you are; do not lpiter over your toilet.

12

Ir you wourp be busy and fill your pitcher, come, O come to my lake.
The water will cling round your feet and babble its secret.
The shadow of the coming rin is on the sands, and the clouds hang
low wpon the blue lines of the trees like the heavy hair above your eyebrows.
I know well the rhythm of your steps, they are beating in my heart.
Come, O come to my lake, if you must fill your pitcher,

1f you would be idle and sit listless and let your pitcher float on the water,
come, O come to my lake.

The grassy slope is green, and the wild flowers beyond number.

Your thoughts will stray out of your dark eyes like birds from their
nests.

Your veil will drop ta your feel

Come, O come to my lake if you must sit wdle..

If you would leave off your play and dive n the water, come, O come
1o my lake.

Let your blue mantle lie on the shore; the blue water will cover you
and hide you.
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The waves will stand atiptoe to kiss vour neck and whisper in your
CArs.
Come, O come to my lake, if you would dive in the water.

If you must be mad and leap to your death, come, O come 10 my lake.
It is cool and fathomlessly deep,
It is dark like n sleep that is dreamless.
There in its depths nights and davs are one, and songs are silence,
Come, O come to my lake, if you would plunge 10 your death,

13

I ASKED NOTHING, only stood al the edge of the wood behind the tree.
Languor was still upon the eyes of the dawn, and the dew in the air,
The lazy smell of the damp grass hung in the thin mist above the

earth.

Under the banyan tree you were milking the cow with your hands,
tender and fresh as bunter.
And 1 was standing still,

I did not say a word, It was the bird that sang unseen from the thicker

The mango wee was shedding its flowers upon the village road, and
the beex came humming one by one.

On the side of the pond the gate of Shiva’s temple was opened and
the worshipper hud begun his chanis.

With the vessel on your lap you were milking the cow.

I stood with my empty can.

I did not come near you,
The sky woke with the sound of the gong at the emple.
The dust was raised in the road from the hoofs of the driven cartle.
With the gurgling pitchers at their hips, women came from the river.
Your bracelets were jingling, and foam brimming over the jar.
The morning wore on and 1 did not come near you.
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14

I wAS WALKING by the road, | do not know why, when the noonday was past
and bamboo branches rustled in the wind.

The prone shadows with their outstretehed wrms clung to the feet of
the hurrving light.

The koels were weary of their songs.

| was walking by the road, I do not know why.

The hut by the side of the water is shaded by an overhanging tree.

Some one was busy with her work, and her bangles made music in
the comer.

1 stood before this hut, [ know not why.

The narrow winding road crosses many a mustard field, and many
a manga forest.

It passes by the temple of the village and the market at the river
landing-place.

I stopped by this hut, | do not know why.

Years ago it was 4 day of breezy March when the murmur of the spring
was languorous, and mango blossoms were dropping on the dust,
The rippling water leapt and licked the brass vessel that stood on the

landing-step,
[ think of that day of breesy March, | do not know why.

Shadows are deepening and cattle returning to their folds,

The light is grey upon the lonely meadows, and the villagers are
waiting for the ferry at the bank,

I stowly return upon my steps, | do not know why,

15

I RUN AS A musk-deer runs in the shadow of the forest mad with his own
perfume.

The night s the night of mid-May, the breeze is the brecze of the
south.

1 lose my way and 1 wander, | seek what | cannot get, 1 ger what |
do not seek.
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From my heart comes out and dances the image of my own desire.
The gleaming vision flits on.
I try o clasp it frmly, it ¢ludes me and leads me astiay.
I seek what | cannot get, | get what | do not seek.

16

Haxps cnG 10 hands and eyes linger on eyes: thus begins the record of
our hearts,

It is the moonlit might of March; the sweet smell of henna is in the
air; my flute lies on the earth neglected and your garland of flowers is
unfinished.

This love beiween you and me is simple as a song.

Your veil of the saffron colour makes my eves drunk.
The jasmine wreath that you wove me thrills to my heart like praise.
Itis a game of giving and with-holding, revealing and screening again:
some smiles and some linde shyness, and some sweet useless struggles,
This love between you and me is simple as a song.
No mystery beyond the present; no striving for the impossible; no
shadow behind the chiarm; no groping in the depth of the dark.
This love Between you and me is simple as a song.

We do not stray out of all words into the ever silent; we do not raise our
hands to the void for things beyond hope.

It is enough what we give and we get

We have not crushed the joy to the utmost to wring from it the wine
of pain,

This jove between you and me is simple as a song.

17
THE ELLOW BIRD sings in their tree and makes my heart dance with gladness.
We both live in the same village, and that is our one piece of joy.
Her pair of pet lambs come to griaze in the shade of our garden trees.
It they sway into our barley field, 1 take them up in my arms,
The name of our village is Khanjang, and Anjana they call our river.
My name is known to all the village, and her name is Ranjana.
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Only one Geld lies between us.
Bees that have hived in our grove go o seck honey in theirs.
Flowers launched from their landing-stairs come floating by the stream
where we bathe,
Baskets of dried kusm lowers come from their fields to our market.
The name of our village is Khanjana, and Anjana they call our river
My name is known to all the village, and her name is Ranjana,

The lane that winds to their house is fragrant in the spring with mango
flowers.
When their linseed is ripe for harvest the hemp is in bloom in our
field.
The stars that smile on their cottage send us the same twinkling look.
The rain that fAoods their tank makes glad our kadam forest.
The name of our village is Khanjuny, and Anjana they call our river.
My name is known to all the village, and her name is Ranjana

18

WHEN THE TWO sisters go to fetch water, they come 1o this spot and they
smile,

They must be aware of somebody who stands behind the trees whenever
they go 1o fetch water.

Thie two sisters whisper to each other when they pass this spot.
They must have guessed the secrei of that somebody who stands behind
the trees whenever they go o fetch water,
Their pitchers lurch suddenly, and water spills when they reach this spot.
They must have found out that somebody’s heart is beating who standy
behind the trees whenever they go to fetch water,

The wo sisters glance at each other when they come 1o this spor, and
they smile.

There is a laughter in their swift-stepping feer. which makes confusion
in somebody’s mind who stands behind the trees whenever they go 1o
fetch water.
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19

You watken sy the riverside path with the full pitcher upon your hip.

Why did you swiftly nn your face and peep at me through your
fluttering veil?

Thart gleaming look from the dark came upon me like a breeze that
sends a shiver through the rippling water and sweeps away to the shadowy
shore.

It came to me like the bird of the evening that hurriedly flies across
the lampless room from the one open window to the other, and
disappears in the night.

You are hidden as a star behind the hills, and I am a passér-by upon

Bur why did you stop for 2 moment and glance at my face through
your veil while you walked by the riverside path with the full pitcher upon

your hip?

20
Day ArteR DAY he comes and goes away,
Go, and give him a fower from my hair, my friend,
IF be asks who was it that sent it, | entrear you do not tell him my
name—for he only comes and goes away.

He sits on the dust under the trec.

Spread there a seat with flowers and leaves, my friend.

His eves are sarl, and they bring sadness 10 my heart.

He does not speak what he has in mind; he only comes and goes
away.

21

Wiy bin HiE choose o come o my door, the wandering youth, when the
day dawned?

As I come in and our I pass by him every time, and my eyes are caught
by his Eice.

I know not if I should speak 1o him or keep silent. Why did he choose
1o come o my door?
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The cloudy nights in July are dark: the sky is soft blue in the autumn;
the spring days are restless with the south wind.

He weaves his songs with fresh funes every time.

I turn from my work and my eyes fill with the mist. Why did he choose
o come to my door?

22
WHEN SHE PASSED by me with quick steps, the end of her skirt touched me,
From the unknown wsland of a heart came a sudden warm breath of
spring.
A fluter of a fliving vouch brushed me and vanished in 4 moment,
like a torn flower petal blown in the breeze.
It fell upon my heart like a sigh of her body and whisper of her heart.

23

Wi po vou sit there and jingle your bracelets in mere idle sport?
Fill your pitcher, It is time for you 1o come home.

Why do you stir the water with your hands and fitfully glance at the road
for some one in mere idle sport?
Fill your pitcher and come home.

The moming hours pass by—the dark water flows on.
The waves are langhing and whispering to each other in mere idle

sport.

The wandering clouds have gathered at the edge of the sky on yonder
rise of the land.
They linger and look at your face and smile in mere idle sport.
Fill your pitcher and come home.

24

Do nor kEEp To yoursell the secret of your heart, my fnend!

Say it to me, only to me, in secret.

You who smile so gently, softly whisper, my heart will hear it, not my
ears.
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The night is deep; the house is silent, the birds’ nests are shrouded with
sleep.
Speak o me through hesitating tears, through faltering smiles, through

sweet shame and pain, the secret of your heart!

25
'‘CoMe 1o s, youth, tell us truly why there is madness in your eves:'
‘T know not what wine of wild poppy 1 have drunk, that there is this,
madness in my eves.'
‘Ah, shame!"
“Well, some are wise and some foolish, some are walchful and some
careless, There are eyes that smile and eves that weep—and madness is

in my eyes'

Youth, why do you stand so still under the shadow of the tree?’

‘My feet are languid with the burden of my heart, and T stand still
in the shadow.”

‘Ah, shame!" ne

"Well, some march on their way and some linger, some are free and
some are fettered—and my feet are languid with the burden of my heart,”

26

“WHAT comes FROM your willing hands [ take. I beg for nothing more.’
“Yes, ves, | know you, modest mendicant, you ask for all that one has.'

‘If there be a stray flower for me [ will wear it in my heart.’
"But if there be thorns?’
‘I will endure them.'
"Yes, yes, 1 know you, modest mendicant, you ask for all that one has”

'If but once you should raise your loving eyes to my face it would make
my life sweet beyond death.’

'‘But if there be only cruel glances?’

‘I will keep them piercing my heart.”

"Yes, ves, 1 know you, modest meadicant, you ask for all that one has”
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27

‘TrusT Love Even if it brings sorrow. Do not close up your heart.'
‘Ah no, my friend, your words are dark, I cannot understand them.'

“The heart is only for giving away with a tear and a song, my love.'
‘Ah no; my friend, your words are dark, | cannot understand them.'

‘Pleasure is frail like a dewdrop, while it laughs it dies. Bur sorrow is strong
and abiding. Let sorrowful love wake in your eyes.'
‘Ah no, my friend, your words are dark. | cannor understand them.'

‘The lotus blooms in the sight of the sun, and loses all that it has. It would
not remain in bud in the eternal winter mist.’
‘Ah no, my friend, your words are dark, | cannot understand them.'

28

YOUR QUESTIONING eyves are sad. They seek to know my meaning as the
moon would fathom the sea.

I have bared my life before your eyes from end to end, with nothing
hidden or held back. That is why you know me not.

I it were only a gem, | could break it into a hundred pieces and string
them into a chain to put on your neck.

If it were only a fHower, round and small and sweet, 1 could pluck
il from its stem to set it in your hair.

But it is a heart, my beloved. Where are its shores and its bottom?

You know not the limits of this kingdom, still you are its queen.

If it were only a moment of pleasure it would flower in an easy smile,
and you could see it and read it in 3 moment

If it were merely a pain it would melt in limpid tears, reflecung its
inmost secret without a word.

But it is love, my beloved.

Its pleasure and pain are boundless, and endless its wants and wealth.

It is as near to you as your life, but you can never wholly know it
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b

SPEAR TO ME, my love!l Tell me in words what vou sang.

The wmight is dark. The stars are lost in clouds, The wind is sighing
through the leaves.

I wiil Jet loose my hair. My blue cloak will cling round me like night
1 will clasp your head to my bosom; and there in the sweer loneliness
murmur on your heart, | will shut my eyes and listen. | will not look in
your face,

When your words are ended, we will sit still and silent. Only the trees
will whisper in the dark.

The night will pale. The day will dawn. We shall look at each other’s
eves and go on our different paths.

Speak 10 me, my love! Tell me in words what you sang.

30
You are THE evening cloud floating in the sky of my dreams.
I paint you and fashion you ever with my love longings.
You are my own, my own, Dweller in my endless dreams!

Your feet are rosyred with the glow of my heart’s desire, Gleaner of my
sunset songs!

Your lips are bittersweet with the taste of my wine of pan.

You are my own, my own, Dweller in my lonesome dreams!

With the shadow of my passion have 1 darkened your eyes, Haunter of
the depth of my gazel
1 have caught you and wrapt you, my love, in the net of my music.
You are my own, my own, Dweller in my deathless dreams!

31

My HEAKT, the bird of the wilderness, has found its sky in your eyes.
They are the cradle of the moming, they are the kingdom of the stars.
My songs are lost in their depths.
Let me but soar in that sky, in lts lonely immensity.
Let me but cleave its clouds and spread wings in its sunshine,

[98]



THE GARDENER
32

TELL ME IF THIS be all true, my lover, tell me if this be true.

When these eyes flash their lightning the dark clouds in your breast
make siormy answer.

Is it true thar my lips are sweet fike the opening bud of the first
conscious love?

Do the memories of vanished months of May linger in my limbs?

Does the earth, like a harp, shiver into songs with the touch of my
feet?

Is it then true that the dewdrops fall from the eyes of night when
I am seen, and the moming light is glad when it wraps my body round?

Is it true. is it true, that your love travelled alone through ages and
worlds in search of me?

That when you found me at last, your agelong desire found utter
peace in my gentle speech and my eyes and lips and Tlowing hair?

Is it then true that the mystery of the Infinite is written on this little
forchead of mine?

Tell me. my lover, if all this be true.

33

I Love you, beloved. Forgive me my love.

Like a bird losing its way I am caught,

When my heart was shaken it lost its veil and was naked. Cover it with
pity, beloved, and forgive me my love.

If vou cannot love me, beloved, forgive me my pain.
Do not look askance at me from afar.
I will steal back to my corner and sit in the dark.
With both hands I will cover my naked shame.
Turn your face from me, beloved, and forgive me my pain.

If vou love me, beloved, forgive me: my joy,

When my heart is borne away by the flood of happiness, do not smile
at my perilous abandonment.

‘When 1 sit on my throne and rule you with my tyranny of love. when
like a goddess I grant you my favour, bear with my pride, beloved, and
forgive me my joy.
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Do Not o, my love, without asking my leave.
1 have watched all night, and now my eyes are heavy with sleep.

| fear lest 1 lose you when I am sleeping.
Do not go, my love, without asking my leave.

| starr up and stretch my hands to touch you. I ask myself, 'Is it & dream?’
Could T but entangle your feet with my heart and hold them fast to
my breast!
Do not go, my love, without asking my leave.

35

Lest 1 suouin know you too easily, you play with me.
You blind me with (lashes of laughter o hide your tears.
I know, I know your art,
You never say the word you would.

Lest | should not prize you, you elude me in a thousand ways,
Lest | should confuse you with the crowd, you stand aside.
I know, | know your art,
You never walk the path you would.

Your claim is more than that of others, that is why you are silent.
With playful carelessness you avoid my gifts.
I know, | know your art,
You never will take what you would.

56
HE wHisPERED, ‘My love, raise your eyes.'
I sharply chid him, and said "Gol’; but he did not stir.
He stood before me and held both my hands. 1 said, ‘Leave mel’;
but he did not go.

He brought his face near my ear. | glanced at him and said, "What a
shamel’; but he did not move.
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His lips touched my cheek. I trembled and said, "You dare too much’;
but he had no shame.

He put a flower in my hair. 1 said, "It is useless!’; but he stood unmoved,
He took the garland from my neck and went away. I weep and ask
my heart, ‘Why does he not come back?’

3

WouLn you puT your wreath of fresh flowers on my neck, fair one?

But you must know that the one wreath that 1 had woven is for the
many, for those who are seen in glimpses; or dwell in lands unexplored,
or live in poets’ songs.

[t is wo late to ask my heart in return for yours,

There was a time when my life was like a bud, all its perfume was
stored in its core.

Now it is squandered far and wide.

Who knows the enchantment that can gather and shut it up again?

My heart is not mine to give fo onc only, it is given 1o the
many,

38

My LOVE, once upon a time your poet launched a great epic in his mind.

Alas, I was not careful, and it struck your ringing anklets and came
to grief.

It broke up into scraps of songs and lay scattered at your feet

All my cargo of the stories of old wars was tossed by the laughing
waves and soaked in tears and sank.

You must make this loss good to me, my love.

If my claims to immortal fame after death are shattered, make me
immortal while 1 live,

And I will not mourn for my loss nor blame yow

39

I 1Ry TO WEAVE a wreath all the morning, but the flowers slip and they drop
out.
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You sit there watching me in secret through the corner of your prying
eyes.
Ask those eyes, darkly planning mischief, whose fault it was.

I uy to sing a song, but in vain,

A hidden smile trembles on vour lips; ask of it the reason of my
failure,

Let your smiling lips say on oath how my voice lost iwselfl in silence
like a drunken bee in the Jotus,

It is evening, and the time for the fowers to close their petals.
Give me leave to sit by your side, and bid my lips to do the work that
can he done in silence and in the dim light of stars.

40

AN UNBELIEVING smile flits on vour eyes when | come to you 1o take my
leave,

I have done it so often that you think 1 will soon return,

To tell you the truth | have the same doubt in my mind.

For the spring days come again time after time; the full moon takes
leave and comes on another visit, the flowers come again and bhush upon
their branches year afier year, and it is likely that T ke my leave only
ko come to you again.

But keep the illusion awhile; do not send it away with ungentle haste,

When | say I leave you for all tme, accept it as true, and let a mist
of tears for one moment deepen the dark rim of your eyes.

Then smile as archly as you like when I come again.

41

[ Loxe 1o sPEAR the deepest words | have to say to you; but I dare not,
for fear you should laugh.

That is why I laugh at mysell and shatter my secret in jest.

I make light of my pain, afraid you should do so,

I long to tell you the truest words 1 have to say to you: but 1 dare not,
being afraid that you would not believe them,
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That is why | disguise them in untruth, saying the contrary of what
| mean

I make my pain appear absurd, afraid that you should do so.

I long to use the most precious words 1 have for you: but I dare not,
fearing 1 should not be paid with like value.
That is why | give you hard names and boast of my callous strength.
I hurt you, for fear you should never know any pain.

I long 1o sit silent by you; but I dare not lest my heart come out at my
lips.

That is why 1 prattle and chatter lightly and hide my heart behind
words.

I rudely handle my pain, for fear you should do so.

I long to go away from your side; but 1 dare not, for fear my cowardice
should become known to you.

That is why 1 hold my head high and carelessly come into your
presence.

Constant thrusts from your eyes keep my pain fresh for ever.

42
O map, superbly drunk:

If you kick open your doors and play the fool in public;

If you empty your bag in a night, and snap your fingers at prudence;
if you walk in curious paths and play with useless things;

Reck not rhyme or reason:

if unfurling your sails before the storm you snap the rudder in wo,
Then 1 will follow you, comrade, and be drunken and go to the dogs.

I have wasted my days and nighs in the company of steady wise

neighbours.

Much knowing has turned my hair grey, and much watching has made
my sight dim.

For years | have gathered and heaped up scraps and fragments of
things:

Crush them and dance upon them, and scatter them all to the winds.
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For 1 know ‘ris the height of wisdom to be drunken and go to the
dogs.

Let all crooked scruples vanish, let me hopelessly lose my way.
Let a gust of wild giddiness come and sweep me away from my anchors.
The world is peopled with worthies, and workers, useful and clever.
There are men who are easily first, and men who come decently after.
Let them be happy and prosper, and let me be foolishly futile.
For | know 'lis the end of all works 1o be drunken and go to the

dogs.

I swear 1o surrender this moment all claims to the ranks of the decent
I let go my pride of learning and judgment of right and of wrong.
I'll shatter memory's vessel, scattering the last drop of tears:
With the foam of the berryred wine | will bathe and brighten my
langhter.
The badge ol the civil and staid I'll tear into shreds for the nonce.
'l rake the holy vow to be worthless, to be drunken and go 1o the

togs.

45

No, my FIENDS, | shall never be an ascetic, whatever you may say.
I shall never be an ascetic if she does not take the vow with me.
It s my frm resolve that if 1 cannot find a shady shelter and a
companion for my penance, | shall never mirn ascetic.

No, my friends, 1 shall never leave my hearth and home, and retire into
the forest solitude, if rings no merry laughter in its echoing shade and
if the end of no saffron mantle Autters in the wind; if its silence is not
deepened by soft whispers.

I shall never be an ascetic,

B
RevEREND sik, forgive this pair of sinners. Spring winds to-day are blowing

in wild eddies, driving dust and dead leaves away, and with them your
lessons are all lost
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Do not say, father, that life is a vanity.
For we have made truce with death for once, and only for a few
fragrant hours we two have been made immortal,

Even if the king’s army came and fiercely fell upon us we should sadly
shake our heads and say, Brothers, you are disturbing us. If you must have
this noisy game, go and clatter your arms elsewhere. Since only for a few
fleeting momenis we have been made immortal.

If friendly people came and flocked around us, we should humbly bow
to them and say, This extravagant good fortune is an embarrassment to
us. Room is scarce in the infinite sky where we dwell. For in the spring-
time flowers come in crowds, and the busy wings of bees jostle each other.
Our litte heaven. where dwell only we two immortals, is too absurdly
NAITOW,

45

To THE GUEsTs that must go bid God's speed and brush away all traces of
their steps.

Take to your bosom with a smile what is easy and simple and near.

To-day is the festival of phantoms that know not when they die.

Let your laughter be but a meaningless mirth fike twinkles of light
on the ripples.

Let your life lightly dance on the edges of Time like dew on the tip
of a leaf.

Strike in chords from your harp fitful momentary rhythms.

46

You reFr ME and went on your way,

1 thought 1 should mourn for you and set your solitary image in my
heart wrought in a golden song.

But ah, my evil fortune, time is shor.

Youth wanes year after year; the spring days are fugitive; the frail Nowers
die for nothing, and the wise man wamns me that life is but a dewdrop

on the lotus leaf.
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Should | neglect all this 1o gaze after one who has numned her back

on mer
That would be rude and foolish, for time is short.

Then, come, my rainy nights with pattering feet; smile, my golden
autumn: come, carcless April, scattering your kisses abroad.

You come, and you, and you also!

My loves, you know we are morials. Is it wise 10 break one's heart
for the one who takes her heart away? For time is shor.

It is sweet to sit in a corner to muse and write in rhymes that you are
all my world.
It i3 heroic to g one’s sormow and determine not o be consoled,
But a fresh face peeps across my door and raises his-eyes 10 my eyes.
| cannot but wipe away my tears and change the mne of my song.
For time 15 short.

47

I¥ YoU wot'Ln have it so, | will end my singing.
If it sets your heart aflutter, 1 will 1ake away my eves from your face:
If it suddenly startles you in your walk, I will step aside and take
another path.
If it confuses you in your flower-weaving, I will shun your lonely garden.
If it makes the water wanton and wild, 1 will nor row my boat by your
bank,

48

FrEE ME FROM the bonds of your sweeiness; my lovel No more of this wine
of kisses.

This mist of heavy incense stifles my heart.

Open the doors, make room for the moming light.

I am lost in you, wrapped in the folds of your caresses.

Free me from your spells, and give me back the manhood to offer
you my freed heart
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49

1 #oin HER hands and press her o my breast.

I uy to fill my arms with her loveliness, 10 plunder her sweet smile
with kisses, to drink her dark glances with my eyes

Ah, but, where is it? Who can swirain the blue from the sky?

1 try W grasp the beauty; it eludes me, leaving only the body in my
hands.

Baffled and weary | come hack.

How can the body touch the flower which only the spirit may touch?

50

Love, My HEART longs day and night for the meeting with you—for the
meetng that is like alldevouring death,

Sweep me away like a storm; take everything I have; break open my
sleep and plunder my dreams. Rob me of my world.

In that devastation, in the utter nakedness of spirit, let us become
one in beauty,

Alas for my vain desire! Where is this hope [or union except in thee,
my God?

al

THEN FINIsH the last song and let us leave,

Forget this night. when the night is no more.

Whom do | try to clasp in my arms? Dreams can never be made
captive.

My eager hands press emptiness to my heart and it bruises my breast.

52

WHY pID THE lamp go out?
[ shaded it with my cloak to save it from the wind, that is why the
lamp went out

Why did the flower fade?
I pressed it to my heart with anxious love, that is why the flower faded.
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Why did the stream dry up?
I put a dam across it to have it for my use, that is why the stream

dried up.

Why did the harpstring break?
I tried o force a note that was bevond its power, that is why the harp-
string 15 broken,

53

Wiy po yoU put me 1o shame with 4 look?

I have not come as a beggar.

Only for 2 passing hour 1 stood at the end of your courtyard outside
the garden hedge.

Why do you put me to shame with a look?

Not a rose did 1 gather from your garden, not a fruit did I pluck.

I humbly took my shelter under the wayside shade where every strange
traveller may stand.

Not a rose did | pluck.

Yes, my feet were tired. and the shower of rain came down.
The winds cried out among the swaying bamboo branches.
The clouds ran across the sky as though in the flight from defeat,
My feet were tired.

I know not what you thought of me or for whom you were waiting at yvour
door,
Flashes of lightning dazzled your watching eyes,

How could 1 know that you could see me where I stood in the dark?
I know not what you thought of me.,

The day is ended, and the rain has ceased for a moment.
I leave the shadow of the tree at the end of your garden and this

seat on the grass.
It has darkened; shut your door; | go my way.
The day is ended.
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54

WiERE DO YoU hurry with your basket this late evening when the marketing
is over?

They all have come home with their burdens; the moon peeps from
abave the village trees.

The echoes of the voices calling for the ferry run across the dark
water to the distant swamp where wild ducks sleep.

Where do you hurry with your basket when the marketing is over?

Sleep has laid her fingers upon the eyes of the earth,

The nests of the crows have become silent, and the murmurs of the
bamboo leaves are silent,

The labourers home from their fields spread their mats in the court-
vards.
" Where do you hurry with your basket when the marketing is over?

a5

It was MiD-DAY when you went away.

The sun was strong in the sky.

I had done my work and sat alone on my balcony when you went
away.

Fitful gusts came winnowing through the smells of many distant fields,
The doves cooed tireless in the shade, and a bee strayed in my room
humming the news of many distant fields.

The village slept in the noonday heat. The road lay deserted.

In sudden fits the rustling of the leaves rose and died.

1 gazed at the sky and wove in the blue the letters of a name | had
known, while the village slept in the noonday heat.

1 had forgotten to braid my hair. The languid breeze played with it upon
my cheek.

The river ran unruffled under the shady bank.

The lazy white clouds did not move.

I had forgotten to braid my hair.
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It was mid-day when you went away,
The dust of the road was hot and the fields panting.
The doves cooed among the dense leaves,
I was alone in my balcony when you went away.

56

I wAs ONE among many women busy with the obscure daily tasks of the
household.

Why did you single me out and bring me away from the cool shelter
of our common lifer

Love unexpressed is sacred. 1t shines like gems in the gloom of the hidden
heart. In the light of the curious day It looks pitifully dark.

Ah, you broke through the cover of my heart and dragged my trembling
love into the open place, destroying for ever the shady corner where it
hid its nest

The other women are the same as ever.

No one has peeped into their inmost being, and they themselves
know not their own secret.

Lightly they smile, and weep, chatter, and work. Daily they go w the
temple, light their lamps, and fetch water from the river,

1 hoped my love would be saved from the shivering shame of the
shelterless, but you turn your face away.

Yes, your path lies open before you, but you have cut off my return,
and left me stripped naked before the world with its lidless eyes staring

night and day.

57

| rmvcken your Bower, O world!

1 pressed it to my heart and the thorm pricked.

When the day waned and it darkened, | found that the flower had
faded. but the pain remained.

More flowers will come 10 you with perfume and pride, O world!
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But my time for flowergathering is over, and through the dark night
1 have not my rose, only the pain remains,

58

ONE MORNING in the flower garden a blind girl came o offer me a flower
chain in the cover of a lotus leaf.
I put it round my neck, and tears came Lo my eyes.
I kissed her and said, *You are blind even as the flowers are.’
“You yoursell know not how beautiful is your gift.’

59

O woMman, you are not merely the handiwork of God, but also of men;
these are ever endowing you with beauty from their hearts.
Poets are weaving for you a web with threads of golden imagery;
painters are giving your form ever new immortality.
The sea gives its pearls, the mines their gold, the summer gardens
their Nowers o deck you, to cover vou, 10 make you more precious.
The desire of men's hearts has shed its glory over your youth.
You are one half woman and one hall dream,

Gl
Amibst THE gRUsH and roar of life, O Beauty, carved in stone, you stand
mute and sull, alone and aloof.
Great Time sits enamoured at your feet and murmurs:
‘Speak, speak to me, my love; speak, my bridel’
But your speech is shut up in stone, O Immovable Beauty!

61

PEACE. My HEART, let the time for the parting be sweeL

Let it not be a death but completeness,

Let love melt into memory and pam into songs.

Let the fAight through the sky end in the folding of the wings over
the nest.

Let the last touch of your hands be gentle like the flower of the night.
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Stand still, O Beautiful End, for a moment, and say your last words
in silence.
I bow to you and hold up my lamp to light you on your way.

62

In THE DUSKY PATH of a dream | went to seek the love who was mine in
a l[ormer life,

Her house stood at the end of a desolate street,
In the evening breeze her pet peacock sat drowsing on its perch, and
the pigeons were silent in their commer,

She set her lamp down by the portal and stood before me.

She raised her large eves 1o my face and mutely asked, "Are you well,
my friend?’

| tried to answer, but our language had been lost and forgotten.

I thought and thought; our names would not come o my mind.
Tears shone in her eyes. She held up her right hand to me. 1 took
it and stood silent.

Our lamp had flickered in the evening hreeze and died.

63

TRAVELLER, MUST you gos

The night is still and the durkness swoons upon the forest

The lamps are bright in our balcony, the flowers all fresh, and the
youthful eyes still awake.

Is the time for your parting come?

Traveller, must you go?

We have not bound your feet with our entreating arms.
Your doors are open. Your horse stands saddled at the gate.
If we have tried 1o bar your passage it was but with our songs.
Did we ever try to hold you back it was but with our eyes.
Traveller, we are helpless to keep you. We have only our tears,
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What quenchless fire glows in your eyes?

What restless fever runs in your biood?

What call from the dark urges you?

What awful incantation have you read among the stars in the sky, that
with a sealed secrel message the night entered your heart, silent and
stranger

If you do not care for merry meetings, if yon must have peace, weary heart,
we shall put our lamps out and silence our harps,

We shall sit still in the dark in the rustle of leaves, and the tired moon
will shed pale rays on your window.

O traveller, what sleepless spirit has touched you from the heart of
the midnight?

64

I svenT My dav on the scorching hot dust of the road.

Now, in the cool of the evening, I knock at the door of the inn. It
is deserted and in ruins.

A grim ashath wee spreads its hungry cluiching roots through the
gaping fissures of the walls.

Days have been when wayfarers came here to wash their weary feet.
They spread their mats in the courtyard in the dim light of the early
moon, and sat and talked of strange lands,
They woke refreshed in the morning when birds made them glad,
and friendly flowers nodded their heads at them from the wayside.

Bul no lighted lamp awaited me when 1 came here,

The black smudges of smoke left by many a forgotten evening lamp
stare, like blind eyes, from the wall.

Fireflies flit in the bush near the dried-up pond, and bamboo branches
fling their shadows on the grassgrown path.

1 am the guest of no one at the end of my day.

The long night is before me, and 1 am tired.
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65
Is THAT YouR call again?
The evening has come. Weariness clings round me like the arms of

entreating love,
Do you call me?

I had given all my day to you, cruel mistress, must you alsa rob me of
my mght?

Somewhere there is 4n end o everything, and the loneness of the
dark is one's own.

Must your voice cut through it and smite me?

Has the evening no music of sleep at your gate?

Do the slentwinged stars never climb the sky above your pitiless
tower?

Do the flowers never drop on the dust in soft death in your garden?

Must you call me, you unqguiet one?
Then let the sad eyes of love vainly watch and weep.
Let the lamp burn in the lonely house.
Let the ferry-boat take the weary labourers 1o their home.
I leave behind my dreams and 1 hasten to your call

66

A waNDERING madman was seeking the touchstone, with matted locks, tawny
and duost-laden, and body worn o a shadow, his lips tight-pressed, like the
shut-up doors of his heart, his burning eyes like the lamp of a glow-worm
seeking its mate,

Before him the endless ocean roared.

The garrulous waves ceaselessly talked of hidden treasares, mocking
the ignorance that knew not their meaning.

Maybe he now had no hope remaming, yet he would not rest, for
the search had become his life,—

Just as the ocean for ever lifts its arms w the sky for the
unattainable—
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Just as the stars go in circles, yet seeking a goal that can never be
reached—

Even so on the lonely shore the madman with dusty tawny locks still
roamed in search of the touchstone.

One day a village boy came up and asked, "Tell me, where did you come
at this golden chain about your waist?’

The madman started—the chain that once was iron was verily gold;
it was not a dream. but he did not know when it had changed.

He struck his forehead wildly—where, O where had he without knowing
it achieved success?

It had grown into a habit, to pick up pebbles and touch the cham,
and to throw them away without looking to see if a change had come;
thus the madman found and lost the touchstone,

The sun was sinking low in the west, the sky was of gold.

The madman returned on his footsteps to seek anew the lost treasure,
with his strength gone, his body bent, and his heart in the dust, like a
tree uprooled.

67

TaouGH THE evening comes with slow steps and has signalled for all songs
0 cease;
Though your companions have gone to their rest and you are tired;
Though fear broods in the dark and the face of the sky is veiled;
Yet, bird, O my bird, hsten 1o me, do not close your wings.

That is not the gloom of the leaves of the forest, that is the sea swelling
like a dark black snake.
That is not the dance of the flowering jasmine, that is flashing foam.
Ah, where is the sunny green shore, where is your nest?
Bird, O my bird, listen to me, do not close your wings.

The lone night lies along your path, the dawn sleeps behind the shadowy
hills.

The stars hold their breath counting the hours, the feeble moon
swims the deep night

Bird, O my bird, listen 1o me, do not close your wings.

[115]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

There is no hope, no fear for you,
There is no word, no whisper, no cry.
There is no home, no bed of rest
There is only your own pair of wings and the pathless sky.
Bird, O my bird, listen to me. do not close your wings.

68

NONE LIVES FOR ever, brother, and nothing lasts for long, Keep that in mind
and rejoice.

Our life is not the one old burden, our path is not the one long
journey.

One sole poet has not to sing one aged song.

The flower fades and dies; but he who wears the flower has not (o
mourn for it for ever.

Brother, Keep that in mind and rejoice,

There must come 2 full pause 10 weave perfection into music.
Life droops toward its sunset ro be drowned in the golden shadows.
Love must be called from its play 1o drink sorrow and be bomne to
the heaven of ears.
Brother, keep that in mind and rejoice..

We hasten to gather our flowers lest they are plundered by the passing
winds.

It quickens our blood and brightens our eyes to snatch kisses that
would vanish if we delayed.

Owr life is eager, our desires are keen, for time tolls the bell of parting.

Brother, keep thar in mind and rejoice.

There is not tme for us to clasp a thing and crush it and fling it away
to the dust
The hours trip rapidly away, hiding their dreams in their skirts.
Our life is short; it yields but a few days for love.
Were it for work and drudgery it would be endlessly long.
Brother, keep that in mind and rejoice.
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Beatty is sweet to us, because she dances to the same fleeting tune with
our lives.

Knowledge is precious to us, because we shall never have time to
complete i

All is done and finished in the eternal Heaven.

But earth’s flowers of illusion are kept eternally fresh by death;

Brother, keep that in mind and rejoice.

69

1 HuNT FOR the golden stag.

You may smile, my friends, but 1 pursue the vision that eludes me.

I run across hills and dales, | wander through nameless lands, because
1 am hunting for the golden siag.

You come and buy in the market and go back to your homes laden
with goods, but the spell of the homeless winds has wouched me I know
not when and where.

[ have no care in my heart; all my belongings 1 have left far behind
ne.

I run across hills and dales. | wander through nameless lands—because
I am hunting for the golden stag.

70

[ xeMemMBER a day in my childhood | floated a paper boat in the ditch.
It was a wet day of July: 1 was alone and happy over my play.
| floated my paper boat in the ditch.

Suddenly the storm clouds thickened, winds came in gusts, and rain poured
in torrents.

Rills of muddy water rushed and swelled the stream and sunk my
boat. '

Bitterly I thought in my mind that the storm came on purpose to spoil
my happiness; all its malice was against me.

The cloudy day of July is long today, and | have been musing over all
those games in life wherein 1 was loser.,
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I was blaming my fate for the many wicks it played on me, when
suddenly | remembered the paper boat that sank in the ditch.

71

THE DAY 15 NaT vet done, the fair is not over, the fair on the river-bank.
I had feared that my time had been squandered and my last penny
lost
But no, my brother, I have still something left. My fate has not cheated

me of everything,

The selling and buying are over,

All the dues on both sides have been gathered in, and it is time for
me to go home.

But, gatekeeper, do you ask for your twll?

Do not fear, 1 have still something left. My fate has not cheated me

of everything,

The lull in the wind threatens storm, and the lowering clouds in the west
bode no good.

The hushed water waits for the wind

I hurry to cross the river before the night overtakes me.

O ferryman, you want your fee!

Yes, brother, | have still something left. My fate has not cheated e

of everything.

In the wayside under the wee sits the beggar. Alas, he looks at my face
with a timid hopel

He thinks 1 am rich with the day's profit.

Yes, brother, 1 have still something left. My fate has not cheated me

of everything.

The night grows dark and the road lonely, Fireflies gleam among the
leaves.

Who are you that follow me with stealthy silent steps?

Ah, 1 know, it is your desire 10 rob me of all my gains. 1 will not
disappoint you!
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For | still have something left, and my fate has not cheated me of
everything.

Ar midnight | reach home. My hands arc empty.
You are waiting with anxious eyes at my door, sleepless and silent.
Like a timorous bird you fly to my breast with eager love.
Ay, ay, my God, much remains still, My fate has not cheated me of
everything.

72

WiTH DAYS OF HARD travail | raised a temple. It had no doors or windows,
its walls were thickly built with massive stones.

I forgor all else, 1 shunned all the world, 1 gazed in rapt
contemplation at the image I had set upon the altar.

It was always night inside, and lit by the lamps of perfumed oil

The ceaseless smoke of incense wound my heart in is heavy coils.

Sleepless, | carved on the walls fantastic figures in mazy bewildering
lines—winged horses, flowers with human faces, women with limbs like
serpents,

No passage was left anywhere through which could enter the song
of birds, the murmur of leaves, or hum of the busy village.

The only sound that echoed in its dark dome was that of incantations
which | chanted.

My mind became keen and still like a pointed flame, my senses swooned
in ecstasy,

I knew not how time passed 1ill the thunderstone had struck the
temple, and a pain stung me through the heart.

The lamp looked pale and ashamed; the carvings on the walls, like chained
dreams, stared meaningless in the light as they would fain hide themselves.

I looked at the image on the altar. I saw it smiling and alive with the
living touch of God. The night I had imprisoned had spread its wings and
vanished.
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INFINITE WEALTH I8 not vours, my patient and  dusky mother dust!

Yon toil o fill the mouths of your children, but food is scarce.

The gift of gladness that vou have for us is never pertfect.

The toys that you make for your children are fragile,

You cannot satisfy all our hungry hopes, bur should I desert you for
thar?

Your smile which is shadowed with pain is sweet 1o my eyes,

Your love which knows not fulfilment is dear to my heart

From your breast you have fed us with life bur not immortality, that
is why your eves are ever wikeful,

For ages you are working with colour and song. yet your heaven is
not built, but only its sad suggestion,

Over your creations of beauty there is the mist of tears.

I will pour my songs info your mute heart, and my love into your love.

| will worship you with labour.

| have seen your tender face and 1 Jove your mournful dust, Mother
Earth.

74

in THE worLD's audience hall, the simple blade of grass sits on the saume
carpet with the sunbeam and the stars of midnight

Thus my songs share their seats in the heart of the world with the
music of the clouds and forests.

But, you man of riches, your wealth has no part in the simple grandeur
of the sun’s glad gold and the mellow gleam of the musing moon.

The blessing of the allembracing sky is not shed upon it,

And when death appears, it pales and withers and crumbles into dust.

75

AT mioNicHT the would-be ascetic announced:

“This is the time 10 give up my home and seck for God. Ah, who has
held me so long i delusion here?’

God whispered, ‘1" but the ears of the man were stopped.

With a baby asleep at her breast lay his wife, peacefully sleeping on
one side of the bed.
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The man said, “Who are ye that have fooled me so long?'

The voice said again, ‘They are God," but he heard it not.

The baby cried oul in its dream, nestling close to its mother.

God commanded, ‘Stap, fool. leave not thy home,” but still he heard
noL

God sighed and complained. “Why does my servant wander 10 seek
me, forsaking me?’

76

Tiie FAIR WAS 0N before the temple, It had rained from the early morming
and the day came to its end.

Brighter than all the gladness of the crowd was the bright smile of
a girl who bought for a farthing a whistle of palm leaf.

The shrill joy of that whistle floated above all laughter and noise.

An endless throng of people came and jostled together. The road was
muddy, the river in Hood, the field under water in ceaseless rain.

Greater than all the troubles of the crowd was a little boy's trouble—
he had not a farthing to buy a painted stick.

His wistful eves gazing at the shop made this whole meeting of men
so pitiful,

77

Tue worksas and his wife from the west country are busy digging to make
bricks for the kiln.

Their little daughter goes 1o the landing-place by the river; there she
has no end of scouring and scrubbing of pots and pans.

Her little brother, with shaven head and brown, naked, mud-covered
limbs, follows after her and waiis patiently on the high bank at her bidding.

She goes back home with the full pitcher poised on her head, the
shining brass pot in her left hand, holding the child with her right—she
the tiny servant of her mother, grave with the weight of the houschold
cares,

One day 1 saw this naked boy sitting with legs outstretched.

In the water his sister sat rubbing a drinking-pot with a handful of
earth, mning it round and round.

Near by a soft-haired lamb stood grazing along the bank.
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It came close to where the boy sat and suddenly bleated aloud, and
the child started up and screamed.

His sister left off cleaning her pot and ran up.

She took up her brother in one arm and the lamb in the other, and
dividing her caresses between them bound in one bond of affection the
offspring of beast and man.

78

It wasin May. The sultry noon seemed endlessly long. The dry earth gaped
with thirst in the heat

When I heard from the riverside a voice calling, ‘Come, my darling!"

I shut my book and opened the window to look out.

I saw a big buffalo with mud-sained hide standing near the river with
placid, patient eyes; and a youth, knee-deep in water, calling it fo it
bath.

[ smiled amused and felt 4 touch of sweetness in my heart.

749

[ oFreN woNDER where lie hidden the boundaries of recognition between
man and the beast whose heart knows no spoken language.

Through what primal paradise in a remote morning of creation ran
the simple path by which their hearts visited each other.

Those marks of their constant tread have not been effaced though
their Kinship has been long forgotten.

Yet suddenly in some wordless music the dim memory wakes up and
the beast gazes into the man's face with a tender trust, and the man looks
down into its eyes with amused affection.

It seems that the two friends meet masked, and vaguely know each
other through the disguise.

B0

Wimi A Glanae of your eyes you could plunder all the wealth of songs
struck from poets’ harps, fair woman!

But lor their praises you have no ear, therefore 1 come 1o praise
you.
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You could humble at your feet the proudest heads in the world.

But it is your loved ones, unknown to fame, whom you choose to
worship, therefore 1 worship you.

The perfection of your arms would add glory to kingly splendour with
their touch.

But you use them to sweep away the dust, and o make clean your
humble home, therefore 1 am filled with awe.

a1

Wity po you whisper so faintly in my ears, O Death, my Deathz

When the flowers droop in the evening and cattle come back to their
stalls, you stealthily come to my side and speak words that I do not
understand.

Is this how you must woo and win me with the opiate of drowsy
murmur and cold kisses, O Death, my Death?

Will there be no proud ceremony for our wedding?

Will you not tie up with a wreath your tawny coiled locks?

Is there none to carry your banner before you, and will not the night
be on fire with your red torch-lights, O Death, my Death?

Come with your conch-shells sounding, come in the sleepless night.
Dress me with a crimson mantle, grasp my hand and take me.
Let your chariot be ready at my door with your: horses neighing im-
patiently.
Raise my veil and look at my face proudly, O Death, my Death!

82

WE ARE TG PLAY the game of death to-night, my bride and 1L

The night is black, the clouds in the sky are capricious, and the waves
are raving at sea.

We have left our bed of dreams, flung open the door and come out,
my bride and L

We sit upon a swing, and the storm winds give us a wild push from
behind.

My bride starts up with fear and delight, she rrembles and clings 1o
my breast.
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Long have I served her tenderly.:

I made for her a bed of Howers and 1 dlosed the doors o shut out
the rde light from her eyes.

I kissed her gently on her lips and whispered softly in her ears till
she half swooned in languor,

She was lost in the endless mist of vague sweetness,

She answered not to my touch, my songs faled to arouse her.

Tonight has come o us the call of the storm lrom the wild.

My bride has shivered and stood up, she has clasped my hand and
come out

Her hair is flying in the wind, her veil is fluttering, her garland rustles
over hier breast.

The push of death has swung her into life.

We are face to face and heart to heart, my bride and 1,

83

SHE DWELT oN the hillside by the edge of a maize-field. near the spring thai
flows in laughing rills through the solemn shadows of ancient wees. The
women came there 1o fill their jars, and travellers would sit there to rest
and talk, She worked and dreamed daily w the tune of the bubbling
stream,

Ome evening the stranger came down from the cloud-hidden peak;
his locks were tangled like drowsy snakes: We asked in wonder, ‘Who are
you?" He answered not but sat by the garrulous suream and silently gazed
al the hut where she dwelt. Our hearts quaked in fear and we came back
hoeme when it was night

Next morning when the women came to fetch water at the spring
by the dendar trees, they found the doors open in her hut, but her voice
was gone and where was her smiling face? The empty jar lay on the floor
and her kunp had burnt itself out in the comer. No one knew where she
had fled to before it was moming—and the stranger had gone

In the month of May the sun grew strong and the snow melted, and
we sat by the spring and wept. We wondered in our mind, ‘Is there a
spring in the land where she has gone and where she can fill her vessel
in these hot thirsty days?' And we asked each other in dismay, ‘Is there
4 land beyond these hills where we live?”
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It was a summer night; the breeze blew from the south; and | sat
in her deserted room where the lamp stood still unlit When suddenly
from before my eyes the hills vanished like curtains drawn aside. 'Ah, it
is she who comes. How are you, my child? Are you happy? But where can
you shelter under this open sky? And. alas! our spring is not here to allay
vour thirst.”

‘Here is the same sky,’ she said, ‘only free from the fencing hills,—
this is the same stream grown into a river,—the same earth widened nto
a plain.” ‘Everything is here,” | sighed, ‘only we are not.” She smiled sadly
and said, “You are in my heart.” | woke up and heard the babbling of the
stream and the rustling of the deodars at night.

B4

Over THE GRiEx and yellow rice-fields sweep the shadows of the autumn
clouds followed by the swifi-chasing sun.
The bees forget to sip their honey; drunken with light they foolishly
hover and hum.
The ducks in the islands of the river clamour in joy for mere nothing.
Let none go back home, brothers, this moming, let none go to work.
Let us tuke the blue sky by storm and plunder space as we nun.
Laughter floats in the air like foam on the flood.
Brothers, let us squander our morning in futile songs.

85

Wio ARE YoU, reader, reading my poems an hundred years henee?

| cannot send you one single flower from this wealth of the spring,
ane single streak of gold from yonder clouds.

Open your doors and look abroad.

From your blossoming garden gather fragrant memories of the
vanished flowers of an hundred years before.

In the joy of your heart may you feel the living joy that sang one
spring morning, sending its glad voice across an hundred years.
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The Crescent Moon






The Home

I PACED ALONE oni the road across the field while the sunset was hiding its
last gold like a miser.

The daylight sank deeper and deeper into the darkness, and the
widowedl land, whose harvest had been reaped, lay silent

Suddenly a boy's shrill voice rose into the sky, He traversed the dark
yunseen, leaving the track of his song across the hush of the evening.

His village home lay there at the end of the waste land, beyond the
sugar-cane field, hidden among the shadows of the banana and the slender
areca palm, the cocoanut and the dark green jackfruit trees.

I stopped for a moment in my lonely way under the starfight, and
saw spread before me the darkened earth surrounding with her arms
countless homes furnished with cradles and beds, mothers’ hearts and
evening lamps, and young lives glad with a gladness that knows nothing
of its value for the world.

On the Seashore

ON THE sEASHORE of endless worlds children meet.

The infinite sky is morionless overhead and the restless water is
boisterous. On the seashore of endless worlds the children meet with
shouts and dances.

They build their houses with sand, and they play with empty shells. With
withered leaves they weave their boats and smilingly float them on the vast
deep Children have their play on the seashore of worlds.

They know not how 1o swim, they know not how to cast nets. Pearlfishers
dive for pearls, merchants sail in their ships, while children gather pebbles
and scatter them again. They seek not for hidden treasures, they know
not how 1o cast nets.

The sea surges up with laughter, and pale gleams the smile of the sea-
beach. Death-dealing waves sing meaningless ballads to the children, even
like a mother while rocking her baby’s cradle. The sea plays with children,
and pale gleams the smile of the sea-beach.
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On the seashore of endless worlds children meet. Tempest roams in the
pathless sky, ships are wrecked in the wackless water, death is abroad and
children play. On the seashore of endless worlds is the great meeting of
children.

The Source

Tre sieee TiaT flits on baby's eyes—does anybody know from where it
comes: Yes, there is a rumour that it has its dwelling where, in the fairy
village among shadows of the forest dimly lir with glow-worms, there hang
two shy buds of enchantment. From there it comes to kiss baby's eves.

The smile that flickers on baby's lips when he sleeps—does anybody
know where it was bom? Yes, there is a rumour that a young pale beam
of a crescent moon touched the edge of a vanishing autumn cloud, and
there the smile was first borm in the dream of a dew-washed morning—
the smile that fickers on baby’s lips when he sleeps.

The sweet, soft freshness that blooms on baby’s limbs—does anybody
know where it was hidden so long? Yes, when the mother was a young
girl it lay pervading her heart in tender and silent mystery of love—the
sweet, soft [reshness that has bloomed on baby's lips.

Baby's Way
Iy sasy oniy wanted to, he could fly up to heaven this moment
It is not for nothing that he does not leave us.
He loves to rest his head on mother’s bosom, and cannot ever bear
to lose sight of her.

Baby knows all manner of wise words, though few on earth can understand
their meaning.

It is not for nothing that he never wanis to speak.

The one thing he wants is to learn mother’s words from mother’s lips.
That is why he looks so mnocent,

Baby had a heap of gold and pearls, yet he came like a beggar on to this

earth.
It is not for nothing he came in such a disguise.
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This dear litle naked mendicant pretends to be utterly helpless, so
that he may beg for mother’s wealth of love.

Baby was so free from every tie in the land of the tiny crescent moon.
It was not for nothing he gave up his freedom.
He knows that there is room for endless joy in mother’s little corner
of 2 heart, and it is sweeter far than liberty to be caught and pressed in
her dear arms.

Baby never knew how to cry, He dwelt in the lund of perfect bliss.

It is not for nothing he has chosen to shed tears.

Though with the smile of his dear face he draws mother's yearning
heart to him, vet his little eries over tiny troubles weave the double bond
of pity and love.

The Unheeded Pageant

Ay, wHO was it coloured that little frock, my child, and covered your sweet
limbs with that little red tunic?

You have come out in the momning to play in the courtyard, tottering
and mumbling as you rumn.

But who was it coloured that little frock, my child?

What is it makes you laugh, my little life-bud?

Mother smiles at you standing on the threshold.

She claps her hands and her bracelets jingle, and you dance with your
bamboo stick in your hand like a tiny little shepherd.

But what is it makes you laugh, my litde life-bud?

O beggar, what do you beg for, clinging to your mother’s neck with both
vour hands?

O greedy heart, shall 1 pluck the world like a fruit from the sky 0
place it on your little rosy palm?

O beggar, what are you begging for?

The wind carries away in glee the tinkling of your anklet bells.
The sun smiles and watches your toilet.
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The sky watches over yon when you sleep in your mother’s arms, and
the moming comes tiptoe to your bed and kisses your eyes
The wind carries away in glee the tinkling of your anklet bells.

The fairy mistress of dreams is coming towards you, flying through the
wilight sky.

The world-mother keeps her seat by yon in your mother's heart.

He who plays his music to the stars is standing at your window with
his fute.

And the fairy mistress of dreams is coming towards you, flying through
the wilight sky.

Sleep-Stealer

Wro sToiE sleep from. baby's eyes? | must know.

Clasping her pitcher to her waist mother went to feich water from
the village near by,

It was noan. The children's playtime was over; the ducks in the pond
were silent.

The shepherd boy lay asleep under the shadow of the banyan mree.

The crane stood grave and still in the swamp near the mango grove.

In the meanwhile the Sleepsteales came and, snatching sleep from
baby's eyes, flew away.

When mother came back she found baby travelling the room over

on-all fours.

Whio stole sleep from our baby's eyes? 1 must know. 1 must find her and
chain her up,

I must look into that dark cave, where, through boulders and scowling
stones, trickles a tiny stream.

I must search in the drowsy shade of the bakula grove, where pigeons
coa in their corner, and fairies’ anklets tinkle in the stillness of starry
nights.

In the evening 1 will peep into the whispering silence of the bamboo
forest, where fireflies squander their light, and will ask every creature |
meet, ‘Can anybody tell me where the Sleepstealer lives?'
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Who stole sleep from baby's eyes? T must know.

Shouldn't I give her a good lesson if I could only catch her!

I would raid her nest and see where she hoards all her stolen sleep.

I would plunder it all, and carry it home.

I would bind her two wings securely, set her on the hank of the river,
and then let her play at fishing with a reed among the rushes and water-
lilies.

When the marketing is over in the evening, and the village children
sit in their mothers’ laps, then the night birds will mockingly din her ears
with:

‘Whose sleep will you steal now?’

The Beginning
‘Wuere HAVE | come from, where did you pick me up?' the baby asked
its mother.

She answered half crying, half laughing, and clasping the baby to her
breast,—

“You were hidden in my heart as its desire, my darling.

You were in the dolls of my childhood's games; and when with clay
I made the image of my god every moming, | made and unmade you then.

You were enshrined with our household deity, in his worship I wor-
shipped you.

In all my hopes and my loves, in my life, in the life of my mother
you have lived.

In the lap of the deathless Spirit who rules our home you have been
nursed for ages.

When in girlhood my heart was opening its petals, you hovered as
a [ragrance about iL

Your tender softness bloomed in my youthful limbs, like a glow in
the sky before the sunrise.

Heaven's first darling, twin-born with the morning light, you have
foated down the stream of the world's life, and at last you have stranded
on my heart.

As I gaze on your face, mystery overwhelms me; you who belong to
all have become mine.

For fear of losing you I hold you tight to my breast. What magic has
snared the world's treasure in these slender arms of mine?”

[133]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

Baby's World

I wist I could take a quiet corner in the heart of my baby’s very own world.
I know it has stars that talk to him, and a sky that stoops down to
his face to amuse him with it silly clouds and rainbows.
Those who make believe to be dumb, and look as if they never could
move, come creeping to his window with their stories and with trays crowded
with hright toys.

I wish I could wavel by the road that crosses baby's mind, and out beyond
all bounds;

Where messengers mun errands for no cause between the kingdoms
of kings of no history;

Where Reason makes Kites of her laws and flies them, and Truth sets
Fact free from its fetters,

When and Why'

Waex | BRING you® coloured toys, my child, I understand why there is such
a play of colours on clouds, on water, and why flowers are painted in
tints—when 1 give coloured toys to you, my child.

When [ sing to make you dance, | truly know why there is music in
leaves, and why waves send their chorus of voices to the heart of the
listening earth—when [ sing to make you dance.

When [ bring sweet things 1o your greedy hands, I know why there
is honey in the cup of the flower, and why fruits are secretly filled with
sweet juice—when [ bring sweet things to your greedy hands,

When T kiss your face to muke you smile, my darling. | surely
understand what pleasure streams” from the sky inmorning light, and what
delight the summer breeze brings' to my body—when [ kiss you to make
you smile.

! Alsoincluded in Gitanjafi (no. 62).—Editor

In Gutanjali : "When | bring 1o you —Ediwr

*In Gitanjali : ‘what the pleasure is that streams’. —Editor

*In Gitanjali : ‘what defight that is which the summer breeze brings . —Editwr
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Defamation

WHY ARE THOSE tears in your eyes, my child?

How horrid of them to be always scolding you for nothing?

You have stained vour fingers and face with ink while writing—is that
why they call you dirty?

0O, fiel Would they dare 10 call the full moon dirty because it has
smudged its face with ink?

For every little trifle they blame you, my child. They are ready to find fault
for nothing,
You tore your clothes while playing—is that why they call you untidy?
0O, fiel What would they call an autumn morning that smiles through
its ragged clouds? '

Take no heed of what they say to you, my child

They make a long list of your misdeeds.

Everybody knows haw you love sweet things—is that why they call you
greedy?

O, fie! What then would they call us who love you?

The Judge

Say oF M what you please, but I know my child's failings.

1 do not love him because he is good, but because he is my little child.

How should you know how dear he can be when you iry to weigh
his merits against his faults?

When 1 must punish him he becomes all the more a part of my being,

When 1 cause his tears to come my heart weeps with him.

1 alone have a right 1o blame and punish, for he only may chastise
who loves.

Playthings
CiLn, How happy you are sitting in the dust, playing with a broken twig
all the moming.
1 smile at your play with that little bit of a broken twig.
| am busy with my accounts, adding up figures by the hour.
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Perhaps you glance at me and think, ‘What a stupid game 1o spoil
your morning with!” _

Child, I have forgotten the art of being absorbed in sticks and mud-
pies,

I seek out costly playthings, and gather lumps of gold and silver.

With whatever you find you create your glad games, 1 spend both my
time and my strengrh over things | pever can obtam.

In my frail canoe | struggle to cross the sea of desire, and forget that

I wo am playing a game.

The Astronomer

I oxey s, "When in the evening the round full moon gets entangled
among the branches of that Kadam tree. couldn’t somebody carch ir2'

But dadz’' laughed at me and said, ‘Baby, you are the silliest child
I have ever known. The moon is ever so far from us, how could anybody
catch 2"

I said, *Dada, how foolish you are! When mother looks out of her
window and smiles down at us playing, would you call her far away?'

Still dada said, “You are a stupid child! Bur, baby, where could vou
find a net big enough 10 catch the moon with?'

I said, "Surely you could catch it with your hands.'

But dada laughed and said, *You are the silliest child I have known.
If it came pearer, you would see how big the moon is.*

| said, "Dada, what nonsense they teach at your school! When mother
bends her face down to kiss us does her face look very big?’

But still dada says, "You are a stupid child.'

Clouds and Waves

Momier. TiE folk who live up in the clouds call out 10 me—

"We play from the time we wake till the day ends,

We play with the golden dawn, we play with the silver moon.’

I ask, ‘But, how am I to get up to your'

They answer, ‘Come to the edge of the earth, lift up vour hands to
the sky, and you will be taken up into the clouds.

' Elder Brother.
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‘My mother is waiting for me at home,' 1 say. “How can | leave her
and come?’

Then they smile and float away.

But I know a nicer game than that. mother.

1 shall be the cloud and you the moon.

1 shall cover you with both my hands, and our house-top will be the
blue sky.

The folk who live in the waves call out to me—

‘We sing from moming till night; on and on we ravel and know not
where we pass”

I ask. “But, how am 1 to join you?'

They tell me, ‘Come 1o the edge of the shore and stand with your
eyes tight shut, and you will be carried out upon the waves.'

I say, "My mother always wants me at home in the evening—how can
1 leave her and go?'

Then they smile, dance and pass by.

But | kiow a better game than that.

I will be the waves and you will be a strange shore.

I shall roll on and on and on, and break upon your lap with laughter,

And no one in the world will know where we both are,

The Champa Flower

SurposinG | became a champa Aower, just for fun, and grew on & branch
high up that tree, and shook in the wind with laughter and danced upon
the newly budded leaves, would you know me, mother?

You would call, ‘Baby, where are youz' and 1 should laugh to mysell
and keep quite quiet,

I should slyly open my petals and watch you at your work.

When after your bath, with wet hair spread on your shoulders, you
walked through the shadow of the champa tree 1o the little court where
you say your prayers, you would notice the scem of the flower, but not
know that it came from me.

When after the midday meal you sat at the window reading Ramayana,
and the tree's shadow fell over your hair and your lap, | should [ling my
wee little shadow on 1o the page of your book, just where you were reading.

But would you guess that it was the tiny shadow of your little child?

When in the evening you went to the cowshed with the lighted lamp
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in your hand, | should suddenly drop on 10 the earth again and be your
own baby once more, and beg you to iell me a story.

‘Where have you been, you naughty child?'

‘I won't tell you. mother." That's what you and I would say then.

Fairyland

IF PEOPLE came to know where my king's palace is, it would vanish into
the ar,

The walls are of white silver and the roof of shining gold.

The gueen lives in a palace with seven courtyards, and she wears a
jewel that cost all the wealth of seven kingdoms.

But let me tell you, mother, in a whisper, where my king's palace is.

It is at the corner of our terrace where the pot of the tulsi plant
stands.

The princess lies sleeping on the far-away shore of the seven impassable
»AsL,

There is none in the world who can find her but myself.

She has bracelets on her arms and pearl drops in her ears; her hair
sweeps down upon the floor.

She will wake when I touch her with my magic wand, and jewels will
fall from her lips when she smiles.

But let me whisper in your ear, mother; she is there in the corner
of our terrace where the pot of the b plant stands,

When it is time for you to go to the river for your bath, step up to that
terrace on the roof.

I sit in the corner where the shadows of the walls meer together,

Omiy puss is allowed to come with me; for she knows where the barber
in the story lives.

But let me whisper, mother, in your €ar where the barber in the story
lives.

It is at the corner of the terrace where the pot of the fulsi plant
stands.
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The Land of the Exile

Mories, THE light has grown grey in the sky; 1 do not know what the
time is.

There is no fun in my play, so | have come to you. It is Sawrday,
our holiday.

Leave off your work, mother; sit here by the window and tell me
where the désert of Tepantar in the fairy tale is?

The shadow of the rains has covered the day from end 1o end.

The fierce lightning is scratching the sky with its nails.

When the clouds rumble and it thunders, 1 love to be afraid in my
heart and cling to you.

When the heavy min patters for hours on the bamboo leaves, and
our windows shake and rattle at the gusts of wind, I like to sit alone in
the room, mother, with you, and hear you talk about the desert of Tepantar
in the fairy tale.

Where is it mother, on the shore of what sea, at the foot of what hills,
in the kingdom of what king?

There are no hedges there to mark the fields, no footpath across it
by which the villagers reach their village in the evening. or the woman
who gathers dry sticks in the forest can bring her load to the market. With
paiches of yellow grass in the sand and only one tree where the pair of
wise old birds have their nest, lies the desert of Tepantar.

I can imagine how, on just such a cloudy day, the young son of the king
is riding alone on a grey horse through the desert, in search of the princess
who lies imprisoned in the giant's palace across that unknown water.

When the haze of the rain comes down in the distant sky, and lightning
starts up like a sudden fit of pam. does he remember his unhappy mother,
abandoned by the king, sweeping the cow-stall and wiping her eyes, while
he rides through the desert of Tepantar in the fairy tale?

See, mother, it is almost dark before the day is over, and there are no
travellers yonder on the village road.

The shepherd boy has gone home early from the pasture, and men
have left their fields to sit on mats under the eaves of their huts, watching
the scowling clouds,
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Maother, 1 have left all my books on the shelf—do not ask me 1o do
my lessons now.

When 1 grow up and am big like my father, T shall learn all that must
be leami

But just for w-day, tell me, mother, where the desert of Tepaniar in
the fairy tale is2

The Rainy Day

Sureey cLouns are gathering fast over the black fringe of the forest

O child, do not go out!

The palm trees in a row by the lake are smiting their heads against
the dismal sky: the crows with their draggled wings are silent on the
tamarind branches, and the eastern bank of the rver is haunted by a
deepening gloom. '

Our cow is lowing loud, ted ar the fence.

O child, wait here till | bring her into the stall.

Men have crowded into the flooded field to catch the fishes as they
escape from the overflowing ponds; the rain water is running in rills through
the narrow lanes like a laughing boy who has run away from his mother
1o tease her.

Listen, someone is shouting for the boatman at the ford.
O child. the daylight is dim, and the crossing at the ferry is closed.
The 5Iw seems to ride fast upon the madlyrushing rain; the water in
the river is loud and impatient; women have hastened home early from
the Ganges with their filled pitchers.

The evening lamps must be made ready.

O child. do not go out!

The road 1o the market is desolate, the lane to the river is slippery.
The wind is roaring and struggling among the bamboo branches like a
wild beast tangled in a net
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Paper Boats

Dav 8y pay | float my paper boats one by one down the running stream.

In big black letters 1 write my name on them and the pame of the
village where 1 live.

I hiope that someone in some strange land will find them and know
who 1 am.

I Toad my little boats with shiuli flowers from our garden, and hope
that these blooms of the dawn will be carried safely 10 land in the night

I launch my paper boats and look up into the sky and see the little
clouds setting their white bulging sails.

I know not what playmate of mine in the sky sends them down the
air to race with my boauts!

When night comes | bury my face in my arms and dream that my
paper boats floal on and on under the midnight stavs,

The fairies of sleep are sailing in them, and the lading is their baskets
full of dreams.

The Sailor

Tiie BOAT OF THE hoauman Madhu is moored at the wharf of Rajgunj,

It is uselessly laden with jute, and has been lying there idle for ever
so long.

1f he would only lend me his boat, I should man her with a hundred
oars, and hoist sails, five or six or seven.

I should never steer her to stupid markets,

1 should sail the seven seas and the thirteen rivers of fairyland.

But, mother, you won't weep for me in a corer.

1 am not going into the forest like Ramachandra to come back only
alter fourteen years.

1 shall become the prince of the story, and fill my boat with whatever
I like.

1 shall take my friend Ashu with me, We shall sail merrily across the
seven seas and the thirteen rivers of fairyland.

We shall set sail in the earlv moming light
When at noontide you are bathing at the pond, we shall be in the
land of a sirange king.
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We shall pass the ford of Tirpurni, and leave behind us the desent
of Tep ntar.

When we come back it will be getting dark, and 1 shall tell you of
all that we have seen.

| shall cross the seven seas and the thirteen rivers of fairyland,

The Further Bank

I Loxe To o over there 1o the further bank of the river,

Where those boats are tied to the bamboo poles in a ling;

Where men cross over in their boats in the moming with ploughs
on their shoulders o till their faraway fields;

Where the cowherds make their lowing cattle swim across to the
riverside pasture;

Whence they all come back home in the evening, leaving the jackals
to howl in the island overgrown with weeds. ' _

Mother, if you don’t mind, | should like 1o become the boauman of
the ferry when | am grown up.

They say there are strange pools hidden behind that high bank,

Where llocks of wild ducks come when the rains are over, and thick
reeds grow round the margins where waterbirds lay their eggs;

Where snipes with their dancing 1ails stamp their tiny footprints upon
the clean soft mud;

Where in the evening the all grasses crested with white flowers invite
the moonbeam (o foat upon their waves,

Mother, if you don't mind, I should like to become the boatman of
the ferryboat when | am grown up,

| shall cross and cross back from bank to bank, and all the boys and girls
of the village will wonder at me while they are bathing.

When the sun climbs the mid sky and morning wears on 1o noon,
I shall come running to you, saying, ‘Mother, [ am bungry!®

Whent the day is done and the shadows cower under the trees, | shall
come back m the dusk.

1 shall never go away from you into the town to work like father,

Mother, if you don‘t mind, I should like 1o become the boatman of
the fertyboat when | am grown up.
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The Flower-School

WHEN STORM clouds rumble in the sky and June showers come down,
The moist east wind comes marching over the heath to blow irts
bagpipes among the bamboos.
Then crowds of flowers come out of a sudden, from nobody knows
where, and dance upon the grass in wild glee.

Mather, 1 really think the flowers go to school underground.
They do their lessons with doors shut, and if they want (o come out
to play before it is time, their master makes them stand in a comer,

When the rains come they have their holidays.

Branches clash together in the forest, and the leaves rustle in the wild
wind. the thunder-clouds clap their giant hands and the flower children
rush out in dresses of pink and yellow and white.

Do you know, mother, their home is in the sky, where the stars are.
Haven't yout seen how eager they are to get theres Don't you know
why they are in such a hurry?
Of course, | can guess to whom they raise their arms: they have their
mother as 1 have my owi.

The Merchant

[MAGINE. MOTHER, that you are to stay at home and 1 am to travel into
strange lands,

Imagine that my boat is ready at the landing fully laden.

Now think well, mother, before you say what | shall bring for you
when 1 come back.

Mother, do you want heaps and heaps of gold?
There, by the banks of golden streams, fields are full of golden harvest
And in the shade of the forest path the golden champa flowers drop
on the growund.
I will gather them all for you in many hundred baskets,

Mother, do yon want pearls big as the raindrops of autumn?
[ shall cross to the pearl island shore.
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There in the early morning light pearls tremble on the meadow flowers,
pearls drop on the grass, and pearls are scattered on the sand in spray
by the wild sea-waves

My brother shall have a pair of horses with wings to fly among the
clouds.

For father 1 shall bring a magic pen that, without his knowing, will
write of itself.

For you, mother, I must have the casket and jewel that cost seven
kings their kingdoms.

Sympathy
If 1 WERE ONLY & little puppy, not your baby, mother dear, would you say
‘No' 10 me if I iried 1o eat from your dish?
Would you drive me off, saying to me, 'Get away, you naughty little
puppy:’
Then go, mother, go! I will never come to you when you call me,
and never let you feed me any more.

{1 were only a little green parrot, and not your baby, mother dear, would
you keep me chained lest | should fly away?

Would you shake your finger at me and say, 'What an ungratetful
wretch of a bird! It is gnawing at its chain day and night>’

Then, go, mother, go! I will run away into the woods; 1 will never
let you take me in your arms again.

Vocation

WHEN THE GONG sounds teni in the moming and I walk 1o school by our
lane,

Every day I meet the hawker erying, *Bangles, crystal bangles!"

There is nothing 1o hurry him on, there Is no road he must take,
no place he must go 1o, no time when he must come home.

I'wish I were a hawker. spending my day in the road, crving, ‘Bangles,
crystal bangles!”

When at four in the afternoon | come back from the school,
I can see through the gate of that house the gardener digging the
ground.
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He does what he likes with his spade, he soils his clothes with dust,
nobody takes him to task if he gets baked in the sun or gets wet.

I wish 1 were a gardener digging away at the garden with nobody w0
stop me from digging.

Just as it gets dark in the evening and my mother sends me 1o bed,

I can see through my open window the watchman walking up and
dowi.

The lane is dark and lonely, and the street-lamp stands like a giant
with one red eye in its head.

The watchman swings his lantern and walks with his shadow ar his
side, and never once goes o bed in his life.

I wish | were a watchman walking the streets all nmight, chasing the
shadows with my lantern.

Superior
MoTHER, YOUR baby is sillyl She is so absurdly childish!

She does not know the difference between the lights in the streets
and the stars:

When we play at eating with pebbles, she thinks they are real food,
and tries 1o put them into her mouth.

When | open a book before her and ask her to learn her a, b, ¢, she
tears the leaves with her hands and roars for joy at nothing; this is your
baby's way of doing her lesson.

When | shake my head at her in anger and scold her and call her
naughty, she langhs and thinks it great fun.

Evervbody knows that father is away, bur, if in play I call aloud ‘Father,”
she looks about her in excitement and thinks that father is near.

When I hold my class with the donkeys that our washerman brings
to carry away the clothes and I warn her that 1 am the schoolmaster, she
will seream for no reason and call me dada.'

Your baby wants to catch the moon. She is so funny; she calls Ganesh®
Ganush.

Maother, your baby is silly, she is so absurdly childish!

"Eldes broaher,
! Canegh, 2 common name in Indis, alsa that of the god with the elephan's head.
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The Little Big Man

I am sMALL becanse | am a little child. T shall be big when 1 am as old
as my father is,
My teacher will come and say, ‘It is late, bring your slate and your
books.’

| shall tell him, ‘Do you not know 1 am as big as father? And [ must
not have lessons any more.”

My master will wonder and say, "He can leave his books if he likes,

for he is grown up,’

I shall dress myself and walk to the fair where the crowd is thick.

My uncle will come rushing up to me and say, “You will get lost, my
hoy; let me carry you.'

I shall answer, ‘Can’t you see, uncle, | am as big as father. I must
go o the fair alone.’

Uncle will say, 'Yes, he can go wherever he likes, for he is grown up.’

Mother will come from her bath when 1.am giving money to my nurse,
for | shall know how to open the box with my key.

Mother will say, “What are you about, naughty child?'

I shall tell her, ‘Mother, don't you know, | am as big as father, and
I must give silver to my nurse,’

Maother will say to herself, *He can give money to whom he likes, for
he is grown up.’ '

In the holiday time in Ociober father will come home and, thinking that
I am still & baby, will bring for we from the town little shoes and small
silken frocks.
1 shall say, ‘Father, give them Lo my dada,' for | am as big as you
Father will think and say, "He can buy his own clothes if he likes, for
he is grown up.’

are

Twelve O'Clock

Motter, 1 do want to leave off my lessons now. | have been at my book
all the morning.
P Elder bmather.
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You say it is only twelve o'clock. Suppose it isn't any later; can’t you
ever think it is afternoon when it is only twelve o'clock?

I am easily imagine now that the sun has reached the edge of that
ricedield, and the old fisher-woman is gathering herbs for her supper by
the side of the pond.

I can just shut my eyes and think that the shadows are growing darker
under the madar teee, and the water in the pond looks shiny black.

If twelve o’'clock can come in the night, why can’t the night come
when it is welve o'clock.

Authorship

You siy THAT Father writes a lot of books, but what he writes 1 don’t
understand.

He was reading to you all the evening, but could you really make out
what he meant?

What nice stories, mother, you can tell us! Why can't father write like
that. | wonder?

Did he never hear from his own mother stories of giants and fairies
and princessess

Has he forgoten them all?

Often when he gets late for his bath you have to go and call him an
hundred omes.

You wait and keep his dishes warm for him, but he goes on writing
and forgets.

Father always plays at making books.

If ever 1 go to play in father's room, you came and call me. ‘what
& naughty child!”

If 1 make the slightest noise, you say, ‘Don’t you see that father’s at
his work?'

What's the fun of always writing and writing?

When | 1ake up father’s pen or pencil and write upon his book just as
he does—a, b, ¢. d, ¢, £, g, h, i—why do you get cross with me, then,
mother?

You never say a word when father writes.
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When my father wastes such heaps of paper, mather, you don't seem to
mind av all.

But if | take only one sheet to make a boat with, vou say, 'Child, how
troublesome you arel’

What do you think of father's spoiling sheets and sheets of paper with
black marks all over on both sides?

The Wicked Postman

Whiv poyou sit there on the Roor so quiet and silent, tell me, mother dear?

The rain is coming in through the open window, making you all wet,
and you don’t mind it

Do you hear the gong striking four? 1t is time for my brother to come
home from school,

What has happened 10 you that you look so strange?

Haven't you got a letter from father to-day?

I saw the postman bringing letters in his bag for almost everybody
i1 the town.

Only, father’s letters he keeps to read himself, I am sure the postman
15 a wicked man.

But don't be unhappy about that, mother dear.

To-morrow is market day in the next village. You ask your maid to
buy some pens and papers.

U miyself will write all father's letters; you will not find a single mistake.

I shall write from A right up to K.

But, mother, why do you smile?

You don't believe that 1 can write as nicely as father does!

But I shall rule my paper carefully, and write all the letters beautifuilly
big.

When 1 finish my writing, do you think I shall be so foolish as father
and drop it into the horrid postman’s bag?

I shall bring it to you myself without waiting, and letter by leter help
you to read my writing.

I know the postman does not like to give you the really nice letters.
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The Hero

MOTHER, LET us imagine we are travelling, and passing through a strange
and dangerous country.
You are riding in a palanquin and 1 am trotting by you on a red horse.
It is evening and the sun goes down, The waste of Joradighi lies wan
and grey before us. The land is desolate and barren.
You are frightened and thinking—'1 know not where we have come

0.
1 say to you, ‘Mother, do not be afraid.’

The meadow is prickly with spiky grass, and through it runs a narrow
broken path,

There are no cattle to be seen in the wide field; they have gone to
their village stalls.

It grows dark and dim on the land and sky, and we cannot tell where
we are going.

Suddenly you call me and ask me in a whisper, ‘What light is that
near the bank:’

Just then there bursts out 4 fearful yell, and figures come running towards
us.

You sit crouched in your palanquin and repeat the names of the gods
N prayer.

The bearers, shaking in tervor, hide themselves in the thorny bush.

I shout 10 you. ‘Don’t be afraid, mother, | am here.'

With long sticks in their hands and hair all wild about their heads, they
come nearer and nearer.

I shout, ‘Have a care! you villains! One step more and you are dead
men.”

They give another terrible yell and rush forward,

You cluich my hand and say, ‘Dear boy, for heaven’s sake, keep away
from them.”

I say, ‘Mother, just you watch me.’

Then | spur my horse for a wild gallop, and my sword and buckler clash
against each other.
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The fight becomes so fearful, mother, that it would give you a cold
shudder could you see it from your palanguin,

Many of them fly, and a great number are cur 1o pieces.

I know you are thinking, sitting all by yourself, that your boy must
he dead by this time,

But I come to you all stained with blood, and say, "Mother. the fight
is over now.'

You come ouwt and kiss me, pressing me o your heart, and you say
10 yourself,

‘I don't know what 1 should do #f | hadn't my boy 6 escort me.'

A thousand useless things happen day afier day, and why couldn't
such a thing come true by chance?

It would be like a story in a book.

My brother would say, 'Is it possible? I always thought he was so
delicate!’

Our village people would all say in amazement, ‘Was it not Iucky that
the boy was with his mother?

The End

IT 15 ME for me to go, mother; | am going. When in the paling darkness
of the lonely dawn vou stretch out vour arms for your baby in the bed,
I'shall say, 'Baby is not there!'—mother, | am going.

I shall become a delicate dranght of air and caress you; and 1 shall
be ripples in the water when you bathe, and kiss you and kiss you again.

In the gusty night when the rain patters on the leaves you will hear
my whisper in your bed, and my laughter will Rash with the lightning
through the open window into your room,

If you lie awake, thinking of your baby till late into the night, 1 shall
sing to you from the stars, ‘Sleep, mother, sleep.’ :

On the straying moonbeams 1 shall steal over your bed, and lie upon
your bosom while you sleep.

I shall become a dream, and through the little opening of your evelids
I shall slip into the depths of your sleep: and when you wake up and ook
round startled, like a twinkling firefly T shall flit out into the darkness.

When, on the great festival of puja, the neighbours’ children come
and play about the house, I shall melt into the music of the flute and
throb n your heart all day.
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Dear auntie will come with pujepresents and will ask, “Where is our
baby, sister?” Mother, you will tell her sofily, 'He is in the pupils of my
eyes, he is in my body and in my soul,

The Recall

Tue MiouT was dark when she went away, and they slept.

The night is dark now, and 1 call for her, 'Come back, my darling;
the world Is asleep: and no one would know, if you came for a moment
while stars are gazing at stars.’

She went away when the trees were in bud and the spring was young.

Now the flowers are in high bloom and 1 call, “Come back, my darling,
The children gather and scater flowers in reckless sportl. And if you come
and take one linde blossom no one will miss it

Those that used o play are playing siill, so spendthrift is life.

I listen to their chatter and call, 'Come back, my darling, for mother’s
heart is full to the brim with love, and if you come 1o snatch only one
little kiss from her no one will grudge in”’

The First Jasmines

Asi, THESE jasmines, these white jasmines!

I seem to remember the first day when | filled my hands with these
jasmines, these white jasmines.

I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green carth;

1 have heard the liquid murmur of the river through the darkness
of midnight;

Autumn sunsets have come to me at the bend of a road in the lonely
waste, like a bride raising her veil to accept her lover.

Yet my memory is still sweet with the first white jasmines that I held
in my hand when | was a child

Many a glad day has come in my life, and 1 have laughed with merrymak-
ers on festival nights,
On grey mornings of rain 1 have crooned many an idle song.
| have worn round my neck the evening wreath of bakulas woven by
the hand of love.
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Yet:my heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh jasmines thai
filled my hands when | was a child,

The Banyan Tree

O vou shaggy-headed banyan tree standing on the bank of the pond, have
you forgotten the litde child, like the birds that have nested in your branches
and left you?

Do you not remember how he sat at the window and wondered at
the tangle of your roots that plunged underground?

The women would come 1o fill their jars in the pond, and your huge
black shadow would wriggle on the water like sleep struggling to wake up.
Sunlight danced on the ripples like restless tiny shuttles weaving golden
tapestry.

Two ducks swam by the weedy margin above their shadows, and the
child would su still and think,

He longed to be the wind and blow through your rustling branches,
10 be your shadow and lengthen with the day on the water, to be a bird
and perch on your top-most twig, and to foat like those ducks among
the weeds and shadows,

Benediction

Buss Trus little heart, this white soul that has won the kiss of heaven for
our earth:
He loves the light of the sun, he loves the sight of his mother's face.
He has not learned to despise the dust, and to hanker after gold.
Clasp him to your heart and bless him.

He has come into this land of an hundred cross-roads.

[ know not how he chose you from the crowd, came ta your doar,
and grasped your hand 1o ask his way.

He will follow you, laughing and walking, and not a doubt in his heart.

Keep his trust, lead him straight and bless him,

Lay your hand on his head, and pray that though the waves under-
neath grow threatening, yet the breath from above may come and fill his
sails and waft him to the haven of peace.

Forget him not in your hurry, let him come to your heart and bless
him,
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The Gift

I WANT TO give you something, my child. for we are drifting in the stream
of the world.

Our lives will be carried apart, and our love forgotien.

But [ am not so foolish as to hope that 1 could buy your heart with
my gifis.

Young is your life, your path long, and you drink the love we bring
you at one draught and mm and run away from us.
~ You have your play and your playmates. What harm is there if you
have no time or thought for us.

We, indeed, have leisure enough in old age to count the days that
are past, to cherish in our hearts what our hands have lost for ever.

The river runs swift with a song, breaking through all barriers, But
the mountain stays and remembers, and follows her with his love.

My Song

THIS SONG OF mine will wind its music around you, my child, like the fond
arms of love.

This song of mine will touch your forehead like a kiss of blessing.

When you are alone it will sit by your side and whisper in your ear,
when you are in the crowd it will lence you about with aloofness,

My song will be like a pair of wings 1o your dreams, it will transport
your heart to the verge of the unknown.

Tt will be like the faithful star overhead when dark night is over your
road.

My song will sit in the pupils of your eyes, and will carry your sight
into the heart of things.

And when my voice is silent in death, my song will speak in your living
heart.

The Child-Angel
Tuey camour and fight, they doubt and despair, they know no end to
their wranglings.
Let your life come amongst them like a fame of light. my child,
unflickering and pure, and delight them into silence.
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They are cruel in their greed and their envy, their words are like
hidden knives thirsting for blood.

Go and stand amidst their scowling hearts, my child, and let your
gentle eyes fall upon them like the forgiving peace of the evening over
the strife of the day, '

Let them see your face, my child, and thus know the meaning of all
things; let them love you and thus love each other, :

Come and take your seat in the bosom of the limitless. my child. At
sunrise open and raise your heart like a blossoming Hower, and at sunset
bend your head and in silence complete the worship of the day.

The Last Bargain
"ComE anp HIRE me,” [ cried, while in the morning 1 was walking on the
stone-paved road.
Sword in hand, the King came in his chariot
He held my hand and said, *I will hire you with my power.’
But his power counted for nought, and he went away in his chariot.

[n the heat of the midday the houses stood with shut doors.
I wandered along the crooked lane.
An old man came out with his bag of gold.
He pondered and said, ‘I will hire you with my money.'
He weighed his coins one by one, but I umed away.

It was evening, The garden hedge was all aflower,
The fair maid came out and said. ‘T will hire you with a smile.’
Her smile paled and melted into tears, and she went back alone into
the dark

The sun glistened on the sand, and the sea waves broke waywardly,

A child sat plaving with shells,

He raised his head and seemed to know me, and said, ‘1 hire St
with nothing.’

From thenceforward thar bargain struck in child’s play made me a
free man.
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1

Bip Me AND 1 shall gather my fruits to bring them in full baskets into your
courtyard, though some are lost and some not ripe.

For the season grows heavy with its fulness, and there is a plaintive
shepherd’s pipe in the shade.

Bid me and 1 shall set sail on the rver.
The March wind is fretful, fretting the languid waves into murmurs.
The garden has vielded its all, and i the weary hour of evening the
call comes from your house on the shore in the sunset

2
My LiFE WHEN young was like a flower—a flower that loosens a peral or wo

from her abundance and never feels the loss when the spring breeze
comes [0 beg at her door.

Now at the end of youth my life is like a fruit, having nothing 1o spare,
and waiting to offer herself completely with her full burden of sweetness.

3

Is stmMER'S festival only for fresh blossoms and not also for withered leaves
and faded fMowers?

Is the song of the sea in mne only with the rising waves?

Does it not also sing with the waves that fall?

Jewels are woven into the carpet where stands my king, but there are
patient clods waiting to be touched by his feet

Few are the wise and the great who sit by my Master, but he has taken
the foolish in his arms and made me his servant for ever,

4

I wore anp found his lenter with the morning.

I do oot know what it savs, for | cannot read,

I shall leave the wise man alone with his books, 1 shall not rouble
him, for who knows if he can read what the letter says,
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Let me hold it 1o my forehead and press it o my heart.

When the night grows still and stars come out one by one [will spread
it on my lap and stay silent

The rustling leaves will read it aloud to me, the nushing stream will
chant it, and the seven wise stars will sing it 10 me from the sky.

I cannot find what 1 seek, 1 cannot understand what T would learn;
but this unread letter has lightened my burdens and mrned my thoughts
Into songs.

9

A uanpruL oF dust could hide your signal when 1 did not know its meaning.
Now that | am wiser T read it in all that hid it before.

1t is pamted in petals of flowers: waves flash it from their foam; hills hold
it high on their summits,

I had my face turned from vou, therefore | read the letters awry and
knew not their meaning,

B

WheRe roaDs are made | lose my way.
In the wide water, in the blue sk}f there is no line of a track
The pathway is hidden by the birds' wings, by the star-fires, by the
flowers of the wavfaring seasons.
And 1 ask my heart if its blood carries the wisdom of the unseen way.

T

ALas, | CavnoT stay in the house, and home has become no home to me,
for the eternal Stranger calls, he is going along the road.
The sound of his footfall knocks at my breast; it pains me!

The wind is up. the sea is moaning.
I leave all my cares and doubts 1o follow the homeless tide, for the
Swranger calls me, he is going along the road.
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B

BE ReApY 70 launch forth, my heari! and let those linger who must
For your name has been called in the morning sky.
Wait for none!

The desire of the bud is for the night and dew, but the blown flower cries
for the freedom of light
Burst your sheath, my heart, and come forth!

9

WHEN I LINGERED among my hoarded treasure | felt like a worm that feeds
in the dark upon the fruit where it was born.

I leave this prison of decay.

I care not to haunt the mouldy stillness, for I go in search of ever-
lasting youth; 1 throw away all that is not one with my life nor as light
as my laughter.

I run through time and, O my heart, in your chariot dances the poet
who sings while he wanders.

10

You Took My hand and drew me to your side, made me sit on the high
seal before all men, till 1 became fimid, unable to stir and walk my own
way; doubting and debating at every step lest [ should read upon any
thomn of their disfavour,

I am freed at last!

The blow has come, the drum of insult sounded, my sear is laid low
m the dust.

My paths are open before me.

My wings are full of the desire of the sky.

1 go to join the shooting stars of midnight, to plunge into the profound
shadow.

I am like the storm-driven cloud of summer that, having cast off its
crown of gold, hangs as a sword the thunderbolt upon a chain of
lightning.
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In desperate joy [ run upon the dusty path of the despised; | draw
near to your Anal welcome.

£

The child finds its mother when it leaves her womb.
When I am parted from you, thrown out from your household, 1 am

free to see your face.

11

It pEcxs M only to mock me, this jewelled chain of mine.

It bruises me when on my neck, it strangles me when [ struggle o
tear it off. _

It grips my throat, it chokes my singing.

Could 1 but offer it o your hand, my Lord, | would be saved.
Take it from me, and in exchange bind me 0 you with 1 garland,
for | am ashamed to stand before you with this jewelled chain on my neck.

12

Far seLow flowed the Jumna, swift and clear, above frowned the jutting
bhank.

Hills dark with the woods and scarred with the torrents were gathered
around.

Govinda, the great Sikh teacher, sat on the rock reading scriptures, when
Raghunath, his disciple, proud of his wealth, came and bowed to him and
saicl, ‘1 have brought my poor present unworthy of your acceptance.’

Thus saying he displayed before the teacher a pair of gold bangles wrought
with costly stones.

The master ok up one of them, twirling it round his finger, and
the diamonds darted shafts of light.

Suddenly it slipped from his hand and rolled down the bank into the
water.

‘Alas,” screamed Raghunath and jumped into the stream.

The teacher set his eyes upon his book, and the water held and hid
what it stole and went its way.
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The daylight faded when Raghunath came back to the teacher tired
and dripping.

He panted and said, ‘I can sill get it back if you show me where it
fell.”

The teacher ok up the remaining bangle and throwing it into the
water said, ‘It is there.

13

To MOVE 1S T meet you every moment, Fellow-traveller!

It is to sing to the falling of your leet.

He whom your breath touches does not glide by the shelter of the
bank.

He spreads a reckless sail 1o the wind and rides the wrbulent water.

He who throws his doors open and steps onward receives your greeting.

He does not stay to count his gain or to mourn his loss: his heart
beats the drum for his march, for that is to march with you every step.
Fellow-traveller!

14

My PORTION GF THE best in this world will come from your hands: such was
your promise.

Theretore your light glistens in my tears.

I fear to be led by others lest I miss you waiting in some road comer
to be my guide.

I walk my own wilful way till my very folly tempts you to my door.
For I have your promise that my portion of the best in this world will
come from your hands.

15

Your sPEECH is simple, my Master, but not theirs who malk of yow
I undersiand rthe voice of your stars and the silence of your trees.
I know that my heart would open like a flower; that my life has flled
iself at a hidden fountain.
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Your songs, like birds from the lonely land of snow, are winging o build
their nests in my heart against the warmth of is April, and | am content
to wait for the merry season.

16

Trey kveEw the way and went 1o seek you along the narrow lane, bur I
wandered abroad into the night for 1 was ignorant.

I was not schooled enough 10 be afraid of you in the dark, therefore
I came upon your doorstep unaware.

The wise rebuked me and bade me be gone, for 1 had not come by
the lane.

I urned away in doubt, but you held me fast, and their scolding
became louder every day.

17

I BROUGHT out my earthen lamp from my house and cried, ‘Come, children,
I will light your path!’

The night was still dark when | returmed, leaving the road to its silence;
crying, ‘Light me, O Firel for my earthen lamp lies broken in the dusi!®

IR

NG 1T 18 NOT yours to open buds into blossoms.
Shake the bud, strike it; it is beyond your power to make it blossom,
Your touch soils it, you tear its petals to pieces and strew them in
the dust.
But no colours appear, and no. perfume.
Ah! it is not for you to open the bud into a blossom.

He who can open the bud does it sa simply.
He gives it a glance, and the life-sap stirs through its veins.
At his breath the flower spreads its wings and Outters in the wind.
Colours flush out like heartlongings, the perfume betrays a sweet
secret.
He who cam open the bud does it so simply.
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19

SUDAS, THE GARDENER, plucked from his tank the last lotus left by the ravage
of winter and went to sell it 1o the king at the palace gate.

There he met a waveller who said to him, ‘Ask your price for the last
lotus,—I shall offer it to Lord Buddha.'

Sudas said, "If you pay one golden masha it will be yours.'

The wraveller paid ir

At that moment the king came out and he wished to buy the flower, for
he was on his way to see Lord Buddha, and he thought, ‘It would be a
fine thing to lay at his feer the lots that bloomed in winter.'

When the gardener said he had been offered a golden masha the king
offered him ten, but the waveller doubled the price,

The gardener, being greedy, imagined a greater gain from him for
whose sake they were bidding. He bowed and said, ‘I cannot sell this
lotus,
In the hushed shade of the mango grove beyond the city wall Sdas
stood before Lord Buddha, on whose lips sat the silence of love and whose
eyes beamed peace like the morning star of the dew-washed autumn.

Sudas looked in his face and put the lotus at his feet and bowed his
head o the dus.

Buddha smiled and asked, "What is your wish, my son?’

Sudas cried, "The least touch of your feet'

20

MAKE ME THY poet, O Night, veiled Night!

There are some who have sat speechless for ages in thy shadow; let
me utter their songs.
Take me up on thy chariot without wheels, running noiselessly from world
to world, thou queen in the palace of ume, thou darkly beautifull

Many a questioning mind has stealthily entered thy courtyard and roamed
through thy lampless house seeking for answers.

From many a heart, pierced with the arrow of joy from the hands
of the Unknown, have burst forth glad chants, shaking the darkness 1o
its foundation,
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Those wakeful souls gaze in the starlight in wonder at the treasure
they have suddenly found.
Make me their poet. O Night, the poet of thy fathomless silence,

21

I wit meer one day the Life within me, the joy that hides in my life,
though the days perplex my path with their idle dust
I have known it in glimpses, and its fitful breath has come upon me

making my thoughs lragrant for a while.
[ will meet one day the Joy without me that dwells behind the screen

of light—and will stand in the overflowing solitude where all things are
seen as by their creator.

22

Tuis AUTUMN morming is tired with excess of light, and if your songs grow
fitful and languid give me your flute awhile.

1 shall but play with it as the whim takes me,—now take it on my lap,
now touch it with my lips, now keep it by my side on the grass.

But in the solemn evening stillness 1 shall gather flowers, to deck it with
wreaths, 1 shall fill it with fragrance: | shall worship it with the lighted
lamp.
Then at night | shall come to you and give you back your flute,
You will play on it the music of midnight when the lonely crescent
moon wanders among the stars.

23

Tue poeTs miNn Hoats and dances on the waves of life amidst the vmces
of wind and water.

Now when the sun has set and the darkened sky draws down upon the
sea like drooping lashes upon a weary eye it is time to take away his pen,
and let his thoughts sink into the bottom of the deep amid the eternal
secret of that silence,
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THE MGHT 15 dark and your slumber is deep in the hush of my being.
Wake, O Pain of Love, for I know not how to open the door, and
| stand outside.

The hours wait, the stars waich, the wind 1s still, the silence is heavy in
my heart.

Wake, Love, wake! brim my empty cup, and with a breath of song
ruffle the night

25
THe gm0 ofF the morning sings.

Whence has he word of the moming before the moming breaks, and
when the dragon night still holds the sky in its cold black coils?

Tell me, bird of the morning, how, through the wofold night of the sky
and the leaves, he found his way into your dream, the messenger out of
the cast?

The world did not believe you when you cried, “The sun is on his
way, the night is no more.’

O sleeper, awake!

Bare your forehead, waiting for the first blessing of light. and sing
with the bird of the moming in glad faith,

26

THE BEGGAR 1N me lifted his lean hands 1o the starless sky and cried into
night's ear with his hungry voice.

His prayers were to the blind Darkness who lay like a fallen god in
a desolate heaven of lost hopes.

The cry of desire eddied round a chasm of despair, a wailing bird
circling its empty nest

But when morning dropped anchor at the rim of the East, the beggar
in me leapt and cried:
‘Blessed am | that the deaf night denied me—that its coffer was empty.’
He cried, *O Life, O Light, you are precious! and precious is the joy
that at last has known you!’

[165]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

27

SANATAN WASs telling his beacls by the Ganges when « Brahmin in rags came
to him and said, *Help me, T am poor!’ '

"My alms-bowl is all that is my own,” said Sanatan, ‘I have given away
everything T had.”

‘But my lord Shiva came 1o me in my dréams,” said the Brahmin, “and
counselled me to come to you,' _

Sanatan suddenly remembered he had picked up a stone without
price among the pebbles on the river-bank, and thinking that some one
might need it hid it in the sands.

He pointed out the spot to the Brahmin, who wondering dug up the

‘stone, '
The Brahmin sat on the earth and mused alone till the sun went

down behind the trees, and cowherds went home with their cantle.

Then he rose and came slowly to Sanatan and said, ‘Master., gve me the
least fraction of the wealth that disdains all the wealth of the world.'
And he threw the precious stone into the water.

28

Tive AFTER TIME | came to your gate with raised hands, asking for more
and yet more.

You gave and gave, now in slow measure, now in sudden excess.

1 took some, and some things | let drop; some lay heavy on my hands;
some I made into playthings and broke them when tired; till the wrecks
and the hoard of your gifis grew immense, hiding you, and the ceaseless
expectation wore my heart out.

Tuke, oh take—has now become my crv.

Shatter all from this beggar's bowl: put out this lamp of the
importunate watcher: hold my hands, raise me from the stillgathering
heap of your gifts into the bare infinity of your uncrowded presence.

29

You HAVE seT me among those who are defeated,
| know it is not for me to win, nor o leave the game,
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I shall plunge into the pool although but 1o sink to the bottom..
I shall play the game of my undoing.

1 shall stake all 1 have and when I lose my last penny | shall stake myself,
and then 1 think 1 shall have won through my utter defeat

30

A sMmiLE oF mirth spread over the sky when you dressed my heart in rags
and sent her forth into the road to beg.

She went from door to door, and many 4 time when her bowl was
nearly full she was robbed.

At the end of the weary day she came to your palace gate holding up her
pitiful bowl, and you came and took her hand and seated her beside you
an your throne.

31

"WHO AMONG you will take up the duty of feeding the hungry?’ Lord Buddha
asked his followers when famine raged at Shravasti.

Ratnakar, the banker, hung his head and said, 'Much more is needed
than all my wealth 1o feed the hungry.’

Javsen, the chief of the King's army, said, ‘I would gladly give my life’s
blood, but there is not enough food in my house.’

Dharmapal, who owned broad acres of land, said with a sigh, "The drought
demon has sucked my fields dry. 1 know not how to pay King's dues.’

Then rose Supriya, the mendicant’s daughter.
She bowed to all and meekly said, ‘I will feed the hungry.”
"How!! they cried in surprise. ‘How can you hope to fulfil that vow?'

‘I am the poorest of you all," said Supriya, “that is my strength. I have
my coffer and my store at each of your houses.’
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32

My KNG was unknown o me, therefore when he claimed his wibute T was
bold 1o think I would hide myself leaving my debts unpaid,

| fled and fled behind my day's work and my night's dréams,

But his claims followed me at every breath 1 drew.

Thus I came 10 know that T am kiiown to him and no place left which
is mine,

Now I wish to lay my all before his feet. and gain the right to my place
in his kingdom.

53
WHEN T mHOUGHT T would mould you, an image from my life for men to
worship, 1 brought miy dust and desires and all my coloured delusions and
dreams,
When 1 asked you to mould with my life an image from your heart
for you 1o love, you brought your fire and foree, and truth, loveliness and

peace.

34

'SIRg," ANNOUNCED the servant to the King, ‘the saint Narottam has never
deigned to enter your royal temple.

'He is singing God's praise under the trees by the open road. The
temple s empty of worshippers,

‘They flock round him like bees round the white lotus, leaving the
golden jar of honey unheeded.’

The King, vexed at heart, went 1o the spot where Narottam sat on the
Brass.

He asked him, ‘Father, why leave my temple of the golden dome and
sit on the dust outside 1o preach God's love?'

"Because God is not there in your temple,’ said Narottam,

The King frowned and said. ‘Do you know, twenty millions of gold
went 1o the making of that marvel of art, and it was consecrated to God
with costly rites?’
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"Yes. | know it.’ answered Narottam, ‘It was in that year when thousands
of your people whose houses had been burned stood vainly asking for help
at your door.

‘And God said, “The poor creature who can give no shelter to his
brothers would build my house!”

‘And he wok his place with the shelterless under the trees by the
road.
‘And that golden bubble is empty of all but hot vapour of pride.’

The King cried in anger, ‘Leave my land.’

Calmly said the saint, “Yes, banish me where you have banished my
God.

35

THE TRUMPET lies in the dust
The wind is weary, the light is dead.
Ah the evil dayl
Come, fighters, carrying your flags, and singers, with your war-songs!
Come, pilgrims of the march, hurrying on your journey!
The trumpet lies in the dust waiting for us.

| was on my way to the temple with iy evening offerings, seeking for a
place of rest after the day's dusty toil: hoping my hurts would be healed
and the stains in my garment washed white, when I found thy trumpet
lying in the dust.

Was it not the hour for me to light my evening lamp?

Had not the night sung its lnllaby to the stars?

O thou blood-red rose, my poppies of sleep have paled and faded!

1 was certain my wanderings were over and my debts all paid when
suddenly 1 came upon thy wrumpet lying in the dust

Strike my drowsy heart with thy spell of youth!

Let my joy in life blaze up in fire.

Let the shafts of awakening fly through the heart of night, and a thrill
of dread shake blindness and palsy.

I have come to raise thy trumpet from the dust
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Sleep is mo more for me—my walk shall be through showers of arrows,
Some shall min out of their houses and come o my side—some shall
weep,
Some in their beds shall toss and groan in dire dreams,
For to-night thy trumpet shall be sounded.

From thee | have asked peace only to find shame,
Now 1 stand before thee—help me 1o put on my armour!
Let hard blows of wouble strike fire into my life.
Let my heart beat in pain, the drum of thy victory,
My hands shall be utterly emptied to take tp thy tumpet.

36

WHEN, MAD 1N their mirth, they raised dust to soil thy robe, O Beautiful,
it made my heart sick.

I cried to thee and said, ‘Take thy rod of punishment and Jjudge
them,'

The morning light struck upon those eyes, red with the revel of night;
the place of the white lily greeted their buming breath; the stars through
the depth of the sicred dark stared at their carousing—sat those that raised
dust 10-soil thy robe, O Beautifull

Thy judgment seat was in the flower garden, in the birds’ notes in
springtime: in the shady river-banks, where the trees muttered in answer
to the muttering of the waves,

Q my Lover, they were pitiless in their passion.

They prowled in the dark to snatch thy omaments 10 deck their ownl
desires,

When they had struck thee and thou wert pained, it pierced me o
the quick, and | cried to thee and said. "Take thy sword, O my Lover,
and judge them!'

‘Ah, but thy justice was vigilany.

A mother’s tears were shed on their insolence: the imperishable faith
of a lover hid their spears of rebellion in its own wounds.

Thy judgment was in the mute pain of sleepless love: in the Blush
of the chaste: in the tears of the night of the desolate: in the pale morning-
light of forgiveness,
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O Terrible, they in their reckless greed climbed thy gate at night, breaking
into thy storehouse to rob thee.

But the weight of their plunder grew immense, 100 heavy to carry or
o remove. '

Thereupon 1 cried 0 thee and sad, Forgive them, O Terrible!

Thy torgiveness burst in storms, throwing them down, scattering their
thefis in the dust.

Thy forgiveness was in the thunderstone; in the shower of blood; in
the angrv red of the sunset.

37

Uracurta. THE disciple of Buddha, lay asleep on the dust by the city wall
of Mathura.

Lamps were all out, doors were all shut, and stars were all hidden
by the murky sky of August.

Whose feet were those tinkling with anklets, touching his breast of
a sudden?

He woke up startled, and the light from a woman’s lamp struck his
forgiving eyes.

It was the dancing girl, starred with jewels, clouded with a pale-blue
mantle, drunk with the wine of her vouth.

She lowered her lamp and saw the young face, austerely beautiful.
“Forgive me, young ascetic,” said the woman; 'graciously come to my
house, The dusty earth is not a fit bed for you.'
The ascetic answered, "Woman, go on your way; when the time is ripe
1 will come to yow.”

Suddenly the black night showed its teeth in a flash of lightning.
The storm growled from the comner of the sky, and the woman
trembled in fear.

The branches of the wayside trees were aching with blossom.
Gay notes of the flute came floating in the warm spring air from afar.
The citizens had gone to the woods, to the festival of flowers.
From the mid-=sky gazed the full moon on the shadows of the silent
Lown,
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The young ascetic was walking in the lonely street. while overhead
the lovesick koels urged from the mango branches their sleepless. plaint.

Upagupta passed through the city gates, and stood at the base of the
rampart.

What woman lay in the shadow of the wall at his feer, struck with the
black pestilence, her body spotted with sores, hurriedly driven away from
the town?

The ascetic sat by her side. taking her head on his knees; and moistened
her lips with water and smeared her body with balm,

‘Who are you, merciful one?' asked the woman.

"The time, at last, has come to visit you, and [ am here,’ replied the
young ascetic.

38

T 35 NO mege dallying of love between us, my Jover.

Again and again have swooped down upon me the screaming nights
of storm, blowing out my lamp: dark doubts have gathered, blotting out
all stars from my sky.

Again and agan the banks have burst, letting the flood sweep away my
harvest, and wailing and despair have rent my sky from end o end.

This have I learnt that there are blows of pain in your love, never
the cold apathy of death.

349

Tue watt sreaks asunder, light, like divine kwghter, bursts in.

Victory, O Light!

The heart of the night is pierced!

With your flashing sword cut in twain the tangle of doubt and feeble
desires!

Victory!

Come, Implacable!

Come, you who are terrible in your whiteness,

0 Light, your drum sounds in the march of fire, and the red torch
is held on high: death dies in a burst of splendour!
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40

© nre. MY brother, 1 sing victory to you.

You are the bright red image of fearful freedom,

You swing your arms in the sky, you sweep your impetuous fingers
across the harpsiring, your dance music is beautiful,

When my days are ended and the gates arc opened you will burn 1o ashes
this cordage of hands and [eet,

My body will be one with you, my heart will be caught in the whirls
of your frenzy, and the buming heat that was my life will flash up and
mingle itself in your flame.

41

THe BoATMAN is out crossing the wild sea at night

The mast is aching because of its full sails filled with the violent wind.

Stung with the night's fang the sky falls upon the sea, poisoned with
black fear.

The waves dash their heads against the dark unseen, and the Boauman
is out crossing the wild sea.

The Boatman is out, 1 know not for what tryst, startling the night with
the sudden white of his sails,

I know not at what shore, at Jast, he lands to reach the silent courtyard
where the lamp is burning and 1o find her who sits in the dust and waits.

What is the quest that makes his boat care not for storm nor darkness?

Is it heavy with gems and pearls?

Ah, no, the Boatman brings with him no treasure, but only & white
rose in his hand and a song on his lips,

It is for her who watches alone at night with her lamp burning.

She dwells in the wayside hut

Her loose hair flies in the wind and hides her eyes.

The storm shrieks through her broken doors, the light flickers in her
earthen lamp flinging shadows on the walls,

Through the howl of the winds she hears him call her name, she
whose name is unknown,

It is long since the Boaiman sailed.
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It will be long before the day breaks and he knocks at the door.

The drums will not be beaten and none will know.

Only light shall ill the house, blessed shall be the dust. and the heart
glad.

All doubts shall vanish in silence when the Boatman comes 1o the
shore.

42
I @une 10 s living raft, my body, in the narrow stream of my earthly
years. | leave it when the crossing is over,

And then?
I 'do not know if the light there and the darkness are the same.

The Unknown is the perpetual freedom:
He is pitiless in his love,
He crushes the shell for the pearl, dumb in the prison of the dark.

You muse and weep for the days that are done, poor heart!
Be glad that days are to come!
The hour strikes, O pilgrim!
It is time for you to rake the parting of the ways!
His face will be unveiled once again and you shall meet.

43

Over THE RELIC of Lord Buddha King Bimbisar built a shrine, a salutation
in white marble.

There in the evening would come all the brides and daughters of the
King's house to offer flowers and light lamps,

When the son became king in his time he washed his father’s creed away
with blood, and lit sacrificial fires with its sacred books.

The autumn day was dying.

The evening hour of worship was near.

Shrimati, the queen's maid, devoted 10 Lord Buddha, having bathed
in holy water, and decked the golden tray with lamps and fresh white
blossoms, silently raised her dark eyes (o the queen’s face.
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The queen shuddered in fear and said, ‘Do you not know, foolish girl,
that death is the penalty for whoever brings worship to Buddha's shrine?
*Such is the king's will,"

Shrimati bowed to the gqueen, and turning away from her door eame and
stood before Amita, the newly wed bride of the king's son,

A mirror of bumished gold on her lap, the newly wed bride was
braiding her dark long tresses and painting the red spot of good luck at
the parting of her hair,

Her hands wembled when she saw the young maid, and she eried,
‘What fearful peril would you bring me! Leave me this instant,’

Princess Shukla sat at the window reading her book of romance by the
light of the sening sun.
She started when she saw at her door the maid with the sacred offerings.
Her book fell down from her lap, and she whispered in Shrimati's
ears, ‘Rush not 10 death, daring woman!’

Shrimati walked from door 1w door.

She raised her head and cried, O women of the king's house, hasten!

“The tme for our Lord's worship is come!'

Some shut their doors in her face and some reviled her.

The last gleam of daylight faded from the bronze dome of the palace
Lower.
Deep shadows settled in street corners: the bustle of the city was
hushed: the gong at the temple of Shiva announced the time of the evening
prayer.

In the dark of the avtumn evening, deep as a limpid lake, stars
throbbed with light, when the guards of the palace garden were startled
to see through the trees a row of lamps burning at the shrine of Buddha,

They ran with their swords nnsheathed, crying, “Who are you, foolish
one, reckless of death?'

T am Shrimati,” replied a sweet voice, ‘the servant of Lord Buddha”
The next moment her heart's blood coloured the cold marble with
s red.
And in the still hour of stars died the light of the last lamp of worship
at the foot of the shrine,
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44

THE DAY THAT stands between you and me makes her last bow of Farewell.
The night draws her veil over her face, and hides the one lamp burning
~in my chamber.

Your dark servant comes noiselessly and spreads the bridal carpet for you
to take your seat there aloné with me in the wordless silence till night
is done,.

45

My NiGHT HAS passed on the bed of sorrow, and my eyes are tired. My heavy
heart is not yet ready to meet morning with its crowded joys.

Draw a vell over this naked light, beckon aside from me this glaring flash
and dance of life.

Let thy mantle of tender darkness cover me i iis folds, and cover
my pain awhile from the pressure of the world

46
THE TIME 1S past when I could repay her for all that T received.
Hernight has found its moming and thou hast taken her to thy arms:
and 1o thee I bring my gratimude and my gifts that were for her.

For all hurts and offences to her I come to thee for forgiveness.
| offer to thy service those flowers of my love that remained in bud

when she walted for them to open.

47

1 #OUND A few old letters of mine carefully hidden in her box—a lew small
toys for her memory o play with,

With & timorous heart she tried to steal these trifles from time's
turbulent stream, and said, “These are mine onlyl’

Ah_ there is no one now o claim them, who can pay their price with loving
care, yet here they are still,

Surely there is love in this world 1o save her from utter loss, even like
this love of hers that sayved these letters with such fond care,
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Brine seAUTY and order into my forlorn life, woman, as you brought them
imo my house when you lived.
Sweep away the dusty fragments of the hours, fill the empty jars, and
mend all that has been neglected

Then open the inner door of the shrine, light the candle, and let
us meet there in silence before our God.

49

THE PaIN was great when the strings were being tuined, my Master!
Begin your music, and let me forget the pain; let me feel in beauty
what you had in your mind through those pitiless days.

The waning night lingers at my doors, let her take her leave in songs.
Pour your heart into my life strings, my Master, in tunes that descend
from your stars.

50

In THE lighming flash of a moment T have seen the immensity of your
creation in my life—creation through many a death from woild to world.

| weep at my unworthiness when 1 see my life in the hands of the unmeaning
hours,—but when 1 see it in your hands | know it is 100 precious to be
squandered among shadows.

3l

I kvow THAT at the dim end of some day the sun will bid me its last
farewell.

Shepherds will phiy their pipes beneath the banyan trees, and cattle
graze on the slope by the river, while my days will pass into the dark

This is my prayer, that 1 may know before | leave why the earth called
me to her arms,

Why her night's silence spoke to me of stars, and her daylight kissed
my thoughts o flower.

! Also to be found in Lover's Gifl no, 45 —Ediwor
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Before I go may [ linger over my last refrain, completing its music,
may the lamp be lit 1o see your face and the wreath woven o crown you.

HE

Whar Music 1s that in whose measure the world s rocked?

We laugh when it beats upon the crest of life, we shrink in terror
when it returns into the dark.

But the play is the same that comes and goes with the rhythm of the
endless music.

You hide your weasure in the palm of your hand, and we cry that we are

robbed. ]
But open and shut your palm as you will, the gain and the loss are

the same. _
At the game you play with your own self you lose and win at once.

5%

I nave kissen this world with my eyes and my limbs; 1 have wrapt il within
my heart in numberless folds: I have flooded its days and nights with
thoughits till the world and my life have grown one,—and | love my life
because | love the light of the sky so enwoven with me.

1f to leave this world be as real as to love t—then there must be a meaning

in the meeting and the parting of life.
I that love were deceived in death, then the canker of this deceit

would eat into all things, and the stars would shrivel and grow black.

o

Tur cLoun said to me, ‘T vanish’; the N.ighl said, ‘T plunge into the fiery
dawn.”

The Pain said, I remain in deep silence as his foorprint’

‘1 die into the fulness,” said my life 10 me.

The Earth said, ‘My lights kiss your thoughts every moment.'

“The days pass,’ Love said, "but I wait for you

Death said, °I ply the boar of your life across the sea’
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55

TuLsiDAS, THE poet, was wandering, deep in thought, by the Ganges, in that
lonely spot where they burn their dead.

He found a woman sitting at the feet of the corpse of her dead
husband, gaily dressed.as for a wedding.

She rose as she saw him, bowed to him, and said, ‘Permit me, Master,
with your blessing, to follow my husband to heaven.’

“Why such hurry, my daughters' asked Tulsidas, 'Is not this earth also
His who made heaven®

“For heaven | do not long,” said the woman. ‘1 want my husband.’

Tulsidas smiled and said to her, ‘Go back to your home, my child.
Before the month is over you will find your husband.’

The woman went back with glad hope. Tulsidas came to her every
day and gave her high thoughts to think, till her heart was filled to the
brim with divine love.

When the month was scarcely over, her neighbours came o her,
asking, "Woman, have you found your husband?’

The widow smiled and said, 'T have.

Eagerly they asked, ‘Where is he?’

‘In my heart is my lord, one with me,” said the woman.

56

Yot CAME FOR A moment to my side and touched me with the great mystery
of the woman that there is in the heant of creation.

She who is ever returning to God his own outflowing of sweetness;
she is the ever fresh beauty and youth in nature; she dances in the bubbling
streams and sings in the morning light; she with heaving waves suckles
the thirsty earth; in her the Eternal One breaks in two in a joy that no
longer may contain itself, and overflows in the pain of love.

57

Wiio 15 sHE who dwells in my heart, the woman lorlom for ever?
| wooed her and I failed 10 win her.
| decked her with wreaths and sang in her praise.
A smile shone in her face for a moment. then it faded.
‘| have no joy in thee,” she cried, the woman in sorrow,
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I bought her jewelled anklets and fanned her with a fan gem-swdded; 1
made her a bed on a bedstead of gold.

There flickered a gleam of gladness in her eyes, then it died.

‘I have no joy in these,” she cried, the woman in sorrow,

I seated her upon a car of wiumph and drove her from end to end of
the earth.

Conquered hearts bowed down at her feet, and shouts of applause
rang in the sky.

Pride shone in her eyes for a moment, then it was dimmed in tears.

‘I have no joy in conquest,’ she cried, the woman in sorrow.

I asked her. ‘Tell me whom do you seek?”

She only said, ‘1 wait for him of the unknown name.’

Days pass by and she cries, ‘When will my beloved come whom | know
not. and be known to me for ever?'

58

Youms 15 THE light that breaks forth from the dark, and the good that
sprouts from the clefi heart of sirife.

Yours is the house that opens upon the world, and the love that calls
to the banlefield.

Yours is the gift that still is a gain when everything is a loss, and the
life that flows. through the caverns of death.

Yours is the heaven that lies in the common dust, and you are there
for me, you are there for all,

59

WHEN THE weariness of the road is upon me, and the thirst of the sultry
day; when the ghostly hours of the dusk throw their shadows across my
life, then 1 cry not for your voice only, my friend, but for your touch.

There is an anguish in my heart for the burden of its riches not given
10 you

Put out your hand through the night, let me hold it and fill it and
keep i let me feel its touch along the lengthening stretch of my
loneliness.
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60

Tir OOOUR CRIES in the bud, ‘Ah me, the day departs, the happy day of
spring, and I am a prisoner in petals!’

Do not lose heart, imid thing!

Your bonds will burst, the bud will open into flower, and when you
die in the filness of life, even then the spring will live on,

The odour pants and flutters within the bud, crying, ‘Ab me, the hours
pass by, yet I do not know where T go, or what it is I seek!’

Do not lose heart, timid thing!

The spring breeze has overheard your desire, the day will not end
before you have fulfilled your being.

Dark is the future to her, and the odour cries in despair, ‘Ah me, through
whose fault is my life so unmeaning?

"Who can tell me, why 1 am at all?’

Do not lose heart, timid thing!

The perfect dawn is near when you will mingle your life with all life
and know at last your purpose.

61

SHE 15 sTiL a child, my lord.

She runs about your palace and plays, and tries to make of you a
plaything as well.

She heeds not when her hair tumbles down and her careless garment
drags in the dust

She falls asleep when you speak to her and answers not—and the
flower you give her in the moming slips to the dust from her hands.

‘When the storm bursts and darkness is over the sky she is sleepless;
her dolls lie scattered on the earth and she clings to you i terror.

She is afraid that she may fail in service to you.

But with a smile you warch her at her game.

You know her,

The child sitting in the dust is your destined bride; her play will be
stilled and deepened into love.

[181]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

62

"Wiiar 1s miERe but the sky, O Sun, that can hold thine image?"

I dream of thee, but ta serve thee | can never hope,’ the dewdrop
wept and  said, *l am 100 small t take thee unto me, great lord, and my
life is all tears’

T illumine the limitless sky, vet | can yield myself up o a tiny drop
of dew,” thus the Sun said; '1 shall become but a sparkle of light and fill
you, and your little life will be a laughing orb.'

63

NoT For ME is the love that knows no restraing, but like the foaming wine
that having burst its vessel in a moment would run to waste.,

Send me the love which is cool and pure like vour rain that blesses the
thirsty earth and [ills the homely earthen jars,

Send me the love that would soak down into the centre of being, and
from there would spread like the unseen sap through the branching tree
of life, giving birth 1o fruits and Howers.

Send me the love that keeps the heart still with the fulness of peace.

64

THE SUN HAD set on the western margin of the river among the tangle of
the forest

The hermit boys had. brought the cattle home, and sat round the fire
1o lisien to the master, Gantama, when a strange boy came, and greeted
him with fruits and Aowers, and, bowing low at his feet, spoke in a bird-
like voice—"Lord, 1 have ¢ome 1o thee (o be taken into the path of the
supreme Truth.

‘My name is Satyakama.'

‘Blessings be on thy head,' said the master.

"Of what clan art thou, my child? It is only liting for 3 Brahmin to
aspire to the highest wisdom.'
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‘Master," answered the boy, ' know not of what clan 1 am. 1 shall go
and ask my mother.'

Thus saying, Satyakama took leave, and wading across the shallow stream,
came back to his mother's but, which stood at the end of the sandy waste
at the edge of the sleeping village.

The lamp burnt dimly in the room, and the mother stood at the door
in the dark waiting for her son's remum.

She clasped him to her bosom, kissed him on his hair, and asked him
of his errand to the master.

‘What is the name of my father, dear mother?” asked the boy.

‘It is only fitting for & Brahmin to aspire to the highest wisdom, said
Lord Gautama to me,”

The woman lowered her cyes, and spoke in a whisper.

‘In my youth I was poor and had many masters. Thou didst come
to thy mother Jabala's arms, my darling, who had no husband.'

The early rays of the sun glistened on the tree-tops of the forest hermitage.

The students, with their tangled hair still wel with their morning bath,
sat under the ancient tree, before the master.

There came Satvakama

He bowed low at the feet of the sage, and stood silent.

‘Tell me,' the great teacher asked him, 'of what clan art thou?’

‘My lord," he answered, 1 know it not. My mother said when 1 asked
her, * I had served many masters in my youth, and thou hadst come 10
thy mother Jabala's arms, who had no husband.” *

There rose a murmur like the angry hum of bees disturbed in their
hive; and the students muttered at the shameless insolence of that outcast,

Master Gautamu rose from his seat, siretched out his arms, took the
bay ta his bosom, and said, ‘Best of all Brahmins art thou, my child. Thou
hast the noblest heritage of truth.’

65

MAY BE THERE is one house in this city where the gate opens for ever this
moming at the wuch of the sunrise, where the errand of the light is
fulfilled.
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The flowers have opened in hedges and gardens, and may be there
is one heart that has found in them this morning the gift that has been
on its voyage from endless time,

66

Lustex, siv heart, in s flute is the music of the smell of wild Alowers. of
the glistening leaves and gleaming water, of shadows resonant with bees’
WIngs.

The flute steals his smile from my friend’s lips and spreads it over my life.

67

You arways stand alone beyond the stream of my songs.

The waves of my unes wash your feet bur I know nor how 1o reach
them;
This play of mine with you is a play from afar.

It is the pain of separation that melts into melody through my flute.

I wait for the ume when your boat crosses over to my shore and you
tike my flute into your own hands,

68

SunpenLY THE window of my heart flew open this morning, the window
that looks out on your heart.

1 wondered 1o see that the name by which you know me is written
in April leaves and flowers, and 1 sat silent.

The curtain was blown away for a moment between my songs and yours,
I found that your morning light was full of my own mute songs unsung;
I thought that | would learn them at your feet—and I sat silent

6Y

You were o THE centre of my heart, therefore when my heart wandered
she never found you; you hid yoursell from my loves and hopes 1ill the
last, for you were always in’them.
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You were the inmost joy in the play of my youth, and when | was too busy
with the play the joy was passed by,
You sang to me in the ecstasies of my life and I forgot to sing to you.

70

WaeN yoU HOLD your lamp in the sky it throws its light on my face and
its shadow falls over you

When | hold the lamp of love in my heart its light falls on you and I am
left standing behind in the shadow.

71

O 1HE WAVES, the skydevouring waves, glistening with light, dancing with
life, the waves of eddying joy, rushing for ever.

The stars rock upon them, thoughts of every tint are cast up oul of the
deep and scattered on the beach of life.

Birth and death rise and fall with their rhythm, and the seagull of
my heart spreads its wings crying in delight.

72

THE jov AN from all the world to build my body,
The lights of the skies kissed and kissed her till she woke.
Flowers of hurrying summers sighed in her breath and voices of winds
and water sang in her movements.
The passion of the tide of colours in clouds and in forests flowed into
her life, and the music of all things caressed her limbs into shape.
She is my bride,—she has lighted her lamp in my house;

73

THE spranG with its leaves and flowers has come into my body.
The bees hum there the morning long, and the winds idly play with
the shadows.
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A sweet fountain springs up from the heart of my hearc
My eves are washed with delight like the dewbathed moming, and
life is quivering in all my limbs like the sounding swings of the lute:

Are vou wandering alone by the shore of my life, where the ride is in flood,

O lover of my endless days?
Are my dreams flitting round vou like the moths with their many-

coloured wings?
And are those your songs that are echoing in the dark caves of my

being?

Who but you can hear the hum of the crowded hours that sounds in my
veins to-day, the glad steps that dance im my breast, the clamour of the
restless life beating its wings in my body?

(&

My BONDS ARE cut, my debts are paid, my door has been opened, 1 go
everywhere,

They erouch in their corner and weave their weh of pale hours, they count
their coins sitting in the dust and call me back

But my sword is forged, my armour is put on. my horse is eager to run.
I shall win my kingdom.

75

I't was oney the other day that T came to your earth, naked and nameless,
with # wailing cry.

To-day my voice is glad, while you, my lord, stand aside to make room
that 1 may fill my life.

Even when 1 bring you my songs for an offering I have the secret hope
that men will come and love me for them.

You love to discover that T love this world where you have brought
me.
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76

Tty I cowered in the shadow of safety, but now, when the surge of

jov carries my heart upon its crest, my heart clings (o the cruel rock of
its trouble,

I sat alone in a comer of my house thinking it oo narrow for any guest,
but now when its door is flung open by an unbidden joy | find there is
room for thee and for all the world.

I walked upon tiptoe, careful of my person, perfumed, and adomed—hut
now when a glad whirlwind has overthrown me in the dust I laugh and
roll on the earth at thy feet like a child.

77

THE WORLD 15 yours al once and for ever,

And because you have no want, my king, you have no pleasure in your
wealth.

It is as though it were naught.

Therefore through slow time you give me what is yours, and
ceaselessly win your kingdom in me,

Day after day you buy your sunrise from my heart, and you find your
love carven into the image of my life.

78

To THE BIRDS you gave songs, the birds gave you songs in retarn.
You gave me only voice, yet asked for more, and 1 sing.

You made your winds light and they are fleet in their service. You burdened
my hands that I myself may lighten them, and at last, gain unburdenced
freedom for your service.

You created your Earth filling its shadows with fragments of light.

There you paused; you left me mpt}hhmmcd in the dost to create
your heaven.

To all things else you give; from me you ask.

The harvest of my life ripens in the sun and the shower dll T reap
mote than you sowed, gladdening your heart, O Master of the golden
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79

LET e NOT pray to be sheltered from dangers but 1o be fearless in facing
them,

Let me not beg for the sulling of my pain but for the heart to conquer
it,

Let me not look for allies in life’s battlefield but 10 my own strength.

Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved but hope for the patience
to win my freedom,

Grant me that | may not be a coward, fecling your mercy in my
sticcess alone; but let me find the grasp of your hand n my Bilure.

m}.
You pm Not know yourself when you dwelt alone, and there was no erying
of an errand when the wind ran from the hither 1o the farther shore,

I came and you woke, and the skies blossomed with lights.
You made me open in many flowers; rocked me in the eradles of
many forms; hid me in death and found me again in life.

I came and your heart heaved; pain came w you and joy,
You touched me and tingled into love.

But in my eyes there is a film of shame and in my breast a flicker of fear;
my face is veiled and 1 weep when | cannot see you.

Yet | know the endless thirst in your heart for sight of me, the thirst that
cries at my door in the repeated knockings of sunrise.

a4l

You, in your timeless watch, listen 10 my approaching steps, while your
gladness gathers in the morning twilight and breaks in the burst of light.

The nearer | draw to you the deeper grows the fervour in the dance
of the sea,

Your world is a branching spray of light filling your hands, but your heaven
is i my secret heart; it slowly opens its buds in shy love.
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82

[ WILL UTTER your pame, sitting alone among the shadows of my silent
thoughts,

I will utter it without words, I will utter it without purpose.

For | am like a child that calls its mother an hundred times, glad that
it can say ‘Mother.’

83

I
1 reeL THAT all the stars shine in me.
The world breaks into my life like a flood.
The Aowers blossom in my body.
All the youthfulness of land and water smokes like an incense in my
heart: and the breath of all things plays on my thoughts as on a flute.

When the world sleeps I come to vour door.

The stars are silent, and I am afraid w0 sing,

I wait and watch, till vour shadow passes by the balcony of night and
1 retwrn with a full heart

Then in the morming [ sing by the roadside:

The flowers in the hedge give me answer and the moming air listens,

The travellers suddenly stop and look in my face, thinking 1 have
called them by their names.

i
Keep me at your door ever attending to your wishes, and let me go about
in your Kingdom accepting your call.
Let me not sink and disappear in the depth of langour.
Let not my life be worn out to tatters by penury of waste.

Let not those doubts encompass me,—the dust of distractions.
Let me not pursue many paths to gather many things.
Let me not bend my heart to the yoke of the many.
Let me hold my head high in the courage and pride of being your
servant.
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B4
The Ouarsmen

Do you HEAR the tumult of death afar,

The call midst the fire-floods and paisonous clouds.

—The Captain's call 1o the steersman to turn the ship 1o an unnamed
shore,

For that time is over—the stagnant time in the port—

Where the same old merchandise is bought and sold in an endless
rotund,

Where dead things drift in the exhaustion and emptiness of truth,

They wake up in sudden fear and ask,

‘Comrades, what hour has struck?

When shall the dawn begin?’

The couds have bloted away the stars—

Wha is there then can see the beckoning finger of the chay?

They run out with oars in hand, the beds are emptied, the mother
prays. the wife watches by the door:

There is a wail of parting that rises to the sky,

And there is the Captain’s voice in the dark:

'Come, sailors, for the time in the harbour is overl’

All the black evils in the world have overflowed their banks,

Yet, oarsmen, take your places with the blessing of sorrow in your
souls!

Whom do you blame, brothers? Bow your heads down!

The sin has been yours and ours.

The hear growing in the heart of God for ages—

The cowardice of the weak, the arrogance of the strong, the greed
of fat prosperity, the rancour of the wronged, pride of race, and nsult
o man—

Has burst God's' peace, ruging in storm.
Like a ripe pod, let the wmpest break its heart into pieces, scattering

thunders,

Swop your bluster of dispraise and of self-praise,
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And with the calm of silent praver on your foreheads sail to that
unnamed shore.

We have known sins and evils every day and death we have known;

They pass over our world like elouds mocking us with their ransient
lighming laugher.

Suddeénly they have stopped, become a prodigy,

And men must siand before them saving:

"We do not fear you, O Manster! for we have lived every day by
conquering you,

‘And we die with the faith that Peace is true, and Good is true, and
rrue is the eternal One!’

If the Deathless dwell not in the heart of death,

If glad wisdom bloom not bursting the sheath of sorrow,

If sin do nort die of its own revealment,

If pride break not under its load of decorations,

Then whence comes the hope that dnives these men from their homes
like stars rushing to their death in the moring light?

Shall the value of the martyrs’ blood and mothers' tears be uiterly
lost in the dust of the earth, not buying Heaven with their price?

And when Man bursts his mortal bounds. is not the Boundless revealed
that moment?

85
The Song of the Defeated

My MAsTER HAS bid me while | stand at the roadside, 1o sing the song of
Defeat, for that s the bnide whom He woos in secret.

She has put on the dark veil, hiding her face from the crowd, but
the jewel glows on her breast in the dark.

She is forsaken of the day, and God’s night is waiting for her with
s lamps lighted and flowers wet with dew.

She is silent with her eyes downcast: she has left her home behind
her, from her home has come that wailing in the wind.

But the stars are singing the lovesong of the eternal 1o a Fice sweet
with shame and suffering.
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The door has been opened in the lonely chamber, the ¢all has sounded,
and the heart of the darkness throbs with awe because of the coming tryst.

86
Thanksgiving
Trose wio walk on the path of pride crushing the lowly life under their
tread, covering the tender green of the earth with their footprints in
blood;

Let them rejoice, and thank thee, Lord, for the day is theirs,

But [ am thankful that my lot lies with the humble who suffer and
bear the burden of power, and hide their faces and stifle their sobs in
the dark.

For every throb of their pain has pulsed in the secret depth of thy
night, and every insult has been gathered into thy great silence.

And the morrow is theirs,

O Sun, rise upon the bleeding hearts blossoming in flowers of the
morning, and the orchlight revelry of pnde shrunken o ashes.
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You atrowen your kingly power 1o vanish, Shajahan but your wish was to
make impernshable a teardrop of love.

Time has no pity for the human hearr, he laughs at its sad struggle
to remember.

You allured him with beauty, made him captive, and crowned the
formless death with fadeless form.

The secret whispered in the hush of night to the ear of your love
is wrought in the perpetual silence of stone.

Though empires crumble to dust, and centuries are lost in shadows,
the marble still sighs to the stars, ‘1 remember.’

‘I remember.'—But life forges, for she has her call 1o the Endless:
and she goes on her voyage unburdened, leaving her memories to the
forlorn forms of beauty.

2

Come 10 My garden walk, my love. Pass by the fervid flowers that press
themselves on your sight. Pass them by, stopping at some chance joy, that
like a sudden wonder of sunset illumines, yet eludes

For love's gift is shy, it never tells its name, it flits across the shade,
spreading a shiver of joy along the dust. Overtake it or miss it for ever.
But a gift that can be grasped is merely a frail flower, or a lamp with a
Mame that will Hicker.

3

THE FRUMS COME in crowds into my orchard, they jostle each other. They
surge up in the light in an anguish of fullness.

Proudly step into my orchard, my queen, sit there in the shade, pluck
the ripe fruits from their stems, and let them yield, to the utmost, their
burden of sweetness at your lips.

In my orchard the butterflies shake their wings in the sun, the leaves
tremble, the fruits clamour to come to completion.

4

SHE 15 NEAR TO my heart as the meadow-flower to the earth; she is sweet
o me as sleep is to tired limbs. My love for her is my life flowing in its
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fullness, like a river in autumn flood, running with serene abandonment.
My songs are one with my love, like the murmur of a stream, that sings
with all its waves and carrents.

5

I wouLp As for still more, if T had the sky with all its stars, and the world
with its endless riches; but 1 would be content with the smallest comer
of this earth if only she were mine.

6

In THE LGHT of this thriftless day of spring, my poet, sing of those who
pass by and do not linger, who laugh as they run and never look back,
who blossom in an hour of unreasoning delight, and fade in a moment
without regret.

Do not sit down silently, to tell the beads of your past tears and
smiles—do not stop to pick up the dropped petals from the flowers of
overnight, do not go to seek things that evade you, 1o know the meaning
that is not plain,—leave the gaps in your life where they are, for the music
to come out of their dtpths

7

It 15 LiiTLE that remains now, the rest was spent in one careless summer.
It is just enough to put in a song and sing to you; to weave in a flower-
chain gently clasping your wrist; to hang in your ear like a round pink
pearl, like a blushing whisper; to risk in a game one evening and utterly
lose,

My boat is a frail small thing; not fit for crossing wild waves in the
rain. If you but lightly step on it 1 shall gently row you by the shelter of
the shore, where the dark water in ripples are like a dream-ruffled sleep;
where the dove's cooing from the drooping branches makes the noon-
day shadows plaintive. At the day's end, when you are tired, 1 shall pluck
a dripping lily to put in your hair and take my leave.
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8

THere 15 Room for you. You are alone with your few sheaves of rice. My
boat is crowded, it is heavily laden, but how can | turn you away? your
young body is slim and swaying; there is a twinkling smile in the edge
of your eyes, and your robe is coloured like the rain-cloud.

The travellers will land for different roads and homes. You will sit for
a while on the prow of my boat, and at the journey’s end none will keep
you back.

Where do you go, and to what home, to garmner your sheaves? [ will
not question you, but when 1 fold my sails and moor my boat, I shall sit
and wonder in the evening,—Where do you go, and to what home, to
garmer your sheaves?

9

WoMAN, YOUR basket is heavy, your limbs are tired. For what distance have
vou set out, with what hunger of profit? The way is long and the dust is
hot in the sun.

See, the lake is deep and full, its water dark like a crow’s eye. The
banks are sloping and tender with grass,

Dip your tired feet into the water. The noon-tide wind will pass its
fingers through your hair; the pigeons will croon their sleep songs, the
leaves will murmur the secrets that nestle in the shadows.

What matters it if the hours pass and the sun sets; if the way through
the desolate land be lost in the waning light.

Yonder is my house, by the hedge of flowering henna; 1 will guide you.
I will make a bed for you, and light a lamp, In the moming when the
birds are roused by the stir of milking the cows, I will waken you.

10
WHAT 15 IT THAT dirives these bees from their home; these followers of unseen
trails? What cry is this in their eager wings? How can they hear the music
that sleeps in the flower soul? How can they find their way to the chamber
where the honey lies shy and silent?
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1

It was oNLY the budding of leaves in the summer, the summer that came
mto the garden by the sea. It was only a stir and rustle in the south wind,
a few lazy snatches of songs. and then the day was done.

But let there be fowering of love in the summer to come in the
garden by the sea. Let my joy take its birth and clap its hands and dance
with the surging songs, and make the morning open its eyes wide in sweet
amazement.

12

AGES AGO WHEN you opened the south gate of the garden of gods, and came
down upon the first youth of the earth, O Spring; men and women rushed
out of their houses, laughing and dancing, and pelting each other with
Aower-dust in a sudden madness of mirth,

Year afier year you bring the same flowers that you scattered in your
path in that earliest April. Therefore, to-day, in their pervading perfume,
they breathe the sigh of the days that are now dreams—the clinging sadness.
of vanished worlds. Your breeze is laden with lovedegends that have faded
from all human language.

Omne day, with fresh wonder, you came into my life that was fluttered
with its first love, Since then the tender timidness of that inexperienced
joy comes hidden every year in the early green buds of your lemon flowers;
your red roses carry in their burning silence all that was unutterable in
me; the memory of lyric hours, those days of May, rusiles in the theill of
your new leaves born again and again.

15

LasT NiGHT IN the garden 1 offered you my youth's foaming wine. You lified
the cup to your lips, you shut your eyes and smiled while | raised your
veil, unbound your tresses, drawing down upon my breast your face sweet
with its silence, last night when the moon’s dream overflowed the world
of slumber.

To-day in the dewcooled calm of the dawn you are walking to God's
temple, bathed and robed white, with a basketful of flowers in your hand.
I stand aside in the shade under the wree, with my head bent, in the calm
of the dawn by the lonely road 1 the temple.
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14

I¥ 1 AM impatient to-day, forgive me, my love. It is the first summer rin,
and the riverside forest is aflutter, and the blossoming kadam irees, are
tempting the passing winds with wine-cups of perfume. See, from all corners
of the sky Tightnings are darting their glances, and winds are rampant in
your hair.

{f to-day 1 bring my homage to you, forgive me, my love. The everyday
wotld is hidden in the dimmess of the rain, all work has stopped in the
village, the meadows are desolate. In your dark eyes the coming of the
rain finds its music. and it is at your door that July waits with jasmines
for your hair in its blue skirt.

15

Hex nercusours call her dark in the village—but she is a lily to my heart,
yes, a lily though not fair. Light came muffled with clouds, when first I
<aw her in the field; her head was bare, her veil was off, her braided hair
hanging loose on her neck. She may be dark as they say in the village,
but 1 have seen her black eyes and am glad.

The pulse of the air boded storm. She rushed out of the hut, when
she heard her dappled cow low in dismay. For a moment she turned her
large eyes o the clouds, and felt a stir of the coming rain in the sky. |
<tood at the corer of the ricefield,—if she noticed me, it was known only
to her (and perhaps I know if). She is dark as the message of shower in
summer, dark as the shade of flowering woodland; she is dark as the
longing for unknown love in the wistiul night of May.

16

Sste pwiELT HERE by the pool with its landing-stairs in ruins, Many an evening
she had watched the moon made dizzy by the shaking of bamboo leaves,
and on many a rainy day the smell of the wet earth had come to her over
the young shoots of rice.

Her pet name is known here among those date-palm groves, and in
the court-years where girls sit and talk, while stitching their winter quiles.
The water in this pool keeps in its depth the memory of her swimming

| For another version of this poem see *Krishnukali', included in Collated Poems
and Plays of Rabindranath Tagor—Editor
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limbs, and her wet feet had left their marks, day afier day, on the footpath
leading to the village.

The women who come to-cay with their vessels to the water, have all
seen her smile over simple jests. and the old peasant, taking his bullocks
to their bath, used 1o stop at her door every day to greet her,

Many a sailing boat passes by this village: many a traveller takes rest
beneath that banyan tree; the ferry boat crosses to yonder ford carrying
crowds 1o the miarket: but they never notice this spot by the village road,
near the pool with its ruined landingstairs,—where dwelt she whom I love.

17

WhiLE aces passed and the bees haunted the summer gardens, the moon
smiled w the lilies of the night, the lightnings flashed their fiery kisses
to the clouds and fled laughing, the poet stood in a corner, one with the
trees and clouds, He kept his heart silent, like a flower, watched through
his dreams as does the crescent moon; and wandered like the summer
breeze for no purpose.

One April evening, when the moon rose up like a bubble from the
depth of the sunset; and one maiden was busy watering the plants; and
one feeding her doe, and one making her peacock dance, the poet broke
oul singing,—'O listen 1o the secrets of the world, 1 know that the lily
is pale for the moon's love. The lows draws her veil aside before the
morming sun, and the reason is simple if you think. The meaning of the
bee's hum in the ear of the early jasmne has escaped the leamned, but
the poet knows.’

The sun went down in a blaze of blush, the moon loitered behind
the mees, and the south wind whispered to the lotus, that the poet was
not as simple as he seemed. The maidens and vouths clapped their hands
and cried,—The world's secret is out.’ They looked into each other's 2yes
and sang—'Let our secrer as well be flung into the winds.'

18

Your nAvs wiLt, be full of cares, if you must give me your heart. My house
by the crossroads has its doors open and my mind is absent,—for 1 sing,

| shall never be made to answer for it, if you must give me your heart.
If I pledge my word 1o you in mmes now, and am too much in earnest
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to keep it when music is silent, you must forgive me; for the law laid in
May is best broken in December.

Do not always keep remembering ft, if you must give me your heart.
When your eves sing with love, and your voice ripples with laughter, my
answers 1o your questions will be wild, and not miserly accurate in facts,—
they are to be believed for ever and then forgotten for good.

19

It 15 WRITTEN in the book, that Man, when fifty, must leave the noisy world,
to go to the forest seclusion. But the poet proclaims that only for the
young is the forest hermitage. For it is the birth-place of flowers, and the
haunt of birds and bees; and hidden nooks are waiting there for the thrill
of lover's whispers. There the moonlight. that is all one kiss for the malati
flowers, has its deep message, but those who understand it are far below
fifty.

And alas, youth is inexperienced and wilful, therefore it is but meet,
that the old should take charge of the household, and the young take
10 the seclusion of forest shades, and the severe discipline of courting,

20

WiEke 1s THE market for you, my song? Is it there where the learned muddle
the summer breeze with their snuff; where dispute is unending if the oil
depend upon the cask, or the cask upon the oil: where yellow manuscripts
frown upon the fleetfooted frivolousness of life? My song cries out, Ah,
no, no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the man of
fortune grows enormous in pride and flesh in his marble palace, with his
books on the shelyes, dressed in leather, painted in gold, dusted by slaves,
their virgin pages dedicated to the god obscure? My song gasped and said,
Ah, no; no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the young
student sits. with his head bent upon his books, and his mind straying in
youth’s dream-land; where prose is prowling on the desk, and poetry hiding
in the heart® There among that dusty disorder would you care to play
hide-and-seek? My song remains silent in shy hesitation.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the bride
is busy in the house, where she runs (o her bedroom the moment she
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i8 free, and snatches, from under her pillows, !he-bpnk of romance so
roughly handled by the baby, so full of the scent of her hair? My song
heaves a sigh and trembles with uncertain desire.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the least of
2 bird's notes is never missed, where the stream's babbling finds its full
wisdom where all the lutestrings of the world shower their music upon
two Huttering hearts? My song bursts out and cries, Yes, yves.

21
(From the Bengali of Devendrmath Sen)

METHINES, MY love, before the daybreak of life you stood under some
waterfall of happy dreams, filling your blood with its liquid turbulence.
O, perhaps, your path was through the garden of the gods, where the
merry multitude of jasmine, lilies, and oleanders fell in your arms in heaps,
and' entering your heart became boisterous.

Your laughter is a song whose words are drowned in the clamour of
tune, 4 rpture of adour of flowers that are nor seen; it is like the moonlight
breaking twough your lips' window when the moon is hiding in your
heart. | ask for no reason, 1 forget the cause. I only know that your laughter
is the tumult of insurgent life.

22

I saLL GrapLy suffer the pride of culture to die out in my house, if only
in some fortunate future 1 am born a herd boy in the Brinda forest.

The herd boy who grazes his cattle sitting under the banyan teee, and
idly weaves gunja flowers into garlands, who loves o splash and plunge
in the Jamuna's cool deep stream.

He calls his companions to wake up when moming dawns, and all
the houses in the lane hum with the sound of the churn, clouds of dust
are raised by the cattle, the maidens come out in the courtyard to milk
the kine.

As the shadows deepen under the fomal trees, and the dusk gathers
on the river-banks; when the milkmaids, while crossing the turbulent water
tremble with fear; and loud peacocks, with tails outspread, dance in the
forest, he watches the summer clouds.

When the April night is sweet as a fresh-blown flower, he disappears
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inn the forest with a peacock’s plume in his hair; the swing ropes are twined
with flowers on the branches; the south wind throbs with music, and the
merry shepherd boys crowd on the banks of the blue river.

No, 1 will never be the leader, brothers, of this new age of new Bengal;
I shall not trouble to light the lamp of culture for the benighted. If only
I could be born, under the shady Ashoka groves, in some village of Brinda,
where milk is churned by the maidens.

23

I Loven THE sandy bank where, in the lonely pools, ducks clamoured and
wrtles basked in the sun; where, with evening, stray fishing-boats 100k
shelter in the shadow by the tall grass.

You loved the wooded bank where shadows were gathered in the arms
of the bamboo thickets; where women came with their vessels through the
winding lane.

The same river flowed between us, singing the same song to both its
banks, | listened 1o it, lying alone on the sand under the stars; and you
listened sitting by the edge of the slope in the early moming light. Only
the words 1 heard from it you did not know and the secret it spoke o
you was a mystery for ever 1o me.

24

Your winpow half opened and veil hall raised you stand there waiting for
the bangleseller to come with his tinsel. You idly watch the heavy cant
creak on in the dusty road, and the boatmast crawling along the horizon
across the faroff river.

The world to you is like an old woman's chant at her spinnmg-wheel,
unmeaning rhymes crowded with random images.

But who knows if he is on his way this lazy sultry noon, the Stranger,
cartying his basket of strange wares. He will pass by your door with his
clear cry, and you shall fling open your window, cast off your veil, come
out of the dusk of your dreams and meet your destiny.
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I crase your hands, and my heart plunges into the dark of your eyes,
secking you, who ever evade me behind words and silence.

Yer I know that I must be content in my love, with what is fitful and
fugitive. For we have met for a moment in the crossing of the roads. Have
[ the power to carry you through this crowd of worlds, through this maze
of paths? Have | the food that can sustain you, across the dark passage
gaping with arches of death?

26

I¥, By chance you think of me, T shall sing to you when the rainy evening
loosens her shadows upon the river, slowly trailing her dim light towards
the west,—when the day’s remnant is wo narrow for work or for play.

You will sit alone in the balcony of the south, and [ shall sing from
the darkened room. In the growing dusk, the smell of the wer leaves will
come through the window; and the stormy winds will become clamorous
i the coconur grove.

When the lighted lump is brought into the room 1 shall go. And then,
perhaps, you will listen to the night, and hear my song when I am silent.

27

I FILLeD sy tray with whatever | had, and gave it to you. Whar shall 1 bring
o your feet tomorrow, I wonder, 1 am like the tree that, at the end of
the fowering summer, gazes at the sky with its lifted branches bare of their
blossoms.

But in all my past offerings is there not a single flower made fadeless
by the eternity of tears?

Will you remember it and thank me with your eyes when 1 stand
before you with empty hands at the leave-taking of my summer days?

28

I DREAMT THAT she sat by my head, tenderly ruffling my hair with her
fingers, playing the melody of her touch. 1 looked at her face and struggled

! For a Ruller (ext see Porms, i, 3.—Editor
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with my tears, till the agony of unspoken words burst my sleep like a
bubble.

I sat up and saw the glow of the milky way above my window, like
a world of silence on fire, and I wondered if at this moment she had a
dream that rhymed with mine.

29

1 taoucrT | had something 1o say to her when our eyes met across the
hedge. But she passed away. And it rocks day and night, like a boat, on
every wave of the hours the word that I had to say to her. It seems to
sail in the autumn clouds in an endless quest and to bloom nto evening
flowers seeking its lost moment in the sunset. It twinkles like fireflies in
my heart 1o find its meaning in the dusk of despair the word that I had
1o say w her.

3{}1

THe seriNG flowers break out like the passionate pain of unspoken love.
With their breath comes the memory of my old day songs. My heart of
a sudden has put on green leaves of desire. My love came not but her
touch is in my limbs, and her voice comes across the fragrant fields. Her
gaze is in the sad depth of the sky, but where are her eyes? Her kisses
flit in the air, but where are her lips?

31
A Posy
(From the Bengali of Satyendranath Datta)

My rLoweRs were like milk and honey and wine; 1 bound them into a posy
with a golden ribbon, but they escaped my watchful care and fled away
and only the ribbon remains. _

My songs were like milk and honey and wine, they were held in the
rhythm of my beating heart, but they spread their wings and fled away,
the darlings of the idle hours, and my heart beats in silence.

The beauty 1 loved was like milk and honey and wine, her lips like
the rose of the dawn, her eyes bee-black. 1 kept my heart silent lest it

| For a different version see Peems, no. 2—Ediior
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should startle her, but she eluded me like my flowers and like my songs,
and my love remains alone,

32

Many 4 1iME when the spring day knocked at our door | kept busy with
my work and you did not answer, Now when | am left alone and heart-
sick the spring day comes once agaimn, but 1 know not how 1o turm him
away from the door. When he came to crown us with joy the gate was
shut, but now when he comes with his gift of sormow his path must be

apei.

33

THE BOISTEROUS spring, who once came into my life with its lavish laughter,
burdening her hours with improvident roses, setting skies aflame with the
red kisses of new-bom ashoka leaves, now comes stealing into my solitude
through the lonely lanes along the brooding shadows heavy with silence,
and sits still in my balcony gazing across the fields, where the green of
the earth swoons exhausted in the utter paleness of the sky.

34

Wien our farewell moment came, like a low-hanging rain cloud, 1 had
only time to tie a red ribbon on your wrist, while my hands membled. To-
day I sit alone on the grass in the season of mahua Nowers, with one
quivering question in my mind, ‘Do you still keep the little red ribbon
tied on your wrist?'

You went by the narrow road that skirted the blossoming field of flax.
I saw that my garland of overnight was stll hanging loose from yvour hair.
But why did you not wait till | could gather, in the moming. new flowers
for my final gift? T wonder if unaware it dropped on your way,—the garland
hanging loose from your hair,

Many a song [ had sung to you, moming and evening, and the last
one you carried in your voice when you went away. You never tarried to
hear the one song unsung 1 had for you alone and for ever, | wonder
if, at last, you are tired of my song that you hummed to yourself while
walking through the feld.
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35

Last mGAT clouds were threatening and amlak branches struggled in the
grips of the gusty wind. 1 hoped, if dreams came to me, they would come
in the shape of my beloved, in the lonely night loud with rain.

The winds «till moan through the felds, and the tearstained cheeks
of dawn are pale. My dreams have been in vain, for truth is hard, and
dreams, too, have their own ways.

Last pight when the darkness was drunken with storm, and the rain,
like night's veil, was torm by the winds into shreds, would it make truth
Jjealous, if untruth came to me in the shape of my beloved, in the starless
night loud with rain?

86

My FETTERS, you made music in my heart. | played with you all day long
and made you my omament. We were the best of friends, my feuers.
There were times when 1 was afraid of you, but my fear made me love
you the more. You were companions of my long dark night, and I make
my bow to you, before I bid you good-bye, my fetters.

37

You san your rodder broken many a time, my boat, and your sails torn
to tatters. Often had you drifted towards the sea, dragging anchor and
heeded not. But now there has spread a crack in vour hull and your hold
is heavy. Now is the time for you to end your voyage, to be rocked into
sleep by the lapping of the water by the beach.

Alas, | know all warning is vain. The veiled face of dark doom lures
you. The madness of the storm and the waves is upon youw. The music
of the tide is rising high: You are shaken by the fever of that dance.

Then break your chain, my boat, and be free, and fearlessly rush to

your wreck.

38

THE CURRENT in which | drifted ran rapid and strong when 1 was young.
The spring breeze was spendthrift of itself, the trees were on fire with
flowers; and the birds never slept from singing.
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| sailed with giddy speed. carried away by the lood of passion; | had
no tme to sce and feel and take the world into my being.

Now that youth has ebbed and | am stranded on the bank, [ can hear
the deep music of all things, and the sky opens 1o me its heart of stars,

39

THERE 15 A looker-on who sits behind my eyes. It seems he has seen things
in ages and worlds beyond memory's shore, and those forgotten sights
glisten on the grass, and shiver on the leaves. He has seen under new veils
the face of the one beloved, in twilight hours of many a nameless star,
Therefore his sky seems 10 ache with the pain of countless meetings and
partings, and a longing pervades this spring breeze,—the longing that is
full of the whisper of ages without beginning,

40

A MESACGE CAME from my yonth of vanished days, saying, ‘1 wait for you
among the quiverings of unbom May, where smiles ripen for tears and
hours ache with songs unsung.’

It says, ‘Come to me across the worn-out track of age, through the
gates of death. For dreams fade, hopes fail, the gathered fruits of the year
decay, but | am the eternal truth, and you shall meet me again and again
in yonr voyage of life from shore 1o shore.’

11

THE GiRLs ARE out to fetch water from the river—their laughter comes
through the wees, I long to join them in the lane, where goats graze in
the shade, and squirrels flit from sun to shadow, across the fallen leaves,

But my day's task is already done. my jars are filled. | stand ar my
door w watch the glistening green of the amva leaves, and hear the laughing
women gomg to fetch water from the river.

It has ever been dear o me to carry the burden of my full vessel day
after day, in the dew-dipped morning freshness and in the tired glimmer
of the daytall, :

Its gurgling water babbled 1o me when my mind was idle, it laughed
with the silent laughter of my joyous thoughts—it spoke to my heart with
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tearful sobs when | was sad. | have carried it in stormy days, when the
loud rain drowned the anxious cooing of doves.

My day's msk is done.-my jars are filled, the light wanes in the west,
and shadows gather beneath the trees; a sigh comes from the {lowering
linseed field, and my wistful eves follow the lane, that runs through the
village to the bank of the dark water,

42

ARE YOU A MERE picture, and pot as true as those stars, wue as this dusts
They throb with the pulse of things, but you are immensely aloof in your
stillness; pamted form.

The day was when you walked with me, your breath warm, your limbs
-singing of lite. My world found its speech in your voice, and touched my
heant with your face. You suddenly stopped in your walk, in the shadow-
side of the Forever, and | went on alone:

Life, like & child, laughs, shaking its raule of death as it runs; il
beckons me on, I follow the unseen: but you stand there, where you
stopped behind that dust and those stars; and you are 4 mere picture.

No. it cannot be. Had the lifeflood utterly stopped in you, it would
stop the river in its flow, and the footfall of dawn in her cadence of
colours. Had the glimmering dusk of your hair vanished in the hopeless
dark, the woodland shade of summer would die with its dreams,

Can it be wrue that | forgot you? We haste on without heed, forgetung
the flowers on the roadside hedge. Yet they breathe unaware into our
torgetfulness, filling it with music. You have moved from my world, to ke
seat at the root of my lite, and therefore is this forgetting—remembrance
lost in its own depth,

You are no longer before my songs, but one with them. You came
o me with the first rav of dawn. | lost you with the last gold of evening.
Ever since T am always finding you through the dark. No, you are no mere
plcture.

434

Dying, vou have lefi behind you the great sadness of the Ewernal in my
life. You have panted my thought's horizon with the sunset colours of
your departure, leaving a track of tears across the earth to love's heaven.
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Clasped in your dear arms, life and death united in me in a marriage
bond.

I think I can see you watching there in the balcony with your lamp
lighted, where the end and the beginning of all things meet. My world
went hence through the doors that you opened—you holding the cup of
death to my lips, filling it with life from your own.

44

WaEN 18N YoUR death you died to all that was outside me, vanishing from
the thousand things of the world, o be fully rebormn in my sorrow, 1 felt
that my life had grown perfect, the man and the woman becoming one
in me for ever.

45I
BRING BEAUTY and order inte my forlom life, woman, as you brought them
into my house when you lived. Sweep away the dusty fragments of the
hours, fill the empty jars and mend all neglects. Then open the inner door
of the shrine; light the candle, and let us meet there in silence before
our God.

‘lﬁ.

THE sky GAZES on its own endless blue and dreams. We clouds are its whims,
we have no home. The stars shine on the crown of Ewernity. Their records
are permanent, while ours are penciled, to be rubbed off the next moment
Our part is to appear on the stage of the air 1o sound our wmbourines
and fling flashes of laughter. But from our laughter comes the rain, which
15 real enough, and rthunder which is no jest. Yet we have no claim upon
Time for wages, and the breath that blew us into being blows us away
before we are given a name.

47
T rRoAD 15 my wedded companion. She speaks to me under my feet all
day, she sings to my dreams all night
! Also inclded in Fruit-Cathering, no. 48.—Editor
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My meeting with her had no beginning, it begins endlessly at each
daybreak, renewing its summer in fresh flowers and songs, and her every
new kiss is the first kiss to me.

The road and I are lovers. I change my dress for her night after right,
leaving the tattered cumber of the old in the wayside inns when the day
dawns.

48

1 TraviLLEn the old road every day, 1 took my fruits to the market, my
cattle to the meadows, I ferried my boat across the stream and all the ways
were well known o me.

One morning my basket was heavy with wares. Men were busy in the
fields, the pastures crowded with cattle; the breast of earth heaved with
the mirth of ripening rice.

Suddenly there was a wemor in the air, and the sky seemed to kiss
me on my forehead, My mind started up like the morning out of mist.

I forgot to follow the track. I stepped a few paces from the path, and
my familiar world appeared strange to me, like a flower | had only known
in bud

My everyday wisdom was ashamed, | went astray in the fairyland of
things. It was the best luck of my life. that I lost my path that morning,
and found my eternal childhood.

49

WHERE 1s heaven? vou ask me, my child,—the sages tell us it is beyond the
limits of hirth and death, unswayed by the rhythm of day and night; it
is not of this earth.

But your poet knows that its eternal hunger is for time and space,
and it strives evermore to be born in the fruitful dust. Heaven is fulfilled
in your sweet body, my child, in your palpitating heart.

The sea is beating its drums in joy, the flowers are a-tiptoe to kiss
you. For heaven is born in you, in the arms of the mother-dust
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50
The Child
i Translated from the Bengali of Dwijendralal Roy)

‘CoME. MooN, come down. kiss my darling on the forehead,” cries the
mother as she holds the baby girl in her lap while the moon smiles as
it dreams. There come stealing in the dark the vague fragrance of the
summer and the might-hird’s songs from the shadow-laden solitude of the
mange-grove. At a faraway village rises from a peasant's flute a fountain
of plaintive notes, and the young mother, sitting on the terrace, baby in
her lap, croons sweetly, ‘Come, moon, come down, kiss my darling on the
forehead.” Once she looks up ar the light of the sky, and then ar the light
of the earth in her arms. and [ wonder at the placid silence of the moon.

The baby laughs and repeats her mother's call, "Come, moon, come
down.’ The mother smiles, and smiles the moonlit night. and [, the poet,
the husband of the baby’s mother, watch this picture from behind, unseen.

51

TuE earLy autumn day is cloudless. The river is full to the brim, washing
the naked roots of the twottering tree by the ford. The long narrow path,
like the thirsty longue of the village, dips down into the stream.

My heart is full, as 1 look around me and see the silent sky and the
flowing water, and feel that happiness is spread abroad, as simply as a
smile on a child’s face,

52

TireEn OF waiting, you burst your bonds, impatient flowers, before the winter
had gone. Glimpses of the unseen comer reached your wayside watch, and
you rushed out runming and panting, impulsive jasmines, troops of riotous
roses.
You were the first to march to the breach of death, your clamour of
colour and perfume troubled the air. You laughed and pressed and pushed
each other, bared your breast and dropped in heaps

The Summer will come in its ime, sailing in the floodtide of the
south wind. But you never counted slow moments to be sure of him, You
recklessly spent your all in the road, in the terrible joy of faith,
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You heard his footsteps from afar, and flung your mantle of death
for him to tread upon, Your bonds break even before the rescuer is seen,
you make him your own ere he can come and claim you.

53
Champa
(Transdated Fom the Bengall of Sayendranath Daa)

| orexeD My bud when April breathed her last and the summer scorched
with kisses the unwilling earth. | came half afraid and half curious, like
a mischievous imp peeping at a hermit’s cell.

I heard the frightened whispers of the despoiled woodland, and the
Kokil gave voice to the languor of the summer; through the fluttering leal
curtain of my birth-chamber | saw the world grim, grey, and haggard.

Yet boldly | came oul strong with the Lith of youth, quaffed the fiery
wine from the glowing bowl of the sky, and proudly saluted the morming,
I, the champa flower, who carry the perfume of the sun in my heart.

54

I tHE beginning of time, there rose from the chuming of God's dream
two women, One is the dancer at the court of paradise, the desired of
men, she who laughs and plucks the minds of the wise from their cold
meditations and of fools from their emptiness; and scatters them like seeds
with careless hands in the extravagant winds of March, in the Howering
frenzy of May.

The other is the crowned queen of heaven, the mother, throned on
the fullness of golden autumn; she who in the harvesi-time brings straying
hearts to the smile sweet as tears, the beauty deep as the sea of silence,—
brings them 1o the temple of the Unknown, at the holy confluence of Life
and Death.

ik

THE NOONDAY air is quivering, like gauzy wings of a dragon-ly. Roofs of
the village huts brood birdlike over the drowsy households, while a Koki!
sings unseen from its leafy loneliness,
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The fresh liquid notes drop upoo the mneless t6il of the human
crowd, adding music to lovers' whispers, to mothers” kisses. 1o children’s
laughter, They fow over our thoughts, like a stream over pebbles,
rounding them in beauty every unconscious moment.

56

Tue eveNiNG was lonely for me, and 1 was reading a book till my heart
became dry, and it seemed to me that beauty was a thing fashioned by
the traders in words. Tired 1 shut the book and snuffed the candle. In
4 moment the room was Hooded with moonlight.

Spirit of Beauty, how could you, whose radiance overbrims the sky,
stand hidden behind a candle's tiny flame? How could a few vain words
from a book rise like a mist, and veil her whose voice has hushed the heart
of earth into ineffable calm?

57

Tius auTums is mine, for she was rocked in my heart. The glistening bells
of her anklets rang in my blood, and her misty veil fluttered in my breath.
I know the touch of her blown hair in all my dreams. She is abroad in
the trembling leaves that danced in my life-throbs, and her eyes that smile
from the blue sky drank their light from me.

58

TiunGs THRONG and laugh loud in the sky; the sands and dust dance and
whirl like children, Man’s mind is aroused by their shouts; his thoughts
long 1o be the playmates of things.

Our dreams, drifting in the stream of the vague, stretch their arms
to clutch the earth,—their efforts stiffen into bricks and stones, and thus
the city of man is built.

Voices come swarming from the past—seeking answers from the living
moments. Beats of their wings fill the air with tremulous shadows, and
sleepless thoughts in our minds leave their nests w take flight across the
desert of dimness, in the passionate thirst for forms. They are lampless
pilgrims, seeking the shore of light, to find themselves in things, They will
be lured into poet’s rhymes, they will be housed in the lowers of the town
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not yet planned, they have their call 1o arms from the battlefields of the
future, they are bidden to join hands in the strifes of peace yet to come.

59

Tuey po Not build high towers in the Land of Alll-Have-Found. A grassy
lawn runs by the road, with a stream of fugitive water at its side. The bees
haunt the cottage porches abloom with passion flowers. The men set out
on their errands with a smile, and in the evening they come home with
a song, with no wages, in the Land of All-I-Have-Found.

In the midday, sitting in the cool of their courtyards, the women hum
and spin at their wheels, while over the waving harvest comes walted the
music of shepherds’ flutes. It rejoices the wayfarers' hearts who walk singing
through the shimmering shadows of the fragrant forest in the Land of
All-l-Have-Found.

The waders sail with their merchandise down the river, but they do
not moor their boats in this land; soldiers march with banners flying, but
the king never stops his chariot, Travellers who come from afar to rest
here awhile, go away without knowing what there is in the Land of All-
I-Have-Found.

Here crowds do not jostle each other in the roads. O poet, set up
your house in this land. Wash from your feet the dust of distant
wanderings. wne your lute, and at the day’s.end stretch yourself on the
coo) grass under the evening star in the Land of Alll-Have-Found.

60

TAKE BACK your coins, King's Councillor. I am of those women you sent
to the forest shrine to decoy the young ascetic who had never seen a
woman. | failed in your bidding.

Dimly day was breaking when the hermit boy came to bathe in the
stream, his tawny locks crowded on his shoulders, like a cluster of moring
clouds, and his limbs shining like a streak of sunbeam. We laughed and
sang as we rowed in our boat; we jumped into the river in a mad frolic,
and danced around him, when the sun rose staring at us from the water’s
edge in a flush of divine anger.

Like a childgod, the boy opened his eyes and watched our move-
ments, the wonder deepening till his eyes shone like moming stars. He
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lifted his clasped hands and chanted a hymm of praise in his bird-ike
young voice, thrilling every leaf of the forest. Never such words were sung
to a mortal woman before; they were like the silent hymn to the dawn
which rises from the hushed hills. The women hid their mouths with their
hands, their bodies swaying with Jaughter, and 1 spasm of doubt ran across
his face. Quickly came 1 to his side, sorely pained, and, bowing 1o his feet,
I said, ‘Lord, accept my service.'

I ed him to the grassy bank. wiped his body with the end of my silken
mantle, and, kneeling on the ground, 1 dried his feet with my trailing hair.
When 1 raised my face and looked into his eves. | thought T felt the world's
first kiss 1o the first woman,—Blessed am |, blessed is

God, who mide me a woman. | heard him say 10 me, "What God
unknown are you? Your touch is the tonch of the Immortal, youir eves have
the mystery of the midnight.

Ah, no, not that smile, King’s Councillor,—the dust of worldly wisdom
his covered your sight, old man. But this bov's innocence pierced the mist
and saw the shiming truth, the woman divine,

Ab, how the goddess wakened in me. at the awful light of that
first adoration. Tears filled my cyes. the moming ray caressed my hair
like a sister, and the woodland breeze kissed my forehead as it kisses the
flowers.

The women clapped their hands, and laughed their obscene laugh,
and with veils dragging on the dust and hair hanging loose, they began
to pelt him with flowers.

Alas, my spotless sun, could not my shame weave fiery mist to cover
you in its folds? 1 fell at his feet and cried. ‘Forgive me." 1 fled like a
stricken deer through shade and sun, and cried as 1 fled, ‘Forgive me.’
The women's foul laughter pressed me like a crackling fire, but the words
ever rang in my ears, ‘What God unknown are you®'
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1

TuE suN breaks our from the clouds on the day when | must go.

And the sky gazes upon the earth like God's wonder.

My heart is sad, for it knows not from where comes its call

Does the breeze bring the whisper of the world which I leave behind
with its music of tears melting in the sunny silence? or the breath of the
island in the faraway sea basking in the Summer of the unknown flowers?

2

WHEN THE market is over and they return homewards through the dusk,
1 sit at the wayside 10 waich thee plying thy boat,
Crussing the dark water with the sunset gleam upon thy sail;
I see thy silent figure standing at the helm and suddenly catch thy
eyes gazing upon me;
I leave my song: and cry to thee to take me across.

3

THE WIND is up, 1 set my sail of songs,

Steersman, sit at the helm.

Far my boat is fretting to be free, to dance in the rhythm of the wind
and water,

The day is spent, it is evening.

My friends of the shore have taken leave.

Loose the chain and heave the anchor, we sail by the starlight

The wind is stirred into the murmur of music at this time of my
departure.

Steersman, sit at the helm.

4

AccerT ME, my lord, accept me for this while.

Let those orphaned days that passed without thee be forgotten.

Only spread this little moment wide across thy lap, holding it under
thy light,

I have wandered in pursuit of voices that drew me yet led me nowhere.

Now let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in the soul of my
silence.
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Do not wun away thy face from my heart’s dark secrets, but bum
them till they are alight with thy fire,

5

THE scouTs of a distant storm have pitched their cloud-tents in the sky;
the light has paled: the air is damp with tears in the voiceless shadows
of the forest.

The peace of sadness is in my heart like the brooding silence upon
the master's lute before the music begins,

My world is still with the expectation of the great pain of thy coming
into my life.

6

Tatov Hast done well, my lover, thou hast done well 16 send me thy fire
af pain. _

For my incense never yields its perfume il it burns, and my lamp
1s blind till it is lighted.

Wheni my mind is numb its orpor must be stricken by thy love’s
lighning: and the very darkness that blots my world burns like a torch
when set afire by thy thunder.

7
DELIvER Me from my own shadows, my lord, from the wrecks and confusion

of my days.
For the night is dark and thy pilgrim is blinded,
Hold thou my hand.
Deliver me from despair.
Touch with thy flame the lightless lamp of my sarrow.
Waken my tired strength from its sleep.
Do not let me linger behind counting my losses.
Let the road sing 10 me of the house at every step.
For the night is dark, and thy pilgrim is blinded.
Hald thou my hand.
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B

TiE (ANTERN which [ carry in my hand makes enemy of the darkness of
the farther road.

And this wayside becomes a terror to me, where even the flowering
tree frowns like a spectre of scowling menace; and the sound of my own
steps comes back o me in the echo of mufiled suspicion,

Therefore 1 pray for thy own morning light, when the far and the
near will kiss each other and death and life will be one in love.

9

WHEN THOU savest me the steps are lighter in the march of thy worlds.

When stains are washed away from my heart it brightens the light of
thy sun.

That the bud has not blossomed in beauty in my life spreads sadness
m the heart of creation,

When the shroud of darkness will be lifted fram my soul it will bring
music 10 thy smile.

In

Tuou Hast given me thy love, filling the world with thy gifis.

They are showered upon me when | do not know them, for my heart
is asleep and dark is the night

Yet though lost in the cavern of my dreams 1 have been thrilled with
fitful gladness;

And I know that in retmrn for the treasure of thy great worlds thou
wilt receive from me one litle flower of love in the morning when my
heart awakes.

11

My EvES HAVE lost their sleep in watching; yet if 1 do not meet thee sull
it is sweet to watch. '

My heart sits in the shadow of the rains waiting for thy love; if she
is deprived sill it is sweet to hope.

They walk away in their different paths leaving me behind: if I am
alone still it is sweer to listen for thy footsteps.
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The wistiul face of the earth weaving its autumn mists wakens longing
in my heart; if it is in vam stll it is sweet to feel the pain of longing.

12

Howo iy sarret firm, my heart, the day will dawn,

The seed of promise is deep in the soil, it will sprout.

Sleep, like a bud, will open its heart (o the light, and the silence will
find its voice,

The day is near when thy burden will become thy gift, and thy sufferings
will light up thy path.

13

THE WenDING hour isin the twilight, when the birds have sung their last
and the winds are at rest on the waters, when the sunset spreads the carpet
in the bridal chamber and the lamp is made ready to bum through the
night.
Behind the silent dark walks the Unseen Comer and my heart trembles.
All songs are hushed,; for the service will be read under the evening
star,

14

I HE NiGHT when noise is tired the murmur of the sea fills the air.
The vagrant desires of the day come back to their rest round the
lighted lamp. '
Love’s play is stilled into worship, life’s stream touches the deep, and
the world of forms comes to its nest in the beauty beyond all forms.

i5

Wio 15 aWAKE all alone iu this sleeping earth, in the air drowsing among
the moveless leaves? awake in the silent birds" nests, in the secret centres
of the Nlower buds? awike in the throbbing stars of the night, in the depth
of the pain of my being?
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16

You came TO my door in the dawn and sang; it angered me 10 be awakened
from sleep, and you went away unheeded.

You came in the noon and asked for water; it vexed me in my work,
and you were sent away with reproaches.

You came in the evening with your flaming torches.

You seemed to me like a terror and 1 shut my door.

Now in the midnight I sit alone in my lampless room and call you
back whom 1 tumed away in insul.

17

Pick ue THis life of mine from the dust

Reep it under your eyes, in the palm of your right hand.

Hold it up in the light, hide it under the shadow of death; keep it
in the casket of the night with your stars, and then in the moming let
it find itself among flowers that blossom in worship.

18

| kxow THAT this life, missing its ripeness in love, is not altogether lost,

| know that the flowers that fade in the dawn, the streams that strayed
in the desert, are not altogether lost

| know that whatever lags behind in this life laden with slowness is
not altogether lost.

1 know that my dreams that are still unfulfilled, and my melodies still
unstruck, are clinging o some lutestrings of thine, and they are nol
altogether lost

19

You camg 10 me in the wayward hours of spring with flute songs and
flowers.

You troubled my hean from ripples into waves, rocking the red lotus
of love.

You asked me to come out with you into the secret of life.

But 1 fell' asleep among the murmurous leaves of May.
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Whien I woke the cloud gathered in the sky and the dead leaves flitted
in the wind

Through the patter of rain I hear your nearing foatsteps and the cry
to come out with you into the secret of death.

1 walk to your side and put my hand into yours, while your eyes bum,
and water drips from your hair.

20

THE DAY 15 dim with min.

Angry lightnings glance through the wattered clond-veils.

And the forest is like a caged lion shaking its mane in despair.

On such a day amidst the winds beating their wings, let me find my
peace in thy presence,

For the sorrowing sky has shadowed my solitude, to deepen the
meaning of thy touch about my heart.

21

ON THAT NIGHT when the storm broke open my door.

1 did not know that you entered my room through the ruins,

For the lamp was blown out, and it became dark;

| streiched my arms to the sky in search of help.

I lay on the dust waiting in the tumultuous dark and 1 knew not that
storm was your own banner,

When the morning came | saw you standing upon the emptiness that
was spread over my house,

22

Is 1T THE Destroyer who comes?

For the boisterous sea of tears heaves in the flood-tide of pain.

The crimson clouds run wild in the wind fashed by lightning, and
the thundering laughter of the Mad is over the sky.

Life sits in the chariot crowned by Death.

Bring out your tribute to him of all that you have,

Do not hug your savings to your heart, do not look behind,

Bend your head at his feet, trailing your hair in the dust.

Take to the road from this moment.
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For the lamp is blown out and the house is desolate.

The storm winds scream through your doors, the walls are rocking,
and the call comes lrom the land of dimness beyond your ken.

Hide not your face in terror: tears are in vain; your door chains have
snapped.

Run out for your voyage to the end of all joys and sorrows.

Let your steps be the steps of a desperate dance.

Sing “Viciory to Life in Death.’

Accept your destiny, O Bride!

Put on your red robe to follow through the darkness the torchlight
of the Bridegroom!

23

| CAME NEAREST to you, though I did not know it.—when I came to hurt
yoiL

I ‘owned you at last as my master when [ fought against you 1o be
defeated.

| merely made my debt to you burdensome when I robbed you in
secrel.

1 struggled in my pride against your current only to feel all your force
in my breast.

Rebelliously 1 put out the light in my house and your sky surprised
me with its stars.

24

HAVE YOU COME to me as my sorrow? All the more | must cling to you.
Your face is veiled in the dark, all the more I must see you.
At the Blow of death from your hand let my life leap up in a flame.
Tears flow from my eves—let them flow round your feet in worship.
And let the pain in my breast speak to me that you are still mine.

25
1 A MYSELF to evade you,
Now that 1 am caught at last, strike me, see If I flinch.
Finish the game for good.
If you win in the end, strip me of all that I have.
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I have had my laughter and songs in wayside booths and stately halls,—
now that you have come into my life, make me weep, see if you can break
my heart

26

Whien [ awaxe in thy love my night of ease will be ended.

Thy sunrise will touch my heart with its touch-stone of fire, and my
voyage will begin in its orbit of triumpham suffering.

I shall dare to take up death’s challenge and carry thy yoice in the
heart of mockery and menace,

I shall bare my breast against the wrongs hurled at thy children, and
take the risk of standing by thy side where none but thee remains.

27

I'am 1HE weary earth of summer bare of life and parched.

I wait for thy shower 10 come down in the night when | open my
breast and receive it in silence.

I long o give thee in return my songs and fowers.

But empty is my store, and only the deep sigh rises from my heart
through the withered grass,

But 1 know that thou wilt wait for the morning when my hours will
brim with their riches,

28

Come 10 ME like summer cloud, spreading thy showers from sky to sky.
Decpen the purple of the hills with thy majestic shadows, quicken the
languid forests into fowers, and awaken in the hillstreams the fervour
of the faraway guest
Come 1o me like summer cloud, strring my heart with the promise
of hidden life, and the gladness of the green.

29

I HAVE MET THEE where the night touches the edge of the day; where the
light startles the darkness into dawn, and the waves carry the kiss of the
one shore (o the other.
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56

You HmE yourself in your own glory, my King.

The sand-grain and the dew-drop are more proudly apparent than
yourself.

The world unabashed calls all things its own that are yours—yet it
is never brought to shame.

You make room for us while standing aside in silence; therefore love
lights her own lamp to seek you and comes to your worship unbidden.

57

WHEN FROM THE house of feast | came back home, the spell of the midnight
quieted the dance in my blood.

My heart became silent at once like a deserted theatre with its lamps
OtL

My mind crossed the dark and stood among the stars, and 1 saw that

we were playing unafraid in the silent courtyard of our King's palace.

58

I wAs MusING last night on my spendthrift days, when I thought you spoke
o me—

‘In youth's careless career vou kept all the doors open in your house.

The world went in and out as it pleased—the world with its dust,
doubts, and disorder—and with its music,

With the wild crowd | came to you again and again unknown and
unbidden.

Had you kept shut your doors in wise seclusion how could I have
found my way into your house?’

59

Noxe segps 88 thrust aside to make room for you.

When love prepares your seat she prepares it for all.

Where the earthly King appears, guards keep out the crowd, but when
you come, my King, the whole world comes in your wake.
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WiTH His morning songs he knocks at our door bringing his greetings of
sunrise.

With him we take our caule 1o the fields and play our flute in the
shade.

We lose him to find him again and again in the market crowd.

In the busy hour of the day we come upon him of a sudden, siting
on the wayside grass.

We march when he beats his drum,

We dance when he sings.

We stake our joys and sorrows to play his game 1o the end

He stands at the helm of our boat,

With him we rock on the perlous waves,

For him we light our lamp and wait when our day is done.

61

Rux To HIS side as his comrades where he works with all workers.

Sit around him as his partners where he plays his games.

Follow him where he marches, keeping step to the rhythm of his
drumbeans.

Rush into the thick of the fair—the fair of life and death—

For there he is with the crowd in the heart of its wmult

Do not falter in your journey across the lonely hills over the thoms.

For his call sounds at every step and we know that it is love's voice.

62
WHEN BELLS sounded in your temple in the morning, men and women
hastened down the woodland path with their offerings of fresh flowers.
But | lay on the grass in the shade and let them pass by,
I think it was well that 1 was idle, for then my flowers were in bud.
At the end of the day they have bloomed, and I go to my evening
worship.

[235]



CROSSING

From the heart of the fathomless blue comes one golden call, and
across the dusk of tears | try to gaze at thy face and know not for certain
if thou art seen.

30

Ir LOVE BE denied me then why does the moming break its heart in songs,
and why are these whispers that the south wind scatters among the new-
born leaves?

If love be denied me then why does the midnight bear in yearning
silence the pain of the stars?

And why does this foolish heart recklessly launch its hope on the sea
whose end it does not knowr

31

ONLY A PORTION of my gift is in this world, the rest of it is in my dreams.

You, who ever elude my touch, come there in secret silence, hiding
your lamp..

I shall know you by the thrill in the darkness, by the whisper of the
unseen worlds, by the breath of the unknown shore;—

I shall know you by the sudden delight of my heart melting into
sadness of tears,

32

1 kvow you will win my heart some day, my lover.

Through your stars you gaze deep into my dreams;

You send your secrets in your moonbeams to me, and | muse and
my eyes dim with tears.

Your wooing is in the sunny sky thrilling in the tremulous leaves, in
the idle hours overflowing with shepherds’ piping, in the rain-dimmed
dusk when the heart aches with its loneliness,

33

SoMe ONE HAS secretly left in my hand a flower of love.
Some one has stolen my heart and scattered it abroad in the sky.
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I know not if I have found him or I am secking him everywhere, if
it is a pang of bliss or of pain.

34

THE raiNs sweep the sky from end 1o end.
In the wild wet wind the jasmines revel in their own perfume,
There 15 a secret Joy in the bosom of the night, it is the joy of the
veiled sky in its hidden stars, the joy of the midnight forest inits hoarded
bird-songs.

Let me Gll my heart with it and carry it in secret through the day,

35

WiEN | mavelled in the day | felt secure, and 1 did not heed the wonder
of thy road, for I was proud of my speed; thy own light stood between
me and thy presence.

Now it is night, and | feel thy road at every step in the dark and the
scent of flowers filling the silence—like mother's whisper to the child
when the light i5 out

I hold tight thy hand and thy rouch is with me in my loneliness,

36

SAILING THROUGH the night I came to life's feast, and the morning's golden
goblet was filled with light for me.

1 sang in joy,

I knew not who was the giver,

And | forgot to ask his name.

In the midday the dust grew hot under my feet and the sun overhead.

Overcome by thirst T reached the well,

Water was poured 1o me.

I drank iL

And while | loved the ruby cup that was sweet as a kiss,

I did not see him who held it and forgot to ask his name,

In the weary evening | seek my way home.

My guide comes with a lamp and beckons me.

I ask his name,
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But | only see his light through the silence and feel his smile filling
the darkness.

37

Do NoT LEAVE me and go, for it is night.

The road through the wilderness is lonely and dark and lost in tangles:

The tired earth lies still, like one blind and without a staff.

I seem to have waited for this moment for ages to light my lamp and
cull my flowers.

| have reached the brink of the shoreless sea to take my plunge and
lose myself for ever.

38

I pip NOT know that T bad thy touch before it was dawn.

The news has slowly reached me through my sleep, and 1 open my
eyes with its surprise of tears.

The sky seems full of whispers for me and my limbs are bathed with
SOTIES.

My heart bends in worship like a dewladen flower, and I feel the flood
of my life rushing to the endless.

39

No GUEST HAD come to my house for long, my doors were locked, my
windows barred; I thought my night would be lonely.

When I opened my eyes I found the darkness had vanished.

I rose up and ran and saw the bolis of my gates all broken, and
through the open door your wind and light waved their banner.

When 1 was a prisoner in my own house, and the doors were shut,
my heart ever planncd to escape and to wander,

Now at my broken gate, 1 sit still and wait for your coming,

You keep me bound by my freedom.
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40

Pur out THE lamps, my heart, the lamps of your lonely night.

The call comes to you to open your doors, for the morning light is
abroad.

Leave your lute in the corner, my heart, the lute of your lonely life.

The call comes to you to come out in silence, for the Morming sings
VOUr OWIl SONgs.

41

Ty GFy oF THE earliest flower came to me this moming, and came the
faint tuning of thy light.

I am a bee that has wallowed in the heart of thy golden dawn,

My wings are radiant with its pollen.

I have found my place in the feast of songs in thy Apnl, and | am
freed of my fetters like the moming of its mist in a mere play,

42

FREE ME as free are the birds of the wilds, the wanderers of unseen paths.
Free me as free are the deluge of rain, and as the storm that shakes
its locks and rushes on to its unknown end,
Free me as free is the forest fire, as is the thunder that laughs aloud
and hurls defiance 10 darkness,

43

WeeN you called me I was asleep under the shadows of my walls and |
did not hear you.
Then you struck me with your own hands and wakened me in tears.
I started up 1o see that the sun had risen, that the foodtide had
brought the call of the deep. and my boat was ready rocking on the
duncing water.

H

Rejoice!
For Night's feters have broken, the dreams have vanished.
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Thy word has rent its veils, the buds of moming are opened;: awake.
O sleeper!

Light's greetings spread from the East to the West,

And at the ramparts of the ruined prison rise the pacans of Victory!

45

IN THIS moment I see you seated upon the morning's golden carper
The sun shines in your crown, the stars drop at your feet, the crowds
come and bow to you and go, and the poet sits speechless in the comer.

46

My GUEST HAS come 1o my door in this autumn morning.

Sing, my heart, sing thy welcome!

Make thy song the song of the sunlit blue, of the dew-damp air, of
the lavish gold of harvest fields, of the laughter of the loud water.

Or stand mute before him for awhile gazing at his face;

Then leave thy house and go out with him in silence.

47

I Liven ox THE shady side of the road and watched my neighbours’ gardens
across the way revelling in the sunshine.

I felt I was poor, and from door to door went with my hunger.

The more they gave me from their careless abundance the more I
became aware of my beggar’s bowl.

Till one morning | awoke from my sleep at the sudden opening of
my door, and you came and asked for alms.

In despair | broke the lid of my chest open and was startled into
finding my own wealth.

48

Tuou Hast taken him to thine arms and crowned him with death, him
who ever waited outside like a beggar at life’s feast

Thou hast put thy right hand on his failures and kissed him with
peace that stlls life's turbulent thirse
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Thou hast made him cne with all kings and with the ancient world
of wisdom.

49

I tHE worLD's dusty road I lost my heart, but you picked it up in your
hand.

1 gleaned sorrow while seeking for joy, but the sorrow which you sent
to me has turned to joy in my life.

My desires were scattered in pieces, you gathered them and strung
them in your love,

And while 1 wandered from door to door. every step led me to your

gate.

50)

1 was witH THE crowd when I was in the road;

Where the road ends 1 find myself alone with you.

1 knew not when my day dimmed into dusk and my companions left
me.

1 knew not when your doors opened and I stood surprised at my own
heart’s music.

But are there still traces of tears in my eyes though the bed is made,
the lamp is lit, and we are alone, you and Iz

61

Wren THEY came and clamoured and surrounded me they hid thee from
my sight.

I thought | would bring to thee my gifts last of all.

Naw that the day has waned, and they have taken their dues and left
me alane,

| see thee standing at the door.

But 1 find | have no gift remaining to give, and 1 hold both my hands
up to thee.
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52

MUCH HAVE you given to me,
Yet 1 ask for more—
I come to you not merely for the draught of water, but for the spring:
Not for guidance to the door alone, but to the Master's hall; not'only
for the gift of love, but for the lover himself.

53

I HAVE COME 10 thee to take thy touch before | begin my day.
Let thy eyes rest upon my eyes for awhile.
Let me take to my work the assurance of thy comradeship, my friend.
Fill my mind with thy music to last through the desert of noisel
Let thy Love's sunshine kiss the peaks of my thoughis and linger in
my life's valley where the harvest ripens.

54

STAND BEFORE my eves, and let thy glance touch my songs into a flame.

Stand among thy stars and let me find kindled in their lights my own
fire of worship.

The earth is waiting at the world's wayside;

Stand upon the green mante she has flung upon thy path; and let
me feel in her grass and meadow flowers the spread of my own salutation.

Stand in my lonely evening where my heart watches alone; fill her
cup of solitude, and let me feel in me the infinity of thy love

55

Ler THY LovE play upon my voice and rest on my silence.

Let it pass through my heart into all my movements.

Let thy love like stars shine in the darkness of my sleep and dawn
in my awakening,

Let it burn in the flame of my desires

And flow in all currents of my own love.

Let me carry thy love in my life as a harp does its music, and give
it back to thee at last with my life.
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63

My Kine's road that lies still before my house makes my heart wistful.

It stretches its beckoning hand towards me; its silence calls me ow
of my home, with dumb entreaties it kisses my [eet at every step.

It leads me on I know not o what abandonment. to what sudden gain
or surprises of distress, '

I know not where its windings end—

But my King's road that lies still before my house makes my heart
wistful;

2]

WhILE I WALK 1o my King's house atthe end of the day the tavellers come
to ask me—

‘What hast thou for King’s tribute?’

I do not know what to show them or how 1o answer, for 1 have merely
this song.

My preparation is large in my house, where the claim is much and
many are the claimants.

But when I come to my King's house 1 have only this single song to
offer it for his wreath,

65

MY sONGS ARE the same as are the spring flowers, they come from you
Yer 1 bring these to you as my own.
You smile and accept them, and you are glad ar my jov of pride,
IF my song Howers are frail and they fade and drop in the dust, | shall
never EITC"IT-
For absence is not loss in your hand, and the fugitive moments that
blossom in beauty are kept ever fresh in your wreath.

66

My King, thou hast called me to play my flute at the roadside, that they
who bear the burden of voiceless life may stop mn their errands for a
moment and sit and wonder before the balcony of thy palace gate; that
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they may see anew the ever old and find afresh what is ever about them,
and say, ‘The flowers are in bloom, and the birds sing.’

67

WHEN MY first early songs woke in my heart I thought they were the
playmates of the moming Howers.

When they shook their wings and flew nto the wilderness it seemed
to me that they had the spirit of the summer which comes down with a
sudden thunder roar to spend its all in laughter.

I thought that they had the mad call of the storm to rush and lose
their way beyond the sunset land.

But now when in the evening light I see the blue line of the shore,

1 know my songs are the boat that has brought me to the harbour
across the wild sea.

68

THERE ARE numerous strings in your lute, let me add my own among them.

Then when you smite your chords my heart will break its silence and
my life will be one with your song.

Amidst your numberless stars let me place my own litle lamp.

In the dance of your festival of lights my heart will throb and my life
will be one with your smile,

69

LET MY SONG be simple as the waking in the morning, as the dripping of
dew from the leaves,

Simple as the colours in clouds and showers of rain in the midnight

But my lute swrings are newly strung and they dart their notes like
spears sharp in their newness.

Thus they miss the spirit of the wind and hurt the light of the sky;
and these strains of my songs fight hard to push back thy own music.
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70

I Have segN thee play thy music in life's dancing hall; in the sudden leat
burst of spring thy laughter has come to greet me; and lying among feld
fowers 1 have heard in the grass thy whisper.

The child has brought o my house the message of thy hope, and
the woman the music of thy love.

Now I am waiting on the seashore to feel thee in death, w find lite's
refrain back again in the star songs of the night.

71

I wenevBEr my childhood when the sunnise, like my play-fellow, would
burst i o my bedside with its daily surprise of moming; when the faith
in the marvellous bloomed like fresh flowers in my heart every day, looking
into the face of the world in simple gladness: when insects, birds and
beasts, the common weeds, grass and the elouds had their fullest value
of wonder; when the patter of rain at night brought dreams from the
fairyland, and mother's voice in the evening gave meaning to the stars.

And then | think of death, and the rise of the curin and the new
moming and my life awakened in its fresh surprise of love,

T2

WiEN My HEART did not kiss thee in love, O world, thy light missed its full
splendour and thy sky watched through the long night with its lighted
lamp.

My heart came with her songs to thy side, whispers were exchanged,
and she put her wreath on thy neck

I know she has given thee something which will be treasiired with thy
stars,

73

THoU HAST given me thy seal at thy window from the early hour.

I have spoken 1o thy silent servanis of the road running on thy errands,
and have sung with thy choir of the sky.

I have seen the sea in calm bearing its immeasurable silence, and in
storm struggling to break open its own mystery of depth.
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1 have watched the earth in its prodigal feast of youth, and in its slow
hours of brooding shadows.

Those who went to sow seeds have heard my greetings, and those who
brought their harvest home or their empty baskets have passed by my
SONES.

Thus at last my day has ended and now in the evening | sing my last
song o say that 1 have loved thy world.

74

IT 1as FALLEN upon me, the service of thy singer.

In my songs I have voiced thy spring flowers, and given rhythm 1o
thy rusthing leaves.

1 have sung Into the hush of thy night and peace of thy moming.

The thrill of the first summer mins has passed inty my tunes, and
the waving of the autumn harvest.

Let not my song cease at last, my Master, when thou breakest my heart
to come into my house, but let it burst into thy welcome.

75

GUEsTs OF my life,
You came in the early dawn, and you in the night,
Your name was uttered by the Spring flowers and yours by the showers
of rain.
You brought the harp into my house and you brought the lamp.
After you had maken your leave 1 found God’s footprints on my floor.
Now when I am at the end of my pilgrimage | leave in the evening
Nowers of worship my salutations to you all

76

1 fe17 | saw your face, and | launched my boat in the dark.
Now the mormning breaks in smiles and the spring flowers are in bloom.
Yet should the light fail and the flowers fade 1 will sail onward.
When you made mute signal to me the world shimbered and the
darkness was bare.
Now the bells ring loud and the boat is laden with gold.
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Yet should the bells become silent and my boat be empty | will sail
onward.

Some hoats have gone away and some are not ready, but 1 will not
tarry belund.

The sails have filled, the birds come from the other shore.

Yer, if the sails droop, if the message of the shore be lost I will sail
onward.

(ki

“TRAVELLER, WHERE do you go?'

‘I g0 to bathe in the sen in the redd'ning dawn, along the tree-
hordered path,”

Traveller, where is that sea?’

“There where this river: ends its course, where the dawn opens into
morning, where the day droops 0 the dusk.’

“Traveller, how many are they who come with you?'

1 know not how to count them,

They are wavelling all night with their lamps lit, they are singing all
day through land and water.'

“Traveller, how far s the sea?’

‘How Far 1s it we all ask?

The rolling roar of its water swells to the sky when we hush our alk.

It ever seems near yet Far

‘Traveller, the sun is waxing strong.'

"Yes, our jowmney Is long and grievous.

Sing who are weary in spirit, sing who are timid of heart.’

Traveller, what if the night overtakes you?'

‘We shall lie down to sleep till the new morning dawns with its songs,
and the vall of the sea floats in the air.”

78

CoMprane oF the road,

Here are my traveller’s gréetings to thee:

O Lord of my broken heart. of leave wking and loss; of the grey
silence of the dayfall,

My greetings of the ruined house 1o thee!
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O Light of the new-born morning,

Sun of the everlasting day,

My greetings of the undying hope 10 thee!
My guide,

| am a wayfarer of an endless road,

My greetings of a wanderer 1o thee.
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The Fugitive 1
1

DarkLYvoU sweep on, Eternal Fugitive, round whose bodiless rush stagnant
space frets into eddying bubbles of light

Is your heart lost to the Lover calling you across his immeasurable
loneliness?

Is the aching urgency of your haste the sole reason why your tangled
tresses break into stormy riot and pearls of fire roll along your path as
from a broken necklace?

Your fleeting steps kiss the dust of this world into sweetness, sweeping
aside all waste: the storm eentred with your dancing limbs shakes the
sacred shower of death over life and freshens her growth,

Should you in sudden weariness stop for a moment, the world would
rumble into a heap. an encumbrance, barring its own progress, and even
the least speck of dust would pierce the sky throughout its infinity with
an unbearable pressure.

My thoughis are quickened by this rhythm of unseen feet round which
the anklets of light are shaken.

They echo in the pulse of my heart, and through my blood surges
the psalm of the ancient sea.

I hear the thundering flood tumbling my life from world to workd
and form to form, scattering my being in an endless spray of gifts, in
sorrowings and songs.

The tide runs high. the wind blows, the boat dances like thine own desire,
my heart! '

Leave the hoard on the shore and sail over the unfathomed dark
towards limitless light.

2

WE caMe hither together, friend. and now at the crossroads 1 stop (o bid
you farewell.

Your path is wide and swraight before you, but my call comes up by
ways from the unknown,
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I shall tollow wind and eloud; 1 shall follow the stars o where day
breaks behind the hills; I shall follow lovers who, as they walk, twine their
days into a wreath on a single thread of song, ‘1 love.’

3

IT was GrowiNG dark when | asked her, 'What strange land have | come
w0

She only lowered her eyes, and the water gurgled in the throat of
her jar, as she walked away.

The trees hang vaguely over the bank, and the land appears as though
it already belonged 1o the past.

The water is dumb, the bamboos are darkly still, a wristlet tinkles
against the waterjar from down the lane,

Row no more, but fasten the boat to this tree.—for | love the look of this
land.

The evening star goes dawn behind the temple dome, and the pallor
of the marble landing baunts the dark water.

Belated wayfarers sigh; for light from hidden windows is splintered
into the darkness by intervening wayside trees and bushes, Still that wristlet
tinkles against the waterar, and retreating steps rustle from down the lane
littered with leaves.

The night deepens, the palace towers loom specire-like, and the town
hums wearily.

Row no more, but fasten the boat 1o a mee.

Let me seck rest in this strange land, dimly lying under the stars,
where darkness tingles with the tinkle of a wristlet knocking against a
water-jar.

4

O THAT | were stored with a secret, like unshed rain in summer elouds—
a secret, folded up in silence, that | could wander away with,

O that I had some one to whisper to, where slow waters lap under
trees that doze in the sun.

The hush this evening seems o expect a footfall, and vou ask me for
the cause of my tears.

[246 |



THE FUGITIVE

I cannot give a reason why | weep, for that is a secret still withheld
from me.

5

FOR ONCE BE careless, timid traveller, and utterly lose your way; wide-awake
though you are, be like broad daylight enticed by and netted in mist.

Do not shun the garden of Lost Hearts waiting at the end of the
wrong toad, where the grass is strewn with wrecked red flowers, and
disconsolate water heaves in the troubled sea.

Long have you watched over the store gathered by weary years. Let
it be stripped, with nothing remaining but the desolate triumph of losing
all.

6

Two uTTLE bare feet flit over the ground, and seem to embody that
metaphor, ‘Flowers are the footprints of Surmmer.”

They lightly impress on the dust the chronicle of their adventure, 10
be erased by a passing breeze:

Come, stray into my heart, you tender little feet, and leave the
everlasting print of songs on my dreamland path.

7

[ aM URE the night to you, litde Aower.

I can only give you peace and a wakeful silence hidden in the dark.

When in the morming you open your eves, | shall leave you 1o a world
ahum with bees, and songful with birds.

My Last gift to you will be a tear dropped into the depth of your youth;
it will make your smile all the sweeter, and bemist your outlook on the
pitiless mirth of day.

B

Do Not sTAND before my window with those hungry eyes and beg for my
secret, It is but a tiny stone of glistening pain streaked with blood-red by

passion.
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What gifts have you brought in both hands wo fling before me in the
cluses

I fear, if 1 accept, to create a debt that can never be paid even by
the loss of all 1 have.

Do not stand before my window with your youth and flowers to shame
my destitute life.

g
IF 1 wirk living in the royal town of Ujjain, when Kalidas was the king's
poet, | should know some Malwa girl and £ill my thoughts with the music
of her name. She would glance at me tirough the slanting shadow of her
eyelids, and allow her veil to catch in the jasmine as an excuse for lingering
near me:

This very thing happened im some past whose track is lost under
time's dead leaves.

The scholars fight to-day about dates that play hide-and-seek.

I do not break my heart dreaming over flown and vanished ages: but
alas and alas again, that those Malwa girls have followed them!

To whar heaven, | wonder, have they carried in their flower-baskets
those days that tingled to the lyrics of the king's poer?

This moming, separation from those whom | was bom too late to
meetl weighs on and saddens my heart.

Yet April carries the same flowers with which they decked their hair,
and the same south breeze fluttered their veils as whispers over modern
roses.

And, 1o tell the truth, joys are not lacking to this spring, though
Kalidas sing no more; and I know, if he can watch me from the Poets’
Paradise, he has reasons to be envious.

1t

BE NOT concerned about her heart, my heart: leave it in the dark.
What if her beauty be of the figure and her smile merely of the face?
Let me take without question the simple meaning of her glances and be
happy.
I care not if it be a web of delusion that her arms wind about me,
for the web itself is rich and rare, and the deceit can be smiled at and
forgotien.
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Be not concerned about her heart, my heart: be content if the music
is true, though the words are not 1o be believed; enjoy the grace that
dances like a lily on the rippling, deceiving surface, whatever may lie
beneath.

NgITHER MOTHER nor daughter are you, nor bride, Urvashi.! Woman you
are, to ravish the soul of Paradise.

When weary-footed evening comes down to the folds whither the cattle
have returned, vou never trim the house lamps nor walk to the bridal bed
with a tremulous heart and a wavering smile on your lips, glad that the
dark hours are so secret.

Like the dawn you are without veil, Urvashi, and withour shame,

Who can imagine that aching overflow of splendour which created

youl

You tose from the chumed ocean on the frst day of the first spring, with
the cup of life in your right hand and poison in your lefl. The monster
sea, lulled like an enchanted snake, laid down its thousand hoods at your
feet.

Your unblemished radiance rose from the foam, white and naked as

A jasmine,

Were you ever small, timid or in bud, Urvashi, O Youth everlasting?

Did you sleep, cradled in the deep blue night where the strange light
of gems plays over coral, shells and moving creatures of dreamlike form,
till day tevealed your awful fulness of bloom?

Adored are you of all men in all ages, Urvashi, O endless wonder!

The world throbs with youthful pain at the glance of your eyes, the
ascetic lavs the fruit of his austerities at your feet, the songs of poets hum
and swarm round the perfume of your presence. Your feet, as in carcless
joy they flit on, wound even the heart of the hollow wind with the tinkle
of golden bells,

When you dance before the gods, finging orbits of novel rhythm into
space, Urvashi, the earth shivers, leaf and grass, and autumn fields heave

| The dancing girl of Paradise who rose from the sea
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and sway; the sea surges into a frenzy of rhyming waves; the stars drop
into the sky—beads from the chain that leaps tll it breaks on your breast;
and the blood dances in men's hearts with sudden twrmoil.

You are the first break on the crest of heaven's shumber, Urvashi, you thrill
the air with unrest, The world bathes your limbs in her tears; with colour
of her heart's blood are your feet red; lightly you poise on the wave-tossed
lotus of desire, Unvashi; you play forever in that limitless mind wherein
labours God's tumultuous dream.

12

You, uke A rivulet swift and sinuous, laugh and dance, and your steps sing
as you trip along.

I, like a bank mgged and steep, stand speechless and stock-still and
darkly gaze at you.

I, like a big, loolish storm, of a sudden come rushing on and try to rend
my being and scatter it parcelled in a whirl of passion.

You, like the lighming's flash slender and keen, pierce the heart of
the turhulent darkness, to disappear in a vivid streak of laughter.

13

You' pesiken my love and yet you did not love me.

Therefore my life clings to you fike & chain of which clank and grip
grow harsher the more you struggle 1o be free.

My despair has become your deadly companion, clutl:hing at the
faintest of your favours, trying to drag you away into the cavern of tears.

You have shattered my freedom, and with its wreck built your own
prison.

14

I am Gran you will not wait for me with that lingenng pity in your look.
It is only the spell of the night and my Farewell words, startled at
their own tune of despair, which bring these tears to my eyes. But day
will dawn, my eyes will dry and my heart: and there will be no time for
weeping.
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Who says it is hard o forget?

The mercy of death works at life's core, bringing it respite from its
own foolish persistence.

The stormy sea is lulled at last in its rocking cradle; the forest fire
falls to sleep on its bed of ashes.
~ You and I shall part, and the cleavage will be hidden under living
grass and flowers that laugh in the sun.

15

OF aLL pAYS you have chosen this one to visit my garden.

But the storm passed over my roses last night and the grass is strewn
with torn leaves,

I do not know what has brought you, now that the hedges are laid
low and rills run in the walks; the prodigal wealth of spring is scattered
and the scent and song of yesterday are wrecked.

Yet stay a while, let me find some remnant flowers, though 1 doubt
il your skirt can be flled.

The time will be short, for the douds thicken and here comes the

rain again!

16

[ vorGoT myself for a moment, and 1 came.

But raise your eyes, and let me know if there still linger some shacdow
of other days, like a pale cloud on the horizon that has been robbed of
its - rairn.

For a moment bear with me if 1 forget myselt.

The roses are stillin bud; they do not yet know how we neglect to gather
Nowers this summer,

The moming star has the same palpitating hush; the early light is
enmeshed in the branches that overbrow vour window, as in those other
days.

That times are changed 1 forget for a litle, and have come.

I forget if you ever shamed me by looking away when [ bared my heart.
1 only remember the words that stranded on the tremor of your lips;
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I remember in your dark eyes sweeping shadows of passion, like the wings
of a homeseeking bird in the dusk.
1 forger that you do not remember, and | come.

17

Tk paun vELL fast. The river rushed and hissed, It licked up and swallowed
the island, while | waited alone on the lessening bank with my sheaves
of corn in a heap.

From the shadows of the opposite shore the boat crosses with a woman
at the helm,

I ary to her, "Come to my island coiled round with hungry water, and
take away my year's harvest.'

She comes, and takes all that I have 1o the last grain: | ask her 10 mke
me.

But she says, ‘No'—the boat is laden with my gift and no room is
left for me.

18

THE EVENING beckons, and | would fain follow the travellers who sailed in
the last ferry of the eblvtide 1o cross the dark,

Some were for home, some for the farther shore, yet all have ventured
o sail

But Lsit alone at the landing, having left my home and missed the
boat: summer is gone and my winter harvest is lose

I wait for that love which gathers failures 1o sow them in tears on
the dark, that they may bear fruit when day rises ancw.

19

O 1rus sive of the water there is no landing; the girls do not come here
o feich water; the land along its edge is shaggy with stunted shrubs: a
noisy flock of saliks dig their nests i the steep bank under whose frown
the fisher-boats lind no shelter

You sit there on the unfrequented grass, and the morming wears on.
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Tell me what you do on this bank so dry that it is agape with cracks?
She looks in my lace and says, ‘Nothing, nothing whatsoever.'

On this side of the river the bank is deserted, and no cattle come 10 water.
Only some stray goats from the village browse the scanty grass all day,
and the solitary water-hawk warches from an uprooted peepal aslant over
the mud,

You sit there alone in the miserly shade of a shimwol, and the morning
wears on,

Tell me, for whom do you waitr

She looks in my face and says, "No one, no one at alll’

20
Kacha and Devayani

Young Kacha ¢came from Paradise to learn the secret of immaortality from
a Sage who taughl the Titans, and whose daughter Devayant fell i love
with him.

KACHA
The time has come for me 1o take leave, Devayani; | have long sat ar your
father's feet, but to-day he completed his weaching. Graciously allow me
1o go back 10 the land of the Gods whence 1 came,

DEVAYANI
You have, as you desired, won that rare knowledge coveted by the Gods—
but think, do you aspire after nothing further?

KacHA
Nothing

DEVAYAN]
Nothing at all! Dive into the bottom of your heart; does no timid wish
lurk there, fearful lest it be blighted?

Ratna
For me the sun of fulfilment has risen, and the stars have faded in its
light. T have mastered the knowledge which gives life,
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DEVAYANI
Then you must be the one happy being in creation. Alas! now lor the
first ime T feel what torture these days spent in an alien land have been
1o you, though we offered you our best

Kacna
Not so much bitterness! Smile, and give me leave to go.

Drvavaxi
Smile! But, my friend, this is not your native Paradise. Smiles are nol so
cheap in this world, where thirst, like a worm in the flower, gnaws at the
heart’s core; where baffled desire hovers round the desired, and memory
never ceases to sigh foolishly after vanished joy.

Kacia
Devayani, tell me how 1 have offended?

IVEVAYANI
Is it so easy for you to leave this forest, which through long years has
tavished on you shade and song? Do you not feel hiow the wind wails
through these glimmering shadows, and dry leaves whirl in the air, like
ghosts of lost hope:—while you alone, who part from us, have a smile on
your lips?

Kaca
This forest has been a second mother 1o me, for here | have been born
again. My love for it shall never dwindle.

DEVAYANI
When you had driven the cattle to graze on the fawn, yonder banyan tree
spread a hospitable shade for your tired limbs against the mid-day heat.

RACHA
| bow 1o thee, Lord of the Forest! Remember me, when under thy shade
other students chant their lessons to an accompaniment of bees humming
and leaves rustling.
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DEVAYANI
And do not forget our Venumati, whose swift water is one stream of singing
love.

Kacia
[ shall ever remember her, the dear companion of my exile, who, like a
busy village girl, smiles on her errand of ceaseless service and croons a
simple song.

DEvAYANI
But, friend. let me alto remind you that you had another companion
whose thoughts were vainly busy to make you forget an exile's cares.

Kacua
The memory of her has become a part of my life.

DEvayaxt
I recall the day when, little more than a boy, you first arrived. You stood
there, near the hedge of the garden, a smile in your eyes,

KacHa
And I saw you gathering Aowers—clad in white, like the dawn bathed in
radiance. And I said, *Make me proud by allowing me to help youl’

DEvayaxt
| asked in surprise who you were, and you meekly answered that you were
the son of Vrihaspati, a divine sage at the court of the God Indra, and
desired to learn from my father that secret spell which can revive the dead.

Racha
I feared lest the Master, the teacher of the Titans, those rivals of the Gods,
should refuse to accept me for a disciple.

DEVAYANI
But he could not refuse me when I pleaded your cause, so greatly he loves

his daughter,
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Kacia
Thrice had the jealous Titans slain me, and thrice you prevailed on your
Father w0 bring me back 1o life; therefore my gratitude can never die.

DEVAYANL

Gratitude! Forget all—1 shall not grieve. Do you only remember benefits?
Let them perish! If after the day's lessons, in the evening solitude, some
sirange tremor of joy shook your heart, remember that—but not
gratitude. If, as some one passed, a snatch of song got tangled among your
texts or the swing of a robe fluttered your studies with delight, remember
that when at leisure in your Paradise. What, benefits onlyl—antd neither
beauty nor love nor - . . ¢

Racha
Some things are beyond the power of words.

DEVAYANI
Yes, yes. | know, My love has sounded your heart's deepest. and makes
me bald to speak in defiance of your reserve. Never leave mel remain
here! fame gives no happiness. Friend, you cannot now escape, for your
secrel i mine!

KAcHA
No. no, Devayani.

Divayani
How "No'? Do not lie to me! Love's insight is divine. Day after day, in
raising your head, in a glance, in the motion of your hands, your love
spoke as the sea speaks through its waves. On a sudden my voice would
send your heart quivering through your limbs—have I never wimessed ir?
I know you, and therefore you are my captive for ever, The very king of
your Gods shall not sever this bond.

KacHA
Was it for this, Devayani, that | toiled, away from home and kindred, all
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DEVAYAN
Why not? Is only knowledge precious? Is love cheap? Lay hold on this
moment. Have the courage to own that a woman's heart is worth all as
much penance as men undergo for the sake of power, knowledge, or
reputation,

Kacha
I gave my solemn promise to the Gods that 1 would bring them this lore
of deathless life.

DEVAYANI

But is it true you had eyes for nothing save your books? That you never
broke off your studies 0 pay me homage with flowers, never lay in wait
for a chance, of an evening, to help me water my flower-beds? What made
you sit by me on the grass and sing songs you brought hither from the
assembly Of the stars, while darkness stooped over the river bank as love
droops over its own sad silence? Were these parts of a cruel conspiracy
plotted In your Paradise? Was all for the sake of access o my father’s
heart>—and after success, were you, departing, to throw some cheap
gratitude, like small coins, to the deluded door-keeper?

Kacaia

What profit were there, proud woman, in knowing the truth? If T did
wrong to serve you with a passionate devotion cherished in secret, 1 have
had ample punishment. This is no time to question whether my love be
true or not; my life’s work awaits me, Though my heart must henceforth
enclose a red flame vainly striving to devour emptiness, still I must go back
to that Paradise which will nevermore be Paradise 1o me. I owe the Gods
a new divinity, hard won by my studies, before 1 may think of happiness.
Forgive me, Devayani, and know that my suffering is doubled by the pain
I unwillingly mflict on you.

Devayan
Forgiveness! You have angered my heart till it is hard and burning like
a thunderbolt! You can go back to your work and your glory, but what
is left for me? Memory is a bed of thoms, and secret shame will gnaw
at the roots of my life. You came like a wayfarer, sat through the sunny
hours in the shade of my garden, and o while time away vou plucked
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all its flowers and wove them into a chain. And now, parting, you snap
the thread and let the flowers drop on the dust! Accursed be that great
knowledge vou have eamed!—a burden that, though others share equally
with you, will never be lightened. For lack of love may it ever remain as
foreign 1 your life as the cold stars are to the unespoused darkness of

virgin Night!

21

I
"WHY THEsE preparations without end?'—I said to Mind—'Is soine one to

come?’

Mind replied, ‘I am enormously busy gathering things and building
towers, | have no tme to answer such questions.”

Meekly | went back to my work.

When things were grown to a pile, when seven wings of his palace
were complete, [ said to Mind, ‘Is it not enough?'

Mind began 1o say, ‘Not enough to contain— and then stopped,

‘Contain what?' | asked.

Mind affected not to hear,

I suspected that Mind did not konow, and with ceaseless work
smothered the question.

His one refrain was, “I must have more.’

‘Why must you?'

‘Because it is great.'

‘What is grear®’

Mind remained silent. I pressed for an answer.

In contempt and anger, Mind said, "Why ask about things that are
not? Take notice of those that are hugely before you,—the struggle and
the fight, the army and armaments, the bricks and mortar, and labourers
without number.”

I thought 'Possibly Mind is wise,’

LB
Days passen. More wings were added to his palace—more lands to his
domain,

The season of rains came to an end. The dark clouds became white
and thin, and in the rainwashed sky the sunny hours hovered like butterflies
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over an unseen flower. | was bewildered and asked everyhody [ met, "What
is that music in the breeze?’

A tramp walked the road whose dress was wild as his manner; he said,
‘Hark to the music of the Coming!’

I cannot tell why | was convinced, but the words broke from me, "We
have not much longer to wait”

‘It is close at hand,' said the mad man.

I went to the office and boldly said to Mind, ‘Stop all work!’

Mind asked, 'Have you any news?'

‘Yes,” 1 answered, "News of the Coming,’ But 1 could not explain.

Mind shook his head and said, 'There are neither banners nor
pageantry!’

1

THE NMIGHT waned, the stars paled in the sky. Suddenly the touchstone of
the morning light tinged everything with gold. A cry spread from mouth
to mouth—

‘Here is the herald!”

I bowed my head and asked, 'Is he coming?’

The answer seemed to burst from all sides, "Yes.'

Mind grew troubled and said, “The dome of my building is not yet
finished, nothing is in order.’

A voice came from the sky, ‘Pull down your building!’

‘But why?’ asked Mind,

‘Because to-day is the day of the Coming, and your building is in the
way."

v

TuE LoFTY building lies in the dust and all is scattered and broken.

Mind looked about. But what was there to see?

Only the morning star and the lily washed in dew.

And what else? A child running laughing from its mother’s arms into
the open light.

‘Was it only for this that they said it was the day of the Coming?’

"Yes, this was why they said there was music in the air and light in
the sky.'

'‘And did they. claim all the earth only for thiss’

“Yes,' came the answer. ‘Mind, you build walls to imprison yourself.
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Your servants twil to enslave themselves; but the whole earth and infinite
space are for the child, for the New Life,

“‘What does that child bring vou?'

‘Hope for all the world and its joy."

Mind asked me, "Poet, do you understand?’

‘I lay my work aside,” I said, ‘for 1 must have time 10 understand.”

22
Translations: Vaishnava Songs

|

O Saxai,' my sorrow knows no bounds.

August comes laden with rain clouds and my house is desolate.

The stormy sky growls, the earth is flooded with rain, my love is far
away, and my heart is torn with anguish.

The peacocks dance, for the clouds mumble and frogs croak.

The night brims with darkness flicked with lighming.

Vidyapati® asks, 'Maiden, how are you to spend your days and nights
without your lord#’

1
Lucky wAs sty awakening this moming, for 1 saw my beloved.
The sky was one piece of jov, and my life and youth were [ulfilled.
To-day my house becomes my house in truth, and my body my body.
Forume has proved a friend. and my doubts are dispelled.
Birds, sing your best; moon, shed your fairest light!
Let fly vour darts, Love-God, in millions!
I wail for the moment when my body will grow golden at his touch.
Vidyapati says, ‘Immense is your good fortune, and blessed is vour
love,”

1

I reEr My body vamishing into the dust whereon my beloved walks.
1 feel one with the water of the lake where he bathes.
Oh Sakhi, my love crosses death’s boundary when [ meet him.

' The worman friend of 8 wort, The mieme of the poet.
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My heart melts in the light and merges in the mirror whereby he views
his face.

I move with the air to kiss him when he waves his fan, and wherever
he wanders | enclose him like the sky.

Govindadas says, ‘You are the goldseuing, fair maiden, he is the
emerald.

v

My Love, 1 will keep you hidden in my eyes; I will thread your image like
a gem on my joy and hang it on my bosom

You have been in my heart ever since 1 was a child, throughout my
youth, throughout my life, even through all my dreams.

You dwell in my being when | sleep and when T wake.

Know that | am a woman, and bear with me when you find me wanting.

For 1 have thought and thought and know for certain that all that
is left for me in this world is your love, and if I lose you for a moment
I die.

Chandidas savs, ‘Be tender to her who is yours in life and death.’

v

‘Frurt 1o sell, Fruit to sell,’ cried the woman at the door,
The Child came out of the house,
‘Give me some froit,” said he, putting # handful of rice in her hasker.
The fruitseller gazed at his face and her eyes swam with tears.
‘Who is the fortunate mother,’ she cried, ‘that has clasped you in her
arms and fed you at her breast, and whom your dear voice called "Mother™”
‘Offer your fruit to him,' savs the poet, ‘and with it your life.”

The Fugitive 11
1

EnpLessiy vamEp art thou in the exuberant world, Lady of Manifold
Magnificence, Thy pathis strewn with lights, thy touch thrills into flowers;
that trailing skirt of thine sweeps the whirl of a dance among the sars,
and thy many-toned music is echoed from inmumerable worlds through
signs and colours.

Single and alone in the unfathomed stillness of the soul, art thou,
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Lady of Silence and Solitude, a vision thrilled with light, a lonely lows
blossoming on the stem of love.

2

BEHIND THE rusty iron gratings of the opposite window sits a girl, dark and
plain of face, like a boat stranded on a sand-bank when the river is shallow
in the summer.

I come back to my room after my day's work. and my tired cyes are
lured o her.

She seems to me like a lake with is dark lonely waters edged by
moonlight. _

She has pnly her window for freedom: there the morning light meets
her musings, and through it her dark eves like lost stars travel back to
their sky.

I ReMEmBER the day.

The heavy shower of rain is slackening into fifful pauses, renewed
gusts of wind startle it from a first Jull,

I take up my instrument. Idly | touch the swings, dll, without my
knowing, the music borrows the mad cadence of that storm,

I see her figure as she steals from her work, stops at my door, and
retreats with hesitating steps. She comes again, stands outside leaning
against the wall, then slowly enters the room and sits down. With head
hent, she plies her needle in silence; but soon stops her work, and looks
out of the window through the rain at the blurred line of trees.

Only this—ome hour of & rainy noon filled with shadows and song
and silence.

4

WHILE STEPPING into the carriage she turned her head and threw me a swift
glance of Farewell.
This was her last gifi 10 me. But where can | keep it safe from the
rampling hours?
Must evening sweep this gleam of anguish away, as it will the last
flicker of fire from the sunset?
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Ought it to be washed off by the rain, as treasured pollens are from
heart-broken Howers?

Leave kingly glory and the wealth of the rich to death. But may not
tears keep ever fresh the memory of a glance flung through a passionate
moment?

‘Give il 1o me 1o keep,” said my song; ‘1 never touch kings' glory or
the wealth of the rich, but these small things are mine for ever.

5

You cive yourself to me, like a Bower that blossoms at night, whose presence
is known by the dew that drips from it, by the odour shed through the
darkness, as the first steps of Spring are by the buds that thicken the twigs.
You break upon my thought like waves at the high tide, and my heart
is drowned under surging songs..
My heart knew of your coming, as the night feels the approach of
dawn. The clouds are aflame and my sky fills with a great revealing flood.

6

I was 10 GO away; still she did not speak. But | felt, from a slight quiver,
her yearning arms would say: ‘Ah no, not yet.'

I have often heard her pleading hands vocal in a touch, though they
knew not what they said,

I have known those arms to stammer when, had they not, they would
have become youth's gardand round my neck.

Their little gestures return to remembrance in the covert of still hours,
like truants they playfully reveal things she had kept secret from me.

7

My sonGs ARE like bees; they follow through the air some fragrant trace—
some memory—of you, to hum around your shyness, eager for its hidden
store.

When the freshness of dawn droops in the sun, when in the noon
the air hangs low with heaviness and the forest is silent, my songs return
home, their languid wings dusted with gold.
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8

I peLieve you had wisited me in a vision before we ever met, like some
faretaste of April before the spring broke into flower.

Thar vision must have come when all was bathed in the odour of sal
blossom; when the wilight twinkle of the river fringed its yellow sands,
and the vague sounds of a summer afternoon were blended; ves, and had
it not langhed and evaded me in nuny @ nameless gléam at other moments?

o
5

I THNK | shall stop siartled if ever we meet after our next birth, wilking
in the light of a farsiway world,

I shall know those dark eyes then as morning stars, and yet feel thay
they have belonged o some tmremembered evening sky of a former life.

| shall know that the magic of your Face is not all ils own, but has
stolen the passionate light that was in my eves it some immemorial meeting,
and then gathered from my love a mystery that has now forgonen it
origin.

10

Lay powx your lue, my love, leave your arms free to embrace me.

Let your touch bring my overflowing lieart 1o my body's utmost brink.

Do not bend your neck and mirn away your face, but offer up a kiss
to me, which has been like some perfume long dosed in 2 bud.

Do not smother this moment under vain words, but let gur hearts
quake in o rush of silence sweeping all thoughts to the shoreless delight.

You iave made me great with your love, though I am but one among the
nrany, drifting in the common tide, rocking in the fluctuant tavour of the
world.

You have given me a seat where poets of all time bring their tribute,
and lovers with deathless names greet one another across the ages,

Men hastily pass me in the market,—never nothing how my body has
grown precious with your caress, how I carry your kiss within, as the sun
carries in its arb the fire of the divine touch and shines for ever.
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12

LikE A ciitn that frets and pushes away its toys, my heart to-day shakes its
head at every phrase 1 suggest, and says, 'No, not this’

Yet words, in the agony of their vagueness, haunt my mind, like vagrant
clouds hovering over hills, waiting for some chance wind to relieve them
of their rain.

But leave these vain efforts, my soul, for the stillness will ripen its own
music in the dark.

My life to-day is like a cloister during some penance, where the spring
is afraid to stir or to whisper.

This is not the time, my love, for you to pass the gate; at the mere
thought of your anklet bells tinkling down the path, the garden echoes
are ashamed.

Know that to-morrow’s songs are in bud 1o-day, and should they see
you walk by they would strain to breaking their immature hearts.

13

WHENCE DO you bring this disquiet, my love?

Let my heart touch yours and kiss the pain out of your silence.

The night has thrown up from its depth this little hour, that love may
build a new world within these shut doors, to be lighted by this solitary
lamp.

We have for music but a single reed which our two pairs of lips must
play on by tuns—for crown, only one garland to bind my hair after I have
put it on your forehead.

Tearing the veil from my breast | shall make our bed on the floor;
and one kiss and one sleep of delight shall fill our small boundless world.

14

At Tiat 1 had 1 gave to you, keeping but the barest veil of reserve.

It is so thin that you secretly smile at it and 1 feel ashamed.

The gust of the spring breeze sweeps it away unawares, and the flutter
of my own heart moves it as the waves move their foam,

M? love, do not grieve if 1 keep this flimsy mist of distance round
me.
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This frail reserve of mine is no mere woman's coyness, but a slender
stem on which the flower of my selfsurrender bends wowards you with

reucent grace.

15

I tAvE donned this new robe to-day because my body feels like singing.

It is not enough that I am given to my love once and for ever, but
out of that I must fashion new gifts every day: and shall I not seem a fresh
offering, dressed in a new robe?

My heart, like the evening sky, has its endless passion for colour, and
therefore | change my veils, which have now the green of the cool young
grass and now that of the winter rice.

To-day my robe is tinted with the rainrimmed blue of the sky, It
brings to my limbs the calour of the boundless, the colour of the oversea
hills; and it carries in its folds the delight of summer clouds flying in the
wind.

16

1 THoUGHT 1 would write love's words in their own colour: but that lies
deep in the heart, and tears are pale.

Would you know them, friend, if the wards were colourless?

I thought T would sing love's words to their own mmne, but that sounds
only in my heart, and my eyes are silent.

Would you know them, friend, if there were no mnes

17

IN THE NiGHT the song came to me; but you were not there.

It found the words for which 1 had been seeking all day. Yes, in the
stillness a moment after dark they throbbed into music, even as the stars
then began to pulse with light; but you were not there. My hope was to
SIng it 1o you in the morning; but, try as I might, though the music came,
the words hung back, when you were beside me.
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18

Tre MoHT deepens and the dying flame flickers in the lamp.

1 forgot to notice when the evening—like a village girl who has filled
her pitcher at the river a last time for that day—closed the door on her
cabin.

1 was speaking to you, my love, with mind barely conscious of my
voice—tell me, had it any meaning? Did it bring you any message from
beyond life's borders?

For now, since my voice has ceased, [ feel the night throbbing with
thoughts that gaze in awe at the abyss of their dumbness.

19

WHEN WE two first met my heart rang out in music, ‘She who is eternally
afar is beside you for ever.’

That music is silent, because | have grown to believe that my love is
only near, and have forgotten that she is also far, far away.

Music fills the infinite between two souls. This has been muffled by
the mist of our daily habits.

On shy summer nights, when the breeze brings a vast murmur out
of the silence, I sit up in my bed and mourn the great loss of her who
is beside me. I ask myself, *"When shall 1 have another chance to whisper
to her words with the rhythm of eternity in them?’

Wake up, my song, from thy languor, rend this screen of the familiar,
and fly to my beloved there, in the endless surprise of our first meeting!

20

LOVERS COME to you, my Queen, and proudly lay their riches at your feet:
but my tribute is made up of unfulfilled hopes.

Shadows have stolen across the heart of my world and the best in me
has lost light.

While the fortunate laugh at my penury, [ ask you to lend my failings
your tears, and so make them precious.

1 bring you a voiceless instrument.
1 strained to reach a note which was too high in my heart, and the
string broke.
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While masters laugh at the snapped cord, I ask you 1o take my lute
in your hands and fill its hollowness with your songs.

21

THE FATHER came back from the funeral rites,

His hoy of seven stwood at the window, with eyes wide open and a
golden amulet hanging from his neck, full of thoughts too difficult for
his age.

His father wok him in his arms and the boy asked him, "Where is
mother?"

‘In heaven,” answered his father, pointing to the sky.

At pight the father groaned in slumber, weary with grief,

A lamp dimly burned near the bedroom door, and a lizard chased
moths on the wall.

The boy woke up from sleep, felt with his hands the emptiness in
the bed, and stole out 10 the open terrace.

The boy raised his eyes 1o the sky and long gazed in silence. His
bewildered mind sent abroad into the night the question, ‘Where is
heaven?’

No answer came: and the stars seemed like the burning tears of that
ignorant darkness,

22

SHE WENT away when the night was aboumt o wane,

My mind tried to console me by saying, ‘All is vanity.'

I felt angry and said, “That unopened letter with her name on it, and
this palm-leaf fan bordered with red silk by her own hands, are they not
real?’

The day passed, and my friend came and said to me, ‘Whatever {s
good is true, and can never perish.’

‘How do you know?" | asked impatiently; ‘was not this body good

which is now lost o the world?'

As a fretiul child hurting its own mother, I tried to wreck all the shelters
that ever | had, in and about me, and cried, "This world is treacherous.’
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Suddenly 1 felt a voice saying— Ungratefull’

I looked out of the window, and a reproach seemed 1o come from
the star-sprinkled night,— You pour out into the void of my absence your
faith in the wuth that | camel’

23

THE RIVER 1§ grey and the air dazed with blown sand.
On a morning of dark disquiet, when the birds are mute and their
nests shake in the gust, I sit alone and ask myself, “Where is she?’
The days have flown wherein we sat oo near each other; we laughed
and jested, and the awe of love's majesty found no words ar our meetngs.
1 made myself small, and she trifled away every moment with pelting
talk.
To-day 1 wish in vain that she were by me, in the gloom of the coming
storm, ta sit in the soul's solitude.

24

Tie NaME sHE called me by, like a flourishing jasmine, covered the whole
seventeen years of our love. With its sound mingled the quiver of the light
through the leaves, the scent of the grass in the rainy night, and the sad
silence of the last hour of many an idle day,

Not the work of God alone was he who answered to that name:; she
created him again for herself during those seventeen swift years.

Other years were to follow, but their vagrant days, no longer gathered
within the fold of that name uttered in her voice, stray and are scattered.

They ask me, ‘Who should fold us?’

1 find no answer and sit silent, and they cry to me while dispersing,
‘We seek a shepherdess!’

Whom should they seck?

That they do not know. And like derelict evening clouds they drift
in the trackless dark, and are lost and forgotten.

25

I FEeL THAT your brief days of love have not been left behind in those scanty

years of your life.
I seek 1o know in what place, away from the slow-thieving dust, you

[269]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

keep them now. 1 find in my solitude some song of your evening that died,
yet left a deathless echo; and the sighs of your unsatisfied hours [ find
nestled in the warm quiet of the autumn noon.

Your desires come from the hive of the past to haunt my heart, and
I sit sall 1o listen to their wings.

26

YOU HAVE taken a bath in the dark sea. You are once again veiled mn 4
bride’s robe. and through death's arch you come back w0 Fepeat our
wedding in the soul.

Neither lute nor drum is struck, no crowid has gathered, not a wreath
is hung on the gate.

Your unuttered words meet mine in a rital unillumined by lamps.

27

I was watsing along a path overgrown with grass, when suddenly I heard
from some one behind, ‘See if vou know me?'

I tumed round and looked at her and said, ‘1 cannot remember your
name;’

She said, “Lam that first great Somrow whom you met when you were
young,'

Her eyes looked like & morning whose dew is still in the air.

I stood silent for some tme till | said, "Have you lost all the great
burden of your tears?’

She smiled and said nothing. [ felt that her tears had had time o
learn the language of smiles,

'Once you said,’ she whispered, ‘that you would cherish your grief
for ever.”

I'blushed and said, 'Yes, but years have passed and 1 torget”

Then 1 ok her hand in mine and said, ‘But you have changed.'

"What was sorrow once has now become peace,’ she said.

28

Our LIFE sAlLS oo the uncrossed sea whose waves chase each other in an
eternal hide-and-seck.
Itis the restless sea of change, feeding its foaming flocks to lose them
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over and over again, beating its hands against the calm of the sky.

Lave, in the centre of this cireling war-dance of light and dark, yours
is that green island, where the sun kisses the shy forest shade and silence
is wooed by birds’ singing.

29
Ama and Vinayaka

Night on the battlefield: Ama meets her father Vinayaka.

AMA
Father!

_ VINAYARA
Shameless wanton, you call me 'Father'! you who did not shrink from a
Mussulman husband!

Ana
Though you have treacherously killed my husband, yet you are my father;
and 1 hold back a widow's tears, lest they bring God's curse on you. Since
wee have met on this batlefield after years of separation, let me bow to
vour feet and take my last leave!

VInAYAEA
Where will you go, Ama? The tree on which you built your impious nest
is hewn down. Where will you ke shelter?

AMA
1 have my son.

VINAYARA |
Leave him! Cast neyer a fond look back on the result of a sin expiated
with blood! Think where 1o go.
AMA
Death's open gates are wider than a father’s love!
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ViERAVARA

Death indeed swallows sins as the sea swallows the mud of rivers. But you
are to die neither tonight nor here. Seek some solitary shrine of holy
Shiva far from shamed kindred and all neighbours; bathe three tmes a
day in sacred Ganges, and, while recitmg God's name, listen to the last
bell of evening worship, that Death may look tenderly upon you, as a
father on his sleeping child whose eves are still wet with tears. Let him
gently carry you into his own great silence, as the Ganges carries a fallen
flower on its stream, washing every stain away o render it, a fit offering,
to the dea

AMAa
But my son—

VINAYARA
Again T bid you not 1o speak of him, Lay yourself once more in a father's
arms, my child, like a babe fresh from the womb of Oblivion, your second
mother.

AMA
To me the world has become 4 shadow, Your words 1 hear, but cannot
take to heart. Leave me, father, leave me alone! Do not ury w bind me
with your love, for its bands are red with my husband’s blood.

VINAYARA
Alas! no flower ever returmns to the parent branch it dropped from, How
can you call him husband who forcibly snatched you from Jivaji to whom
you had been sacredly affianced? 1 shall never forget that night! In the
wedding hall we sat anxiously expecting the bridegroom, for the
auspicious hour was dwindling away, Then in the distance appeared the
glare of torches, and bridal strains came floating up the air, We shouted
for joy: women blew their conchshells. A procession of palanquins entered
the courtyard: but while we were asking, "Where is Jivaji?” armed men
burst out of the litters like a storm, and bore you off before we knew what
had happened. Shortly after, Jivaji came to tell us he had been waylaid
and captured by a Mussulman noble of the Vijapur court. That night [ivaji
and [ wuched the nuptial fire and swore bloody death to this villain. After
waiting long, we have been freed from our solemn pledge to-night; and
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the spirit of Jivaji, who lost his life in this baule, lawfully claims you for
wife.

AMA

Father. it may be that | have disgraced the rites of your house, but my
honour is unsullied: 1 loved him to whom | bore a son. [ remember the
night when | received two secret messages, one from you, one from my
mother; yours said: *1 send you the knife; kill him!” My mother’s: 'l send
vou the poison; end your life!’ Had unholy force dishonoured me, your
double bidding had been ubeyed. But my body was yiclded only afier love
had given me—love all the greater, all the purer, in that it overcame the
hereditary recoil of our blood from the Mussulman.

Enter Rama, Ama'’s mother

AMA
Mother mine, | had not hoped 10 see you again, Let me take dust from
your feer

Rama
Touch me not with impure hands!
AMa
| am as pure as yourself.
Rama
To whom have you siwrrendered your honour?
AMA
To my husband.
Ranma

Husband? A Mussulman the husband ol a Brahmin womanz

AMa
I do not merit conternpt: | am proud to say I never despised my husband
though a Mussulman, If Paradise will reward your devouon to your huashand,
then the same Paradise waits for your daughter, who has been as true a
wile.
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Rama
Are you indeed a troe wife?
AMa
Yes.
RAMA
Do you know how 1o di¢ without flinching?
AMA
1 de.
Rama

Then let the funeral fire be lighted for you! See, there lies the body of
your hushand.

AMA
Jivajiz

Rama
Yes, Jivaji. He was your husband by plighted roth, The baffled fire of the
nuptial God has raged into the hungry fire of death, and the interrupted
wedding shall be completed now.

VINAYARA

Do not listen, my child. Go back ta your son, o your own nest darkened
with sorrow. My duty has been performed to its exreme cruel end, and
nothing now remains for you to do.—Wile, your grief is fruitless. Were
the branch dead which was violently snapped from our tree, I should give
it 1o the fire. But it has sent living roots into # new soil and is bearing
flowers and fruits. Allow her, without regret, 1o obey the laws of those
among whom she has loved. Come, wife, it is time we cut all worldly ties
and spent our remainder lives in the seclusion of some peaceful pilgrim
shrine.

Rasia
I am ready: but first must tread into dust every sprout of sin and. shame
that has sprung from the soil of our life. A daughter's infamy stains her
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mother’s honour, That black shame shall feed glowing fire to-night. and
raise a true wife's memonial over the ashes of my daughter.

AMA
Mother, if by force you unite me in death with one who was not my
husband, then will you bring a curse upon yourself for desecrating the
shrine of the Eternal Lord of Death,

Rama
Soldiers, light the fire; surround the woman!
AMA
Father!
VINAYARA

Do not fear. Alas. my child, that you should ever have to call your father
to save you from your mother’s hands!

AMA
Father!

VINAYAKA
Come to me, my darling child] Mere vanity are these man-made laws
splashing like spray against the rock of heaven's ordinance. Bring your
son o me, and we will live together, my daughter. A father’s love, like
God's rain, does not judge but is poured forth from an abounding source.

Rama
Where would you go? Turn back!—Soldiers, stand firm in your loyalty o
your master Jivaji! do your last sacred duty by himl

AMA
Father!

VINAYAKA
Free her, soldiers! She is my daughter.
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SOLDIERS
She is the widow of our master.

Vinaara
Her husband, though a Mussulman, was staunch in his own faith.

Rasma
Soldiers, keep this old man under conurol!

AMA
| defy you, mother!l—You, soldiers, I defy!—for through death and love
I win to freedom.

30

A PAINTER was selling pictures at the fair; followed by servants, there passed
the son of a minister who in youth had cheated this painter's father so
that he had died of a broken heart.

The boy lingered before the pictures and chose one for himself. The
painter flung a cloth over it and said he would not sell i

After this the boy pined heartsick till his father came and offered
a large price, But the painter kept the picture unsold on his shop-wall
and grimly sat before it, saying to himself, ‘This is my revenge.’'

The sole form this painter's worship took was to trace an image of his
god every morning,

And now he felt these pictures grow daily more different from those
he used w paint,

This troubled him, and he sought in vain for an explanation till one
day he started up from work in horror, the eyes of the god he had just
drawn were those of the minister, and so were the lips.

He tore up the picture, orying, ‘My revenge has returned on my
head!"

31

Tur Generar came before the silent and angry King and saluting him said:
“The village is punished, the men are stncken to dust, and the women
cower in their unlit homes afraid o weep aloud.’
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The High Priest stood up and blessed the King and cried: ‘God’s
mercy is ever upon yow'

The Clown, when he heard this, burst out laughing and startled the
court. The King's frown darkened.

“The honour of the throne,’ said the minister, ‘is upheld by the King's
prowess and the blessing of Almighty God.”

Louder laughed the Clown, and the King growled,— Unseemly mirth!”

'God has showered many blessings upon your head,’ said the Clown;
‘the one he bestowed on me was the gift of laughter.’

"This gift will cost you your life." said the King, gripping his sword
with his nght hand.

Yet the Clown stood up and laughed till he laughed no more.

A shadow of dread fell upon the Court, for they heard that laughter
echoing in the depth of God's silence.

32
The Mother's Prayer

Prince Duryodhana, the son of the blind Kaurava King Dhritarashira,
and of Queen Gandhan, has played with his cousins the Pandava Kings
for their kingdom, and won it by fraud.

DHRITARASHTRA
You have compassed your end.

DURYODHANA
Success is mine!
DHRITARASHTRA
Are you happy?
DURYODHANA

| am victorious.

DHRITARASHTRA
I ask you again, what happiness have you in winning the undivided
kingdom?
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Dumytiniana

Sire. a Kshatriya thirsts not after happiness but victory, that fiery wine
pressed from seething jealousy. Wretchedly happy we were. like those
inglorious stains that lie idly on the breast of the moon, when we lived
in peace under the friendly dominance of our cousins, Then these Pandavas
milked the world of its wealth, and allowed us a share, in brotherly tolerance.
Now that they own defeat and expect banishment, I am no longer happy
but exultant

DHRITARASHTRA
Wreich, you forget that both Pandavas and Kauravas have the same
forefathers.

DURYODHANA
It was difficult to forget that, and therefore our inegualities rankled in
my heart. At midnight the moon is never jealous of the noonday sun. But
the struggle 1o share one horizon between both orbs cannot last forever.
Thank heaven, that struggle is over, and we have at last won solitude in

glory.

DHRITARASHTRA
The mean jealousy!

DURYOIDHANA
Jealousy is never mean—it is in the essence of greatness. Grass can grow
in crowded amity, not giant trees. Stars live in clusters, but the sun and
moon are lonely in their splendour. The pale moon of the Pandavas sets
behind the forest shadows, leaving the new-risen sun of the Kauravas to
rejoice.

DHRITARASHTRA
But right has been defeated.

DURYODHANA
Right for rulers is not what is right in the eyes of the people. The people
thrive by comradeship: but for a king, equals are enemies. They are obstacles
ahead, they are terrors from behind. There is no place for brothers or
friends in a King's polity; its one solid foundation is conquest.
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DHRITARASHTRA
I refuse to call a conquest what was won by fraud in gambling.

DURYODHANA
A ‘man is not shamed by refusing to challenge a tiger on equal terms with
teeth and nails. Our weapons are those proper for success, not for suicide.
Father, 1 am proud of the result and disdain regret for the means.

DHRITARASHTRA
But justice—

DURYODHANA
Fools alone dream of justice—success is not yet theirs: hut those born to
rule rely on power, merciless and unhampered with scruples,

DHRITARASHTRA
Your success will bring down on you a loud and angry flood of
detraction.

DURYODHANA
The people will take amazingly little time to learn that Duryodhana is king
and has power to crush culumny under foot.

DHRITARASHTRA
Calumny dies of weariness dancing on tongue-tips. Do not drive it into
the heart to gather strength,

DURYODHANA

Unuttered defamation does not touch a king's digmity. | care not if love
is refused us, but insolence shall not be borne, Love depends upon the
will of the giver, and the poorest of the poor can indulge in such generosity.
Let them squander it on their pet cats, tame dogs, and our good Cousings
the Pandavas. 1 shall never envy them. Fear is the tribute 1 claim for my
royal throne, Father, only too leniently you lent your ear to those who
sdandered your sons: but if vou mrend still to allow those pious friends
of yours to revel in shrill denunciation at the expense of your children,
let us exchange our kingdom for the exile of our cousins, and go to the
wilderness, where happily friends. are never cheap!
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DHRITARASHTRA

Could the pious warnings of my friends lessen my love for my sons, then
we might be saved. But I have dipped my hands in the mire of your infamy
and lost my sense of goodness. For your sakes | have heedlessly set fire
to that ancient forest of our royal lineage—so dire is my love, Clasped
breast 1o breast, we, like a double meteor, are blindly plunging into ruin,
Therefore doubt not my love; relax not your embrace till the brink of
annihilation be reached. Beat your drums of victory, lift your banner of
triumph. In this mad riot of exultant evil, brothers and friends will disperse
till nothing remain save the doomed father, the doomed son and God's
curse.

Enter an Atiendant.

Sire, Queen Gandhari asks for audience,

DHRITARASHTRA
I await her:
DURYODHANA
Let me take my leave,
[Exit.
DHRITARASHTRA

Flyl For you cannot bear the fire of your mother's presence,

Enter Queen Gandhari, the mother of Duryodhana.

GANDHAR
At your feet | crave a boon,
DHRITARASHTTRA
Speak, your wish is fulfilled.
GANDHARI

The time has come to renounce hims
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D HRITARASHTRA
Whom, my queen:

GANDHARY
Duryodhanal
DHRITARASHTRA
Our own son, Duryodhana?
GANDHAR

Yes!

DHRITARASHTRA
This is a terrible boon for vou, his mother, to cravel

GANDHARI
The fathers of the Kauravas, who are in Paradise, join me in beseeching
yom.

DHRITARASHTRA
The divine Judge will punish him who has broken His laws. But I am his
father.

GANDHAR)
Am | not his mother? Have | not carried him under my throbbing heart?
Yes, 1 ask you to renounce Duryodhana the unrighteous.

DHRITARASHTRA
What will remain to us after that?

(GANDHARI
God's blessing.
DHETTARASHTRA
And what will that bring us?
GANDHARL

New afflictions. Pleasure in our son's presence, pride in a new kingdom,
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and shame at knowing both purchased by wrong done or conmnived at,
like thorns dragged two ways, would lacerate our bosoms. The Pandavas
are too proud ever (o accept back from us the lands which they have
relinquished; therefore it is only meet that we draw some great sorrow
down on our heads so as 1o deprive that unmerited reward of its sting.

DHRITARASHTRA
Queen, you inflict fresh pain on a heart already rent.

GANDHARI
Sire, the punishment imposed on our son will be more ours than his. A
Judge callous to the pain that he inflicts loses the right to judge. And if
you spare your son 1o save yourself pain, then all the culprits ever punished
by your hands will ary before God's throne for vengeance.—had they not
also their fathers?

DHRITARASHTRA
No more of this, Queen, 1 pray you. Our son is abandoned of God: that
is why 1 cannot give him up. To save him is no longer in my power, and
therefore my consolation is to share his guilt and tread the path of
destruction, his solitary companion. What is done is done; let follow what
must fallow!

[Exir.

GANDHARS

Be calm, my heart, and patiently await God’s judgment. Oblivious night
wears on, the moming of reckoning nears; | hear the thundering roar
of its chariot. Woman, bow your head down to the dust! and as a sacrifice
fling your heart under those wheels! Darkness will shroud the sky. earth
will remble, wailing will rend the air and then comes the silent and cruel
end,—that terrible peace, that great forgetting, and awtul extinction of
hatred—the supreme deliverance rising from the fire of death,

33

FIERCELY THEY rend in pieces the carpet woven during ages of prayer for
the welcome of the world's best hope.

[282]



THE FUGITIYE

The great preparations of love lie a heap of shreds, and there is nothing
on the ruined altar to remind the mad crowd that their god was 0 have
come. In & fury of passion they seem to have burnt their future to cinders,
and with it the season of their bloom.

The air is harsh with the cry, "Victory to the Brute!” The children look
haggard and aged: they whisper 10 one another that time revolves but
never advances, that we are goaded to run but have nothing to reach, that
creation is like a blind man's groping.

1 said to myself, ‘Cease thy singing. Song is for one who is (© come,
the struggle without an end is for things that are.

The road, that ever lies along like some one with ear to the ground
listening for footsteps, to-day gleans no hint of coming guest, nothing of
the house at its far end.

My lute said, “Trample me in the dust’

I looked at the dust by the roadside. There was a tiny Hower among
thorns. And I cried, ‘“The world’s hope is not dead!’

The sky stooped over the horizon to whisper to the earth, and a hush
of expectation filled the awr. I saw the palm leaves clapping their hands
ta the beat of inaudible music, and the moon exchanged glances with the
glistening silence of the lake.

The road said to me, 'Fear nothing!” and my lute said, ‘Lend me thy
songs!’

34
Translations: Baul' Songs
I

TS LONGING TO meet in the play of love, my Lover, is not only mine but

YOS,
Your lips can smile, vour flute make music, only throngh delight in

my love; therefore you are importunate even as L

' The Bauls are @ sect of religious mendicants in Bengal, unlettered and unconven-
thonal, whose songs are loved and sung by the peaple. The literal meaning of the
word Baul” is ‘the Mad'.
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1 sir sERE on the road; do not ask me to wilk further.

If your love can be complete without mine let me turn back from
seeking youw

I refuse w beg a sight of you if you do not feel my need.

I am blind with market dust and mid-cay glare, and so wait, in hopes
that your heart, my heart’s lover, will send you to find me.

1Tl

I am pouReD forth in living notes of joy and sorrow by vour breath,
Momings and evenings in summer and in rains, | am fashioned to
IS,
Should 1 be wholly spent in some flight of song, 1 shall nat grieve,
the mine is so dear 1o me.

v

My HEART 15 a flute he has played on. If ever it fall into other hands let
him Hling it away.

My loves's flute is dear to him, therefore if wo-day alien breath have
entered It and sounded strange notes, let him break it to pieces and strew
the dust with them,

o
IN LOVE THE aim is neither pain nor pleasure but love only.

While free love hinds, division destroys it, for love is what unites.

Love is lit from love as fire from fire, but whence came the first flame?

In your being it leaps under the rod of pain,

Then, when the hidden fire flames forth, the in and the out are one
and all barriers fall in ashes.

Let the pain glow Gercely, burst from the heart and beat back darkness,
need you be afraid?

The poet says, “Who can buy love without paying its pricer When you
fail 1o give yourself you make the whole world miserly.'

L

Eves sex onLY dust and earth, but feel with the heart, and know pure joy.
The delights blossom on all sides in every form, but where is your
heart’s thread 1o make a wreath of them?
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My master’s flute sounds through all things, drawing me out of my
lodgings wherever they may be, and while I listen I know that every step
I take is in my master’s house.

For he is the sea, he is the river that leads to the sea. and he is the
landing-place.

Vil

STRANGE WAYS has my guest.

He comes at times when [ am unprepared, yet how can I refuse him?

1 watch all night with lighted lamp; he stays away; when the light goes
out and the room is bare he comes claiming his seat, and can | keep him
waiting?

I laugh and make merry with friends, then suddenly 1 start up, for
lo! he passes me by in sorrow, and I know my mirth was vain.

I have often seen a smile in his eyes when my heart ached, then |
knew my sorrow was not real.

Yet 1 never complain when | do not understand him.

V1ll

| AM THE BOAT, you are the sea, and also the boatman.

Though you never make the shore, though you let me sink, why should
I be foolish and afraid?

Is reaching the shore a greater prize than losing myself with
you?

If you are only the haven, as they say, then what is the sea?

Let it surge and toss me on its waves, [ shall be content.

1 live in you whatever and however you appear, Save me or kill me
as you wish, only never leave me in other hands.

X

Make way, O bud, make way, burst open thy heart and make way.
The opening spirit has overtaken thee, canst thou remain a bud any

longer?
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The Fugituve 111
1

Come, sprinG, reckless lover of the earth, make the forest’s heart pant for
utterance!

Come in gusts of disquiet where flowers break open and jostle the new
leaves!

Burst, like a rebellion of light, through the night's vigil, through the
lake’s dark dumbness, through the dungeon under the dust, proclaiming
freedom to the shackled seeds! |

Like the laughter of lightning, like the shout of a storm, break into
the midst of the noisy town: free stifled word and unconscions effort,
reinforce our flagging fight, and conguer death!

2

1 HAVE LOOKED om this picture m many a.month of March when the mustard
is in bloom—this lazy line of the water and the grey of the sand beyond,
the rough path along the river-bank carrying the comradeship of the field
into the heart of the village.

I have tried to capture in rhyme the idle whistle of the wind, the beat
of the ocarstrokes from a passing boat,

I have wondered in my mind how simply it stands before me, this great
world: with what fond and familiar ease it fills my heart, this encounter
with the Eternal Swranger.

3

THE FERR¥BOAT plies between the two villages facing each other across the
The water is neither wide nor deep—a mere break in the path that
enhances the small adventures of daly life, like a break in the words of
a song across which the tune gleefully streams.
While the towers of wealth rise high and crash to ruin, these villages
talk 10 each other across the garrulous stream, and the ferry-boat plies
between them, age after age. from seedtime to harvest.
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4

IN THE EVENING after they have brought their cattle home, they sit on the
grass before their huts to know that you are among them unseen, to repeat
in their songs the name which they have fondly given vou.

While kings' crowns shine and disappear like falling stars, around
village huts your name rises through the still night from the simple hearts
of your lovers whose names are unrecorded.

5
IN Barys world, the wees shake their leaves at him. murmuring verses in
an ancient tongue that daes from before the age of meaning, and the
moon feigns to be of his own age—the sohitary baby of night.
In the world of the old, flowers dutifully blush at the make-believe
of faery legends, and broken dolls confess that they are made of clay.

6
My wortn, when | was a child, you were a little girkneighbour, a loving
timid stranger.

Then you grew bold and talked to me across the fence, offering me
toys and flowers and shells.

Next you coaxed me away from my work, vou tempted me into
the land of the dusk or the weedy comer of some garden in mid-day
loneliness,

At length you wld me stories about bygone times, with which the
present ever longs 1o meet 50 as to be rescued from jts prison in the
moment;

-
i

How oFrex, great Earth, have 1 felt my being yeam to flow over you, sharing
in the happiness of each green blade that raises its signal banner in answer
to the beckoning blue of the sky!

| feel as if | had belonged to you ages before I was born. That is why,
i the days when the autumn light shimmers on the mellowing ears of rice,
I seem 1o remember a past when my mind was everywhere, and even to
hear voices as of playfellows echoing from the remote and deeply veiled
past.
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When, in the evening, the cattle retwrn 1o their folds, raising dust
from the meadow paths, as the moon rises higher than the smoke ascend-
ing from the village hus, 1 feel sad as for some great separation that
happened in the first moming of existence.

8

My uNp still buzzed with the cares of a busy day; | sat on without noting
how twilight was deepening into dark. Suddenly light stirred across the
gloom and touched me as with a linger.

1 lifted my head and met the gaze of the full moon widened in wonder
like a child’s, It held my eyes for long, and 1 lelt as though a love-letter
had been secretly dropped in at my window. And ever since my heart is
breaking to write for answer something fragrant as Night's unseen flow-
ers—great as her declaration spelt out in nameless stars.

9

THE ¢Louns thicken till the moming light seems like a bedraggled fringe
to the rainy night

A littde girl stands ar her window, still as a rainbow at the gate of a
broken-down storm.

She is my neighbour, and has come upon the earth like some god's
rebellious laughter. Her mother in anger calls her incorrigible; her father
smiles and calls her mad.

She is like a runaway waterfall leaping over boulders, like the wopmost
bamboo twig rustling in the restless wind.

She stands at her window looking out into the sky.
Her sister comes to say, ‘Mother calls you.! She shakes her head.
Her little brother with his toy boat comes and tries to pull her off
to play; she snatches her hand from his. The boy persists and she gives
him a slap on the back,
The first great voice was the voice of wind and water in the beginning of

earth’s creation.
Thar ancient ery of namure—her dumb call w unborn life—has reached
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this child's heart and leads it out alone beyond the fence of our umes:
so there she stands, possessed by eternirty!

10

THE KINGRISHER sits still on the prow of an empty boat, while in the shallow
margin of the siream a buffalo lies tranquilly blissful, its eyes half closed
1o savour the luxury of cool mud.

Undismayed by the barking of the village cur, the cow browses on the
bank, followed by a hopping group of saliks hunting moths.

1 sit in the amarind grove, where the cries of dumb life congregate—
the caule’s lowing, the sparrows’ chatter, the shrill scream of a kite overhead,
the crickets' chirp, and the splash of a fish in the water,

I peep into the primeval nursery of life, where the mother Earth thrills
at the first living clutch near her breast.

11

AT 1HE SLEEPY village the noon was still like a sunny midnight when my
holidays came to their end.

My litde girl of four had followed me all the morning from room to
room, waiching my preparations in grave silence, till, wearied, she sat by
the door-post strangely quiet, murmuring to herself, ‘Father must not go!’

This was the meal hour, when sleep daily overcame her, but her mother
had forgotten her and the child was o unhappy to complain.

At last, when I stretched out my arms to her to say farewell, she never
moved, but sadly looking at me said, "Father, you must not gol’

And it amused me to tears to think how this litde child dared to fight
the giant world of necessity with no alher resource than those few words,
‘Father, you must not gol’

12
Taxe your holiday, my boy; there are the blue sky and the bare field, the
barn and the ruined temple under the ancient amarind.
My holiday must be taken through yours, finding light in the dance
of your eyes, music in your noisy shouts.
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To you autumn brings the tue holiday freedom: o me it brings the
inpossibility of work: for lo! you burst into my room.
Yes, my holiday is an endless freedom for love to disturb me.

13

In e EveNiNG mry little daughter heard a call from her companions below
the window,

She timidly went down the dark stairs holding a lamp in her hand,
shielding it behind her veil.

I was sitting on my terrace in the star-lit night of March, when at a sudden
ay | mn to see.

Her lamp had gone out in the dark spiral staircase. 1 asked, 'Child,
why did you cry®'

From below she answered in distress, 'Father, | have lost myself!*

When | came back ta the terrace under the star-lit night of March, | looked
at the sky, and it seemed that a child was walking there treasuring many
lamps behind her veils,

If their light went out, she would suddenly stop and a cry would sound
from sky 1o sky, ‘Father, 1 have lost myself!’

14

ThE EvenING stood bewildered among street lamps, its gold tarnished by
the city dust.

A woman, gaudily decked and painted, leant over the rail of her balcony,
a living fire waiting for its moths,

Suddenly an eddy was formed in the road round a street-boy crushed
under the wheels of a carriage, and the woman on the balcony fell o the
floor screaming in-agony, stiicken with the gref of the great white-robed
Mother whe sits in the world’s inner shrine.

15

I REMEMBER the scene on the barren heath—a girl sat alone on the grass
before the gipsy camp, braiding her hair in the afternoon shade,
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Her litle dog jumped and barked at her busy hands, as though her
employment had no importance.

In vain did she rebuke it, calling it ‘4 pest,” saying she was tired of
its perpeiual silliness.

She struck it on the nose with her reproving lorefinger, which only
secemed to delight it the more.

She looked menacingly grave for a few moments, o wam it of im-
pending doom; and then, letting her hair fall. quickly snatched it up in
her arms, laughed, and pressed it to her heart.

16

HE 15 TALL and Jean. withered to the bone with long repeated fever, like
a dead ree unable to draw a single drop of sap from anywhere.

In despairing patience, his mother carries him like a child into the
sun, where he sits by the roadside in the shortening shadows of each
foremoon.

The world passes by—a woman to fetch water, a herd-boy with caule
to pasture; a laden cart to the distant market—and the mother hopes that
some least stir of life may touch the awful torpor of her dying son.

17

Ir THE raGGED villager, trudging home from the market, could suddenly be
lifted o the crest of a distant age, men would stop in their work and shout
and rmun 0 him m delight.

For they would no longer whiitle down the man into the peasant, but
find bim full of the mysterv and spirit of his age.

Even his poverty and pain would grow great, released from the shallow
msult of the present. and the paltry things in his basket would acquire
pathetic dignity.

18

Wirh 11E moming he came out to walk a road shaded by a file of deodars,
that coiled the hill round like importunate love.

He held the first lewer from his newly wedded wife in their village
home, begging him 1o come to her, and come soon.

The touch of an absent hand haunted him as he walked, and the air
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seemed to take up the cry of the letter: "Love, my love, my sky is Brimming
with rears!”

He asked himself in wonder, ‘How do | deserye this?”’

The sun suddenly appeared over the rim of the blue hills, and four
girls from a foreign shore came with swift strides, talking loud and
followed by a barking dog.

The two elder turned away to conceal their amusement at something
strange in his insignificance, and the younger ones pushed each other,
laughed aloud, and ran off in exuberant mirth,

He siopped and his head sank Then he suddenly felt his letter, opened

and read it again,

19

THE DAY CAME for the image from the temple to be drawn round the holy
town in its chariot.
The Queen said to the King, ‘Let us go and attend the festival.’
Only one man out of the whole household did not join i the pil-
grimage. His work was to collect stalks of speargrass to make brooms for
the King's house,
The chief of the servants said in pity to him, ‘You may come with us.'
He bowed his head, saying, "It cannot be.”

The man dwelt by the road along which the King's followers had to pass.
And when the Minister's elephant reached this spot, he called 1o him and
said, ‘Come with us and see the God ride in his chariot!”

‘I dare not seek God after the King's fashion,” said the man.

‘How should you ever have such luck again as to see the God in his
charior?” asked the Minister.

‘When God himsell comes to my door,” answered the man,

The Minister laughed loud and said, ‘Fool! *"When God comes to your
door!” yet a King must travel to see him!’

‘Who except God wisits the poor?” said the man.
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20

Days WERE drawing oul as the winter ended, and, in the sun, my dog played
in his wild way with the per deer.

The crowd going to the market gathered by the fence, and
laughed 1o see the love of these playmates struggle with languages 5o
dissimilar,

The spring was i 'the air, and the young leaves fluttered like flames. A
gleam danced in the deer's dark eyes when she started, bent her neck at
the movement of her own shadow, or raised her ears to listen to some
whisper in the wind.

The message comes floating with the errant breeze, with the rustle
and glimmer abroad in the April sky. It sings of the first ache of youth
in the world, when the first flower broke from the bud, and love went forth
seeking thut which it knew not, leaving all it had known.

And one afternoon, when among the amlak wees the shadow grew grave
and sweet with the furtive caress of light, the deer set off 1o run like a
meteor in love with death.

It grew dark, and lamps were lighted in the house; the stars came out
and night was upon the fields, but the deer never came back.

My dog tan up to me whining, questioning me with his piteous cyes
which seemed to say, 'T do not understand!”

But who does ever understand?

21

OUR. LANE is tortuous, as if, ages ago, she surted in quest of her goal,
vacillated right and left, and remained bewildered for ever.

Above in the air, between her buildings, hangs like a ribbon & strip
torn out of space: she calls it her sister of the blue town.

She sees the sun only for a few momenis at mid-day, and asks hersclf
in wise doubt, ‘Is it real?’

In June rain sometimes shades her band of daylight as with pencil
hatchings. The path grows slippery with mud, and umbrellas collide. Sudden
jets of water from spouts overhead splash on her startled pavement. In her
dismay, she takes it for the jest of an unmannerly scheme of ereation,

The spring hreeze, gone astray in her coil of contortions, stumbles
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like a drunken vagabond against angle and corner, filling the dusty air with
scraps of paper and rag, ‘What fury of foolishness! Are the Gods gone
mad?' she exclaims in indignation.

Bul the daily refuse from the houses on both sides—scales of fish
mixed with ashes, vegemble peelings, rouwen fruir, and dead rs—ever
rouse her to question, ‘Why should these things be?' _

She accepts every sione of her paving. But from between their chinks
sometimes a blade of grass peeps up. That baffles her. How can solid facts
permit such intrusion?

O a moming when at the touch of autumn light her houses wake
up into beauty from their foul dreams, she whispers to hersell, ‘There is
# limitless wonder somewhere beyond these buildings.'

But the howrs pass on: the households are astir; the maid strolls back
from the market, swinging her right arm and with the left clasping the
basket of provisions to her side: the air grows thick with the smell and
sinoke of Kitchens, Tt again becomes clear to our Lane that the real and
normal consist solely of herself, her houses, and their muck-heaps.

22

THE novse, lingering on after its wealth has vanished, stands by the wayside
like a madman with a patched rag over his back,

Day after day scars il with spiteful scratches, and rainy months leave
their fanmastic signatures on its bared bricks.

In a deserted upper room one of  pair of doors has fallen from rusty
hinges; and the other, widowed, bangs day and night to the fitful gusts.

One night the sound of women wailing came from that house. They
mourned the death of the last son ol the family, a boy of eighteen, who
earned his living by playing the pant of the heroine in a travelling thearre.

A few days more and the house became silent, and all the doors were
locked,

Only on the north side in the upper room that desolate door would
neither drop off to its rest nor be shut, but swung to and fro in the wind
like a self-torturing soul,

After a time children's voices echo once more through that house, Over
the balcony-rail women's clothes are hung in the sun, a bird whistles from
a covered cage, and a boy plays with his kite on the terrace,

[294 ]



THE FUGITIVE

A tenant has come o occupy a few rooms. He earns little and has
many children. The tired mother beats them and they roll on the foor
and shrick.

A maidservant of forty drudges through the day, quarrels with her
mustress, threatens to, but never leaves.

Every day some small repairs are done. Paper is pasted in place of
missing. panes; gaps in the railings are made good with split bamboo; an
empty box keeps the boltless gate shut; old stains vaguely show through
new whitewash on the walls,

The magnificence of wealth had found a litting memorial in gaunt
desolation; bur, lacking sufficient means, they try to hide this with dubious
devices, and its dignity is outraged.

They have overlooked the deserted room on the north side. And its
forlorn door still bangs in the wind, like Despair beating her breast

23

In THE DEPTHS of the forest the ascetic practised penance with fastclosed
eyes; he intended to deserve Paradise,

But the girl who gathered wigs brought him fruits in her skirt, and
water from the stream in cups made of leaves.

The days went on, and his penance grew harsher till the fruits remained
intasted, the water untouched: and the girl who gathered twigs was sad.

The Lord of Paradise heard that a man had dared to aspire to be as the
Gods, Time after time he had fought the Titans, who were his peers, and
kept them out of his kingdom; yet he feared a man whose power was that
of suffering,

But he knew the ways of mortals, and he planned a temptation to
decoy this ereature of dust away from his adventure,

A breath from Paradise kissed the limbs of the girl who gathered twigs,
and her youth ached with a sudden rapture of beauty, and her thoughts
hummed like the bees of a rifled hive.

The time came when the ascetic should leave the forest for a mountain
cave, to complete the rigour of his penance.

When he opened his eyes in order to start on this journey, the girl
appeared to him like a verse familiar, yet forgouen, and which an added
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melody made strange. The ascetic rose from his seat and told her that it
wias time he left the forest.

‘But why rob me of my chance to serve you?' she asked with tears in
her eves,

He sat down again, thought for long, and remained on where he was,

That night remorse kept the girl awake. She began to dread her power
and hate her triumph, yet her mind tossed on the waves of turbulent
delight

In the morning she came and saluted the ascetic and asked his blessing,
saying she must leave him.

He gazed on her Gice in silence, then said, *Go, and may your wish
be fulfilled.”

Far years he sat alone till his penance was complete.

The Lord of the Immortals came down to tell him that he had won
Paradise.

1 no longer need it said he.

The God asked him what greater reward he desired.

‘I want the girfl who gathers twigs'

24

Trky satp that Rabir, the weaver, was Favoured of God, and the crowd
Nocked round him for mediane and mirmcles, But he was troubled; his
low birth had hitherto endowed him with & most precious obscurity to
sweeten with songs and with the presence of his God. He prayed that il
might be restored.

Envious of the repute of this outcast, the priests leagued themselves
with a harlot to disgrace him. Kabir came to the market to sell cloths from
his loom; when the woman grasped his hand, blaming him for being
faithless, and followed him to his house, saying she would not be forsaken,
Kabir said to himsell, ‘God answers prayers in his own way.’

Soon the woman felt a shiver of fear and fell on her knees and cried,
'Save me from my sinl” To which he said, *Open your life to God's light!”

Kabir worked at his loom and sang, and his songs washed the stains
from that woman's heart, and by way of return found a home in her sweet
voice.

One day the King, in a it of caprice, sent 3§ message to Kabir 1o come
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and sing before him. The weaver shook his head: but the messenger dared
not leave his door till his master's errand was fulfilled.

The King and his courtiers started at the sight of Kabir when he
entered the hall. For he was not alone, the woman followed him. Some
smiled, some frowned, and the King's face darkened at the beggar's pride
and shamelessness.

Kabir came back 10 his house disgraced, the woman fell at his feet
crying: "Why accept such dishonour for my sake, master? Suffer me 1o go
back to my infumyl’

Kabir said, ‘I dare not wm my God away when he comes branded
with insule’

25
Somaka and Ritvik

The shade of King Somaka, faring to Heaven in o chariol, passes other
shades by the roadside, among them that of Ritvik, his former high-priest.

A Voice
Where would you go, Kingr

SOMAEA
Whose voice is that? This rrbid air is like suffocation to the eyes; | cannot
see.

THE Voie
Come down, King! Come down from that chariot bound for Heaven.

SOMARA
Who are you?

The VoIcE

1 am Ritvik, who in my earthly life was your preceptor and the chief priest
of your house,
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SOMAKA
Master, all the tears of the world seem to have become vapour to create
this realm of vagueness. What make vou here?

SHADES
This hell lies hard by the road 10 Heaven, whence lights glimmer dimly,
only to prove unapproachable. Day and night we listen to the heavenly
chariol mbling by with travellers for that region of bliss; it drives sleep
from our eyes and forces them 1o warch in fruitless jealousy. Far below
us earth’s old forests rustle and her seas chant the primal hymn of creation:
they sound like the wail of a memory that wanders void space in vain,

Rirvig
Come down, King!

SHADES
Stop a few moments among us. The earth's tears still cling about you, like
dew on freshly culled flowers. You have brought with you the mingled
odours of meadow and forest; reminiscence of children, women, and
comrades; something too of the ineffable music of the seasons.

SOMAKA
Master, why are you doomed to live in this muffled stagnant world?

Rirvik
| offered up your son in the sacrificial fire: that sin has lodged my soul
in this obscurity.

SHADES
King, tell us the story, we implore you; the recital of crime can still bring
life’s fire into our torpor.

SOMAEA
I wias named Somaka, the King of Videha. After sacrificing at mnumerable
shrines weary year on year, & son was born o my house in my old age,
love for whom, like a sudden untimely flood, swept consideration for
everything else from my life. He lhid me completely, as a lotus hides its
stem. The neglected duties of a king piled up in shame before my throne,
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One day, in my audience hall, 1 heard my child cry from his mother’s
room, and instantly rushed away, vacating my throne,

Rimvik

Just then, it chanced, | entered the hall 1o give him my daily benediction;
in blind haste he brushed me aside and enkindled my anger. When later
he came back, shame-faced, | asked him: ‘King, what desperate alarm could
draw you at the busiest hour of the day to the women's apartments, so
as to desert vour dignity and duty—ambassadors come from friendly courts,
the aggrieved who ask for justice, your ministers waiting to discuss matters
of grave import? and even lead you to slight a Brahmin's blessing?’

SOMARA
At first my heart flamed with anger; the next moment | trampled it down
like the raised head of a snake and meekly replied: *Having only one child,
I have lost my peace of mind. Forgive me this once, and 1 promise that
in future the father's infatuation shall never usurp the King.'

Rrrvik:
But my heart was bitter with resentment, and 1 said, *IF you must be delivered
from the curse of having only one child, | can show you the way. But so
hard is it that [ feel certain you will fail to follow ir” This galled the King's
pride and he stood up and exclaimed, ‘I swear, by all that is sacred, as
a Kshatriya and a King, | will not shrink, but perform whatever you may
ask, however hard.' “Then listen,” said 1. ‘Light a sacrificial fire, offer up
your son: the smoke that rises will bring you progeny, as the clouds bring
rain.’ The King bowed his head upon his breast and remained silent: the
courtiers shouted their horror, the Brahmins clapped their hands over
their ears, crying, "Sin it is both to utter and listen 1o such words.” After
some moments of bewildered dismay the King calmly said, “T will abide
by my promise.” The day came, the fire was lit. the town was emptied of
its people, the child was called for; but the attendants refused o obey,
the soldiers rebelliously went off duty, throwing down their arms. Then
I, who in my wisdom had soared far above all weakness of heart and to
whom emotions were illusory, went myself 1o the apartment where, with
their arms, women fenced the child like a flower surrounded by the
menacing branches of a tree. He saw me and stretched out eager hands
and struggled to come to me, for he longed to be free from the love that
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Iimprisoned him, Crying, T am come 1o give you rue deliverance,” | snatched
him by force from his fainting mother and his nurses wailing in despair,
With quivering tongues the fire licked the sky and the King stood beside
it, still and silent, like a tree suuck dead by lightning, Fascinated by the
godlike splendour of the blaze, the child babbied in glee and danced in
my arms, impatient to seek an unknown nurse in the free glory of those
flames,

SOMAKA
Stop, no more, | pray!

SHADES
Ritvik, your presence i a disgrace to hell iself!

TuE CHARIOTEER
This is no place for you, King! nor have you deserved to be forced ta listen
to this recital of a deed which makes hell shudder in pity.

SOMAEA
Drive off in your chariot!—Brahmin, my place is by you in this hell. The
Gods may forget my sin, but can I forget the last look of agonised surprise
on my child’s face when, for ane terrible moment, he realised that his own
father had betrayed his trust?

Enter Dharma, the Judge of Departed Spints.

Diaamma
King, Heaven wails for you

SOMARA
No, not for me, 1 killed my own child.

DrArMA
Your sin has been swept away in the fury of pain it caused you.

Rrrvik
No, King, you must never go to Heaven alone, and thus create a second
hell for me; to burn both with fire and with hatred of you! Stay here!
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SOMAKA

I will stay.

SHADES
And crown the despair and inglorious suffering of hell with the triumph
of a soul!

26

TueE Man had no useful work. only vagaries of various kinds.

Therefore it surprised him to find himself in Paradise after a life spent
perfecting trifles.

Now the guide had taken him by mistake to the wrong Paradise—one
meant only for good, busy souls.

In this Paradise, our man saunters along the road only to obstruct the rush
of business.

He stands aside from the path and is warned that he ramples on sown
seed. Pushed, he starts up: hustled, he moves on,

A very busy girl comes to feich water from the well. Her feet run on
the pavement like rapid fingers over harp-strings. Hastily she ties a negligent
knot with her hair, and loose locks on her forehead pry into the dark of
her eyes.

The man says 10 her. “Would you lend me your pitcher?’

‘My pitcher?’ she asks, ‘to draw water?’

‘No, to paint patterns on.’

‘1 have no time to waste,” the girl retorts in contempt.

Now a busy soul has no chance against one who is supremely idle.
Every day she meets him at the well, and every day he repeats the same
request, till at last she yields.
Our man paints the pitcher with curious colours in a mysterious maze
of lines.
The girl takes it up, turns it round and asks. ‘What does it mean?’
‘It has no meaning,” he answers,

The girl carries the pitcher home. She holds it up in different lights and
tries to con its mystery.
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At night she leaves her bed, lights 4 lamp, and gazes at it from all
points of view.
This is the first time she has met with something without meaning.

On the next day the man is again near the well,

The girl asks, “What do you want?’

‘To do more work for yow'

‘Whar works' she enquires.

‘Allow me to weave coloured strands into a ribbon to bind your hair.”

‘Is there any need?’ she asks:

‘None whatever,” he allows.

The ribbon 1s made, and thenceforward she spends a great deal of
tume over her hair.

The even stretch of wellemployed time in that Paradise begins to
show irregular rents.

The elders are troubled:; they meet in council.

The guide confesses his blunder, saying that he has brought the wrong
man 1o the wrong place.

The wrong man is called. His turban, flaming with colour, shows plainly
how grear that blunder has been.

The chief of the elders says, "You must go back to the earth

The man heaves a sigh of relief: ‘1 am ready.’

The girl with the ribbon round her hair chimes in: ] alsol”

For the first time the chief of the elders is faced with a situation which
has no sense in il

27

IT 15 sap that in the forest, near the meeing of river and lake. certain
fairies live in disguise who are only recognised as fairies after they have
HNown away.

A Prince went to this forest, and when he came where river met lake
he saw a village girl siting on the bank ruffling the water to make the
lilies dance.

He asked her m a whisper, ‘Tell me. what fairy art thou?’

The girl laughed at the question and the hillsides echoed her mirth,

The Prince thought she was the laughing fairy of the wartertall.

| 302 ]



THE FUGITIVE

News reached the King that the Prince had married a fairy: he sent horses
and men and brought them to his house,

The Queen saw the bride and tumed her face away in disgust. the
Prince’s sister flushed red with annoyance, and the maids asked if that was
how fairies dressed.

The Prince whispered, ‘Hush! my fairy has come to our house in

disguise.’

On the day of the vearly festival the Queen said to her son, 'Ask your bride
not to shame us before our kinsfolk who are coming to see the
fairy.”
And the Prince said to his bride, 'For my love's sake show thy true
s¢ll 1o my people.”
Long she sat silent, then nodded her promise while tears an down
her cheeks.

The full moon shone, the Prince, dressed in a wedding robe, entered his
bride’s room.

No one was there, nothing but a streak of moonlight from the window
aslant the bed.

The kinsfolk crowded in with the King and the Queen, the Prince’s
sister stood bv the door.

All asked, "Where is the fairy bride?’

The Prince answered. ‘She has vanished for ever 1o make herself known
to you.'

28
Karna and Kunt

The Pandava Quesn Kunti before mamage had a son, Karna, who, in
manhood, became the commander of the Kaurava hast. To hide her shame
she abandomed him at birth, and a chanoteer. Adliratha, brought him
“up as his som.

KARNA
I am Karna, the son of the charioteer, Adhiratha, and | sit here by the
bank of holy Ganges to worship the setdng sun. Tell me who you are.
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Kunm
I am the woman who first made you acquainted with that light you are
worshipping.

KARNA
1 do not understand: but your eyes melt my heart as the kiss of the moming
sun melts the snow on a mountain-op. and your voice rouses a blind sadness
within me of which the cause may well lie bevond the reach of my earliest
memory, Tell me, strange woman, what mystery binds my birth to you?

Kunm
Patience, my son. | will answer when the lids of darkness come down over
the prying eyes of day. In the meanwhile, know that {-am Runti

KARNA
Kunti! The mother of Arjuna?

Kunm

Yes, indeed, the mother of Arjuna, your antagonist. But do not. therefore,
hate me. | still remémber the day of the wial of arms in Hastina when
you, an unknown boy, baldly stepped into the arena, like the first ray of
dawn among the stars of night. Ah! who was that unhappy woman whose
eyes kissed your bare slim body through tears that blessed you, where she
sat amonyg the women of the royal household behind the arrasz Why, the
mother of Arjuna! Then the Bruhmin, master of arms, stepped forth and
said, ‘No youth of mean birth may challenge Atjuna to a trial of strength.’
You stood speechless, like a thunder<loud at sunset flashing with an agony
of suppressed light. But who was the woman whose heart caught fire from
your shame and anger, and flared up in silence? The mother of Arjunal
Praised be Duryodhana, who perceived your worth, and then and there
crowned you King of Anga, thus winning the Kauravas a champion.
Overwhelmed at this good fortune, Adhiratha, the charioteer, broke through
the crowd; you instantly rushed to him and laid your crown at his feet amid
the jeering laughter of the Pandavas and their friends. But there was one
wontan of the Pandava house whose heart glowed with joy at the heroic
pride of such humility—even the mother of Arjunal
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Earna
But what brings you here alone, Mother of kings?

Euxti
I have a boon to crave.

Karna
Command me, and whatever manhood and my honour as a Kshatriya
permit shall be offered at your feel

RUNTI
I have come to take you.

EAmrNA
Where?

KuNT1

To my breast thirsting for your love, my son.

KARNA
Fortunate mother of five brave kings, where can you find place for me,
a small chieftain of lowly descent?

Kusm
Your place is before all my other sons.

KARNA
But what right have | to take ir?

Kunti
Your own God-given right to your mother's love.

KARNA
The gloom of evening spreads over the earth, silence rests on the water,
and your voice leads me back to some primal world of infancy lost in twilit
consciousness, However, whether this be dream, or fragment of torgotten
reality, come near and place your right hand on my forehead. Rumour
runs that 1 was deserted by my mother, Many a night she has come (o me
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in my slumber, but when 1 cried: ‘Open your yeil, show me your facel!’
her figure always vanished. Has this same dream come this evening while
I wike? See, yondes the lamps are lighted in your son’s tents across the
river: and on this side behold the tentdomes of my Kauravas, like the
suspended waves of a spell-arrested storm at sea. Before the din of
tomorrow’s batte, in the awful hush of this field where it must be fought,
why should the voice of the mother of my opponent. Arjuna, bring me
a message of forgotten motherhood? and why should my name take such
music from her tongue as to draw my heart out to him and his brothers?

Kuntt
Then delay not. my son, come with me!

KARNA
Yes, T will come and never ask question, never doubt. My soul responds
1o your call; and the struggle for victory and fame and the rage of hatred
have suddenly become untrue to me, as the delirious dream of a night
in the serenity of the dawn. Tell me whither you mean to lead?

KunTi
To the other bank of the river, where those lamps burn across the ghastly
pallor of the sands.

HARNA

Am | there to find my lost mother lfor ever?
KuNTI

O my son!
KarNA

Then why did you banish me—a eastaway uprooted from my ancestral soil,
adrift in a homeless current of indignity? Why set a bottomless chasm
between Arjuna and myself, tuming the natural atachment of kinship 1o
the dread attraction of hate? You remain speechless. Your shame
permeates the vast darkness and sends invisible shivers through my limbs.
Leave my question unanswered! Never explain to me what made you tob
your son of his mother's love! Only tell me why you have come to-day to
call mie back to the ruins of a heaven wrecked by vour own hands?
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Kunn

1 am dogged by a curse more deadly than your reproaches: for, though
surrounded by five sons. my heart shrivels like that of a woman deprived

of her children. Through the great rent that yawned for my deserted
firstborn. all my life's pleasures have run to waste. On that accursed day
when 1 belied my motherhood you could not utter a word; to-day your
recreant mother implores you for generous words. Let your forgiveness
burn her heart like fire and consume its sin.

KarNa
Mother, accept my tears!

Kunti
I did not come with the hope of winning you back to my arms, but with
that of restoring your rights to you. Come and receive, as a king's son,
your due among your brothers.

Kanna
1 am more wuly the son of a charioteer. and do not covet the glory of
greater parentage.

Kunm
Be thar as it may, come and win back the kingdom. which is yours by right!

Karna
Must you, who once refused me a mother’s love, tempt me with a
kingdom? The quick bond of kindred which you severed at its root is dead,
and can never grow again. Shame were mine should I hasten 1o call the
mother of kings mother, and abandon my mother in the charioteer’s
house!

Kuvm
You are great, my son! How God's punishment invisibly grows from a tiny
seed to a giant life! The helpless babe disowned by his mother comes back
a man through the dark maze of events to smite his brothers!

KarNA
Mother, have no fear! | know for certain that victory awaits the Pandavas.
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Peaceful and still though this night be, my heart is full of the music of
a hopeless venture and baffled end. Ask me not to leave those who are
doomed to defeat. Let the Pandavas win the throne, since they must: |
remain with the desperate and forlorn. On the night of my birth you left
me naked and tmnamed to disgrace: leave me once again without pity 1o
the calm expectation of defeat and death!

20

WiEN LIKE A flaming scimitar the hill stream has been sheathed in gloom
by the evening, suddenly a flock of birds passes overhead, their loud-laughing
wings hurling their flight like an arrow among stars.

It startles a passion for speed in the heart of all motionless things;
the hills seem to feel in their bosam the anguish of storm-clouds, and trees
long to break their rooted shackles.

For me the flight of these birds has rent-a veil of stillness, und reveals an
immense flutter in this deep silence.

1 see these hills and forests fly across time to the unknown, and darkness
thrill into fire as the stars wing by.

I feel in my own being the rush of the seacrossing bird, cleaving a
way beyond the limits of life and death, while the migrant world cries
with a myriad voices, ‘Not here, but somewhere else, in the bosom of the

Faraway.'

30

Tse crown listens in wonder to Kashi, the young singer, whose voice, like
a sword in feats of skill, dances amidst hopeless tangles, cuts them to
pieces, and exults.

Among the hearers sits old Rajah Pratap in weary endurance. For his own
life had heen nourished and encircled by Barajlal's songs, like a happy
land which a river laces with beauty, His rainy evenings and the still hours
of autumn days spoke to his heart through Barajlal’s voice, and his festive
nights trimmed their lamps and tinkled their bells to those songs.

When Kashi stopped for rest, Pratap smilingly winked at Barajlal and spoke
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to him in a whisper, ‘Master, now let us hear music and not this new-
fangled singing, which mimics frisky Kittens hunting paralysed mice.’
The old singer with his spotlessly white mrban made a deep bow to the
assembly and took his seat. His thin fingers struck the strings of his in-
strument, his eyes closed, and in timid hesitation his song began. The hall
was large. his voice leeble, and Pratap shouted ‘Bravo!” with os
tentation, but whispered in his ear, ‘Just a little louder, friend!’

The crowd was restless; some yawned, some dozed, some complained of
the heat. The air of the hall hummed with many-toned inattention. and
the song, like a frail boat, tossed upon it in vain till it sank under the
hubbub.

Suddenly the old man, stricken at heart, forgot a passage, and his voice
groped in agony, like a blind man at a fair for his lost leader. He tried
to fill the gap with any strain that came, But the gap still yawned: and the
tortured notes refused to serve the need, suddenly changed their tune, and
broke into a sob. The master laid his head on his instrument, and in place
of his forgotten music, there broke from him the first cry of life that a
child brings into the world.

Pratap touched him gently on his shoulder, and said, ‘Come away, our
meeting is elsewhere. I know, my friend, that truth is widowed without love,
and beauty dwells not with the many, nor in the moment.’

3l

IN hE youTH of the world, Himalaya, you sprang from the rent breast of
the earth, and hurled your burning challenges to the sun, hill after hill.
Then came the mellow time when you said to yourself, *“No more, no
further!" and your fiery heart, that raged for the freedom of clouds, found
its limits, and siood still to salute the limitless. After this check on your
passion, beauty was free to play upon your breast, and trust surrounded
you with the jov of flowers and birds.

You sit in your solitude like a great reader, on whose lap lies open some
ancient book with its countless pages of stone. What story is written there,
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| wonder?—is it the eternal wedding of the divine ascetic, Shiva, with
Bhavani, the divine love?—the drama of the Terrible wooing the power
of the Frail?

32

I Fexs AT my heart will leave its own colour in all your scenes, O Earth,
when | bid you farewell. Some notes of mine will be added to your seasons’
melody, and my thoughts will breathe unrécognised through the cycle of
shadows and sunshine.

In fardistant days summer will come to the lovers” garden, but they
will not know that their flowers have borrowed an added beauty from my
songs, nor that their love for this world has been decpened by mine.

33

My eves FEEL the deep peace of this sky, and there stirs through me
what a tree fecls when it holds out its leaves like cups 1o be filled with
sunshine.

A thought rises in my mind, like the warm breath from grass in the
sun; it mingles with the gurgle of lapping water and the sigh of weary wind
in village lanes,—the thought that [ have lived along with the whole life
of this world and have given to it my own love and sorrows.

ks
I Ask O reward for the songs | sang you. I shall be content if they live
through the night, until Dawn, like a shepherd-maiden, calls away the stars,
in alarm at the sun.
But there were moments when you sang your songs to me, and as my
pride knows, my Poet, you will ever remember that I listened and lost my
heart

35

In THE morning, when the dew glistened upon the grass, you came and
gave a push 1 my swing; but, sweeping from smiles to tears, I did not know
you. '
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Then came April's noon of gorgeous light, and | think you beckoned me
to follow you.

But when 1 sought your face, there passed between us the procession
of flowers, and men and women flinging their songs 1o the south wind,

Daily 1 passed you unheeded on the road.

But on some days full of the faint smell of oleanders. when the wind
was wilful among complaining palm leaves, 1 would stand before you
wondering if you ever had been a stranger 1o me.

36

Tue pav GREW dim. The early evening star faltered near the edge of a grey
lonely sky.

I looked back and felt that the road lying behind me was infinitely
removed; traced through my life, it had only served for a single journey
and was never to be re-travelled.

The long story of my coming hither lics there dumb, in one
meandering line of dust stretching from the morning hilltop to the brink
of botomiess night

I sit alone, and wonder if this road is like an instrument waiting to
give up the day's lost voices in music when touched by divine fingers at
nightfall.

37

Give ME THE supreme courage of love, this is my prayer—the courage to
speak, to do, to suffer at thy will, to leave all things or be left alone.
Strengthen me on errands of danger, honour me with pain, and help me
climb to that difficult mood which sacrifices daily to thee.

Give me the supreme confidence of love, this is my prayer—the
confidence that belongs 1o life in death, to victory in defeat, to the power
hidden in frailest beauty, to that dignity in pain which accepts hurt but
disdains to return it
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38

Translations: From Hindi Songs of Jnanadas
1

WhERre weRE your songs, my bird, when you spent your nights in the nest?
Was not all your pleasure stored therein?
What makes you lose your heart to the sky—the sky that is boundless?

Ansuwer
While I rested within bounds I was content. But when [ soared into vastness
I found | could sing.

2

MESSENGER, MORNING brought you, habited in gold.

After sunset your song wore a tune of ascetic grey, and then came
might.

Your message was written in bright letters across black.

Why is such splendour about you 1o lure the heart of one who is
nothing?

Answer
Great is the fesuval hall where you are to be the only guest.
Therefore the letter to you is written from sky to sky, and I, the proud
servant, bring the invitation with all ceremony.

3

1 nap travelled all day and was tired, then I bowed my head towards thy
kingly court stll far away,

The night deepened, a longing burned in my heart; whatever the
words T sang, pain cried through them, for even my songs thirsted. O my
Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the world!

When time seemed lost in darkness thy hand dropped its sceptre to take

up the lute and strike the uttermost chords; and my heart sang out, O
my Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the world!
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Ah, who is this whose arms enfold me?
Whatever | have to leave let me leave, and whatever [ have to bear let me

bear. Only let me walk with thee, O my Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the
world!

Descend at whiles from thine audience hall, come down amid joys and

sorrows: hide in all forms and delights, in love and in my heart; there sing thy
sangs, O my Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the world!

[313]
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Collected Poems and Plays of
Rabindranath Tagore






This Evil Day

AGE AFTER AGE, hast Thou, O Lord, sent Thy messengers into this pitiless
world, who have left their word: ‘Forgive all. Love all. Cleanse your hearts
trom the blood-red stains of hatred.’

Adorable are they, ever to be remembered; yer from the outer door
have I turned them away to-day—this evil day—with unmeaning salutation.

Have 1 not seen secret malignance suike down the helpless under the
cover of hypocritical night?

Have 1 not heard the silenced voice of Justice weeping in solitude at
might's defiant outrages:

Have | not seen in what agony reckless youth, running mad, has vainly
shattered its life against insensitive rocks?

Choked is my voice, mute are my songs to-day, and darkly my world
lies imprisoned in a dismal dream; and 1:ask Thee, O Lord, in tears: "Hast
Thou Thysell forgiven, hast even Thou loved those who are poisoning Thy
air, and blotting out Thy light®’

Baoro-Budur!

THe sun shone on a far-away morning, while the forest murmured its hymn
of praise to light; and the hills, veiled in vapour, dimly glimmered like
carth’s dream in purple.

The King sat alone in the coconut grove, his eyes drowned in a vision,
his heart exultant with the rapturous hope of spreading the chant of
adoration along the unending path of tme:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’

His words found utterance in a deathless speech of delight, in an ecstasy
of forms.
The island took it upon her heart; her hill raised it to the sky,
Age after age, the morning sun daily illumined its great meaning.

While the harvest was sown and reaped in the near-by fields by the stream,
and life, with its chequered light, made pictured shadows on its epochs
of changing screen, the prayer, once uttered in the quiet green of an

¢ Baro-budur is the great Buddhist dupa built on a hilkop the island of java.
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ancient morning, ever rose in the midst of the hide-and-seek of

wmultuous time:
‘Let Buddha be my refuge.”

The King, at the end of his d_wlpm. 18 mcrg_ct'l inn the shadow of 4 nameless
might among the unremembered, leaving his salutation in an impenshable
rhythm of stone which ever cries

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.”

Generations of pilgrims came on the quest of an immontal voice for their
worship; and this sculptured hymu, in a grand symphony of gestures, took
up their lowly names and uttered for them:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.”’

The spirit of those words has been muifled in mist in this mocking age
of unbelief, and the curious crowds gather here to gloat in the gluttony
of an ireverent sight,

Man to-day has no peace,—his heart and with pride. He clamours for
an ever-increasing speed in a Tury of chase for objects that ceaselessly run,
but never reach a meaning.

And now is the time when he must come groping at last 1o the sacred
stlence; which stands still in the midst of surging centuries of noise,. dill
he feels assured that in an immeasurable love dwells the final meaning
of Freedom, whose prayer is:

‘Ler Buddha be my refuge.’

Fulfilment

THE OVERFLOWING bounty of thy grace comes down from the heaven to seek
my soul only, wherein it can contain jtself.

The light that is rained from the sun and stars is fulfilled when it
reaches my life.

The colour is like sleep that clings to the Hlower which waits for the
touch of my mind to be awakened.

The love that tunes the strings of exisience breaks owt in music when
my heart is won.
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The Son of Man

From His eternal seat Christ comes down to this earth, where, ages ago,
in the bitter cup of death He poured his deathless life for those who came
to the call und those who remained away.

He looks about Him, and sees the weapons of evil that wounded His
oWl age,

The arrogant spikes and spears, the slim, sly knives, the scimitar in
diplomatic sheath, crooked and cruel, are hissing and raining sparks as
they are sharpened on monster wheels.

But the most fearful of them all, at the hands of the slaughterers, are
those on which has been engraved His own name, that are fashioned from
the texts of His own words fused in the fire of hatred and hammered by
hypocritical greed.

He presses His hand upon His heart; He feels that the age-long moment
of His death has not yet ended, that new nails, tumed out in countless
numbers by those who are learned in cunning craftsmanship, pierce Him
in every joint,

They had hurt Him once, standing at the shadow of their temple; they
are borm anew in crowds.

From before their sacred altar they shout to the soldiers, “Strike!’

And the Son of Man in agony cries; ‘My God, My God, why hast Thou
forsaken Me?"

Raidas, the Sweeper

Raipas, THE sweeper, sat still, lost in the solitude of his soul, and some songs
born of his silent vision found their way to the Rani's heart,—the Rani
Jhali of Chitore.
Tears flowed from her eves, her thoughts wandered away from her
daily duties, till she met Raidas who guided her to God's presence.
The old Brahmin priest of the King's house rebuked her for her
desecration of sacred law by offering homage as a disciple o an outcaste,
‘Brahmin,’ the Rani answered, ‘while you were busy tying your purse-
strings of custom ever tighter, love's gold slipped unnoticed to the earth,
and my Master in his divine humility has picked it up from the dust.
‘Revel in your pride of the unmeaning knots without number, harden
your miserly heart, but I, a beggar woman, am glad 1o receive love's wealth,
the gift of the lowly dust, from my Master, the sweeper.’
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Freedom

Frenosm Feom fear is the freedom 1 claim for you, my Motherland!—fear,
the phantom demon, shaped by your own distorted dreams;

Freedom from the burden of ages, bending your head, breaking your
back, blinding your eves to the beckoning call of the future;

Freedom from shackles of sdumber wherewith you fasten yourself to
night's stillness, mistrusting the star that speaks of truth's adventurous
path;

Freedom from the anarchy of destiny, whose sails are weakly yielded
to blind uncertain winds, and the helm 1o a hand ever rigid and cold as
Death;

Freedom from the msult of dwelling in a puppet’s world, where
movements are started through brainless wires, repeated through mindless
habits; where igures wait with pauent obedience for 2 master of show to
be stirred into a moment's mimicry of life,

The New Year

Ligz srurT, shaken free by an impatient wind
from the veils of its mother flower,
thou comest, New Year, whirling in a frantic dance
amid the stampede of the wind-lashed clouds
and infuriate showers,
while rampled by thy turbulence
are scaitered away the faded and the [rail
in an eddying agony of death.

Thou art no dreamer afloat on a languorous breeze,
lingering among the hesitant whisper and hum
of an uncertain season.

Thine is a majestic march, O temrible Stranger,
thundering forth an ominous incantation,
driving the days on to the perils of a pathless dark,
where: thou carnest a dumb signal in thy banner,
a decree of destiny undeciphered.
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I catt Her My Krishna flower

though they call her dark in the village.
I remember a cloud-laden day

and a glance from her eves,
her veil trailing down at her feet

her braided hair loose on her back.

Ah, you call her dark; let that be,
her black gazelle eves | have seen.

Her cows were lowing in the meadow,
when the fading light grew grey.
With hurried sieps she came our
from her hut near the bamboo grove
She raised her quick eyes 1o the sky,
where the clouds were heavy with rain.
Ah, you call her dark! let that be,
her black gazelle eyes 1 have seen.

The East wind in fitful gusts
ruffled the young shootws of rice.
1 stood at the boundary hedge
with none else in the lonely land.
If she espied me in secret or not
She only knows and know L
Ah, you call her dark! let that be,
her black gazelle eves 1 have seen.

She is the surprise of cloud
in the buming heart of May,
4 tender shadow on the forest
in the stillness of sunset hour,
‘a mystery of dumb dehght
in the rain-loud night of June.
Ah, vou call her dark! let that be,
her black gazelle eyes 1 have seen.
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I call her my Krshna flower,

let all others say what they like.
In the rice-field of Maina village

1 felt the first glance of her eyes.
She had not a veil on her face,

not a moment of leisure for shyness.
Ah, you call her dark! let that be,

her black gazelle eyes | have seen.

W.W. Pearson

THY SATURE 15 to forget thyself;
but we remember thee,
Thou shinest in self-concealment

revealed by our love.

Thou lendest light from thine own soul
to those that are obscure,

Thou scekest neither love nor fame;
Love discovers thee.

Santiniketan Song
SuE 15 our own, the darling of our hearts, Santiniketan,
Our dreams are rocked in her arms.
Her face is a fresh wonder of love every time we see her,
for she is our own, the darling of our hearts.
In the shadows of her wees we meet
in the freedom of her open sky.
Her mornings come and her evenings
bringing down heaven's kisses,
making us fee! anew that she is our own, the darling of our hearts.

The stillness of her shades is stirred by the woodland whisper;
her amlaks groves are aquiver with the rapture of leaves.
She dwells in us and around us, however far we may wander,
She weaves our hearts in a song, making us one in Music,
tuning our strings of love with her own fingers;
and we ever remember that she is our own, the darling of our hearts.
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Introductory

Hexe 1 SEND you my poems

densely packed in this writing book

like a cage crowded with birds.

The blue space, the infinity around constellations,
through which flocked my verses,

is lefl outside.

Stars, torm from the heart of night,

and tightly knit into a chain

may fetch a high price

from some jeweller in the suburb of paradise,

but the gods would miss from it the ethereal value
of the divinely undefined.

Imagine a song suddenly flashing up like a flying fish,
from the silent depth of time! '
Would you care to catch it in your net

and exhibit it in your glass vessel

among a swarm of captives?

In the expansive epoch of lordly leisure,

the poet read his poems day by day

before his bounteous sovereign,

when the spirit of the printing press was not there

to smear with black dumbness

the background of a resonant leisure,

alive with the natural accompaniment of the irrelevant
when the stanzas were not ranged into perfect packets of alphabets,
to be silently swallowed.

Alas, the poems which were for the listening ears

are tied today as chained lines of slayes

before their masters of critical eyes,

and banished into the greymess of tuneles papers,

and those that are kissed by eternity

have lost their way in the publishers’ market

For it is a desperate age of hurry and hustle
and the lyric muse has to take her journey
to her tryst of hearts
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on trams and buses.

I sigh and wish that 1 had lived in the golden age of Ralidasa,

that you were,—but what is the use of wild and idle wishing?

I am hopelessly born in the age of the busy priniing press—a belated
Kalidasa,

and you, my iove, are utterly modermn.

Listlessly you turn the pages of my poems

reclining in your easy chair,

and you never have the chance w listen

with half-shut eyes to the murmur of metre

and at the end to crown your poet with a rose-wreath.
The only payment you make

is the payment of a few silver coins

to the keeper of the bookstall

in the College Square:

Cosme mriexp, flinch not, step down upon the hard earth.

Do not gather dreams in the dusk.

Storms are brewing in the sky, lightning flashes are striking at our sleep.
Come down to the common life.

The web of illusion is lom, take shelter within walls of rough stones.

o
Tue NEws OF my love is abroad among the spring flowers.
It brings to my mind the old songs.
My heart of a sudden has put on green leaves of desire.
My love came not but her touch is on my hair, and her vaice comes across
the fragrant fields in murmurs of April,
Her gaze is here in the sky, but where are her eyes?
Her kisses are in the air, but where are her lips?

3

ALl FLITLESS is the oy,
All vain this burning fire of desire.
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The sun goes down (o his rest.

There is gloom in the forest and glamour in the sky.

With downcast look and lingering steps

The evening star comes in the wake of departing day

And the breath of the twilight is deep with the fulness of a farewell teeling.

I clasp both thine hands in mine,

and keep thine eyes prisonet with my hungry eyes,

Seeing and crying, Where art thou,

Where, O, where!

Where is the immortal flame hidden in the depth of thee!

As in the solitary star of the dark evening sky

The light of heaven, with its immense mystery, is quivering,
In thine cyes, in the depth of their darkness

There shines a soul-beam tremulous with a wide mystery.

Speechless 1 gaze upon it .

And I plunge with all my heart

Into the deep of a tathomless longing:
I lose mysell,

4

I¥ THERE 15 nothing but pain in loving
then why is this love?

What folly is this to claim her heart
because you have offered her your own!
With the desire burning in your blood
and madness glowing in your eyes

why is this circling of a desert?

He hankers for nothing in the world
wha is in possession of himself;

the sweet air of the spring s for him,
the flowers, the bird songs:

but love comes like a devouring shadow
effacing the whole warld,
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eclipsing life and youth.
Then why seek this mist that darkens existence?

b

Decusions 1 did cherish

bur now I am rid of them.
Tracing the track of false hapes

I wrod upon thorns

to know that they are not flowers.

I shall never trifle with love,
never play with hearr

I shall find my refuge in you

on the shore of the woubled sea.

6

| Have EvEr loved thee in a hundred forms and times,
Age afier age, in birth following birth.

The chain of songs that my fond heant did weave
Thou graciously didst take around thy neck.

Age after age. in birth following. birth.

When 1 listen to the wmles of the primitive past,

The love-pangs of the far distant times,

The meetings and partings of the ancient ages,

| see thy form gathering light

Through the dark dimness of Eternity

And appearing as a star ever fixed in the memory of the All

We two have come floating by the mwin currents of Jove
That well up from the inmost heart of the Beginningless.
We two have played in the lives of myriad lovers

In 1earful solitude of sorrow,

In wremulous shyness of sweet union,

In old old love ever renewing its life.

The on-rolling flood of the love eternal

Hath ar last found its perfect final course.
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All the joys and sorrows and longings of heart,
All the memories of the moments of ecstasy,

All the lovedyrics of poets of all climes and times
Have come from the everywhere

And gathered in one single love at thy feet

7

Struck wiTH the curse in mid-wave of your tumultuous passion, your life
stilled into a stone, clean, cool and impassive.

You took your sacred bath of dust, plunging deep into the primitive peace
of the carth.

You lay down in the dumb immense where faded days drop, like dead
Nowers with seeds, 1o sprout again into new dawns.

You felt the thrill of the sun's kiss with the roots of grass and trees that
are like infant’s fingers clasping ar mother’s breast

In the night, when the tired children of dust came back to the dust, their
rhythmic breath touched you with the large and placid motherliness
of the earth.

iild weeds twined round you their bonds of flowering intimacy.

You were lapped by the sea of life whose ripples are the leaves’ flutter,
bees' flight, grasshoppers’ dance and tremor of moths’ wings.

For ages you kept your ear 10 the ground, counting the footsteps of the
unseen comer, at whose touch silence flames into music.

Woman, the sin has stripped you naked, the curse has washed you pure,
you have risen into a periect life.

The dew of that unfathomed night trembles on your eyelids, the mosses
of evergreen years cling to your hair.

You have the wonder of new birth and the wonder of old time in your
awakening,

You are young as the new-born flowers and old as the hills,

8

CoMe FrIEND, who can free me from bonds of toil,
for 1 lag behind while the pilgrims rush to follow their vision.
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Come like a sudden flood that runs with its offerings to the sea,
Sweep me away from the load that drags me down.

Come from among the crowd,

you, to whom I fully belong,

who can call me by my own trie pame

and smile and be known to me for ever.

4
Bonps? INpEED they are bonds, this love and this hope in our hearts.

They are as mother’s arms pressing the child to the warmth of her bosom.,

Thirst? Yes, it is the thirst which leads life 1o each source of its joy in the
breasts of the eternal mother.

Who would take from the child this thirst of his growing life and break
through the bonds of the mother's encircling arms?

10
1 rHouGHT 1 had something 10 say 1o her when our eyes met in the road.
But she passed away, and it rocks day and nighi
like an idle boat on every wave of the hours—
the thing that | had to say o her.

It seems to sail in the autumn clouds in an endless quest
and to bloom into evening flowers
seeking its lost words in the sunset

It twinkles like freflies in my heart to find its own meaning
in the dusk of despair—
the thing that 1 had to say to her,

8]

Lorp oF My being, has your wish been fulfilled in me?
Days have passed without service and nights without love.

[330]



FOEMS

Flowers have dropped on to the dust and have not been gathered for your
acceplance.

The harp strings strung with your own hands have slackened and lost their
notes,

I slept in the shadow of your garden and forgot 1o water your plants.

Is the time over now, my lover? Have we come to the end of this play?

Then let the bell ring of departure, let the morning come for the
freshening of love.

Let the knot of a new life be tied for us in a new bridal bond.

12

AT WOUTH'S corenation, Kalidasa,

You took your seat, your beloved by your side,

in Love's primal paradise, *

Earth spread its emeraldgreen carpet beneath your feet,

the sky held over your heads

its canopy gold-emhbroidered;

the seasons danced round you

carrving their wine cups of varied allurements,

the whole universe yielded itself to your loneliness of delight,
leaving no trace of human sorrows and sufferings

in the immense solitude of your bridal chamber.

Suddenly God’s curse descended from on high

hurling its thunderbolt of separabon

upon the boundless detachment of youth's egotism.

The seasons’ ministry in a moment was ended

When the veil was wrenched from love’s isolation,

and on the tear-misted sky appeared the pageantry

of the rainy world of June

across which journeyed the sad notes of your bereaved heart
towards a distant dream.

15

Liriie SoNcs and linde things come to my mind this morming.
{ seem to be floating on a stream in 4 boat, passing by the world on both
banks.
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Every litde scene gives a sigh and says, ‘I go.'

Worid's pleasure and pain, like brother and sister, lift their pathetic eyes
upon my face from afar.

Homely love peeps from her cottage corner 1o give me her passing glance,

With eager eves | gaze from my heart's window on to the heart of the
warld.

And feel that with all its good and bad it is lovable.

14

Trov OCEaN of things, they say, in thy dark depths there are pearls and
gems withoul end.

Many a diver learned in the sea is seeking for them.

But | care not to join in their search,

The light that fashes on your surface, the mystery that heaves on your
bosom, the music that maddens your waves, and the dance that trips
on your foam, are enough for me.

I ever 1 am weary of them, I will plunge into vour unfathomed bottom
where there is death, or the treasure.

15

THou sHALT dwell in silence in my heart like the full moon n the summer
night,

Thy sad eyes shall warch over me in my wanderings.

The shadow of thy veil shall rest upon my heart.

Thy breath like the full moon in the summer night shall hover about my
dreams, making them fragrant.

16

O MAN DIVINE, sanctify our efforts

with the light of thy sacred touch.

Dwell in our hearts,

hold before us the image of thy greamess.
Forgive our transgression,

teach us o forgive,
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Guide us into serene fortitude
through all joys and sorrows,
inspire as with love
overcoming pride of sell,

and let our devotion for thee
banish all enmiry.

17

CeaseLess 15 THE welter of rain that wearies the sky.

Alas for the forsaken! Alas for the homeless wanderer!

The shrieks of the wind die away in sobs and sighs.

What flving phantom does it pursue across the pathless wilds
The night is hopeless like the eyes of the blind.

Alas for the forsaken! Alas for the homeless wanderer!

The waves are frantic in the river lost in the shoreless dark.
The thunder growls, the lightming Hashes s teeth.

The lights of the stars are dead.

Alas for the forsaken! Alas for the homeless wanderer!

18

You Have watched all night alone, your eyes are tired, sweet one!

The light of the lamp has paled, it flickers in the breeze of the dawn.

Wipe away your tears, my friend, and draw up the veil over your breast.

The autumn morning is still, the smell of the woods is in the air, the grassy
path is caressingly wnder.

Let the wreath of the forlom night lie crumpled upon the bed.

Come out in the world of the moming, gather fresh Howers in your skirt
and put on new blossoms in your hair.

19

I THREW AWAY my heart in the world; you took it up,

I sought for joy and gathered sorrow, you gave me sorrow and 1 found
Joy.

My heart was scattered in pieces, you picked them up in your hand and
strung them in @ thread of love.
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You let me wander from door to door to show me at last how near you
are,

Your love phinged me into the deep trouble.

When | raised my head I found 1 was at your door.

20

My HEART, like a peacock on a rainy day,

spreads its plumes tinged with rapturous colours of thoughus,
and in is ecstasy seeks some vision in the sky,—

with a longing for one whom it does not know.

My heart dances.

The clouds rumble from sky to sky—
the shower sweeps horizons,

the doves shiver in silence in their nests,
the frogs croak in the fAooded fields —
and the clouds rumble,

O whuo is she on the king's tower

that hds loosened the braid of her dark hair,

has drawn over her breasts the blue veil?

She wildly starts and runs in the sudden flashes of lighming
and lets the dark hair dance on her bosom.

Ah my heart dances like a peacock,

the rain patters on the new leaves of summer,

the tremor of the erickets” chirp troubles the shade of the tree,
the river overflows its bank washing the village meadows.

My heart dances.

21

Tue pume earth looks mto my face and spreads her arms about me.

At night the fingers of the stars touch my dreams. They know my former
name.

Their whispers remind me of the music of a long silent lullaby, They bring
to my mind the smile of a face seen in the gleam of the first daybreak.
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There is love in each speck of earth and joy in the spread of the sky.
1 care not if 1 become dust, for the dust is touched by his feet.

I care not if 1 become a flower, for the flower he takes up in his hand.
He is in the sea, on the shore; he is with the ship that carries all.
Whatever | am I am blessed and blessed is this earth of dear dust

22
THEY WHO ARE near to me do not know that you are nearer to me than

they are.
They who speak to me do not know that my heart is full with your unspoken
words.
They who crowd in my path do not know 1 am walking alone with you.
They who love me do not know that their love brings you to my heart.

23

FAr s 1 caze at the depth of Thy immensity
I find no trace there of sorrow or death or separation.
Death assumes its aspect of terror

and sorrow its pain

only when, away from Thee,

I urn my face towards my own dark self.
Thou All Perfect,

everything abides at Thy feet

for all dme.

The fear of loss only clings to me

with its ceaseless grief,

but the shame of my penury

and my life’s burden

vanish in a moment

when | feel Thy presence

in the centre of my being.

24

I sk FOR AN audience from you, my King, in your solitary chamber.
Call me from the crowd.
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When vour gate was kept open for all 1 entered your courtyard with the
bustling throng, and in the confusion found you not.

Now when at night they take up their lanterns and go by different roads
to ther different homes, allow me to linger here for a moment,
standing at your feet, and hold up my lamp and see your lace.

25

Licat Ty signal, Father, for us who have strayed far away from thee.

Our dwelling Is among ruins haunted by lowering shadows of fear.

Our heart is bent under the load of despair and we insult thee when we
grovel to dust at every favour or threat that mocks our manhood.

For thus is desecrated the dignity of thee in us thy children, for thus we
put out our light and in our abject fear make it seem that our orphaned
world is blind and godless.

26

Yi1 | cAN never believe that you are lost to us, my king, though our poverty
is grear, and deep our shame.

Your will works behind the veil of despair, and in your own time opens
the gate of the impossible.

You come, 8 unto your own house, into the umprepared hall, on the
unexpected day.

Dark ruins at your touch become like a bud nourishing unseen in i
bosom the froition of fulfilment .

Therefore | still have hope—not that the wrecks will be mended, but that
a mew world will arise.

27
Be not ashamed, my brothers, w stand before the proud and the powerful
with your white robe of simpleness.
Let your crown be of humility, your freedom the freedom of the soul
Build God's throne daily upon the ample bareness of your poverty, and.
know that what is huge ‘is not great and pride is not everlasting,
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28

You wiLL tEan me from star to star to waken me in new mormings of love,

It is your love that draws out the flow of my being through the maze of
channels of new life over your endless worlds.

You will startle me with new visions of fulfilment at every bend of the road
and fashion my moments with immortal forms of joy.

The mfnite life will never remain chamed in unchanging shackles of
immortality but will speed through death to death to countless new
shrines of light in its eternal pilgrimage of love.

29

Darg c1ouns have blotted all lights from above; and we caged birds cry
and ask you: ‘My friend, is it the death moment of creation? Has God
withdrawn His blessings from the sky?'

Times were when the sudden breath of April would waft the distant
fragrance of hope into our hearts, and the morning light would gild
the iron bars of our prison with its golden spell and would bring the
gladness of the open world into our cage.

But. see, it is all dark in the hills yonder, and not a thinnest rift has been
made by the scimitar of light cutting through the massive gloom.

Our chains today sit heavy on our feet, and not a Mush of glow is left in
the sky with which to build an illusion of joy.

But let not our fear and sorrow pain you, my friend!

Come not to sit at the door of our cage o cry with us.

Your wings are unfettered.

Far away from us you soar beyond all clouds.

And from there send us the message in song:

“The light is shining for ever. The lamp of the sun is not out.'

30

THE BATTLE 15 over. After sirife and struggles the weasure is gathered and

stored,

Come now, woman, with your golden jar of beauty. Wash away all dust
and dirt, fill up all cracks and flaws, make the heap shapely and
sound.

Come, beautiful woman, with the golden jar on your head.
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The play is over. 1 have come to the village and have set up my hearth
stone,

Now come, woman, carrying your vessel of sacred water; with tranquil
sinile and devout love, make my home pure.

Come, noble woman, with your vessel of sacred water.

The morning is over. The sun is fiercely burning. The wandering stranger
is seeking shelter. '

Come, woman, with your full pitcher of sweetness. Open your door and
with a garland of welcome ask him in.

Come, blissful woman, with your full pitcher of sweeiness.

The day is over. The time has come o take leave,

Come, O woman, with your vessel full of tears. Let your sad eyes shed
tender glow on the farewell path and the touch of thy trembling hand
make the parting hour full.

Come, sad woman, with your vessel of tears,

The night is dark; the house is desolate and the bed empty, only the lamp
for the last rites is burming.

Come, woman, bring your brimming jar of remembrance. Open the door
of the secret chamber with your unbraided streaming hair and spotiess
white robe. replenish the lamp of worship.

Come, suffering woman, bring your brimming jar of remembrance.

31

Love, THOU hast made great my fife with death’s magnificence, and hast
tinted all my thoughts and dreams with radiant hues of thy farewell
Ty

The tear-washed limpid light reveals at life’s last sunset-point the hints of
Paradise, where descending flame of Kiss from starry sphere of love
lights the sorrows of our earth to splendour of their end, in one
blazing ecstasy of uttermost extinction.

Love, thou hast made one vast wonder Life and Death for me.
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32

As THE TENDER twilight covers in its fold of dusk-veil marks of hurt and
wastage from the dusty day’s prostration, even so let my great sorrow
for thy loss, Beloved, spread one perfect golden-tinted silence of its
sadness o'er my life.

Let all its jagged fractures and distortions, all unmeaning scattered scraps
and wrecks and random ruins, merge in vastness of some evening
stilled with thy remembrance, filled with endless harmony of pain and
peace united.

33

THROUCH DEATH and sorrow
there dwells peace

in the heart of the Eternal.
Lite’s current flows withour cease,
the sunlight and starlights

carry the smile of existence

and springtime its songs.

Waves rise and fall,

the flowers blossom and fade
and my heart yearns for its place
at the feet of the Endless.

34

THE NIGHT IS upon me.

My desires that wandered all day have come back to my heart like the
murmur of the sea in the still evening air.

One lonely lamp is burning in my house in the dark

The silence is in my blood.

1 shut my eyes and see in my heart the beauty that is beyond all forms.
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35

Wiiar 15 THIS melody that overflows my life, only 1 know and my heart
knows.

Why 1 watch and wait, what | beg and from whom, only | know and my
heart knows.

The morming smiles like a friend ar my gate, the evening droops down
like a flower by the edge of the woods.

The flute music floats in the air in the dawn and in the dusk. It beguiles
my thoughts away from my toils.

What is this tune and who plays it ever, only 1 know and my heart knows.

36

Trou pmost well to turn me back when | came begging.
In thy parting glance [ saw a smile; and since then

I have learnt my lesson. 1 break my old alms bawl,

1 wait for my chance 1o give what is mine.

From the morning crowds have gathered at thy gateway.

Let their need be all fulfilled. When at the fall of night

they disperse; and cries are hushed: when stars seem listening
1o some epic of the age before their hirth-ime,—

of the fight of newborn light with ancient darkness.—

1o thy feet I come with homage of my longing:

“Take my lute in thine own hand and play it. Master.’

37

I Have FELT your muffled steps in my blood, Evermoving Past,
have seen your hushed countenance
in the heart of the garrulous day.

You have come 10 write the unfinished stories of our fathers in unseen
script on the pages of our destiny;

You lead back 10 life the unremembered designs

for the shaping of new images.

Is not the restless Present itself a crowd of your own visions
Flung up like 4 constellation from the abyss of dumb night?
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38

Biessen aM 1 that [ am bom to this land and that I had the luck to love
her.

What care 1 if queenly treasure is not in her store but precious enough
is for me the living wealth of her love.

The best gift of fragrance to my heart is from her own flowers and 1 know
not where else shines the moon that can flood my being with such
loveliness.

The first light revealed o my eyes was from her own sky and let the same
light kiss them before they are closed for ever.

39

Twue reoop, at last, has come upon
your dry river-bed.

Cry for the boatman,

cut the cordage,

launch the boar

Take your oars, my comrades,

vour debt has grown heavy,

for you have spent idle days at the landing,
hesitating to buy and sell.

Pull up the anchor,

set the sails,

ler happen what may.

40

IF THEY ANSWER not to thy call walk alone,

If they are afraid and cower mutely facing the wall,
O thou of evil luck,

open thy mind and speak out alone,

If they tum away, and desert you when crossing the wilderness,
O thou of evil luck,
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rample the thoms under thy tread,
and along the bloodined rack travel alone,

If they do not hold up the light

when the might is troubled with storm,

O thou of evil luck,

with the thunder flame of pain ignite thine own heart
and let it bumn alone.

41
THEY cALL yoU mad, Wait for tomorrow and keep silent.

They throw dust upon your head. Wait for tomorrow, They will bring their
wreath.

They sit apart in their high seat. Wait for tomorrow. They will come down
and bend their head.

42

It MAY BE THAT your loved ones will forsake you, but mind it not, my heart.

It may be that the creeper of your hope will be laid low in the dust all
torn, its fruits wasted.—but mind it not, my heart.

It may be that the dark night will overtake you before you reach the gate,
and your attempts will ever be in vain to light your lamp.

When you tune your harp, the birds and the beasts of the wildemness will
flock around you. It may be that your brothers will remain unmoved,
but mind it not, my heart.

The walls are of stones, the doors barred. It may be that you will knock
oft and again, yet it will not open,— but mind it not, my heart.

43

LeT THE EARTH and the water, the air and the fruits of my country be sweet,
my God.

Let the homes and marts, the forests and fields of my country be full, my
God.
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Let the promises and hopes, the deeds and words of my country be true,
my God.

Let the lives and hearts of the sons and daughters of my country be one,
my God.

44

OuR VOYAGE 15 begun, Captain, we bow to theel

The storm howls and the waves are wicked and wild, but we sail on.

The menace of danger waits in the way to yield to thee its offerings of
pain, and a yoice in the heart of the tempest cries; "Come 1o conguer
fear!’

Let us not linger to look back for the laggards, or benumb the quickening
hours with dread and doubt

For thy time is our time and thy burden is our own and life and death
are but thy breath playing upon the eternal sea of Life.

Let us not wear our hearts away picking small help and taking slow count
of friends

Let us know more than all else that thou art with us and we are thine
for ever.

45

For A MERE nothing fill me with gladness. Only hold my hand in your hand.

In the deepening night take up my heart and play with it as you wish.
Bind me close to you with nothing.

I shall spread myself out at your feet and lie stll.

1 shall meet silence with silence under this sky,

{ shall become one with the night, clasping the earth to my breast.

Make my life glad with nothing,

The rains sweep the sky from end to end.

in the wild wet wind jasmines revel in their own perfume.

The cloud-hidden stars thnll in secrer

Let me fill my heart to the full with nothing but my own depth of joy.

46

I SEEK AND SEEK on my harp strings the notes that can blend with thine.
Simple is the awakening of the morning and the Now of water, simple are
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the dewdrops on leaves; colours in clouds, the moonlight on sand-
banks of the river and showers of rain in the midmight

1 seek notes for my songs simple and full as these, fresh and flowing with
life, old as the world and known o all.

But my strings are newly strung and they bristle with sharp newness as
with spears,

Thus my songs never have the spirit of the winds, they never can mingle
with the lights of the sky,

My effort is an effort and my restless strains try hard to drown thy music.

47
Lev me LE down upon the ground beneath your footstool in perfect
gladness.
Let my garment be red with the common dust you touch with your feet,
Set me not higher than others; keep me not apan from all else.
Draw me down imnto a sweet lowliness,
Let my garment be red with the common dust you wuch with your feet.

Let me remain the last of all your pilgrims: 1 shall try to reach the lowest
site which is the broadest,

They come from all sides 1o ask for gifts from your hands.

Let me wait till they ll have had their shaves; T shall be content with the
last remnant.

Let my garment be red with the common dust you touch with your leet,

45

Tiik pARKLY veiled June has come once again
redolent of the rainsoaked earth;

my heart that had grown weary and old

answers to the call of the marching clouds,
overcome with the sudden Tush of life’s turbulence.

Shadows sweep over the young grass

on the vast lonely meadows;

and my blood surges up with the ery:

It has come, has come 10 my eyes, to my breast,
to my voice that sings in gladness.
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49

OUuR MASTER 15 @ worker and we work with him,

Boisterous is his mirth and we laugh with his faughter.

He beats his drum and we march,

He sings and we dance in its tune,

His play is of life and death. We stake our joys and sorrows and play with
him.

His call comes like the rumbling of clouds; we set out 1 cross occans and
hills,

50

Tuk sUN sHINES, the rain pours down in showers,

the leaves glisten in the bamboo grove,

the smell of the newly tilled earth fills the air,

Our hands are strong, our hearts glad.

as we toil from moming till night to plough the land.
The spirit of a poet dances in swaying cadence

along the meadows, writing its. verses of green lines,
spreading ripples of thrill through the ripening rice ficld.
The Earth's heant is joyous in the sunny October hours,
in the cloudless nights of the full moon,

as we toil from moming till night to plough the land.

51

Tuou art THE ruler of the minds of all people,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny.

Thy name rouses the hearts

of the Punjab, Sind, Gujarat and Maratha,

of Dravida, Orissa and Bengal.

It echoes in the hills of the Vindhyas and Himalayas,
mingles i the music of Jumna and Ganges.
and is chanted by the waves ol the Indian Sea.
They pray for thy blessing and sing thy praise,
Thou dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee.
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Day and night, thy voice goes put from land to land,

Calling Hindus, Buddhists, Sikhs and Jains round thy throne

and Parsees, Mussalmans and Christians,

Offerings dre brought to thy shrine by the East and the West

o be woven in a garland of love.

Thou bringest the hearts of all peoples into the harmony of one life,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee.

Eternal Charioteer, thou drivest man's history

along the road rugged with rises and falls of Nations.
Amidst all tribulations and terror

thy trumpet sounds to hearten those that despair and droop,
and guide all people in their paths of peril and pilgrimage.
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee,

When the long dreary night was dense with gloom
and the country lay still in a stupor,

thy Mother’s anms held her,

thy wakeful eyes bent upon her face,

till she was rescued from the dark evil dreams
that oppressed her spirit,

Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,

Victory, Victory, Victory to thee

The night dawns, the sun rises in the East,

the birds sing, the moming breeze brings a stir of new life.
Touched by golden rays of thy love

India wakes up and bends her head at thy feet

Thou King of all Kings,

Thou Dispenser of India's destiny,

Victary, Victory, Victory to thee.

52

INFINTTE 15 your wealth, but it is your wish 1o receive it in small measure,
to receive it through me from my little hands.

[346]



POEMS

That is why you have made me rich with your riches and have come to
my door yourself' though my door is shut,

You will not drive in your chariot, swifter than thought, but it is your wish
to come down on the dust and walk with me step by step.

53

[ know THAT the flower one day shall blossom crowning my thorns.

1 know my sorrow shall spread its red roseleaves opening its heart to the
sumn.

The breeze of the south for which the sky kept watch for weary days and
nights shall suddenly make my heart quiver.

My love shall bloom in a moment; my shame shall be no more when the
flower is ripe for offering.

And with the end of the might, at the touch of my friend it will drop at
his feet and spend its last petal in joy.

54

My HEART 15 on fire with the flame of thy songs.

It spreads and knows ne bounds

It dances swinging its arms in the sky, burning up the dead and the decaying,
The silent stars watch it from across the darkoess.

The drunken winds come rushing upon it from all sides.

O, this fire, like a red lotus, spreads its petals in the heart of the night.

55

THOU HAST come again to me in the burst of a sudden storm,
filling my sky with the shudder of thy shadowy clouds.

The Sun is hidden, the stars are lost;

the red line of the road is merged in the mist of the rain;

the wail of the wind comes across the water.

Fitful showers; like ghastly fingers, strike the chords of some unseen harp,
waking up the music of the dark,

sweeping my heart with a shiver of sounds,
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56
Wirs A sworD in his right hand and a flower in his left he comes.
He breaks open thy door,

He comes not to beg but o fight and conquer,

He breaks open thy door.
He marches through the path of death into thy life,

He takes possession of evenything thou hast, and will never be content
with only a portion.
He hreaks open thy door.

a7

Forcive My languor, O Lord,
if ever 1 lag behind
upon life's way.

Forgive my anguished heart
which trembles and hesitales
in its service.

Forgive my fondness
that lavishes its wealth
upon an unprofitable past.

Forgive these faded Howers
in my offering

that wilt in the fierce heat
of panting hours,

58

Pucriv, e night of the weary old year is ended.

The blazing sun brings on your path the call of the Destrover,
the liery scourge for pollutions of the past

A thin line of distance stretches along the road

like a finedrawn note from the onestringed lule of a beggar

secking the way he has lost.

| 348 |



POEMS

Let the grey dust of the road

take you up in her arms,

lead you away from the clasp of clinging reluctancel
Not for you is the music of the home,

the light of the evening lamp,

the wistiul gaze of the lover keeping watch.

You have ever claimed the boon of Life

which is not in pleasure nor in peace or comtort,
wherefore the time has come for you

for rejection a1 every door.

The Cruel One has come,—

the bolts and bars of your gate are broken:
your wine vessel shattered;

take his hand whom you do not know

and dare not understand.

Never fear, pilgrim!

Turn not away from the terror of Truth,
nor be afraid of the phamom of the unreal,
take your last gift from him

who takes away everything.

Has the old night ended?

Then let it end!

54

Tuy cALL 1as sped over all countries of the world
and men have gathered around thy seat.

The day is come.

But where is India?
Does she still remain hidden, lagging behinds?
Let her take up her burden and march with all.
Send her, mighty God, thy message of victory,

O Lord ever awake!

Those who defied suffering have crossed
the wildermmess of death and have shattered
their prison of illusions.
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The day is come,

But where is India?
Her listless arms are idle and ashamed
and futile her days and nights, lacking in joy of life.
Touch her with thy living breath,

O Lord ever awake!

The morning sun of the new age has risen.
Thy temple hall is filled with pilgrims.

The day is come.

But where is India?
She lies on the dust in aishonour,
deprived of her seat.
Remove her shame, and give her a place
in thy House of Man,

O Lord ever awake!

The world’s highroads are crowded,
resounding with the roar of thy charior wheels,
The sky is wembling with travellers' songs.
The day is come.
But where is India?
Doors are shut in her house ageworn,
feeble is her hope, her heart sunk in silence.
Send thy voice to her children who are dumb,
O Lord ever awake!

Peoples there are who have fell thy strength

in their own hearts and sinews

and have eamned life's fulfilment,

conquering fear.
The day is come,
But where is India?

Strike thy blow at her selfsuspicion and despair!

Save her from the dread of her own pursuing shadow,
O Lord ever awake!
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60

FROM TRIUMPH to triumph they drove their chariot over the earth's lorn
breast.

Round them Time's footsteps were muffled and slow, and birds’ songs lay
gathered in the bosom of Night

Drunken of red fire their torch spread iis glare like an arrogant lotus
floating upon the blue with stars above as bees enchanted.

They boasted that the undying lights of the sky fed the flame they carried
till it conquered the night and won homage from the sullen silence
of the dark.

The bell sounds.

They start up to find they had slept dreaming of wealth and pollution of
power and the pillage of God's own temple.

The sun of the new day shines upon the night's surrender of love.

The torch lies shrouded in its ashes, and the sky rings with the rejoicing
voice,

‘Victory to the earth! Victory to the heaven!

Victory to the all-conquering Light!®

61

THOU HAST given us to live.

Let us uphold this honour with all our swrength and will;

For thy glory rests upon the glory that we are.

Therefore in thy name we oppose the power that would plant its banner
upon our soul

Let us know that thy light grows dim in the heart that bears its insult of
hondage:

That the life, when it becomes feeble, timidly yields thy throne to untruth.

For weakness is the traitor who betrays our soul.

Let this be our prayer to thee—

Give us power to resist pleasure where it enslaves us.

To lift our sorrow up to thee as the summer holds its midday sun.

Make us strong that our worship may fower in love, and bear fruit in
work,

Make us strong that we may not insult the weak and the fallen,
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That we may hold our love high where all things around us are wooing
the dust.

They fight and kill for selflove, giving it thy name.

They fight for hunger that thrives on brothers’ flesh,

They fight against thine anger and die,

But et us stand firm and sutfer with sirength

for the True, for the Good, for the Eternal in man,

for thy Kingdom which is in the union of hearts,

for the freedom which is of the Soul.

62

I sHALL NOT wait and watch in the house for thy COming,

but will go forth into the open, _

for the petals fall from the drooping flowers and time flies to its end.
The wind is up, the water is ruffled.

Be swift and cut the rope.

let the boat drift in the midstream, for the time flies o its end.

The night is pale, the lonely moon is playing its ferry of dreams across
the sky.

The path is unknown, but T heed it not,

My mind has the wings of freedom

and I know that 1 shall cross the dark. _

Let me bur start on my journey, for the tme flies ro its end.

63

O sy (HLp, my infant Shiva,

self-forgetful,

al every step of thy wild dance things totter and tumble,
thy gatherings are scatered,

and a whirlwind of destruction

spreads the dust of thy rampled oys in the sky.

From desolation 10 desalation

thy world finds lis release:

the stream of thy play ever Rows

through the burst bond of thy playthings:
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revelling in penury

thouw buildest thy creaton with trifles,

in the next moment to forget it

for a mere caprice;

with the sky for thy robe,

all covers thou flingest away from thy limbs,
With thy riches hidden in thy being

thou dwellest in a world bare of all shame and show
and thought for self,

in a destitution that never makes thee poor,
and the dust that soils not thy purity.

the sweep of thine own dance

ever wiping thee white.

O Shiva, the Child,

know me for thy lover,

thy disciple in dancing,

wach me the wisdom of unconcern,

the game of breaking of toys,

teach me how to guide my steps

to the time of thy footfalls,

how 10 move free by rending the webs

of one’s own weaving.

64

| casxnoT remember my mother,

only sometime in the midst of my play

a wne seems to hover over my playthings,

the tune of some song that she used to hum while rocking my cradle.

I cannot remember my mother,

but when in the early autumn moming

the smell of the shiuli flowers floats in- the air,

the scent of the moming service in the temple comes to me as the scent

of my mother.

I cannot remember my mother,
only when from my bedroom window I send my eyes into the hlue of the

distant sky,
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1 feel that the stillness of my mother's gaze on my face
has spread all over the sky,

65

You ask mE, mother, where 1 most wish to go, It is there from where 1
first came o you. But 1 never can remember the place.

My Father smiles at my trouble and says, ‘It is beyond the clouds in the
land of the evening star.’

But I hear from you, it is deep in the bosom of the earth, from where
the flowers come away secking the sum.

“That land lies unseen,” my auntic says, ‘in the bottom of the sea, hiding
all the precious gems in its store

My brother pulls my hair and says, ‘How can you find it, you stupid one,
for it is mingled in the air.

It must be everywhere, it seems to me when 1 listen to you all,

Only my schoolmaster shakes his head and says—'It is nowhere.’

o6

PrriLess DARTS of fire strike a thirst pang in the heart of the sky.
Nights are sleepless, days long and languorous, scorched with heat.
I hear the tived doves crooning with plaintive notes

from behind the withered boughs,

and T watch the sky for the triumphant storm

o flood with its caress the waiting earth.

Come thirst-quenching waterl

Well out in liquid rapture, rending the bosom of the hard!
From the mysterious dark leap out in overflowing sireams,—
Come, you who are pure!

The sun waits to welcome you, for you are his playmate.

His tyric of light wakens golden songs in your heart.

Come, you who are radiant!

What magic spell has the desert demon cast on you,

and made you captive with his Fetter of rocks?

Break your prison walls: come running out with your carrent,
free and dancing.

Come, you who are swong!
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67

My HEART sings at the wonder of my place

in this world of light and life;

at the feel in my pulse of the rhythm of creation
cadenced by the swing of the endless nme.

1 feel the tenderness of the grass in my forest walk,
the wayside flowers startle me:

that the gifis of the infinite are strewn in the dust
wakens my song in wonder.

I have seen, have heard, have lived;
in the depth of the known have felt
the truth that exceeds all knowledge
which fills my heart with wonder and 1 sing.

68

You HAVE drunk the draught of songs

that I poured for you,

and accepted the garland of my woven dreams.

My heart straying in the wilderness

was ever touched by the pain that was your own touch.

When my days are done, my leave-taking hushed
in a final silence,

my voice will linger in the autumn light

and rain-laden clouds

with the message that we had met

69

My HEART FEELS shy to bring to your vagrant mind
the lyric of my secret lest jts meaning be missed
and its rhythm.

I shall wait for some auspicious hour
when the evening is compassionate,
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vour eyes drowned in its tender dinmess,
and my voice reaches you
in a profound calm of truth.

I shall wrn my secrel round and round through my whisper
at a lonely comer of your heart,

even as the crickel among the silent il trees

turms singletoned beads of its chirping

in the rosary of night.

70

Paroox ME, ift in my pride,

O maiden of a century, yet to be born,

I picture you reading my poems,

while the moon flls the gaps in my verse with its shower of silence,
I seem to feel your heart throb and hear you murmur,

‘I' he were alive today and had we met he would love me.”

I know you say to yourself,

*Only lor this night let me light my lamp for him at my balcony,
though | know he may never come.’

71

Haty asieer ON the shore you dreaded
the voice of Tempest

when he thundered in your ears his "No',
You had said to each other

that the shore had its plenty,

the house had its comfort,

when suddenly grinding his flashing teeth
Tempest growled ‘No'.

But I have made Tempest my comrade
and left my shore,

my ship tosses on the sea.

| have trusted the Terrible,

have filled my sails with his breath
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and my heart with his assurance
that the shore is there.

He cries to me, "You are vagranl
even as | am myself,

Victory to you.

Things are shattered to pieces

scattered by the wind,

the timid murmur i despair,

“The end of time¢ has come.'

Tempest cries, ‘Only that remains

which is utterly given away.'

With trist in him | march forward,

I look not back

while the hoarded heap is swept away by flood.

My traveller's reed is mumned

with the tune of his loud laughter,

it sings: Away with lures of desire,

with bonds that are fixed,

with the achievement that is past and hope that is idle.
Learn for your drum the dancetime

of the reckless waves beating against rocks.

Away with greed and fear,

with tyranny's banner borne by slaves.

Come Divine Destruction,

drive us away from the house,

from safety’s easy path.

Come with the flutter of your wings of death,
spread upon the wind your cry ‘No'.

No rest, no languor,

No load of feebleness weighing down the head.
Knock and break open the miser’s door.
Scatter away the musty gloom of storage,
banish the self-distrust

that seeks a hole wherein to hide,
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and let your trumpet proclaim
in the wind
your terrible ay "No'.

72

Wosax, THoU hast made my days of exile tender with beauty,

and hast accepted me to thy neamess with a simple grace

that is like the smile with which the unknown star welcomed me
when | stood alone at the balcony and gazed ppon the southern night.

There came the voice from above: "We know you,

For you come as our guest from the dark of the infinite, the guest of light.’

Even in the same great voice thou hast cried to me: ‘1 know you.’

And though I know not thy tongue, Woman, | have heard it utiered in
thy music,—

“You are ever our guest on this earth, poet, the guest of love.'

73

A BEAST'S BONY frame lies bleaching on the grass.

Its dry white bones—Time’s hard laughter—cry 10 me:
Thy end, proud man, is one with the end of the cartle that graze no more,
for when thy life's wine is spilt to its last drop

the cup is flung away in final unconcern.

| ay in answer:

Mine is not merely the life that pays its bed and board
with its bankrupt bones, and is made desttute.

Never can my mortal days contain to the full

all that I have thought and felt, gained and given,
listened to and uttered,

Often has my mind crossed Time's border—

[s it to stop at last for ever at the houndary of crumbling bones?
Flesh and blood can never be the measure of the truth that is myself:
the days and moments cannot wear it out with their passing kicks;
the wayside bandit, Dust, dares not rob it of all its possessions.
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Death, | refuse to accept from thee
that | am nothing but a gigantic jest of God,
a blank annihilation built with all the wealth of the Infinite.

74

Sue Lert Me her flower of smile
taking my fruit of pain.

She clapped her hands and said,
she had won.

The noon had eyes like the mad,
red thirst raged in the sky.

I opened the basket and found
the flower dead.

75

Do ~ot calLl him to thy house, the dreamer,
who walks alone by thy path

in the night

His words are those of a strange land,

and strange is the melody

played by him on his unmtnuged lute.
There is no need for thee to spread a seat for him;
he will depart before day-break.

For in the feast of freedom

he is asked 1o sing

the praise of the new-born light.

76

THE FLUTESOUND of a holiday music

floats in the awr

It is not the time for me o sit and brood alone.
The shiuli branches shiver

with the thrill of an impending flower-time,

the touch of the dew is over the woodland.
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On the fairy web in the forest path

the light and shadow feel each other.

The il grass sends waves of laughter 1o the sky in its Aowers,
and I gaze upon the horizon, seeking for my song.

i/}

Wiio 15 THIS captive that grieves within thee
thirsting for light?

His lute is silent,

though life’s breath is abroad in the air;
His eyes do nol see,

though moming lights the sky.

Birds sing of a new awakening to the forest.

the joy of new life breaks out in the tints of Aowers,
the night beyond the wall has vanished,

yet the smoking lamp is still burning in the cell
Alas, why is there this separation

berween thy home and the sky?

8

Fear soT, For: thou shali conquer,

thy doors will open, thy bands break.
Often thon losest thysell in sleep,

and yet must find back thy world

again andd agaim.

The call comes to thee from the earth and sky
the call from among men,

the call to sing of gladness and pain,

of shame and fear,

The leaves and the flowers,

the waters that fall and flow,

ask for thy notes o mingle with their own,
the darkness and light

to tremble in the rhythm of thy song.
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79

THE MorNING-light aches

with the pain of parting.

Poet, take up thy fure!

Let be, if thou must depart, and go.

leaving thy song to the flowers

in this dew-dripping aummn,

Such a moming will come again

at the gold-tinted border of the East

with kunda flowers in her locks

I the shady garden path, plaintive with dove’s cooing,
tender with the caressing enchantment of the green,
will rise again the vision of this light,

her steps tinkling with the anklet of thine own songs.
Let be, if thou must depart.

80

FiLt your £yes with the colours that ripple

on beauty's stream,

vain is your struggle to clutch them,

That which you chase with your desire is a shadow,
that which thrills your life-chords is music.

The wine they drink at the assembly of gods

has no body, no measure.

It is in rushing brooks,

in flowering trees,

in the smile that dances at the comer of dark eyes,
Enjoy it in freedom.

81

Tsou ARt A glimmer of gold from the dawn on my life’s shore,
a dewdrop on the first white Hower of autumn.

Thou art a rainbow from the distant sky

bending o'er the dust,

a dream of the crescent moon

touched with a white cloud,
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thou art a secret of paradise

revealed by chance to the earth,

Thou art my poet's vision,

appearing from the days

of my forgonen birth,

thou art the word that is never for utterance,

a freedom that comes in the form of a bondage,
for thou openest the door for me

to the beauty of a living light

B2

| ¥vER GO seeking for this self of mine;
but how can I know

the fugitive, who flits in dreams

in changing forms and guises?

Ofien have 1 listened 10 its voice
in the heart of my own songs,
bur never know T where it dwells,

The hours pass, the light fades,
the farewell mne is wafted in the evening breeze
from the flute of a passer-by.

B3

FOR WHAT GREAT reward of my merit,

O Beautiful,

had I, a meadow-flower, once taken my place
in the chain on thy neck?

The newlywakened eyes of the carth

were glad on that day,

and the lute, at the touch of the Evernew,
broke out in melodies of dawn.

If that flower fades and drops to the earth
at the dim hour of the day,

when the bird’s songs are languid,
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let the evening wind sweep it away across the dark,
following thy departing steps,

never leaving it to be wodden to the dust

by the careless moments.

84

FEEL THY release in the air, O bird,
let not thy wings be timid.

Yield not to the lure of the nest,
to the enchantment of the night

Dost thou not feel the hidden hope

that hums in thy dream when thou sleepest
and in the expectant dark of the dawn

the silent promise that reveals itself

as it rends the veil from the face of the bud.

85

I 1ave pLaven my flute along the path;

| have sung at thy gate.

I have offered my tunes before thy temple’s outer screen
decorated with endless forms and colours.

Today have come to me from everywhere

the words that speak of the End.

They ask me to break the bond of the road,
to come to the farther shore of the pilgrimage
by crossing the endless refrain

of meetings and partings.

86

LeT THE LNKS of my shackles snap at every step of thy dance,

O Lord of Dancing,

and let my heart wake in the freedom of the eternal voice.

Let it feel the touch of that foot that ever sets swinging the lotus-seat of
the muse,
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and with its perfume maddens the air through ages.

Rebellious atoms are subdued o forms at thy dancetime,

the suns and planes—anklets of light—wirl round thy moving feet,

and, age after age, Things struggle 1o wake from dark stlumber, through
pain of life. into consciousness,

and the ocean of thy bliss breaks out in tumults of suffering and joy.

Before | leave, tinge my heart in secret with thine own colour,

the colour of the young smile. of tears shaded with ancient sadness.

Let it tinge my thoughts, my deeds, the flame of my evening lamp,

the waking moment of my midnight

Before | leave, rouse my heart with the swing of thy dancing feet,

the swing that wakens stars in the deep of nighrn

frees the stream from the rocky cave,

gives voice to clouds in thunder and rain—

the swing by which the balance in the centre of existence is swayed in
endless cycles of movement

87

EarLy winter spreads her filmy weil
over midnight stars,

and the call comes from the deep,
‘Man, bring out your lamp.’

The torests are bare of flowers,
the birds have ceased to sing
the riverside grass has shed its blossoms.

Come, Dipali, waken hidden flames
out of the desolate dark,
and offer symphony of pramse 10 eternal light,

The stars are dimmed

the night is disconsolate,

and the call comes fram the deep,
‘Man, bring out your lamp,'
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THE wortD today is wild with the delirium of hatred,
the conflicts are cruel and unceasing in anguish,
crooked are its paths, tangled its bonds of greed.
All creatures are crying for a new birth of thine,
O Thou of boundless life,
save them, rouse thine etermal voice of hope,
Let Love's lotus with its inexhaustible treasore of honey
open its petals in thy light,

O Serene, O Free,
in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness
wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth.

Thou giver of immortal gifis

give us the power of renunciation

and claim from us our pride.

In the splendour of & new sunrise Of wisdom
let the hlind gain their sight

and let life come to the souls that are dead.

O Serene, O Free,
in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness
wipe away all dark stains from the hean of this earth.

Man's heart is anguished with the fever of unrest,
with the poison of selfseeking,

with a thirst that knows no end.

Countries far and wide faunt on their foreheads
the blood-red mark of hatred.

Touch them with thy right hand,

make them one in spiril,

bring harmony Into their life,

bring rhythm of beauty.

O Serene, O Free,
in thine immeasurable mercy and goodness
wipe away all dark stains from the heart of this earth,

[365]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

89

Wity pEFRIVE me, my Faie,

of my woman’s right

boldly to conquer the best of life’s prizes.

with mine own arrogant power,

and not to keep gazing at empliness,

waiting for some chance drifting towards me

with the withered fruit of weary days of patience?

Send me without pity to the utter risk of my all for the treasure
guarded behind rudely forbidding barricades.

Never for me is to steal into the bridal chamber
with the timid tinkling of anklets

in a dim twilight dusk,

but recklessly to rush

nto the desperate danger of love,

by some troubled sea,

where its stormy vehemence would snatch away from my face
the veil of shrinking maidenliness,

and amidst the ominous shrieks of sea-birds
could be raised to my warrior my cry—

You are mine own,

90

We two LAy sunk in the dusk of dreams;
the time of awakening has come
waiting for the last word Irom yow
Turn your face to me

and with a teardimmed glance

make the sorrow of parting

ever beautiful,

The moming will appear with its early star

on the fardistant sky of loneliness.

The pain of this farewell night has been captured in my vinastrings,
the lost glory of love will remain woven in my visions.

Open with your own hands the door

owards final separation.
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g1

BrixG 10 THIS country once again the blessed name
which made the land of thy birth sacred to all distant lands!
Let thy great awakening under the bodhi tree be fulfilled,
sweeping away the veil of unreason

and let, at the end of an oblivious night,

freshlv blossom out in India thy remembrance!

Bring life to the mind that is inert,

thou [llimitable Light and Life!

Let the air become vital with thy inspiration!

Letr open the doors that are barred,

‘and the resounding conch shell

proclaim thy arrival at Bharat's gate.

Let, through innumerable voices,

the gospel of an immeasurable love announce thy call.

92

Once AGAIN | wake up when the night has waned,

when the world opens all its petals once more,

and this is an endless wonder.

Vast islands have sunk in the abyss unnamed,

stars have been beggared of the last flicker of their light,
countless epochs have lost all their ladings.
World<onquerors have vanished into the shadow of a name
behind dim legends,

great nations raised their towers of riumph

as a mere offering to the unappeasable hunger of the dust.
Among this dissolving crowd of the discarded

my forehead receives the consecration of light,

and this is an endless wonder.

I stand for another day with the Himalayas,

with constellations of stars.

I am here where in the surging sea-waves

the infuriate dance of the Terrible

15 rhythmed with his boisterous laughter.

The centuries on which have flashed up and foundered
kingly crowns like bubbles
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have left their signaturé on the bark of this aged tree,
where I am allowed 1o sit under its ancient shade for one more day,
and this is an endless wonder.

93

You seemep from afar

titanic in your mysterious majesty of terror.

With palpitating heart | stood before your presence.
Your knitted brows boded ill

and sudden came down the blow

with a growl and a crash.

My bones cracked.

with bowed head | waited

for the final fury 10 come.

It came.
And 1 wondered, could this be all of the menace?

With your weapon held high in suspense
you looked mighuily g,

To strike me you came down

w where | crouched low on the ground.
You suddenly became small

and 1 stood up.

From thence there was only pain for me
but no fear.

Great you are as death itself,

but your victim is greater than death.

04

InLy My MinD follows the sinuous sweep of the Padma roaming under a
distant sky. On the further side of hers streiches the sand-bank,
insensitive to the living world, defiant in its sublime inutility.

On this side crowd the bamboo, the mango wee, the patnarchal banian;
the obsolete hut in ruins; the aged jack trée of a massive trunk; the
mustard field on the slope of the pond; the cane bush round the dich
by the lane: the remnant walls of an indigo plantation clinging to a
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silenced time, its row of casuarinas murmuring day and night in the
forsaken garden.

The colony of Rajbanshis dwell there near the rugged bank fractared into
zigzags, offering a scanty pasture to their goats; in the adjacent upland
the corrugated roofs of the marker storchouses keep staring hard at
the sun.

The whole village stands shuddering in constant fear of the heartless stream,

The proud river has her name in the venerable texis; through her veins
runs the sacred current of the Ganges,

She remains remote. The homesteads she passes by are tolerated by her,
not recognised; her stately manner has 4 response in it to the majestic
silence of the mountain and the large loneliness of the sea

Once | had my boat secured at the landing slope of one of her islands
in an isolated distance, far from all responsibilities.

I opened my eyes before the gaze of the morning star in the dawn, and
slept on the roof under the constellation of the seven sages,

The heedless water ran by the edge of my desolate days, even as the
wraveller walking close to the joys and sorrows of the wayside homes,
yet free from their appeal,

Now at the end of my young days 1 have come away to this plain here,
grey and bare of trees, allowing a small detached spot for the swelling
green of the shadowsheltered Santal village.

1 have for my neighbour the tiny river Kopai. She lacks the distinction
of ancient lineage. The primitive name of hers is mixed up with the
loudlaughing prattle of the Santal women of countless ages.

There is no gap for discord between the land and water in her intimacy
with the village and she easily carries the whisper of her one bank
to the other. The blossoming flax field is in indulgent contact with
her as are the young shoats of rice.

Where the road comes to an abrupt break at the brink of her warter, she
graciously makes way for the passershy across her crystal-clear

garrulons stream.

Her speech is the speech of the humble home, not the language of the
learned. Her rhythm has 4 common kinship both with the land and
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the water; her vagrant stream is unjealous of the green and golden
wealth of the earth.

Slender is her body that glides in curves across shadows and lights, clapping
hands in a tripping measure,

In the rains her limbs become wild like those of the village girls drunk
with the makua wine, yet she never even in her wanlonness breaks or
drowns her neighbouring land; only with a jesting whirl of her skirt
sweeps the banks while she runs laughing loud.

By the middle of autumn her waters bécome limpid, her current slim,
revealing the pallid glimpse of the sands underneath. Her destitution
does not shame her, for her wealth is not arrogant, nor her poverty
mean.

They carry their own grace in their different moods, even as a girl when
‘she dances with all her jewels aglimmer; or when she sits silent with
languor in her eyes and a touch of a tired smile on her lips.

The Kopai in her pulsation finds its semblance in the rhythm of my poet’s
verse, the rhythm that has formed its comradeship with the language
rich in music and that which is crowded with the jarring trivialities
ol the work-a-day hours.

Its cadence fails not the Santal boy lazily tramping along with his bow and
arrows; it times itself to the lumbering market cart loaded with soraw,
to the panting breath of the potter shouldering earthen-wares in a
pair of hanging baskets tied 1o a pole, his pet pariah dog fondly
following his shadow; it moves at the pace of the weary steps of the
village schoalmaster, worth three rupees a month, holding an old torn
umbrella over his head.

95
AN OLDISH upcountry man tall and lean,
with shaven shrunken cheeks like wilted fruits,
jogging along the road to the market wown
in his patched up pair of country-made shoes
and a short tunic made of printed chintz,
a frayed umbrella tilted over his head,
a bamboo stick under his armpit
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It i a sultry morning of August,

the light is vague filtering through thin white clouds.
The last night seemed smothered

under a damp black blanket:

and today a sluggish wind

is fifully surring a dubious response

among aminki leaves.

The stranger passed by the hazy skyline of my mind,
a mere person,

with no definition, no care that may trouble him,

no needs for any the least thing.

And T appeared o him for 2 moment

at the farthest limit of the unclaimed land of his life,
in the grey mist that separates one

from all relations.

I imagine he has his cow in his stall,

a parrot in the cage,

his wife with bangles round her arms,
grinding wheat,

the washerman for his neighbour,

the grocer’s shop across the lane,

a harassing debt to the man from Peshawar,
and somewhere my own indistinct self

only as a passing person.

46

Tuouch | know, my friend, that we are different
my mind refuses to own it.

For we two woke up in the same sleepless might
while the birds sang,

and the same spell of the spring

entered our hearts.

Though your face is towards the light
and mine in the shade
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the delight of our meeting is sweet and secret,
for the flood of youth in its eddyving dance
has drawn us close.

With your glory and grace you conquer the world,
my face is pale.

Bur a magnanimous breath of life

has carried me to your side

and the dark line of our difference

is aglow with the radiance of a dawn.

97

A vir oF A thousand vears dropped between you and me
when you turned your face and merged in a past
where spectre-like dwell they

who missed love’s path m a timorous dusk of doubt.
The space is but narrow that divides us,—

A tiny stream weaving in its murmur

the memory of our parting moment

the pathos of your passing footsteps.

And all that I can offer to you

is the music of an unspoken love

for it to follow you -and vanish.

bl

AT THE DUSK OF the early dawn, Ramananda, the great Brahimin Teacher,
stood in the sacred water of the Ganges waiting long for the cleansing

touch of the stream to Now over his heart
He wondered why it was not granted him this morning.

The sun rose and he prayed for the divine light (0o bless his thoughts and

open his life to truth.
But his mind remained dark and distraughe.

The sun climbed high over the sal forest and the fishermen’s boats spread
their sails, the milk-maids with milkvessels on head went 0 the

markeL
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The Guri started up, left the water and walked along the sand amidst
weeds and rushes and clamorous saliks, busy digging holes for their
nests on the slope of the river bank.

He reached the lane which took him to the evilsmelling village of the
tanners where lean dogs were crunching bones at the wayside and
kites swooped down upon casual morsels of flesh.

Bhajan sat before his cottage door under an ancient tamarind tree working
at camel's saddle.

His body shrank with awe when he saw the Guru fresh from his bath come
to the unclean neighbourhood and the grizzly old tanner bowed himself
down to the dust from a distance.

Ramananda drew him to his heart and Bhajan, his eyes filled with tears,
cried in dismay, ‘Master, why bringest upon thee such pollutionl’

And Master said, 'While on my way to my bath 1 shunned your village
and thus my heart missed the blessings of the Ganges whose mother’s
love is for all.

‘Her own touch comes down at last upon me at the touch of your body
with mine and 1 am purified.

‘| cried this morning to the Sun, “The divine Person who is in thee is
alse within me but why do I not meet thee in my mind?”

‘I have met him at this moment when his light descends upon your forehead
as well as on mine, and there is no need for me today to go to the
temple.”

99

1 NEGLECTED to appraise your worth

being blindly sure of my possession.

The days followed each other and the nights
cartying your offerings to my feet.

I looked at them through the corner of my eyes
as they were being sent to my storehouse.

April's honeysuckles added their scent to your gifts,
the full moon of the autumn night

touched them with its glimmer.

Often you poured the flood of your dark iresses upon my lap
and your eyes swam with tears while you said:
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My wibute to you, my king, is pitifully meagre;
I have lailed 1o give you more, not having any more 10 give,

The days follow each other and the nights

but you are no longer here today.

| come to open at last my storehouse,

and take up the chain of the jewels,

that came from your hands on my neck.

My pride that remained indifferent

kisses the dust where you lefi your fotprints,

Today I gain you truly

for with my sorrow 1 have paid the price of your love.

100

Tik SANTAL woman hurries up and down the gravelled path under the
shimonl tree; a coarse grey son closely twines her slender limbs, dark
and compact; its red border sweeping across the air with the flaming
red magic of the palash Nower.

Some absent-minded divine designer, while fashioning a black bird with
the stuff of the July cloud and the lighming flash, must have
Improvised unawares this woman's form; her impulsive wings hidden
within; her nimble steps uniting in them a woman’s walk and a bird's
flight,

With a few lacquer bangles on her exquisitely modelled arms and a basket
full of loose earth on her head, she flits across the gravelred path
undes the shimool tree,

The lingering winter has finished its ermand. The ¢asual breath of the
south is beginning 1o tease the austerity of the cold month. On the
himjhuri branches the leaves are taking the golden tint of a rich decay.
The ripe fruits are strewn over the amlaki grove where the rowdy boys
crowd to pillage them. Swarms of dead leaves and dust are capering
in a ghastly whirl following sudden caprices of the wind.
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The building of my mud house has commenced and labourers are busy
raising the walls. The distant whistle announces the passing of the
train along the railway cutting, and the dingdong of the bell is heard
from the neighbouring school.

[ sit on my terrace warching the young woman toiling at her task hour
after hour. My heart is touched with shame when | feel that the woman’s
service sacredly ordained for her loved ones, its dignity soiled by the
market price, should have been robbed by me with the help of a few

pieces of copper.

101

Sivce THE fRST day-break of human age misted with myths,
they walk wondereyed on strange shores, the seekers,
and the lighters march at the drumbeats of storm gods
towards an ever-distant time,

along an endless stretch of baule-ficlds.

The earth trembles at the ceaseless reads of deadly pursuits,
the midnight sleep is troubled,

the easeful life is embittered

and death is made precious.

Those who tushed out at the urge of the road

ever move on beyond the boundaries of death,

and those who clung to their homes

are doomed to lie perpetually encased in the shell of a rigid life
in a soulless world.

Who is there who must be lured by an insipid peace,

by a stagnant stinking security,

and dully choose to build his shelter in a realm of ghosis?

In the beginning man found himself

at the crossroad of existence.

The provision of his journey was given him af his blood,
in his dream, in his path iself.
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When he sat down to fix his plan and raised his tower high among clouds
its base crumbled away;

he built his dyke only to let it be swept away by floods.

Time and again he fell asleep in his hall of tired carousal

in the gasping light of smoke-bedimmed lamps,

till a sudden assault of a nightmare choked him,

rattled his ribs together

and he woke up in & groaning agony of death.

A sudden awakening has often startled him forth

from the ringdence of decrepit centuries

towards undefined horizons,

and an impulse forced him away from the feuer of his swollen success,
reminding him that pillars of triumph across Time's chariot-path
bury the builder under their nameless ruins.

He hastens to join the army of the wreckers of patierns

coming from all ages,

crossing hills,

breaking stone walls,

bursting iron gates

while the sky throbs with the drum-beats of Eternity.

102

IN THAT EARLY dusk of a distracted age,

When God in scom of his own workmanship

violently shook his head at his primitive effors,

an impatient wave snatched you away, Africa,

from the bosom of the East,

and kepl you brooding in a dense enclosure of niggardly light,
guarded by giant trees.

There you slowly stored _

the baffling mysteries of the wildemess

in the dark cellars of your profound privacy,

conned the signals of land and water difficult to read;
and the secret magic of Nature invoked in your mind
magic rites from beyond the boundaries of consciousness.
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You donned the disguise of deformity to mock the terrible;

and in a mimicry of a sublime ferocity

made yourself fearful to conguer fear.

You are hidden, alas, under a black weil,

which obscures your human dignity

1o the darkened vision of contempt.

With man-traps stole upon you those hunters

whose fierceness was keener than the fangs of your wolves,

whose pride was blinder than your lightless forests.

The savage greed of the civilised stripped naked its unashamed
inhumanity,

You wept and your cry was smothered,

your forest trails became muddy with tears and blood,

while the nailed boots of the robbers

left their indelible prints

along the history of your indignity.

And all the time across the sea,

church bells were ringing in their towns and villages,

the children were lulled in mothers’ arms,

and poets sang hymns to Beauty.

Today when on the western horizon

the sunset sky is stifled with dust-storm,

when the beast, creeping out of its dark den,
proclaims the death of the day with ghastly howls,
come, you poet of the fatal hour,

stand at that ravished woman'’s door,

ask for her forgiveness,

and let that be the last great word

in the midst of the deliium of a diseased Continent,

103

LeT HoNouR come fo me from Thee
through a call to some desperate task,
in the pride of poignant sutfering.
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Lull me not into languid dreams;
Shake me out of this cninging in the dust,
Our of the fetters that shackle our mind, make futile our destiny;
Out of the unreason that bends our dignity down under the
indiseriminate feet of dictators:
Shatter this age-long shame: of ours,
And raise our head
into the houndless sky,
into the generous light,
into the air of freedom:

104

ENTANGLED IN the meshes woven by countless gazing eyes,
he is drawn mto a whirl of noise,

the man of fame.

Alas, he has lost his rank among those

‘who are privileged to remain unaware of the date of their birth,
whose recognition in the world is slight

even as the leaves are that lightly swing on the branches
and drop on the dust unnoticed.

He lives in his solitary cell among the erowd

with a chain of honour ever jangling round his limbs.

Take pity and free him

in the world of cool light. green shade and sweet reticence,
in the unbounded dust,—

the pnmeval playground of the eternal child.

When the ferry boat from the dark

brought him to the landing on the shore of fresh knowledge,
he had nothing 0 cover him from the light

that touched his nakedness

as it touches the sail unfurled in the aw

In the simple freedom of that moming

flowers without fame bloomed in the grass,

and the spring hour spread its golden wings,

in an immensity of leisure.
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In that holiday's solitude

his name received its infinite worth from a sweel voice
whose far-away music makes him wistful

in the languorous afternoon of March

and whose date is lettered today

in this glistening quiver of asath leaves.

He had his poet’s welcome from the river Padma

and the morning star through the intervals of bamboo leaves on her bank.
The dark masses of cloud had spread before him

a purple shadow on the distant rain<dimmed forest;

his eyes had followed the track of noisy girls to the nver

along the shady village lane

and enjoyed the duet of colours under the sunset sky

in the blossoming field of mustard and linseed sown together.

He gazed and said, 'l love it',

and wished that this love of his remained behind him,
even when his big endeavours had come to nothing,
and thar his salutation carrving his lifedong wonder
should leave a lasting memory of his touch

on the dust of his earth.

105

You maker of pictures,

a ceaseless traveller among men and things,
rounding them up in your net of vision

and bringing them out in lines

far above their social value and market price.

Yonder colony of the outcaste,

its crowd of rusiic roofs,

and an empty field in the background
scorched by the angry April sun

are hurriedly passed by and never missed,
till your wayfaring lines spoke out;

they are there,

and we started up and said, indeed they are.
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Those nameless tramps fading away every moment into shadows
were rescued from their nothingness

and compelled us w acknowledge

a greater appeal of the real in them

than is possessed by the rajahs

who layish money on their portraits of dubious worth

tor lools to gape at in wonder.

You ignored the mythological steed of paradise

when your eyes were caught by a goat

wha is only noticed with our expostulation

when straying on our brinjal plot.

You brought out its own majesty of goatliness in your lines

and our mind woke up into a surprise.

The poor goatseller remains ignorant of the fact

that the picture does not represent the commonplace beast that is his
owl,

but 1t 15 a discovery.

106

Beino AN infinite secrecy of the dark

from which the world of prying lights was shut out

there walked in the Destroyer,

and underneath the pall of an ominous hush

rehearsed reparation in the deep of my being.

At last the stage was made vacant

for the new act of life's play,

when a fiery finger from the sky touched a fringe of the darkness

and a lightning thrill

pierced the mmensity of sleep

hreaking it to pieces,

A stream of awakening began to course through the veins of a blind
inertness—

as the first flood of the rminy June pursues its branching path

amidst the emptiness ol a dry river-bed,

Big boulders of shadows barricaded the passage of light

and created confusion—
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ull they were swept away,

and the spirit of new life unbared herself
in a luminous horizon of peace.

This body of mine—

the carrier of the burden of a past—
seemed to me like an exbausted cloud
slipping off from the listless arm of the moring.
[ felt freed from its clasp

in the heart of an incorporeal light

at the furthest shore

of evanesceni things.

107

WHEN My mind was released

from the black cavern of oblivion

and woke up into an intolerable surprise

it found itself at the crater of a volcanic helldfire

that spouted forth a stifling fume of insult to Man;

it witnessed the long-drawn suicidal agony of the Time-spirit

passing through convulsions of a monstrous deformity worse than death.
On its one side a defiant savagery

and the growl of homicidal drunkenness,

on the other timid powers tied to the load

of their carefully guarded hoardings,

meekly settling down to a silent safety of acquiescence

after miscalculared bursts of impatience.

At the old nations™ council-chambers

plans and protests are pressed flat between the tightshut prudent lips.
In the meanwhile across the sky rush with their blazing blasphemy
the soulless swarms of vulture-machines

carrying their missiles of ravenous passion for human entrails,

Give me power, O awful Judge,

siting on the throne of Eternity,

give me a voice of thunder,

that [ may hurl imprecanon

upon this cannibal whose gruesome hunger
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spares neither women nor children,

that my words of reproach may ever rock

upon the heart-throbs of a historv humiliated by itself,
ull this age choked and chained

linds the bed of its final rest in its ashes.

108

Te war dmms are sounded.

Men force their features into frightfulness and gnash their weeth:

and before they rush out to gather raw human flesh for death’s larder,
they march to the temple of Buddha, the compassionate.

to claim his blessings,

while loud beats the drum ra-a-tal

and earth trembles.

They pray for success;

for they must raise weeping and wailing

in their wake, sever ties of love,

plant Hags on the ashes of desolated homes,
devastate the centres of culture

and shrines of beauty,

mark red with blood their trail

across green meadows and populous markets,
and so they march to the temple of Buddha, the compassionate,
to claim his blessings,

while loud beats the drum rata-tat

and earth rembles,

They will punctuate each thousand of the maimed and killed

with the trumpeting of their trinmph,

arouse demon’s mirth at the sight

of the limbs tom bleeding from women and children;

and they pray that they may befog minds with untruths

and poison God's sweet air of breath,

and therefore they march to the temple of Buddha, the compassionate,
to claim his blessings,

while loud beats the drum rat-a-tat

and carth trembles:
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109

My BIRTHDAY |

With Death’s passport in hane

it has emerged from its dive into the chasm of nothingness

to breathe a while on the outskirts of existence.

From the worn-out chain have dropped the beads of the past years
and with this newest birthday

begins the counting of the days of a new-born life.

The welcome offered 1oday to me,

a passer-by,

who tries to con the signal of the morning of an unknown star
beckoning him towards an uncharted voyage.

is shared equally by his birthday

and the time of his death,

who mingle their lights like those of the morning star

and of the waning moon.

And [ shall sing the same chant 1o both,

to death and 1o life.

CGrant me, Mother Earth,

that my life's mirage born of burning thirst

may recede in the farthest horizon

and my unclean beggar's bowl empty into the dust
its accumulated defilemenis;

and as | start my crossing to the unrevealed shore
let me never look back with longing

on the lst leavings of the feast of life.

Now when in this sleep-laden dusk of the day's end
the meaning is lost of the keen-bladed hunger

with which you had goaded me 10 drag life’s chariot
vou begin 1o withdraw your gifis from me one by one.
Slight has grown your need of me

and slight have you made my use

and set on my forehead the stamp of the discarded.

I feel t all and ver 1 know,

all this contumely of yours

will not reduce my worth 10 nought.
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Cripple me, if you will,

shut out all light from my eyes,

shroud me in the shadow of infirmity,

vet in the dilapidated rempie of my being

the ancient god will remain enthroned,

Wark your havoc and pile up the wreck,

yet in the midst of this ruin

the luminous spot of inward joy

will burn bright as ever.

For it was fed day after day on the heavenly wine

which the gods pour on earth through every sight and sound.
I had loved them all

and sung of that love.

That love has lifted me above your bounds,

the love that shall abide, even though its words grow feeble,
defaced by constant use.

On this love of mine have traced their autographs
the pollen of the mango-blossom,

and the dew-cooled fragrance of the sephalika

the twitterings of the doels in early dawn

and the rapturous touch of the beloved.

When | take my leave of you, O Earth,

take back from me, carefully reckoning,

all that you had vouchsafed to me,

the outfit and provision for a life’s sojourn..

Yet never think that 1 hold your gifis but slight
Ever grateful T am to this claycast mould

through which I have had my introduction to the Formiess,

Whenever 1 have approached your doors

with the mind free from all coveting,

| have been made welcome to your heart.

I know your gifts are not for the greedy,

that you withhold the nectar hidden in your earthen pot

from the ravenous lips of those that hunger obscenely.

You are waiting, O Earth, with your immortal gifts,

to welcome the wayfarer who treads the arduous path of detachment.
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The gluttons who lust for flesh,

the traffickers in festering carrion,

have banded today in their orgies of violence, day and night
Yet mockery tempts my smile, as of old,

at the pompous folly of the learned,

at the tyranny of the beggarly rich,

at the hideous make-up of the showy,

at the blasphemy that lampoons the divine in Man.

Enough of this. The bell tolls the last hour at your porch,

and my heart responds to the creaking of the opening gates of farewell.

I this deepening gloom of the twilight,

I will gather what fickering flames remain to light my fding
CONSCIOUSNEess,

to offer my last worship to you, O Earth,

under the gaze of the Seven Rishis:

And the incense of my last silent song will float round you.

Behind me will remain the nagkeshar plant

that has vet to flower,

the anguished heart of this shore

yeamning in vain for a ferry across,

and love’s self-reproach at its tired memory

vanishing behind the screen of daily task.

110

In THE UPPER sky, lamped by science,
the night forgets itself,

while in the underground gloom
lean hunger and bloated voracity
crash against each other

till the earth begins to tremble

and the pillars of wiumph

are perilously cracked,

swaying on the brink of gaping gulfs.

Do not howl in fear
or angrily judge God,
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let the swelling evil burst itsell in pain
and vomit out its accumulated filth,

When the victims of a carmivorous rage

are dragged by the competition of ravenous fangs,
let the hideousness of the bloodsoaked blasphemy
arouse divine anger heralding a heroic peace

out of an awful retribution,

They throng in the church

in a primitive frenzy of faith made keen by fear
which hopes to flatter their God

into a complacent mood

into a feebleness of leniency.

They feel half sure that peace will be brought down
into this demented earth

by the mere volume of their wailing

uttered in sacred texi,

They have confidence in their indulgent God
who may send them timely wisdom

to divert all sacrifices needed for the worship
towardls the less strong,

Jeaving their own soiled hoardings undivided.

But let us hope,

for the sake of the dignity of moral justice in this world,
that God will never suffer to be cheated of His due

by the miserly manipulation of a diplomatic piety
carefully avoiding all cost to itself,

that a terrible penance may have to be passed through
to its ultimate end,

leaving no remnant of poison

in a treacherously healing scar.

111

TurovucH 1HE troubled history of man
comes sweeping a blind fury of destruction
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and the towers of civilisation topple down o dust.

In the chaos of moral nihilism

are trampled underfoot by marauders

the best treasures of Man heroically won by the martyrs for ages.

Come, young nations,

proclaim the bHght for freedom,

raise up the banner of invincible faith,
Build bridges with your life across the
gaping earth blasted by hatred,

and march forward.

Do not submit yourself to carry the burden of insult upon your head.
Kicked by tervor,

and dig not a wench with flsehood and cunning

1o build a shelter for your dishonoured manhood;

offer not the weak as sacrifice to the strong

to save yourself,

112

Taose wHo struck Him once
in the name of their rulers,
are born again in this present age.

They gather in their prayer-halls in a pious garb,

they call their soldiers,

‘Kill, Kill', they shout;

in their roaring mingles the music of their hymns,

while the Son of Man in His agony prays, 'O God,

fling, fing far away this cup filled with the biterest of poisons.’

113

OKCE YOU HAD lent to my eves a generous portion from your limitless store
of light; now at the day's end you have come 10 reclaim it, my master,
and | know for certain that I must make good my debt

But why cast shadow before my evening lamp? I am but a guest for a few
days in this world that has come of your light, but if out of its abundance
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a few fragments of that light are left behind, let them remain in careless
neglect at the last uace of your chariot.

Let me glean from that dust some scattered lights and shadows, some
gleam of coloured illusion with which to build my own little world
as a slight remnant of your debt, not worth gathering for good.

114

In mHiS GREAT Universe

The giant wheel of pain revolves;

Stars and planets split up;

Sparks of fiery dust, farflung,

Scauer at terrific speed

Enveloping in network primordial

The anguish of existence.,

In the armoury of pain

Spreading on the stretches of consciousness, aglow,
Clang the insttuments of torture;

Bleeding wounds gape open.

Small is man's body,

How immense his strength of suffering.

At the concourse of creation and chaos

To what end does he hold up his cup of fiery drink
In the weird festival of the gods

Drunk in their titan power,—O why

Filling his body of clay

Sweeps the red delirious tide of tears?

To each moment he brings endless value

From his unconquerable will.

Man's sacrificial offering

His burning physical agony—

Can asnything compare,

In the whole fiery dedication of the suns and stars?
Such unyielding wealth of prowess,

Such fearless endurance,

Such indifference o death.—

Triumphal march as this, in hundreds,

Trampling embers underfoot
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To reach the limit of sorrow—

Is there anywhere such gquest, nameless, radiant,

Such pilgrimage together, from road to road?

Such pure waters of service, breaking through igneous rocks,
Such endless store of love?

115

WhiEN IN THE depth of the night

in the phantasmal light of the sick-bed
appears your wakeful presence,

it seems 10 me

that the countless suns and stars

have guaranteed my litte life:

then 1 know that you will leave me
and the fear spreads from sky to sky,
the fear of the terrible indifference

of the AllL

116

SuE 18 THE sPiRIT of an Autumn evening,

robed in the gleams of the vanished sunset,

carrying the promise of the immense peace of the star,

guiding with her speechless ministry

the languid steps of the long lingering hours of the reluctant night
into the neighbourhood of the moming star,

Her tresses touched by the gentle breeze of the dawn,

that smell of the morning worship,

her sad and sweet face of the day's end

becomes radiant with the blessedness of the moming light.

117

WiEeN | rost from my sleep

I found a basket of oranges at my feet,

my mind wondered who could be the

giver of such a gift;

my guesses flew from one name to another
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but sweet names were abandoned
like flowers in the Spring,

and all varied names combined
to make this gift a perfect one.

118

In THE ExpLEss paths of the world,

among numberless activities,

her namre is scatered

with all that is unatained in her and incomplete,
By the sick-bed around one eager aim

she appears as a new vision

complete i her being,

where all the goodness of all things

becomes centred in her,

in her touch, in her seepless anxious eyes.

119

ON MY WAY 10 Tecovery

when | received Nature's earliest friendly greetings,

she held before my eyes her precious gift of endless first surprise.
And those mrees and the blue sky

bathed in moming light

though ancient and ever-known

revealed to me in them creation's everlasting first moment
and | felt that this one birth of mine

is woven in the web of many births of many changing forms
and like the sunlight composed of varied rays

every appearance in its umity

is blended with countless invisible other ones.

1 20)
BLEssiNGS HAVE 1 won in this life
of the Beautiful,
In the vessel of man's affection 1 taste His own divine nectar,
Sarrow, hard to bear,
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has shown me the unhurt, unconquered soul.

On the day when I felt death's impending shadow,
fear's defear has not been mine.

The great ones of the Earth

have not deprived me of their touch,

their undying words have I stored in my heart
Grace | had from the god of life:

this memory let me leave

in grateful words.
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1

Stray 8ebs of summer come to my window to sing and fly away,
And yellow leaves of autumn, which have no songs, flutter and fall
there with a sigh.

2
O roure OF little vagrants of the world, leave your footprints in my words.

3

THe wortD puts off its mask of vastness to its lover.
It becomes small as one song, as one kiss of the eternal.

L
It 15 THE tears of the earth that keep her smiles in bloom.

5

Tue micHTY desert is burning for the love of a blade of grass who shakes
her head and laughs and flies away.

B
Ir you SHED tears when you miss the sun, you also miss the stars.

7

THE sANDS in your way beg for your song and your movement, dancing
water, Will you carry the burden of their lameness?

B
Her wistruL face haunts my dreams like the rain at night

9

Once we dreamt that we were strangers.
We wake up to find that we were dear to each other.

[397]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGCORE

10

Sorrow 18 hushed into peace in my heart like the evening amony the silent
irees.

11

SomE UNsEEN fingers, like idle breeze, are playing upon my heart the music
of the ripples,

12

“WHAT LANGUAGE is thine, O sea?’
“The language of eternal question.’
‘What language is thy answer, O sky?'
“The language of eternal silence.’

13

LisTeN, My heart, to the whispers of the world with which it makes love
(o VOuL.

14

Tue MysTERY of creation is like the darkness of night—it is great. Delusions
of knowledge are like the fog of the morning.

15

Do noT seat your love upon a precipice because it is high.

16

1 s AT my window this morning where the world like & passer-by stops
for @ moment, nods to me and goes.

17

Tuest LirTie thoughts are the rustle of leaves; they have their whisper of
joy in my mind.
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18
WHAT you are you do not see, whal you see is your shadow.

19

My wisEs are fools, they shout across thy songs, my Master.
Let me but listen,

20

| cannoT choose the best
The best chooses me.

21

Trey THROW their shadows before them who carry their lantern on their
back.

22
Tuat 1 exist is a perpetual surprise which is life.

28

‘Wi, THE rustling leaves, have a voite that answers the storms, but who
are you so silent?’
'l am a mere Hower.'

24
Rest mELONGS 10 the work as the eyelids to the eyes.

25
MAX is A born child, his power is the power of growth.

26

Gon ExercTs answers for the flowers he sends us, not for the sun and the
carth.
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27

THE LGHT that plays, like a naked child, among the green leaves happily
knows not that man can lie.

28
O seavTy, find thyself in love, not in the flattery of thy mirror.

29

My HEARY beats her waves at the shore of the world and writes upon it
her signature in tears with the words, ‘I love thee.

%0

'Moox, For what do you wait?’
‘To salute the sun for whom I must make way.'

31

The TREEs come up to my window like the yearning voice of the dumb
earth.

32
His oWN mornings are new surprises w God.

53

LiFk FINDS its wealth by the claims of the world, and its worth by the claims
of love.

34
Tue prY river-bed finds no thanks for its past.

35

The smo wishes it were a clond.
The cloud wishes it were a bird.
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36
THE WATERFALL sings, ‘I find my song, when I find my freedom.’

a7

I casNoT tell why this heart languishes in silence.
It is for small needs it never asks, or knows or remembers,

38

Woman, WHEN vou move about in your household service your limbs sing
like a hill stream amoog its pebbles.

39

THE SUN goes to cross the Western sea, leaving its last salutation 1o the
East.

40
Do not blame your food because you have no appetite.

41

Tre trees, like the longings of the earth, stand atiptoe to peep at the
heaven.

42

You smiten and taiked 1o me of nothing and I felt that for this 1 had been
wainng long.

43

THE #isH IN the water is silent, the animal on the earth is noisy, the bird
in the air is singing,

But Man has in him the silence of the sea, the noise of the earth
and the music of the air.
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Tiie wosin tushes on over the strings of the lingering heart making the
music of sadness.

45
He #as made his weapons his gods.
When his weapons win he is defeated himself.

46
Gop mNps himself by creating.

47

Siapow, wiTH her veil drawn, follows Light in secret meekness, with her
silent steps of love.

48
Tut sTARS are not afraid to appear like fireflies.

44

[ THANK thee that | am none of the wheels of power but | am one with
the living creatures that are crushed by it

50
Tt MiND, sharp but not broad, sticks at every point but does not move.

51

Your ipor is shattered in the dust 1o prove that God’s dust is greater than
your idol.

52
Man BoEs not reveal himself in his history, he struggles up through it
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53

WiilLe THE glass lamp rebukes the earthen for calling it cousin, the moon
rises, and the glass lamp, with a bland smile, calls her,—'My dear, dear
sister, !

54

Lige THE meeting of the seagulls and the waves we meet and come near.
The seagulls fly off, the waves roll away and we depart.

55

My pay 1s done, and I am like a boat drawn on the beach, listening to
the dance-music of the ride in the evening.

56

LiFE IS given (o us, we eam it by giving iL

57
WE COME nearest to the great when we are great in humility.

58
THE SPARROW is sorry for the peacock at the burden of its tail

59
Never sE afraid of the moments—thus sings the voice of the everlasting.

60

THE HURRICANE seeks the shortest road by the no-road, and suddenly ends
its search in the Nowhere.

! See no, 172, also based on the same Bengali original —Editor
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61

TAKE MY wine in my own cup, friend.
It Joses its wreath of foam when poured into that of others.

62
Tue rerrecT decks itself in beauty for the love of the Imperfect.

63
Gop savs to man, ‘1 heal you therefore I hurt, love you therefore punish.’

fr4

Trank tHE flame for its light, but do not forget the lampholder standing
in the shade with constancy of patience.

65

TINY GRASS, your steps are small, but you possess the earth under your
tread.

66

Tk veanNT flower opens its bud and cries, "Dear World, please do not
fade.’

67
Gon arows weary of great kingdoms, but never of little flowers.

68
WHONG cANNOT ‘afford defear but Right can:

69

‘1 cive My whole water in joy,” sings the waterfall, “though little of it is
enough for the thirsty.’
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70

WHERE 15 the fountain that throws up these flowers in a ceaseless outbreak
of ecstasy?

71

THE WOODCUTTER'S axe begged for its handle from the tree.
The tree gave it

72
In my solitude of heart 1 feel the sigh of this widowed evening veiled with

mist and rain.
73
CHASTITY 1s a wealth that comes from abundance of love.

74

TuE misT, like love, plays upon the heart of the hills and brings out surprises
of beauty.

10
WE rEAD the world wrong and say that it deceives us.

76

TuE poet wind is out over the sea and the forest to seek his own voice,

m

EvERY cHILD comes with the message that God is not yet discouraged of
man.

78

Tse GrAss seeks her crowd in the earth.
The tree seeks his solitude of the sky.

[405]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE
™

MAN BARRICADES against himself.

80

You voic, my friend, wanders in my heart, like the muffled sound of
the sea among these listening pines.

81
WAt 15 this unseen flame of darkness whose sparks are the stars?

82
Let ure be beautiful like summer flowers and death like antumn leaves.

83

He wiio wanTs to do good knocks at the gate; he who loves finds the gate
QP

84

IN DEATH the many becomes one; in life the one becomes many.
Religion will be one when God is dead.!

85
Tk ArTisT is the lover of Nature, therefore he is her slave and her master.

86

‘How FAR are you from me, O Fruit®’
‘I am hidden in your heart. O Flower.

| Alsar to be fornd In Firgfliecand in Lekhan—Editor
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87

THIS LONGING is for the one who is felt in the dark, but not seen in the
day.

88

‘You AR the big drop of dew under the lotus leaf, 1 am the smaller one
on its upper side,” said the dewdrop to the lake.

89

THE SCABBARD is content to be dull when it protects the keenness of the
sword.

a0

In DARKNESS the One appears as uniform; in the light the One appears
as manifold.'

a1
TiE GREAT earth makes herself hospitable with the help of the grass.

92

Tue migTH and death of the leaves are the rapid whirls of the eddy whose
wider circles move slowly among stars.

93

Powek saib to the world, ‘You are mine.’
The world kept it prisoner on her throne.
Love said to the world, ‘T am thine.’
The world gave it the freedom of her house.

t“Darkness smothers the one into uniformity/ Light revealsthe one in lts multifari-
olones" Lebhan
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04
Tix st I8 like the earth's desire.
It hides the sun for whom she cries.

95
Be stuL my heart, these greal trees are prayess.

96
THE Notse of the moment scoffs at the music of the Eternal.

a7

| TNk OF other ages that floated upon the stream of life and love and
death and are forgotten, and 1 feel the freedom of passing away.

a8

Ty saoness of my soul is her bride's vei.
[t waits to be lifted in the night.

99

DEATH'S STAMP gives value to the coin of life; making it possible to buy with
life what is tuly precious.

100

The cloun stood humbly in a comer of the sky
The moming crowned it with splendour.

1M
TuE ousT receives insult and in retum offers her flowers

102

Do nor linger to gather flowers to keep them, but walk on, for flowers
will keep themselves blooming all your way.
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103

Roo1s ARe the branches down in the earth,
Branches are roots in the air,

104

Tue Music of the far-away summer utters around the Autumn seeking its
former nest.

105
Do Not insult your friend by lending him merits from your own pocket

106

Tue ouck of the nameless days clings to my heart like mosses round the
old ree,

107
TuE £cHo mocks her origin to prove she is the original.

108
Gop 18 ashamed when the prosperous boasts of His special favour.

109
I castT My own shadow upon my path, because 1 have a lamp that has not
been lighted.

110
Man GOEs into the noisy crowd to drown his own clamour of silence.

111

TuaT wHicH ends in exhaustion is death, but the perfect ending is in the
endless.
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112

TwE sun has his simple robe of light. The clouds are decked with gorgeous-
ness.

113

Tre siiLs are like shouts of children who raise their arms, trying to catch
stars.

114
Tue roab is lonely in its crowd for it is not loved.

115

TuE poweR that boasts of its mischiefs is laughed at by the vellow leaves
that fall, and clouds that pass by.

116

THe ertH hums (o me to-day in the sun, like 2 woman at her spinning,
some ballad of the ancient time in a forgotien tongue,

17
THE GRASSBLADE is worthy of the great world where it grows.

118

Dreas 15 A wife who must talk,
Sleep is a husband who silently suffers.

119

TuE NIGHT kisses the fading day whispering to his ear, ‘I am death, your
mother. | am o give vou fresh birth.”
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120

I el THY beauty, dark night, like that of the loved woman when she has
put out the lamp,

121
I carry IN my world that flourishes the worlds that have failed.

122

Dear FrienD, | feel the silence of your great thoughts of many a deepening
eventide on this beach when 1 listen to these waves,

123
THE siRp thinks it is an act of kindness to give the fish a lift in the air.

124

'IN THE MoON thou sendest thy love letter to me,” said the night to the
S0k,
‘l leave my answers in tears upon the grass.’

125

THE GREAT is @ born child; when he dies he gives his great childhood to
the world,

126

NOT HAMMERSTROKES, but dance of the water sings the pebbles into per-
tection.

127

Bees st honey from flowers and hum their thanks when they leave,
The gaudy butterfly is sure that the flowers owe thanks to him.
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128
To 8¢ outspoken is easy when you do not wait 1 speak the complete truth,

129

Asks THE Possible to the Impossible, "Where is your dwelling place?’
‘In the dreams of the impotent,’ comes the answer.

150
If you suUT your door to all errors truth will be shut out.

131

] s sosme rustle of things behind my sadness of heart,—I cannot see
them.

152

LESURE 1N its activity is work.
The stllness of the sea stirs in waves,

133

The LEAF hecomes flower when it loves.
The flower becomes fruit when it worships.

134
Tie #007s below the ecarth claim no rewards for making the branches
fruitful.

135

THis RAINY evening the wind is restless.
I look ar the swaying branches and ponder over the greatness of all

things.
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136

StokM OF midnight, like a giant child awakened in the untimely dark, has
begun to play and shoul

137

THou RusEsT thy waves vainly to follow thy lover, O sea. thou lonely bride
of the storm,

138

‘T aM ashamed of my emptiness,’ said the Word to the Work.
T know how poor T am when 1 see vou,' said the Work ta the Word.

139

TiMe 15 the wealth of change, but the clock in its parody makes it mere
change and no wealth.

140

TruTH 1N HER dress finds facts too tight,
In fiction she moves with ease.

141

Wiien | ravelled 1o here and to there, 1 was tired of thee, O Road, but
now when thou leadest me 10 everywhere | am wedded to thee in love.

142

LeT ME think that there is one among those stars that guides my life through
the dark unknown.

143

Woman, wimh the grace of your fingers you touched my things and order
came oul like music.
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144

OnE $ab voice has its nest among the ruins of the years.
It sings to me in the night—"T loved yoiL'

145

THE FLAMING fire wams me off by its own glow.
Save me from the dying embers hidden under ashes.

146

I sAVE my stars in the sky,
But oh for my lile lamp unlit in my house.

147

Tue nust of the dead words clings to thee.
Wash thy soul with silence,

148
Gars ARe left in life through which comes the sad music of death.

149

Tre worLh has opened its heart of light in the mMorming.
Come out, my heart, with thy love to meet i

150

My tHoucHTs shimmer with these shimmering leaves and my heart Sings
with the totich of this sunlight: my life is glad to be floating with all things
into the blue of space, into the dark of time.

151
Gon's GREAT power is in the gentle breeze, not in the storm.
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152
THis 15 A dream in which things are all loose and they oppress. | shall find
them gathered in thee when | awake and shall be free.

153

‘Wiio 15 there 0 take up my duties?’ asked the setting sun.
'l shall do what I can, my Master,’ said the earthen lamp.

154
By piuckiNG her petals you do not gather the beauty of the flower.

155
SILENCE WILL carry your voice like the nest that holds the sleeping birds.

156

Tue Grear walks with the Small withowt fear.
The Middling keep aloof.

157

THe sicHT opens the Bowers in secret and allows the day o ger thanks.

158

Power Takes as ingratitude the writhings of its victims.
1549
WHEN WE rejoice in our fulness, then we can part with our fruits with joy.

160

THE ramprors kissed the earth and whispered.—"We are thy homesick
children, mother, come back to thee from the heaven.'
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161
Tt coswes pretends to catch dewdrops and catches fies.

162

Love! whEN you come with the burning lamp of pain in your hand, 1 can
see your face and know vou as bliss.

163

“THE LEARNED say that your lights will one day be no more." said the firefly
to the stars.
The siars made no answer.

164

Iy THE bUSK of the evening the bird of some early dawn comes to the nest
of my silence.

165

THoUGHTS pass in my mind like focks of ducks in the sky.
I hear the voice ot their wings.

166
THE CANAL Joves to think that rivers exist solely to supply it with water.

167
Tue worLd has kissed my soul with its pain, asking for its return in songs.

168

THAT WHICH oppresses me, is it my soul trying to come out in the open,
or the soul of the world knocking at my heart for its enuance?
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169
TuovcHT FEEDS itself with its own words and grows.

170

I Have piepen the vessel of my heart into this silent hour; it has filled with
love.

171

ErrtEr you have work or you have not,
When you have to say, ‘Let us do something,’ then begins mischief,

172

Tue sunFroweR blushed to own the nameless Nlower as her kin.
The sun rose and smiled on it, saying, ‘Are you well, my darling?"'

175

‘Who privEs me forward like fare?'
"The Myself striding on my back.’

174

THE cLoups fill the watercups of the river, iding themselves in the distant
hills,

175

I spup water from my water jar as | walk on my way.
Very lintle remains for my home.

176

THE wATER in a vessel is sparkling; the water in the sea is dark.
The small truth has words that are clear; the great wruth has great
silence.

! See o 59, also based on the same Bengall ariginal —Ediior
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157

Your sMILE was the fowers of your own fields, your talk was the rustle of
your own mountain pines, but your heart was the woman that we all know.

178
It 1s TuE little things that T leave behind for my loved ones,—great things
are for everyone.

179

Womay, THoU hast encircled the world's heart with the depth of thy tears
as the sea has the earth.

180

THE SUNSHINE greets me with a smile.
The rain, his sad sister, talks to my heart.

181

My rLower of the day dropped its petals forgoten.
In the evening it ripens into a golden fruit of memory.

182

1 AM uKE the road in the night listening to the footfalls of its memories
in silence.

183

Tiie EVENING sky to me is like a window, and a lighted lamp, and a waiting
behind it

184
He wio 1S 100 busy doing good finds no time o be good.
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185

I am THE autmmn cloud, empty of rain, see my fulness in the field of
ripened rice.

186

TiEy HATED and killed and men praised them.
But God in shame hastens to hide its memory under the green grass,

187
Toes Are THE fingers that have forsaken their past.

188
DaRgNess TRAVELS towards light, but blindness towards death.

189
THE PET DOG suspects the universe for scheming to take its place,

190

Sir stiir my heart, do not raise your dust
Let the world find its way to you.

191

THE Bow whispers to the arrow before It speeds forth—"Your freedom is
mine."

192
Womax, IN your laughter you have the music of the fountain of life.

193

A wminp all logic is like a knife all blade.
It makes the hand bleed thar nses it
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194
Gan Loves man's lamp lights better than his own great stars.!

195
THis woRLD s the world of wild storms kept tame with the music of beauty.

196
"My HEAKT is like the golden casket of thy kiss," said the sunset coud to
the sun.

197

By TorcHinG you may kill, by keeping away you may possess.

198

Tur crickers chirp and the patter of rain come to me through the dark,
like the rustle of dreams from my past youth,

199
1 jave Jost my dewdrop,’ cries the fower 10 the morning sky that has lost
all its stars,

200
T supvne log bursts in flame and cries—"This is my flower, my death.’

201

THE wase thinks that the haney-hive of the neighbouring bees is too small.
His neighbours ask him 1o build one still smaller.

! Alsa see Firflien, no. 156.—Fditor
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202

‘1 casnot keep your waves,' says the bank 1o the over.
‘Let me keep your footprints in my heart.’

203
THE DAY, with the noise of this little earth, drowns the silence of all worlds.

204

Twe sonG feels the infinite in the air, the picture in the earth, the poem
in the air and the earth;
For its words have meaning that walks and music that soars,

205

WHEN THE sun goes down to the West, the East of his morning stands
before him in silence.

206
Ler ME not put myself wrongly to my world and set it against me.

207

Prarse sHames me, for | secretly beg for it

208

Let wy doing nothing when 1 have nothing to do become untroubled in
its depth of peace like the evening in the seashore when the water is silent.

209

Mapex, your simplicity, like the biueness of the lake, reveals your depth
of truth.
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210

Tue pEsT does not come alone.
It comes with the company of the all,

211
Gop's riGHT hand is gentle, but terrible is his left hand.

212

My EVENING came among the alien trees and spoke in a language which
my morning stars did not know.

213
NIGHT'S DARKNESS 15 a bag that bursts with the gold of the dawn.

214
Our DESIRE lends the colours of the rainbow to the mere mists and vapours
of life.

215

Gon warts to win back his own flowers as gifts from man's hands.

216

My san thaughts tease me asking me their own names.

N7

T service of the fruit is precious, the service of the flower is sweet, but
let my service be the service of the leaves in its shade of humble devotion.

218

My HEART fias spread its sails (o the idle winds for the shadowy island of
Anywhere
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219
Men ARe cruel, but Man is kind

220
Make ME thy cup and let my fulness be for thee and for thine.

221
THE sTORM is like the cry of some god in pain whose love the earth refuses.

222
T worlD does not leak because death s not a crack.

223
Lt HAs become richer by the love that has been lost

224

My FRIEND, your great heart shone with the sunrise of the East like the
snowy summit of a lonely hill in the dawn.

295
TiE FOUNTAIN of death makes the stll water of life play.

226

THose wHO have everything but thee, my God, laugh at those who have
nothing but thyself.

227

Tie MovEMENT of life has its rest in its own music,

228

Kicks oNLY raise dust and not crops from the earth.
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229

Our Names are the light that glows on the sea waves at night and then
dies without leaving its signature.

230
L1 siM only see the thoms who has eyes to see the rose.'

251
Ser gmn's wings with gold and it will never again soar in the sky,

232

TaE savE Jotus of our clime blooms here in the alien water with the same
sweetness, under another name.

233
In HEARTS perspective the distance looms large.

254
Tue MooN #As her light all over the sky, her dark spots to herself.

235

Do ot sa. ‘Tt is moming,’ and dismiss it with a name of yesterday. See
it for the frst time as a new-bormn child that has no name.

236

SMORE BOASTS to the sky, and Ashes to the earth, that they are brothers
to the bre,

Lig ot him take note of the thom who can sce the fower 2s 4 whole," Lekhan
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287

Tue rAINDROP whispered to the jasmine, ‘Keep me in your heart for ever.
The jasmine sighed, "Alas," and dropped 1o the ground.

238
T THOUGHTS, do not be afraid of me.
I am a poet
239

Tre oy silence of my mind seems filled with crickets” chirp—the grey
wilight of sound.

240
RockeTs. youk insult to the stars follows yourself back to the earth.

241

Trou HasT led me through my crowded travels of the day 10 my evening's
loneliness.
I wait for its meaning through the stillness of the night.

242

Tins LFE is the crossing of a sea, where we meet in the same narrow ship.
In death we reach the shore and go to our different worlds.

243
Tue stReaM of truth fows through s channels of mistakes.

244

My itearT is homesick to-day for the one sweet hour across the sea of time,

245
THE RIKDSONG is the echo of the moming light back from the earth.
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246
'ARE you oo proud o kiss me?' the morning light asks the buttercup.

247

‘How smay | sing to thee and worship, O Sun?’ asked the linde Hower.
‘By the simple silence of thy purity.’ answered the sun.

243

Max 15 warse than an animal when he is an animal.

249
Darg LOUDS become heaven's flowers when kissed by light.

250
Ler vot THE sword-blade mock its handle for being blunt.

251

THE NiGHT'S silence, like a deep lamp, is burning with the light of its milky
way.

252

ArounD THE sunny wsland of Life swells day and night death’s limitless song
of the sea.

253
15 noT s mountain like a flower, with its petals of hills, drinking the

sunlight?
254

THE ®EAL WITH its meaning read wrong and emphasis misplaced s the
unreal.
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255

Finp Youk beauty, my heart, from the world's movement, like the boat that
has the grace of the wind and the water.

256
THE EvEs ARE not proud of their sight but of their eyeglasses,

257

I 1ave IN this little world of mine and am afraid 1o make it the least less.
Lift me into thy world and leir me have the freedom gladly to lose my
all,

258
THE FALSE can never grow into truth by growing in power.

259

My sEART, with its lapping waves of song, longs to caress this green world
of the sunny day.

260

WassiDE Grass, love the star, then your dreams will come out in [lowers,

261
Ler your music, like a sword, pierce the noise of the markel to its heart.

262
THE TREMBLING leaves of this tree touch my heart like the fingers of an
infant child.

263

Tiis sanness of my soul is her bride’s veil.
It waits to be lifted in the mght
[427 ]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

264

Tue Lirme Nower lies in the dust.
It sought the path of the butterily.

265

I asi N the world of the roads.
The night comes. Open thy gate, thou world of the home.

266

| save sung the songs of thy day.
In the evening let me carry thy lamp through the stormy path.

267

| po ~or ask thee inwo the house.
Come into my infinite loneliness, my Lover.

Deats BELONGS 1o life as birth does.
The walk is in the raising of the foot as in the laying of it down,

269

I mave learmmt the simple meaning of thy whispers in Howers and sun-
shine—teach me W know thy words in pain and death,

270

Tue NiGHT'S flower was late when the morning kissed her, she shivered and
sighed and dropped to the ground,

271

TuroucH THE sadness of all things | hear the crooning of the Eternal
Mother,
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272

I cAME TO your shore as a stranger, | lived in your house as a guest, 1 leave
vour door as a friend, my earth.

273

Ler My thoughts come to you, when | am gone, like the afterglow of sunset
at the margin of starry silence.

274

LicHT 18 My heart the evening star of rest and then let the night whisper
o me of love.

275
I AM A child in the dark,
I stretch my hands through the coverlet of night for thee, Mother.

976

THE paY Of work is done. Hide my face in your arms, Mother.
Let me dream.

277

TuE Lavr oF meeting burns long; it goes out in a moment at the parting.

278

OnE worD keep for me in thy silence, O World, when | am dead, ‘I have
loved.'

279

WE wve 1n this world when we love iL

280

Ler 1HE dead have the immortality of fame, but the living the immortality
of love.
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28]

I HAVE seEN thee as the halfawakened child sees his mother in the dusk
of the dawn and then smiles and sleeps again.

282
1 SHALL DIE again and again to know that Iife is inexhaustible.

285

Wit | was passing with the crowd in the road | saw thy smile from the
halcony and I sang and forgot all noise:

284
Love 15 life in its fulness like the cup with its wine.

285

Tuey ucHr their own lamps and sing their own words in their temples,
But the hirds sing thy name in thine own morning light—for thy
name is jov.

286
Lean e in the centre of thy silence to fill my heart with songs.

287

Ler THEM live who choose in their own hissing world of fireworks.
My heart longs for thy stars, my God.

288

Love's pais sang round my life like the implumbed sea, and love’s joy sang
like birds in its flowering groves.
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289

Pur.our THE lamp when thou wishest.
I shall know thy darkness and shall love it

290

WaEN T stand before thee at the day’s end thou shalt see my scars and
know that T had my wounds and also my healing.

291

SoME pay 1 shall sing 1o thee in the sunrise of some other world, 'I have
seen thee before in the light of the earth, in the love of man.'

292

Crovps coME floating into my life from other days no longer to shed rain
or usher storm but to give colour o my sunset sky.

293
TRUTH RAISES against itself the storm that scatters its seeds broadcast.

204
THE sTORM OF the last night has crowned this morning with golden peace.

295

TruTH SEEMS to come with its final word; and the final word gives birth
o its next.

206
Biessen 18 he whose fame does not oushine his truth.

297

SweETNESS OF thy name fills my heart when 1 forget mine—like thy moming
sunp when the mist is melted.

[431]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

208

Thie siLeNT night has the beauty of the mother and the clamorous day of
the child.

299

Tue wouLh loved man when he smiled. The world became afraid of him
when he laughed.

300
Gon walts for man to regamn his childhood in wisdom.

301
Ler me #eeL this world as thy love aking form, then my love will help it

302

Ty sUNsHINE smiles upon the winter days of my heart, never doubting of
its spring flowers,

308
Gon wsses the fimite i his love and man the infinite.

304

THot crossest desert lands of barren years to reach the moment of
fulfilment.

305
Gob's sitence ripens man's thoughts into speech.

306

Tuou wiit find, Eternal Traveller, marks of thy footsteps across my
songs.
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307
Ler Me not shame thee, Father, who displayest thy glory in thy children.

308

CreenLEss 15 the day, the light under frowning clouds is like a punished
child with traces of tears on its pale cheeks, and the oy of the wind is
like the cv of a wounded world. But I know [ am travelling to meet my
Friend.

309

TONIGHT THERE is a stir among the palm leaves, a swell in the sea, Full
Moon, like the heart throb of the world: From what unknown sky hast
thou carried in thy silence the aching secret of lover

310

1 BREAM OF @ star, an island of light, where I shall be born and in the depth
of its quickening leisure my life will ripen its works like the ncefield n
the autumn sun.

A1l

Tir smerl oF the wet earth in the rain nises like a great chant of praise
from the voiceless multiude of the insignificant

312
THAT LOVE can ever lose is a fact that we cannot accept as truth,

313

WE sHatL know some day that death can never rob us of that which our
soul has gained, for her gains are one with herself.

14

Gon COMES to me in the dusk of my evening with the Mowers from my
past kept fresh in his basker
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315

Winn ALy the strings of my life will be tuned, my Master, then al cvery
touch of thine will come out the music of love,

316
Let mE live truly, my Lord. so that death to me become true.

317
MAN'S HISTORY is waiting in patience for the triumph of the insulted man.

318

1 FeEL THY gaze upon my heart this moment like the sunny silence of the
mormning upon the lonely Held whose harvest is over.

31u
I Lone For the Istand of Songs across this heaving Sea of Shouts.

320

TE pRELUDE of the might is commenced in the music of the sunset, in its
solemn hymn to the ineffable dark.

321

[ j2avE scaLen the peak and found no shelter in fame’s bleak and barren
height. Lead me, my Guide, before the fight fades, into the valley of quiet
where life’s harvest mellows into golden wisdom.

822

Thines Look phantastic in. this dimness of the dusk—the spires whose
bases are lost in the dark and tree 1ops like blots of ink. I shall wait for
the morning and wake up to see thy city in the light
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828

| Have suffered and despaired and known death and | am glad that | am
in this great world.

324

THERE ARE tracts in my life that are bare and silent, They are the open
spaces where my busy days had their light and air.

325

Rerease Me from my unfulfilled past clinging to me from behind making
death difficult-

326
Ler 1ius be my last word, that I trust in thy love.
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My Fancies are fireflies,—

Specks of living light
mwinkling in the dark.!

2

THE voice of wayside pansies,
that do not attract the careless glance,
murmurs in these desultory lines®

3

Ix THE prowsY dark caves of the mind
dreams build their nest with fragments
dropped from day's carmwvan.

4

SPRING SCATTERS the petals of flowers
that are not for the fruits of the Tunire,

but for the moment's whim.

5

Jov meEn from the bond of earth’s slumber
rushes mto numberless leaves,
and dances in the air for a day,

My worbs that are slight
may lightly dance upon time's waves
when my works heavy with import have gone down.

I'These vorses were not numbered in the earlier edition; we have done itfor the sake

of comvenience —Editor
2 "The same volee murmitrs in these desultory: lines/winch s born m wayside

pansies/Jetting hasty glances pass by, Lethan
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7

Mixp's underground moths

grow filmy wings
and take a farewell ight
in the sunset sky. '

8

THE BUTTERFLY ¢ounts not months but moments,
and has time enough.'

9

My 1HoucHTS, like sparks, ride on winged surprises,
carrying a single laughter,

10

THE TREE GAZES in love at is own beautiful shadow
which yet it never can grasp.®

Ler My Love, like sunlight, surround you
and yet give you illumined freedom.

12

Dass Az coloured bubbles
that float upon the surface of fathomless night.

13

My OFFERINGS are too timid 1o claim your remembrance.
and therefore you may remember them,

! The butierfly does not coutit vears but moments/ and therefore has coongh ume.

Lekhon
* This was wrongly printed as part of poem no, 9 in the first editon. This s in facy

# separale pﬂdﬂ.—Ed]mr
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14

Leave ot my name from the gift
if it be a burden,

but keep my song.

15
AFRIL, LIKE a child,

writes hieroglyphs on dust with fowers,
wipes them away and forgets.

16

MeMORY, THE priestess, kills the presemt
and offers its heart to the shrine of the dead past.

17
Frosm tHE solemn gloom of the temple
children run out to sit in the dust,
God watches them play
and forgets the priest

18

My MIND starts up at some flash

on the flow of its thoughts

like a brook at a sudden liquid note of its own
that is never repeated.

19

In THE mountain, stillness surges up
to explore its own height:

in the lake, movement stands stll
o contemplate its own depth.
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20

THE pEPARTING night's one Kiss
on the closed eyes of moming
glows in the star ol dawn.

21

MamEN. TaY beauty is like a fruit
which is vet to mature,
tense with- an unyielding secrel.

22

SoRrRoW THAT has lost its memory
is like the dumb dark hours

that have no bird songs

but only the cricket’'s chirp.

23

BicoTry TRIES to keep truth safe in its hand
with a grip thar kills it

Wishing to hearten a tmid lamp

great night lighs all her stars,

24

TraoucH HE holds in his arms the earth-bride,
the sky is ever immensely away.

25

Gob szexs comrades and claims love,
the Devil seeks slaves and claims obedience.

26

THe cHiLh ever dwells in the mystery of ageless time,
unohscured by the dust of hstory.
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27

A Lt laughter in the steps of creation
carries it swiftly across time,

28

THE 801, 1IN return for her service
keeps the tree tied o her,
the sky asks nothing and leaves it free.

29

JEWELAIRE the immortal
does not boast of its length of vears
but of the scintillating point of its moment.'

30

ONE WHO ‘was distant came near 0 me in the morning,
and still nearer when aken away by night

31

WHITE AxD pink oleanders meet
and make meny in different dialects.

32
WHEN PEACE 1s active sweeping its dirt,
it is storm.

33

Tue LARE LIEs Jow by the hill,
a tearful entreaty of love
at the foor of the inflexible.

' “The immorml fike a jewel, does non boast of a karge surfiice in years/but of «
shinmmg poimt in a moment,” Lekhan
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34

TrEre sMites the Divine Child
among his playthings of unmeaning clouds
and ephemeral lights and shadows.

35

THE preEze whispers to the lotus,
‘What is thy secret?”

‘It is myself,’ says the lotus,
*Steal it and | disappear!’

36

Tre resnom of the storm and the bondage of the stem
join hands in the dance of swaying branches.

37
Tk (ASMINE'S lisping of love o the sun is her flowers,

38

THE TvRANT claims freedom o kil freedom
and yet to keep it for himself,

39
Gon's TiReD oF their paradise, envy man.

40

Croups ARE hills in vapour,
hills are clouds in stone.—
a phantasy in tme’s dream;

4]

Wiile Gop waits for His temple to be built of love,
men bring stones.
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42

I ToucH Goo in my song
as the hill touches the far-away sea
with its waterfall,

43

Licir Finps her treasure of colours
through the antagonism of clouds.

4

My HEART to-day smiles at its past night of tears
like a wet tree glistening in the sun
after the rain is over,

45

I HAVE thanked the trees that have made my life fruitful
But have failed 1o remember the grass
that has ever kept it green.

46

THE ONE without second is emptiness,
the other one makes it true,

47

Live’'s ERRORS cry for the merciful beauty
thar can modulate their isolation
into a harmony with the whole.

48

Tuey expect thanks for the banished nest
because their cage is shapely and secure.
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49

In Love 1 pay my endless debt to thee
for what thou art.

50

Tue poxD sends up its lyrics from its dark in lilies,
and the sun says, they are good.'

al

YOUR CALUMNY against the great is impious,
it hurts yourself;

against the small it is mean,

for it hurs the victm,

52
Tk Fst flower that blossomed on this earth
was an invitaton to the unborn song.

53

Daws—riE many-coloured flower—fades,
and then the simple light-fruit,
the sun appears.

54

TaE Muscie that has a doubt of ils wisdom
throttles the voice that would ery.

25

THE WIND tries o take the flame by storm
only 1o blow it out.

' “The bonam of the pond. from its davk sends up its byries in lilies, /und the sun says,
they are good.” Lakhan
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56

Lire's pray 18 swifl,

Life’s playthings fall behind one by one
and are forgotten.

57

My FLOWER, seck not thy paradise
in a fool's butonhole,

58

THOU HAST risen late, my crescent moon,
but my night bird is stll awake 10 greet thee.

59

Darkngss 18 the veiled bride
silently waiting for the errant light
to return o her bosom.

60

TREES ARE THE earth's endless effort - speak
to the listening heaven.

61

Tue surDEN OF self is lightened!
when 1 laugh at myself,

62
THE weak AN be terrible
because they try furiously 1o appear strong.

! "My self's burden Is lightened." Lekhan
[ 447 |



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE
63

Tue winn of heaven blows,
The anchor desperately clutches the mud,
and my boat is beating its breast against the chain.

it

T smeT oF death is one,
the spirit of life is many.
When God is dead religion becomes one.'

b5

Tie sLuE oF the sky longs for the earth’s green,
the wind between them sighs, ‘Alas.”

66°

Day’s vain muffled by its own glare,
burns among stars in the night

67
TuE stars crowd round the virgin night

in silent awe at her loneliness
that can never be touched.

68

Tue croun gives all its gold
to the departing sun

and greets the rising moon
with only a pale smile.

L Also i Stray Binds, nio. 84 und in Lebhan—Editor
1 No, 66 was erromeously printed in the first edition a2 partof no. 65 In Lakkan it

was printed separately —Editor
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64

He wHo DOES good comes to the temple gate,
he who loves reaches the shrine.

70

Frower, HAVE pity for the worm,
it is not a bee,
its love is-a blunder and a burden.

71

Wirh THE ruins of terror's tiumph
children build their doll's house.'

72

THE LAamP waits through the long day of neglect
for the flame’s kiss in the night.

73

Featsers in the dust lying lazily content
have forgotten their sky.”

74

Tue Lower which is single
need not envy the thorns
that are numerous.

75

THeE wortn suffers most from the disinterested yranny
of its wellwisher.

"By the mains of terror's rhomphy/ children build their dust castle.” Lakhan
* ‘Feathers lying in the dust have Forgomen their sky." Lokhan
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76

We Gan freedom when we have paid the full price
for our right 1o live,

77

Your careLess gifts of a moment,'
like the meteors of an autumn night,
catch fire in the depth of my being.

8

THE FAITH waiting in the heart of a seed
promises a miracle of life
which it cannot prove at once,

79

SpriNG hesitates at winter's door,
but the mango blossom rashly runs out to him
before her time and meets her doom.

80

Tre wortn 1s the everchanging loam
that Moats on the surface of a sea of silence.

Bl
THe TWO separated shores mingle their voices

in a song of unfathomed tears.

82

As A RIVER in the sea,
work finds its fulfilment
in the depth of leisure,

| Your moment' carcless gifts'. Lathan
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83

I LINGERED ON my way till thy cherry tree lost its blossom,
but the azalea brings to me, my love, thy forgiveness,

84

ThY SHY LITTLE pomegranate bud,
blushing to-day behind her veil,

will burst into a passionate flower
tomorrow when | am away.

85

THE crimsiNess of power spoils the key,
and uses the pickaxe,

86

BirtH 15 FROM the mystery of night
into the greater mystery of day.

87

THesE pArER boats of mine are meant to dance
on the ripples of hours,
and not to reach any destination.

88
MiGRATORY songs wing from my heart
and seek their nests in your voice of love.

89

Tue sea oF danger, doubt and denial
around man's little island and cerainty
challenges him to dare' the unknown.

U *acroms into'. Lekhan
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90

Love ruNiSHES when it forgives,
and injured beauty by its awful silence.

91

You Live alone and unrecompensed
because they are afraid of your great worth.

92

THE saME SUN is newly born in new lands
in a ring of endless dawns.

a3

Gon's WORLD IS ever renewed by death,
a Titan's ever crushed by its own existence.

94

THE GLow-worMm while exploring the dust
never knows that stars are in the sky.

45
THE TREE IS OF to<day, the flower is old,
it brings with it the message
of the immemorial seedl.

96

Eacn rOSE that comes brings me greetings
from the Rose of an eternal spring.
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97

Gop HoNours me when I work,
He loves me when 1 sing.'

98

My Love oF to-day finds no home*
in the nest deserted by vesterday’s love.

99

THE FIRE OF pain traces for my soul
a luminous path across her sorrow.

100

THE GRass survives the hill
through its resurrections from countless deaths.

101

Triou HasT vanished from my reach
leaving an impalpable touch in the blue of the sky,
an invisible image in the wind moving among the shadows.”

102

IN piTy FOR the desolate branch
spring leaves to it a kiss that fluttered in a lonely leaf!

| Otwiously due o editorial oversight nos. 96 and 97 were printed in the first edition
-as a single poem in one stanza—Editor

! ‘My love of woday finds herself homeless'. Lathan

* “Since thou hast vanished from my reach/[ feel that the sky carries an impalpable

touch in its blueness/and the wind the invisible image of s movement among the

yestless grass. Lokhan

* *Spring in pity for the desalate branch/left one fluttering kiss in a solitary leal’

Lekhan
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108

THE s#y shadow In the garden
loves the sum in silence,

Flowers guess the secret, and smile,
while the leaves whisper.

104

I LEAVE NO trace of wings in the air,
but I.am glad 1 have had my fight

105

THE FREFLIES, twinkling among leaves
make the stars wonder.

106
THE MOUNTAIN remains unmeoved
at its seeming defeat by the mist.

107

WHILE THE rose said to the sun
‘] shall ever remember thee'
her petals fell to the dust.

108

HiLts are THE earth's gesiure of despair
for the unreachable.!

109

TuoucH Tk thom in thy flower pricked me,
O Beauty,

I am grateful.

' “Hills are the silent cry of the earth for the unreachable.” Lobhan
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110

Tre woren knows that the few
are more than the many,

111

LET NOT My love be a burden on you, my friend,
know rhau it pays itself.

112
Dawn prays her lute before the gate of darkness,
‘and is content to vanish when the sun comes our"!

115

BeEauTy 15 ruth’s smile
when she beholds her own face
m a perfect mirror.

114

The pEw-DROP Knows the sun
only within its own tiny orb,

115

Forcorn thoughts from the forsaken hives of all ages,
swarming in the air, hum round my heart and seek my voice.

116

THE DESERT IS imprisoned in the wall
of its unbounded barrenness.

121l the sun comes out and seet her vanish.” Lekhun
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17
In 1HE THRuL of licde leaves
I see the air's invisible dance,
and mn their glimmenng
the secret heart-beats of the sky.

118

You Are ukE a flowering tree,
amazed when 1 praise you for your gifts,

119

Tue EarTH'S sacrificial fire
flames up in her ees
scautering sparks in flowers.

120,

Foresrs, THE clouds of earth,

hold up 1o the sky their silence,
and clouds from above come down
in resonant showers.

121
THE WoORLD speaks 1o me in pictures,
my soul answers i music.

122

Tue SKky TELLS its beads all night
an the countless stars
in memory of the sun.

123

Tue parksess of night. like pain, is damb,
the darkness of dawn, like peace, is silent.
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124

Prine excraves his frowns in stonés,
love offers her swrender in Aowers.

125

THE orseQuUIOUS brush curtails truth
in deference 1o the canvas which is narrow,

126

THE Ak s longing for the faraway sky
wishes to be like the coud

with its endless urge of seeking.

127

To justiFy their own spilling of ink
they spell the day as night.

128

PROFIT sMites' on goodness
when the good is profitable.

129
I 1rs swelling pride
the bubble doubts the truth of the sea,
and laughs and bursts into emptiness.

130

Love 5 AN endless mystery,
for it has pothing else to explain it

W hghy', Lekhan
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131

My (LoUDSs, sorrowing in the dark,
forget thut they themselves
have hidden the sun.

132
Man piscovers his own wealth
when God comes to ask gifis of him,

133

You LEAVE your memory as a flame
10 my lonely lamp of separation.'

134

1 cami 10 offer thee a flower,
but thou must have all my garden,—
It is thine,

1395

Tue mervrE—as memory of light
treasured by the shadow.

136

1T 15 EAsY TO make faces at the sun,
He is exposed by his own light in all directions,

137
LoOVE REMAINS @ secrel even when spoken,
for only a lover truly knows that he is loved.

| “Thions hast beft thy memory a8 a flame/ta my lonely lamp of separanon.”
Lékhan
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138

History slowly smothers its truth,
but hastily struggles o revive it
in the terrible penance of pain.

134

My woRk 18 rewarded in daily wages,
I wail for my final value in love.

140

BEAUTY ENOWS to say, Enough,'
barbarism clamours for still more.

141

GoD LOVES TO see in me, not his servant;
but himsell’ who serves all,

142

Tue pArReness of might is in harmony with day,
the moming of mist is discordant,

143

s 73 bounteous time of roses love s wine,—
it is food in the famished hour
when their petals are shed.

144

AN pnENOWN flower @ strange land
speaks to the poet
‘Are we not of the same soil, my lover?’
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145

1 am anLe To love my God
because He gives me freedom to deny Him.

146

My unTUNED strings beg for music
in their anguished cry of shame.

147

TuE worM thinks it strange and foolish
that man does not eat his books,

148

THE cLOUDED sky to-day bears the vision
of the shadow of a divine sadness’
on the forehead of brooding eternity.

149

THE SHADE OF my trees is for passers by,
its' fruit for the one for whom [ wait.

150

FrusHen wirti the glow ol sunset
earth seems like a ripe fruit
ready to be harvested by night

151

Licit accerTs darkness for his spouse
for the sake of creation.

b tal a diving shadow ol sadmess’, Lakhan
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152

THE weED waits for his master’s breath,
the Master goes seeking for his reed.

153

To 1ie BrasD pen the hand that writes is unreal,
its writing unmeaning.

154

Tue sea sautes his own barren breast
becanse he has no Oowers oo offer to the moon,

155
THE GREED FOR Fruil misses the flower.

156

Gop v His temple of siars
waits for man to bring him his lamp,

157

TiE ARE restrained in the tree fashions Howers.
Released from bonds, the shameless flame dies in barren ashes,

158

THE SKY SETS no snare to caphure the moon,
it is her own reedom which binds her..

The light that fills the sky
secks its limit in @ dew<drop on the grass.

159

WeALTH 1S THE burden of bigness,
Welfare the fulness of being.
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160

THE RAZOR-BLADE is proud of its keenness
when it sneers al the sun.

161
Tui surTTERFLY has leisure 10 love the lotas,
not the bee husily storing honey.

162

CHILD, THOU, bringest to my heart

the babble of the wind and the water,

the flowers’ speechless secrets, the clouds” dreams,
the mute gaze of wander of the moming sky.

163

The gamngow among the clouds may be great
but the little butterfly among the bushes is greater,

164

THE MisT weaves her net round the morning,
captivates him, and makes him blind.

165

Tre Mopniwe Star whispers 10 Dawn,
“Tell me that you are only for me.’
"Yes,” she answers,

‘And also only for that nameless flower.”

166

THE S8y remains infinitely vacant
for earth there to build its heaven with dreams.
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167

Perpars THE crescent moon smiles in doubt
at being told that it is a fragment
awaiting perfection,

168

Ler THE evening forgive the mistakes of the day
and thus win peace for herself.

169

Beaury sMILES i the confinement of the bud,
in the heart of a sweet incompleteness,

170

Your FuTTinG love lightly brushed with its wings
my sun-flower
and never asked if it was ready to surrender its honey.

171

Leaves AR silences'
around fowers which are their words.

172

THE TREE BEARS its thousand years
as one large majestic moment.

173

My OFFERINGS are not for the temple at the end of the road,
but for the wayside shrines
that surprise me at every bend.

! " Leaves are masses of silence”. Labhan
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174
Youwr smuk, my love, like the smell of a swange flower,
is simple and inexplicable..

175

DeATH LAUGHS when the merit of the dead is exaggerated
for it swells his store with more than he can claim.

176
THE sicH oF the shore follows in vain
the breeze that hastens the ship
across the sea,

177

TruTH LOVES its Hinits,
for there it meets the beautiful.

178

Berweex THE shores of Me and Thee
there is the loud ocean, my own surging self,
which | long to cross.

179

THE RIGHT TO possess boasts foolishly
of its right to enjoy.

180

TiE rose 15 a great deal more
than a blushing apology for the thormn.

181

Day oFrers 10 Lhe silence of stars
his golden lute to be tuned
for the endless life.
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182

The wisE know how to teach,
the fool how to smite

183

The centie 15 still and silent i the heart
of an eternal dance of circles.

184

T jupce thinks that he is just when he compares
the oil of another’s lamp
with the light of his own.

185

THE carmive flower in the King's wreath
smiles bitterly when the meadow-flower envies her.

186

Its store OF snow is the hill's own burden,
its outpouring of streams is borne by all the world.

187

LisTEN TO THE prayer of the forest
for its freedom in flowers.!

188

LET YOUR LOVE see me
even through the barrier of nearness,

! "I have the prayer o the sun/from the mynad buds in the forest:/Sopen our eyes.™
Lekfun
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189

THE SPIRIT OF work in creation is there
to carry and help the spirit of play.

190

To cargy THE burden of the instument,
count the cost of its material,

and never to know that it is for music,
is the tragedy of deaf life.

191

Farri 1s THE bird that feels the light
and sings when the dawn is sull dark.

192

I BRING TO THEE, night, my day’s empty cup,
to be cleansed with thy coel darkness

for a new morning's festival.

193

THE MOUNTAIN fir, in its rustling,
modulates the memory of its fights with the storm
into a hymn of peace.'

194

Gob vHonouren me with his fight
when I was rebellious,

He ignored me when T was languid.

| “The mountain fir keeps hidden/the memory of its suuggle with the storm/
murmuring in its rostling boughs a hynin of peace.’  Lahan
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195

THE sEcTARIAN thinks
that he has the sea
ladled into his private pond.'

196

IN THE SHADY depth of life
are the lonely nests of memories
that shrink from words.®*

197

Ler My LOVE find its strength
in the service of day,
its peace in the union of night.®

198

Lire sENDs UP in blades of grass.
its silent hymn of praise
to the unnamed Light

199

THE sTARS OF night are to me
the memorials of my day’s faded flowers*

200

OrEN THY DOOR to that which must go,
for the loss becomes unseemly when obstructed.

! “The man proud of his sect/thinks that he has the sea/ladled into his private
pond.’ Lakhan

*'In the shady depth of life are the lonely nests of unuiteruble pain.’ Lakhan

¥ *Let my love feel its sirength” instead of 'find its strength’, Lekhan

* 'Sears of night are the memorials for me/of my day’s faded Howers.! Lethan
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201

TRUE END 15 not in the reaching of the limit,
but in a completion which is limitless.

202

THE sHore whispers to the sea:

‘Write to me what thy waves struggle to say.”
The sea writes in foam again and agam

and wipes off the lines in a boisterous despair.

203

Let ruE ToucH of thy finger' thrill my life’s strings
and make the music thine and mine.

204

Tue vvEr world rounded in my life® like a fruit,
matured in joy and sormow,

will drop into the darkness of the original soil
for some further course of creation.

205

Forw 1s ™8 Matter, rhythm in Force,
meaning in the Person.

206

‘I'ure AR seekers of wisdom and seekers of wealth,
I seek thy company so that I may sing.

! "Let thy wuch’ Lskhan
* In Lekhan there isa comma after 'life’, and the second line beginawith ‘like a fruit”

[ 468 |



FIREFLIES

207

As THE TREE its leaves, | shed my words on the earth,
let my thoughts unuttered flower in thy silence.'

208

My Farmit N truth, my vision of the perfect,
help thee, Master, in thy creation,

204

Auy THE delights that | have left

in life's fruits and flowers

let me offer to thee at the end of the feast,
in a perfect union of love.

210

Some HAVE thought deeply and explored the meaning of thy truth
and they are great;

1 have listened to catch the music of thy play,

and | am glad.

211

THE TREE 15 a winged spirit

released from the bondage of seed,
pursuing its adventure of life
across the unknown.

212

THE LoTUs offers its beauty wo the heaven
the grass its service to the earth.

! “Like the tree its leaves, | scanier my speech on the dust/Let my words unuttered
flower in thy silence.” Lekhan
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218

Tre sun's kss mellows into abandonment
the miserliness of the green [ruit clinging o its stem.

214

THE yaMe met the earthen lamp in me,;
and what a great marvel of light!

215

MisTakes LvE in the neighbourhood of truth
and therefore delude us.

216

Tie cooun laughed at the rainbow

saving that it was an upstart

gandy in its emptiness,

The rinbow calmly answered

‘I am as inevitably real as the sun himself.

27
LET ME NOT grope in vain in the dark
but keep my mind still in the faith
that the day will break
and truth will appear
in lts simplicity,

218

THrROUGH THE silent night
I hear the returning vagrant hopes of the morning
knock at my heart.
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My NEW LOVE comes
bringing to me the etemal wealth of the old.

220

THE EARTH gazes at the moon and wonders
that she should have all her music in her smile.

2

Day wiTd 118 glare of curiosity
puts the stars to flight.

222

M¥ MIND HAS its true union with thee, O sky,
at the window which is mine own,

and not in the open

where thou hast thy sole kingdom.

223

Man cramms God's flowers as his own
when he weaves them in a garland.

224

Tue BURIED city, laid bare to the sun of a new age,
is ashamed that it has lost all its songs.

225

Like My heart’s pain that has long missed its meaning,
the sun's rays robed in dark

hide themselves under the ground.

Like my lieart's pain at love’s sudden touch,

they change their veil at the spring's call
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and come out in the carmival of colours,
in Aowers and leaves,

226

My LiFe's empty flute
waits for its final music!
like the primal darkness
before the stars came ouk

227

EsancipaTioN from the bondage of the soil
is no freedom lor the tree.

228
Tue Tarestry of life’s story is woven

with the threads of lite's ties
ever joining and breakmg,

229

THOSE THOUGHTS of mine that are never captured by words
perch upon my songs and dance®

230

My souL to night loses itself
in the silent heart of a tee
standing alone among the whispers of immensity.

231
PEARL SHELLS cast up by the sea
on death's barren beach,—
a magnificent wastefulness of creative life.
| Vacancy in oy fife’s flue waity for jis music’. Lebkan

? “Thase thoughts of rine thit soar free in the dir/come perch upon my songs.”
Lakhan
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282

THe suNucHT opens for me the world's gate,
love's light its treasure.

233

My UFE LIKE the reed with its stops,
has s play of colours
through the gaps in its hopes and gains,'

254

Ler noT My thanks to thee
rob my silence of its fuller homage.

235

LiFe's aspirations come
in the guise of children.

236

THE Fanen flower sighs
that the spring has vanished for ever.

237

IN wmy LFE'S garden
my wealth has been of the* shadows and lights
that are never gathered and stored.

238

Tue rrumr that | have gained for ever
is that which thou hast accepted.

! "My life has its play of colours through thwarted hopes and gains incomplete /Tike
thie reed that has its music through its gaps.” Lekhan
* “theis deleted in Lakhan,
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239
Tie jasMiNe knows the sun to be her brother in the heaven.

240

LicHT 18 young, the ancient light;
shadows are of the moment, they are bom old.

241

1 Fexe THAT the ferry of my songs at the day’s end
will bring me across to the other shore
from where 1 shall see,

242

Tre surTereLy flitting from flower to flower
ever remains mine,
I Jose the one that is netted by me.

243

Youw voick, free bird, reaches my sleeping nest,
and my drowsy wings dream

of a voyage to the light

above the clouds.

244

I sss THE meaning of my own part
in the play of life

because 1 know not of the parts
that others play,

245

Tue FLOWER sheds all its petals
and finds the fruit.
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246

| LEAVE MY songs behind me
to the bloom of the everreturning honey-suckles
and the joy of the wind from the south.

247

DeAp Leavis when they lose themselves in soil
take part in the life of the forest

248

THE MIND EVER seeks its words
from its sounds and silence
as the sky from its darkness and light.

249

Thae UnseeN dark plays on his flute
and the rhythm of light

eddies into stars and suns,

‘mto thoughts and dreams.

250
MY SONGS ARE 1o sing
that I have loved Thy' singing.

251

WHEN THE voice of the Silent touches my words
I know him and therefore 1 know myself.

252

My tast salutations are to them
who knew me imperfect and loved me.

'thy” in Lethan.
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253

LoVE's GIFT cannot be given,
it waits 1o be accepred.

254
WiEs DEATH comes and whispers (o me
“Thy days are ended,
let me say to him, ‘1 have lived in love
and not in mere tme.’
He will ask “Will thy songs remain:’
| shall say 'T know not. but this 1 know
that often when | sang 1 found my eternity.’

255
'LEY ME LIGHT my lamp’
says the star
‘“And never debate
if it will help to remove the darkness,’

256

Berore THE end of my journey

may 1 reach within myself

the one which is the all,

leaving the outer shell

to float away with the drifting multitude
upon the current of chance and change.
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“WHAT OF THE night?" they ask.

No answer comes

For the blind Time gropes in a maze and knows not its path or
PUrpose.

The darkness in the valley stares like the dead evesockets of a giant,

the clouds like a nightmare oppress the sky,

and the massive shadows lie scattered like the tomn limbs of the night

A lurid glow waxes and wanes on the horizon—

is it an ultimate threat from an alien star,

or an elemental hunger licking the sky?

Things are deliriously wild,

they are a noise whose grammar is a groan,

and words smothered out of shape and sense.

They are the refuse, the rejections, the fruitless failures of life,

abrupt ruins of prodigal pride,—

fragments of a bridge over the oblivion of a vanished stream,

godless shrines that shelter reptiles,

marble steps that lead o blankness.

Sudden tumults rise in the sky and wrestle

and a sarded shudder runs along the sleepless hours.

Are they from desperate floods

hammering against their cave walls,

or from some fanatic storms

whirling and howling incantanons?

Are they the cry of an ancient forest

flinging up its hoarded fire in a last extravagant suicide,

or screams of a paralytic crowd scourged by lunatics blind and deaf?

Underneath the noisy terror a stealthy hum creeps up like bubbling
voleanic mudd,

a muxture of sinister whispers, rumours and slanders, and hisses of
derision.

The men gathered there are vague like torn pages of an epic.

Groping in groups or single, their torchlight tattoos their faces in
chequered lines, in panerns of fnghtfulness.

The maniacs suddenly strike their neighbours on suspicion

and a hubbub of an indiscriminate fight bursts forth echoing from
hill 1o hill.
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The women weep and wail,

they cry that their children are lost in a wildemess of contrary paths
with confusion at the end.

Others defiantdy ribald shake with raucous laughter

their lascivious limbs unshrinkingly lond,

for they think that nothing matters.

2

Trese on THE crest of the hill

stands the Man of faith amid the snowwhite silence,
He scans the sky for some signal of light,
and when the clouds thicken and the nightbirds scream as they fly,
he cries, ‘Brothers, despair not, for Man is great’
But they never heed him, '
for they believe that the elemental brute is eternal
and goodness in its depth is darkly cunning in deception.
When beaten and wounded they cry, 'Brother, where art thous’
The answer comes, ‘| am by your side.'—
But they cannot see in the dark
and they argue that the voice is of their own desperite desire,
that men are ever condemned to fight for phantoms
in an interminable desert of mutual menace.

3

ThE crotms part, the morning star appears in the East,
4 hreath of relief springs up from the heart of the earth,
the murmur of leaves ripples along the forest path,
and the early bird sings.
‘The tme has come,” proclaims the Man of fith.
‘The time for what?”
‘For the pilgrimage.’
They sit and think, they know not the meaning,
and vet they seem to understand according to their desires.
The touch of the dawn goes deep into the soil
and life shivers along through the roots of all things,
“To the pilgrimage of fullilment,” a small yoce
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whispers. nobody knows whence.

Taken up by the crowd

it swells into- a mighty meaning.

Men raise their heads and look up,

women lift their arms in reverence,

children clap their hands and laugh.

The early glow of the sun shines like a golden garland
on the lorehead of the Man of hith,

and theyv all ery: 'Brother, we salute thee!’

4

Mex necme 1o gather from all quarters,
from across the seas, the mountains and pathless wastes,

They come from the valley of the Nile and the banks of the Ganges,

from the snow-sunk uplands of Thibet,

from high-walled cities of glittering towers;

from the dense dark tangle of savage wilderness.

Some wulk, some ride on camels, horses and elephants,

on chariots with banners vieing with the clouds of dawn,

The priests of all creeds bumn incense, chanting verses as they go.

The monarchs march at the head of their armies,

lances Mashing in the sun and drums beating loud.

Ragged beggars and courtiers pompously decorated,

agile young scholars and teachers burdened with learned age jostle
each other in the crowd

Women come chatting and laughing,

mothers, maidens and brides,

with offerings of Howers and fruit,

sancal paste and scented water,

Mingled with them is the harloy,

shrill of voice and loud in tint and tinsel

The gossip is there who secretly poisons the well of human sympathy
and chuckles.

The maimed and the eripple join the throng with the blind and the
'ﬂit'kl

the dissolute; the thief and the man who makes a ade of his God
for profit and mimics the saint
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‘The fulfilment!’

They dare not talk aloud,

but in their minds they magnify their own greed,

and dream of boundless power,

of unlimited impunity for pilfering and plunder,

and eternity of feast for their unclean gluttonous flesh.

5

T MAX OF Faith moves on along pitiless paths strewn with flints over
scorching sands and steep mountainous tracks.

They follow him, the strong and the weak, the aged and young,
the rulers of realms, the dllers of the soil.

Some grow weary and footsore, some angry and suspicious.

They ask at every dragging step.

‘How much further is the end?’

The Man of faith sings in answer:

they scowl and shake their fists and yet they cannot resist him;
the pressure of the moving mass and indefinite hope push them

forward.

They shorten their sleep and curtail their rest,

they outvie each other in their speed,

they are ever afraid lest they may be too late for their chance
while others be more fortunate,

The days pass,
the ever-receding horizon tempts them with renewed lure of the unseen

till they are sick.

Their faces harden, their curses grow louder and louder.

1115 NIGHT.

The wavellers spread their mats on the ground under the banyan

A gust of wind blows out the lamp

and the darkness deepens like a sleep into a swoon.
Someone from the crowd suddenly stands up

and pointing to the leader with merciless finger breaks out:
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‘False prophet, thou hast deceived us!'

Others take up the cry one by one,

women hiss their hatred and men growl.

At last one bolder than others suddenly deals him a blow.

They cannot see his face, but fall upon him in a fury of destruction
and hit him tll he lies prone upon the ground his life extinct.
The night is siill, the sound of the distant waterfall comes muffled,
and a faint breath of jasmine floats in the air.

=

THE mGriMs are afraid.

The women begins 1o cry, the men in an agony of wreichedness

shout at them to stop.

Dogs break out barking and are cruelly whipped into silence broken
by moans.

The night seems endless and men and women begin to wrangle as
to who among them was to blame.

They shrick and shout and as they are ready to unsheathe their knives

the darkness pales, the moming light overflows the mountain tops.

Suddenly they become still and gasp for breath as they gaze at the
figure lying dead.

The women sob out loud and men hide their faces in their hands.

A few try to slink away unnoiiced,

but their crime keeps them chained to their victim,

They ask each other in bewilderment,

‘Whe will show us the path?’

The old man from the East bends his head and says:

“The Victim.*

They sit still and silent.

Again speaks the old man,

‘We refused him in doubt, we killed him in anger, now we shall accept
him in love,

for in his death he lives in the life of us all, the great Vietim.'

And they all stand up and mingle their voices and sing,

Victory to the Victim.”
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“To e, pilgrimage” calls the young,
‘to love, to power, to knowledge. t© wealth overflowing,

'We shall conquer the world and the world beyond this/”

they all cry exultant in 2 thundering cataracl of voices,

The meaning is not the same to them all, but only the impulsc,

the moving conflience of wills that recks not death and disaster.

No longer they ask for thew way,

no more doubts are there 1o burden their minds or weariness to clog
their teet.

The spirit of the Leader is within them and ever beyond them—

the Leader who has crossed death and all limits.

They travel over the fields where the seeds are sown,

by the granary where the harvest is gathered,

and across the barren soil where famine dwells

and skeletons ery for the retun of their fesh.

They pass through populous cities humming with life,

through dumb desolation hugging its ruined past,

and hovels for the unclad and unclean,

a mockery of home for the homeless..

They travel through long hours of (he summer day,

and as the light wanes in the evening they ask the man who reads
the sky:

‘Brother, is yonder the tower of our final hope and peaces’

The wise man shakes his head and says

‘It is the last vanishing cloud of the sunset.”

‘Friends,” exhorts the young, 'do not stop.

Through the night's blindness we must struggle into the Kingdom of
living light' '

They go on in the dark

The road seems to know its own meaning

and dust underfoot dumbly speaks of direction.

The stars—celestial wayfarers—sing in silent chorus:

‘Move on, comrades!’

In the air floats the voice of the Leadern

‘The goal is nigh'
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9

Toe FrsT FLush of dawn glistens on the dew-dripping leaves of the forest.

The man who reads the sky cries:

‘Friends, we haove come!’

They stop and look around.

On both sides of the road the corn is ripe to the horizom,

—the glad golden answer of the earth o the morming light.

The current of daily lite moves slowly

between the village near the hill and the one by the river bank

The potter’s wheel goes round, the woodcutter brings fuel to the
market,

the cow-herd takes his caule to the pasture,

and the woman with the pitcher on her head walks to the well,

But where is the King's castle, the mine of gold, the secret book of
magic,

the sage who knows love's utter wisdom?

“The stars cannot be wrong,” assures the reader of the sky.

“Their signal points to that spot.’

And reverentlv he walks 1o a wayside spring

from which wells up a stream of water, a liquid light,

like the morning melting into a chorus of tears and laughter,

Near it in a palm grove surrounded by « strange hush stands a leaf-
thatched hut,

at whose portal sits the poet of the unknown shore, and sings:

‘Mother, open the gate!”

10

A RAY OF morning sun strikes aslant at the door.

The assembled crowd feel in their blood the primaeval chant of
creation:

‘Mother, open the gatel’

The gate opens.

The mother is seated on a suaw bed with the babe on her lap,

Like the dawn with the moming star.

The sun's ray that was waiting a1 the door outside falls on the head
of the child

The poet strikes his lute and sings out:
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‘Victory to Man, the newbom, the everdiving.

They kneel down.—the king and the beggar, the saint and the sinner,
the wise and the fool.—and cry:

‘Victory to Man, the newborn, the everdiving.

The old man from the East murmurs to himself:

‘1 have: zeen!’
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One Hundred Poems
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INTRODUCTION

Tur roer Kabir, a selection from whose songs is here for the first tme
offered 1o English readers, is one ol the most interesting personalities in
the history of Indian mysticism. Born in or near Benares, of Mohammedan
parents, and probably about the year 1440, e became in early life a disciple
of the celebrated Hindu ascetic Ramananda. Ramdnanda had brought to
Northern India the religious revival which Ramanujia, the great twelfth-
century reformer of Brihmanism, had mitiated in the South. This revival
was in part a reaction against the increasing formalism of the orthodox
cull, in part an assertion of the demands of the heart as against the inlense
intellectualism of the Vedanta philosophy, the exaggerated monism which
that philosophy proclaimed. It ook in Raménuja’s preaching the form of
an ardent personal devotion to the God Vishn, s representing the personal
aspect of the Divine Nawme: that mystical "religion of love” which every-
where makes its appearance at a certain level of spirimal culture, and
which creeds and philosophies are powerless 1o killi

Though such a devotion is indigenous i Hinduism, and finds ex-
pression in many passages of the Bhagavad Gitd, there was in its mediaeval
revival & large element of syncretism. Rimédnanda, through whom its spirit
is said 1o have reached Kabir, appears to have been a man of wide religious
culture, and full of missionary enthusiasm, Living at the moment in which
the impassioned poeuy and deep philosophy of the great Persian mystics,
Autar, Sadi, Jalilu'ddin Rini, and Hihz, were exercising a powerful in-
Muence on the religious thought of India, he dreamed ol reconciling this
intense and personal Mohammedan mysticism with the waditional theology
of Brahmanism. Some have regarded both these grear religious leaders as
influenced also by Chrstian thought and life: but as this is 4 point upon
which competent authorities hold widely divergent views, its discussion is
ot attempted here. We may safely assert, however, that in their teachings,
wo—perhaps three—apparently antagonistic streams of intense spiritual
culture met, as Jewish and Hellenistic thought met in the early Christian
Church: and it is one of the oustanding characteristics of Kabir's genius
that he was able in his poems to fuse them into one,

A great religious reformer, the founder of a sect 1o which nearly a
million northern Hindos still belong, 11 1s vet supremely as a mystical poet
thar Kabir lives for us. Fis fate has been that of many revealers of Reality.
A hater of religious exclusivism, and seeking above all things to initiate
men into the liberty of the children of God, his followers have honoured
his memory by reerecting in @ new place the barriers which he laboured
10 cast down. Bur his wonderful songs survive, the spontaneous expressions
of his vision and his fove: and it is by these, not by the didactic teachings
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associated with his name, that he makes his immoral appeal to the heart
In these poems a wide range of mystical emotion is brought into play: trom
the lofiiest abstractions, the most otherworldly passion for the Infinite, to
the most intimate and personal realization of God, expressed in homely
metaphors and religious symbols drawn indifferently from Hindu and
Mohammedan belief. It is impossible to say of their author thut he was
Brahman or Safi, Vedantist or Vaishnavite. He is, as he says himself, “ai
once the child of Allah and of Rim." That Supreme Spirit Whom he knew
and adored, and to Whose joyous friendship he sought to induct the souls
of ather men, transcended whilst He included all metaphysical categories,
all credal definitions; yet each conuibuted something (o the description
of that Infinite and Simple Totality Who revealed Himself, according to
their measure, o the fathful lovers of all creeds.

Rabir's story is surrounded by contradictory legends, on none of which
reliance can be placed. Some of these emanate from a Hindu, some from
‘a Mohammedan source; and claim him by tumns as a Sufi and a Brahman
saint, Mis name, however, is practically a conclusive proof of Moslem
ancesiry: and the most probable tale is that which represents him as the
actual or adopted child of a Mohammedan weaver of Benares, the city in
which the chief events of his life ok place,

In fifteenthcentury Benares the syneretistic tendencies of Bhaku
religion had reached full development. Sufis and Brahmans appear to hive
mel in disputation: the most spiritual members of both creeds frequenting
the teachings of Ramananda, whose reputation was then at its height. The
boy Kabir, in whom the religious passion was innate, saw in Rimananda
his destined teacher; but knew how slight were the chances that a Hindu
gurn would accept a Mohammedan as disciple. He therefore hid upon the
steps of the river Ganges, where Rimiananda was accustomed 10 bathe; with
the result that the master, coming down to the water, trod upon his body
unexpectedly, and exclimmed in his astonishment, 'Ram! Rim!"—the name
of the incamation under which he worshipped God. Kabir then declared
that he had received the mantra of initiation from Raméananda’s lips, and
was by it admitted 1o discipleship, In spite of the protesis of orthodox
Brahmans and Mohammedans, both equally annoyed by this contempt of
theological landmarks, he persisted in his claim; thus exhibiting in action
that very principle of religious synthesis which Rimananda had sought 1o
establish in thought. Rimananda appears to have accepted him, and though
Mohammedan legends speak of the famous Sufi Pir, Takki of Jhansi, as
Kabir's master in later fife, the Hindu saint is the only human teacher o
whom in his songs he acknowledges indebtedness.

The little that we know of Kabir’s life contradicts many current ideas
concerning the Oriental mystic, OF the stages of discipline through which
he passed, the manner in which his spiritual genius developed, we are
completely ignorunt. He seems 1o have remained for years the disciple of
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Raminanda, joining in the theological and philosophical arguments which
his master held with all the grear Mullahs and Brahmans of his day; and
to this source we may perhaps trace his acquaintance with the terms of
Hindn and Safi philosophy. He may or may not have submiited to the
raditional education of the Hindu or the Sufi contemplartive: it is clear,
at any. rate, that he never adopued the life of the professional ascetic, or
retiverd from the world in order to devote himself to bodily mortifications
and the exclusive pursuit of the contemplative life, Side by side with his
interior life of adoration, its artistic expression in music and words—for
he was a skilled musician as well as a poet—he lived the sane and diligent
life of the Onenial crafisman, All the legends agree on this point: that
Kabir was a weaver, a simple and unletiered man, who eamed his living
at the loom. Like Paul the tentmaker, Boelime the cobbler, Bunyan the
tinker, Terstecgen the ribbon-maker, he knew how to combine vision and
industry; the work of his hands helped rather than hindered the impas-
sioned meditation of his heart. Hating mere bodily austerities, he was no
ascetic, but a married man, the father of a fimily—a circumstance which
Hindu legends of the monastic type vainly attempt to conceal or ex-
liin—and it was from out of the heart of the common life that he sang
l:is rapturous lyrics of divine love. Here his works corroborate the tradi-
tional story of his life. Again and again he extols the life of home, the
yvalue and reality of diumal existence, with its opportunities for love and
renunciation; pouring contempt upon the professional sanctity of the Yogi,
who ‘has a great beard and martted locks, and looks like a goat,” and on
all who think it necessary w flee a world pervaded by love, joy, and
beauty—the proper theatre of man’s quest—n order 1o find that One
Reality Who has ‘spread His form of love throughout all the world."

It does not need much experience of ascetic literature (o recognize
the boldness and originality of this atitude in such a time and place. From
the point of view of orthodox sanctity, whether Hindu or Mohammedan,
Rabir was plainly a heretic: and his frank dislike of all institational religion,
all external observance—which was as thorough and as intense as that of
the Quakers themselves—completed, so far as ecclesiastical opinion was
concerned, his reputation as a dangerous man. The “simple union’ with
Divine Reality which he perpetually extolled, as alike the duty and the joy
of every soul, was independent both of ritual and of bodily austerities; the
God whom he proclaimed was ‘meither in Kaaba nor in Kailash.” Those
who sought Him needed not 10 go far; for He awaited discovery every-
where, more accessible 1o ‘the washerwoman and the carpenter’ than to
the self-righteous holy man.* Therefore the whole apparatus of piety, Hindu
and Mostem alike—the temple and mosque, idol and holy water, seriptures
and priests—were denounced by this inconveniently clearsighted poet as

VO Poesns 20 A0, 48, 56, T T"Poems 1, 2,.41.
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mere substitutes for reality; dead things intervening between the soul and
its love—

The images are all lifeless, they cannor speak: | know, for | have cried
aloud 10 them.

The Pura.nn and the Koran are mere words: lifting up the curtain, I
have seen.'

This sont of thing cannot be twlerated by any organized church; and
it is not surprising that Kabir, having his head-quarters in Benares, the very
cenitre of priestly influence, was subjecied to considerable persecution. The
well-known legend of the beautiful courntesan sent by the Brahmans to
tempt his virtue, and converted, like the Magdalen, by her sudden encoun-
ter with the initiate of a higher love, preserves the memory of the fear
and dislike with which he was regarded by the ecclesiastical powers. Once
at least, after the performance of a supposed miracle of healing, he was
brought before the Empesor Sikandar Lodi, and charged with claiming
the possession of divine powers, But Sikandar Lodi, a ruler of considerable
culture, was tolerant of the eccentricities of saintly persons belonging 1o
his own faith. Kabir, being of Mohammedan birth, was outside the author-
ity of the Brahmans, and technically classed with the Sufis, to whom great
theological latinude was allowed. Therefore, though he was banished in the
interests of peace from Benares, his life was spared. This seems 1o have
happened i 1495, when' he was nearly sixty years of age; 1t is the last event
in his career of which we have definite knowledge. Thenceforth he appears
to have moved abour amongst various cities of northern India, the centre
of a group of disciples; continuing in exile thay life of aposile and poet
of love 1 which, as he r.leclart-s in one of his songs, he was destined 'from
the beginning of time." In 1518, an old man, broken in health, and with
hands so feeble that he could no longer make the music which he loved,
he died at Maghar near Gorakhpur.

A beautiful legend tells us that after his death his Mohammedan and
Hindu disciples disputed the ﬁ:ﬂmmn of his body; which the Moham-
medans wished to bury, the dus to burn. As they argued together,
Kabir appeared before them, and told them to lift the shroud and look
at that which lay beneath. They did so, and found in the place of the
corpse a heap of flowers; half of which were buried by the Mohammedans
at Maghar, and half carried by the Hindus 10 the holy city of Benares o
be burned—fitting conclusion to a life which had made fragrant the most
beautiful doctrines of two great creeds.

| Poems 42, 63, 67,
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kt

The poetry of mysticism might be defined on the one hand as & rempe-
ramentsl reaction to the vision of Reality: on the other, as a form of
prophecy. As it is the special yocation of the mystical consciousness to
mediate between two orders, going out in leving adoration towards God
and coming home 1o tell the secrets of Eternity to other men; so the
artisuc self-expression of this consciousness has also a double character.
It is love-poetry, but love-poetry which is aften written with it mmissionary
inlention.

Kahir's songs are of this kind: outbirths at once of rapture and of
charity. Written in the popilar Hindl, not in' the literary tongue, they were
deliberutely addressed—like the vernacular poetry of Jacopone da Todi
and Richard Rolle—in the peaple rather than to the professionally relig-
ious class; and all must be struck by the constant employment i them of
imagery drawn from the common life, the universal experience. It is by
the simplest metaphors, by consant appeals to needs, passions, relations
which all men understand—ihe bridegroom and bnde, the guru and
disciple, the pilgrim, the farmer, the migrant bird—that he drives home
his intense conviction of the reality of the soul's Intercourse with the
Transcendent. There are in his universe no fences between the “natural’
and *supernzural” worlds: everything is a part of the creative Play of God,
and therefore—even in its bumblest details—eapable of revealing the
Plaver’s minc.

This willing acceptance of the heresand-now as a means of represent-
ing supernal realities i 3 trait common to the greatest mystics. For them,
when they have achieved at last the true theopathetic state, all aspects of
the universe equal authority as sacramental declarations of the
Presence of God: and their fearless employment of homely and physical
symbals—often startling and even revoliing to the unaccustomed taste—is
in direct proportion to the exaltation of their spiritual life. The works of
the great Safis, and amongst the Christians of Jacopone da Todi, Ruysbroeck,
Boehme, abound in illustrations of this law, Therefore we must not be
surprised 1o find in Kabir's songs—his desperate atempts W communicate
his ecstasy and persuade other men to share it—a constan! juxtaposition
ol conerete and metaphysical language: swift altermations between the most
intensely anthropomorphic; the most subtly philosophical, ways of appre-
hending man's communion with the Divine. The need tor this alternation;
and its entire faturalness for the mind which employs it, is rooted in his
concept, or vision, of the Nature of God; and unless we make some attempt
to grasp this, we shall not go far in our understanding of his poems.

Kabit belongs to that small group of supreme mystics—amongst whom
Si. Augustine, Ruysbroeck, and the Sufi poet Jalalu'ddin Rimi are perhaps
the chief—who have achieved that which we might call the synthetic vision
of God, These have resolved the perpetusl apposition between the per-
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sonal and impersonal, the transcendent and immanent, static and dynamic
aspects of the Divine Nature; between the Absolute of philosophy and the
'sure true Foend' of devotional religion. They have done this, not by taking
these apparently incompatible concepis one after the other; bur by ascend-
ing to a height of spiritual intinon at which they are, as Ruvsbroeck said,
"melted and merged in the Unity,” and perceived as the completing opposites
ofa perfect Whale. This proceeding entails for them—and both Kabir and
Ruysbroeck expressly acknowledge it—a universe of three orders: Becom-
ing, Being, and that which is *More than Being,' ie., God.! God is here
felt to be not the final abstraction, but the one actuality. He inspires,
supports, ndeed inhabits, both the durational, condinoned, nite world
of Becoming and the uncondirioned, non-successional, infinite world of
Being; ver witerly transcends them both. He is the omnipresent Reality,
the ‘Allpervading” within Whom ‘the worlds are being told like beads.
In His personal aspect He is the ‘beloved Fakir,' tfal:hmg and compan-
ioning each soul. Considered as Immanent Spirit, He is “the Mind within
the mind.' But all these are at best partial aspects of His nature, mutually
corrective: as the Persons in the Christian doctrine of the Trinity—to which
this theological diagram bears a suriking resemblance—represent different
and compensating experiences of the Divine Unity within which they are
resumed. As Rusyshroeck discerned a plane of reality upon which 'we can
speak no more of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, but only of One Being,
the very substance of the Divine Persons’; so Kabir says that “beyond both
the limited and the limitless is He, the Pure Being.™
Brahma, then, is the Ineffable Fact campared with which 'the dis
tinction of the Conditioned from the Unconditioned i1s but a word’; at
once the utterly ranscendent One of Absolunst philosophy, and the per-
sonal Lover of the individual soul—'common to all and special to each,’
as one Christian mystic has it. The need felt by Kabir for both these ways
of describing Reality is a proof of the richness and balance of his spirimal
experience; which neither cosmic nor anthropomaotphic symbols, taken
alone, could express. More absolute than the Absoliite, more nal
than the human mind, Brahma therefore exceeds whilst He includes all
the concepis of philosophy, all the passionate inmitions of the heart He
is the Great Affirmation, the fount of energy, the souree of life and love,
the unique satisfaction of desire. His creative word is the Om or
‘Everlasting Yea" The negative philosophy, which sirips from the Divine
Nature all Its attributes and—defining Him only by that which He is not—
reduces Him to an'Emptiness,” is abhorrent to this most vital of poess.
Brahma. he says, ‘may never be found in abstractions.” He is the One Love
who pervades the world, discerned in His fullness only by the eyes of love;
and those who know Him thus share, though they may never wll, the
joyous and ineffable secret of the universe,”

I Mos. 7 and 49, No. 7 Now 7,26, 76, 90,
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Now Kabir, achieving this svnthesis between the personal and cosmic
aspects of the Divine Nature, eludes the three great dangers which threaten
mystical religion.

First, he escapes the excessive emotionalism, the tendency to an
exclusively anthropomorphic devotion, which results from an unrestricted
cult of Divine Personality, especially under an incarnational form; seen in
India in the exaggerations of Krishna worship, in Europe in the senti-
mental extravagances of certain Christian saints.

Next, he is protecied from the souldestroying conclusions of pure
momnism, inevitable if its logical implications are pressed home: that is, the
identity of substance between God and the soul, with its corollary of the
total absorption of that soul in the Being of God as the goal of the spiritual
life. For the thorough-going monist the soul, in sa far as it is real, is
substantially identical with God: and the true object of existence is the
making patent of this latent ideatity, the realization which finds expression
in the Vedantist formula “That art thou.” But Kabir says that Brahma and
the creature are 'ever distingt, yet ever united'; that the wist man knows
the spiritual as well as the material world 10 *be no more than His foosteol.™
The soul’s union with Him is a love union, a mutual inhabitation; that
essentially dualistic relation which all mystical religion expresses, not a self-
mergence which leaves no place for personality. This eternal distinction,
the mysterious union-inseparateness of God and the soul, is a necessary
doctrine of all sane mysticism; for no scheme which fails to find a place
for it can represent more than a fragment of that soul’s intercourse with
the spiritual world. lis affirmation was one of the distinguishing leatures
of the Vaishnavite reformation preached by Ramanuja; the principle of
which had descended through Ramananda to Kabir.

* Last, the warmly human and direct apprehension of God as the supreme
Object of love, the soul’s comrade, teacher, and bridegroom. which is so
passionately and frequently expressed in Kabir's poems, balances and
controls those abstract tendencies which are inherent in the metaphysical
side of his vision of Reality: and prevents it from degenerating into that
sterile worship of intellectal formulae which became the curse of the
Vedantist school, For the mere intellectualist, as for the mere pietist, he
has little approbation.” Love is throughout his ‘absolute sole Lord’ the
unigue source of the more abundant life which he enjoys, and the common
factor which unites the finite and infinite worlds. All is soaked in love:
that love which he described in almost Johannine language as the "Form
of God,* The whole of creation is the Play of the Eternal Lover; the living,
changing, growing expression of Brahma's love and joy. As these twin
passions preside over the gencration of human life; so ‘beyond the mists
of pleasure and pain’ Kabir finds them goverming the creative acis of God:
His manifestation is Jove; His activity is joy. Creation springs from one glad

INos, 7and S $ (1. especially Nos, 39, 67, 75, 20, 91
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act of affirmation: the Everlasting Yea, perpetually uttered within the depths
of the Divine Nature.! In accordance with this concept of the universe as
a Love-Game which eternally goes forward, a progressive manifestation of
Brahma—one of the many notions which he adopted from the common
stock of Hindu religious ideas, and illuminated by his poetic
genius—movement, rhythm, perpetual change, forms an integral part of
Kabir's vision of Reality, Though the Eternal and Absolute is ever present
1o his consciousness, yel his concept of the Divine Nature is essentially
dynamic. It Is by the symbols of motion that he most often tries to convey
it to us: as in his comstant reference to dancing, or the strangely modemn
picture of that Eternal Swing of the Universe which is 'held by the cords
of love.™

It is a marked characteristic of mystical literature that the great con-
templatives, in their effort to convey to us the nature of their communion
with the supersensuous, are inevitably driven to employ some form of
sensuous imagery: coarse and inaccurate as they know such imagery to be,
even at the best. Our normal human consciousness is so completely
commitied 1o dependence on the senses, that the fruits of intuition isell
are instinctively referred to them, In that intuition it seems to the mystics
that all the dim cravings and partial apprehensions of sense find perfect
fulfilment, Hence their constant declaration that they see the uncreated
light, they fizar the celestial melody, they taste the sweemess of the Lord,
they know an ineffable fragrance, they feel the very contact of love. "Him
verily seeing and fully feeling, Him spiritually hearing and Him delectably
smelling and  sweetly swallowing,” as Julian of Norwich has it. In those
amongst them who develop psycho-sensorial automatisins these parallels
between sense and spirit may present themselves to consciousness in the
form of hallucinations: as the light seen by Suso, the music heard by Raolle,
the celestial perfumes which filled St. Catherine of Siena's cell, the physical
wounds felt by St Francis and St. Teresa. These are excessive dramatiza-
tions of the symbolism under which the mystic tends instinctively 1o represent
his spiritual intuition to the surface consciousness. Here, in the special
sense-perception which he feels o be most expressive of Reality, his peculiar
idiosyncrasies come out.

Now Kabir, as we might expect in one whose reactions o the spiritual
order were so wide and various, uses by turn all the symbols of sense.
He tells us that  he has ‘seen without sight” the effulgence of Brahma,
asted the divine nectar, fell the ecsmatic contact of Reality, smelt the
fragrance of the heavenly lowers. But he was essentially a poer and musi-
ctan: rhythm and harmony were to him the garments of beauty and wuth,
Hence in his lyrics he shows himself 1o be, like Richard Rolle, above all
things a musical mystic. Creation, he says again and again, is full of music;
it &5 music, At the heart of the Universe ‘white music is blossoming”: love

I Nos: 17, 26, 76 §2: iNo. 16.
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weaves the melody, whilst renunciation beats the time. It can be heard in
the home as well as in the heavens; discerned by the ears of common men
a8 well as by the trained senses of the ascetic. Moreover, the body of every
man is a lyre on which Brahma, ‘the source of all music,” plays. Everywhere
Kabir discerns the ‘Unstruck Music of the Infinite’—that celestial melody
which the angel played to St. Francis, that ghostly symphony which filled
the soul of Rolle with ecstatic joy.' The one figure which he adopts from
the Hindu Pantheon and constantly uses, is that of Krishna the Divine
Flute Player® He sees the supernal music, 10, in its visual embodiment,
as rhythmical movement: that mysterious dlance ol the universe before the
face uf Brahma, which is at once an act of worship and an expression of
the infinite rapuire of the Immanent God.”

Yet in this wide and rapturous vision of the universe Kabir never loses
rouch with dinrnal existence, never forgets the common life. His feet are
firmly planted upon earth; his fofty and passionate apprehensions are
perpetually controlled by the acuvity of & sane and vigorous intellect, by
the alent commonsense so often found in persons of real mystical genins.
The constant insistence on simplicity and directness, the hatred of all
abstractions and philosophizings,! the ruthless criticism of external reli-
gion: these are amongst his most marked characteristics. God is the Root
whence all manifestations, ‘material’ and ‘spiritual,’ alike proceed: and
God is the only need of man—"happiness shall he yours when you come
10 the Root.” Hence to those who keep their eye on the “one thing needful,’
denominations, creeds, ceremonties, the conclusions of philosophy, the
disciplines of asceiicisim, are matters of comparative indifference. They
represent merely the different angles from which the soul may approach
that simple umion with Brahma which is its goal; and are useful only in
s far as they contribute 1o this consummation. 50 thoroughgoing is
Kabir's eclecticism, that he seems by turms Vedantist and Vaishnavite,
Pantheist and Transcendentalist, Brahman and Sufi. In the effort to tell
the truth about that ineffable apprehension, so vast and yer so near, which
controls his life, he seizes and twines together—as he might have woven
together contrasting threads upon his loom—symbols and ideas drawn
from the most violent and conflicting philosaphies and faiths.  All are
needed, iF he is ever to suggest the characier of that One whom the
panishad called ‘the Sun-coloured Being who is bevond this Darkness’:
as 41l the colous of the spectrum are needed if we would demonstrate
the simple richness of white light. In thus adapting traditional materials
1o his own use he follows 4 method common amongst the mystics: who
seldam exhibit any special love for originality of form. They will pour ther
wine into atmost any vessel thit comes 10 hand: generally using by preler

s 7L 18 %0, 41, 54, 76, B3, 89, 97, T Niewy 50, B3, BS. ' Nos! i S T
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ence—and lifting to new levels of beauty and significance—the religious
or philosophic formulae current in their own day. Thus we find that some
of Kabit's linest poems have as their subjects the commonplaces of Hindo
philosophy and religion: the Lila, or Sport, of God, the Ocean of Bliss,
the Bird of the Soul, Miya, the Hundre talled Lotus, and the '‘Formless
Form." Many, again, are soaked in Sufi imagery and feeling: Others use
as their material the ordinary surroundings and incidents of Indian life:
the wemple bells, the ceremony of the lamps, marnage, suttee, pilgrimage,
the characters of the seasons; all felt by him in their mystical aspeci, as
sacraments of the soul's relation with Brahma. In many of these a particu-
larly beautiful and intimate feeling for Nature is shown.' '

_In the collection of songs here ranslated there will be found examples
which illustrate nearly every aspect of Kabir's thought, and all the fluc
tuations of the mystic's emorion: the ecstasy, the despair, the still beatimude,
the eager selfdevotion, the flashes of wide illumination, the moments of
intmate love. His wide and deep vision of the universe, the "Eternal Sport’
of creation (B2), the worlds being “told like beads” within the Being of
God (14, 16, 17, 76), is here seen balanced by his lovely and delicate sense
of intimate communion with the Divine Friend, Lover, Teacher of the soul
(10, 11, 23, 35, 51, 85, 86, 88, 92, 93; above all, the beautiful poem 34).
As these apparently paradoxical views of Reality are resolved in Braluna,
so all other opposites are reconciled m Him: bondage and liberty, love
and renunciation, pleasure and pain (17, 25, 46}, 89). Union with Him is
the one thing that matters (o the soul, its destiny and s need (51, 52,
54, 70, 74, 93, 96); and this union, this discovery of God, is the simplest
and most natural of all things, il we would but grasp it (41, 46, 56, 72,
76, 78, 97). The union, however, is brought abour by love, not by knowledge
or ceremonial observances (38, 54, 55, 59, 91); and the apprehension
which that union confers 35 ineffable—'neither This nor That,' as
Ruysbroeck has it (4, 46, 76). Real worship and communion is in Spirit
and in Truth (40, 41, 56, 63, 65, 70), therefore idolatry is an insult to the
Divine Lover (42, 69) and the devices of professional sanctity are uscless
apar from charity and purity of soul (54, 65, 66). Since all things, and
especially the heart of man, are God-inhabited, God-possessed (26, 56,
76, 89, 97), He may best be found in the here-and-now: in the normal,
human, bodily existence, the ‘mud’ of material life (3, 4. 6, 21, 34, 40,
43, 48, 67). ‘We can reach the goal withour crossing the road’ (76)—not
the cloister but the home 15 the proper theawre of man's efforts: and if
he cannot find God there, he need not hope for success by going farther
afield. “In the home is reality.” There love and detachment, bondage and
freedom, joy and pain play by turns upon the soul; and it is from thew
canflict that the Unstruck Music of the Infinite proceeds. *Kabir says: None
but Brahma can evoke ity melodies,”

""Nos 15, 28, 07, BT, 08,
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This version of Kabir's songs is chiefly the work of Mr. Rabindranith Tagore,
the trend of whose mystical genius makes him—as all who read these
poems will see—a peculiarly sympathetic interpreter of Kabir’s vision and
thaught. Tt has been based upon the printed Hindi text with Bengali
translation of Mr. Kshiti Mohan Sen; who has gathered from many
sotrces—sometimes from books and manuscripts, sometimes from the lips
of wandering ascetics and minstrels—a large collection of poems and hymns
1o which Kabir's name is attached, and carefully sifted the authentic songs
from the many spurions works now attributed to him. These pansiaking
labours alone have made the present undertaking possible.

We have also had before us a manuscript English translaton of 116
songs made by Mr. Ajit Kumar Chakravarty from Mr. Kshiti Mohan Sen's
text, and a prose essay upon Kabir from the same hand. From these we
have derived greal assistance. A considerable number of readings from the
translation have been adopted by us; whilst several of the facts mentioned
in the essay have been incorporated into this introduction. Our most gratetul
thanks are due 1o Mr. Ajit Kumar Chakravarty for the exremely generous
and unselfish manner in which he has placed his work at our disposal.

FvErys UNDERHILL
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1
I 1. mo ko kahan dhinro bande

O servanT, where dost thou seek Me?

Lo! I am beside thee.

I am neither in temple nor in mosque: 1 am neither in Kaaba nor
in Kailash:

Neither am [ in rites and ceremonies, nor in Yoga and renuncation.

If thou art a2 vue seeker, thou shalt at once e Me: thou shalt meet
Me in a moment of time.

Kabir says, ‘O Sadhu! God is the breath of all breath.'

2
1. 16. santan jat na pucho wirguniyan

IT 15 NEEDLESS to ask of a saint the caste to which he belongs;

For the priest, the warrior, the tradesman, and all the thirty-six castes,
alike are seeking for God..

It is but follv to ask what the caste of a saint may be:

The barber has sought God, the washer-woman, and the carpenter—

Even Raidas was a seeker after God.

The Rishi Swapacha was a tanner by caste,

Hindus and Moslems alike have achieved that End, where remains no
mark of distinction.

3
1. 57. sadho bhai, jivat hi karo Gsa

O rEND! hope for Him whilst you live, know whilst you live, understand
whilst you live: for in life deliverance abides.

If your bonds be not broken whilst living, what hope of deliverance
in death?

It is but an empty dream, that the soul shall have union with Him
because it has passed from the body:

The reference of the headlines of the poems is to: Santinikerana; Kabir by Sei
Kshitimohan Sen, 4 parts, Brahmacharyasrama, Bolpur, 1910-11. For some assis-
tance in normalizing the wanstheration we are indebted 1o Prof. |.F, Blumhardr.
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If He is found now, He is found then,

If nor, we do but go to dwell in the City of Death.

If you have union now. you shall have it hereafter.

Bathe in the truth, know the true Guru, have faith in the true Name!

Kabir saye “It is the Spirit of the quest which helps: | am the slave
of this Spirit of the quest.”

4
. 58 bage na ja o na ja
Do o1 60 1o the garden ol Howers!
O Friend! go not there;
In your body is the garden of flowers.
Take vour scat on the thousand petals of the lows, and there gaze
on the Infinite Beauty,

5
L. 63, avadhii, maya lafi na jay

Terr sy, Brother, how can | renotmce Mava?

When 1 gave up the tying of ribbons, sull | tied my garment about
me:

When | gave up tying my garment, still 1 covered my body in its folds.

So, when 1 give up passion, | see that anger remains;

And when 1 renounce anger, greed is with me still:

And when greed is vanquished, pride and vainglory remain;

When the mind is detached and casts Maya away, sill it clings to the

letter.
Kaliir says, ‘Listen (o e, dear Sadhul the true path is rarely found.’

f
1. BS. canda jhatkai yaht ghat wiahin

ThE MooN shines in my body, but my blind eyes cannot see it:

The moon is within me, and so is the sun.

The unstruck divm of Eternity is sounded within me; but my deaf ears
cannoi hear it
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So long as man clamours for the fand the Mine, his works are as naught:
When all love of the 7 and the Mine is dead, then the work of the
Lord is done.
For work has no other dim than the getting of knowledge:
When that comes, then work is put away.

The flower blooms for the fruit: when the fruit comes. the flower withers.
The musk is in the deer, but it seeks it not within itself it wanders

in quest of grass.

T
L. 85 sadho, Brahm alakh lakhaya

Waen He Himself reveals, Himself, Bahma brings into manifestation Thit
which c¢an never be seen.

As the seed is in the plant, as the shade is in the tree, as the void
is in the sky, as infinite forms are in the void—

So from beyond the Infinite, the Infinite comes; and from the Infinite
the finite extends.

The creature is in Brahma, and Brahma is in the creature: they are ever
distinct, yvet ever united.

He Himself is the tree, the seed, and the germ.

He Himself is the flower, the fruit, and the shade,

He Himsell is the sun, the light, and the lighted.

He Himself is Brahma, creature, and Maya.

He Himsell is the manifold form, the infinite space:

He is the breath, the word, and the meaning.

He Himself is the limit and the limidess: and bevond both the limited
and the limitless is He, the Pure Being.

He is the Immanent Mind in Brahma and in the creature:

The Supreme Soul i seen within the soul,

The Point is seen within the Supreme Soul.

And within the Point, the reflection is seen again,

Kabir is blest because he has this supreme vision!
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The Yogi, the Sanyasi, the Ascetics, are dispuling one with another:
Kabir says, ‘O brother! he who has seen that radiance of love, he is
saved.”

L4
1L 56, danyd ki lahar danyao hai ji

The mIvER and its waves are one surf. where is the difference between the
river and ifs waves?

When the wave rises, it is the water; and when it falls, it s the same
water again. Tell me, Sir, where is the distinction?

Bevause it has been named as wave, shall it no longer be considered
as water?

Within the Supreme Brahma, the worlds are being told like beads:
Look upon that rosary with the eves of wisdom

15
Il. 57. janh khelat vasant rituraj

WHERE SPRING, the lord of the seasons, reigneth, there the Unstruck Music
sounds of iself,

There the streams of light flow in all directions;

Few are the men who can cross to that shore!

There, where millions of Krishnas stand with hands folded,

Where millions of Vishnus bow their heads,

Where millions of Brahmais are reading the Vedas,

Where millions of Shivas are lost in contemplation,

Where millions of Indras dwell in the sky,

Where the demigods and the munis are unnumbered,

Where millions of Saraswatis, Goddess of Music, play on the vina—

There is my Lord selfrevealed: and the scent of sandal and flowers
dwells in those deeps.
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16
1. 59. janh cet acet khambh dii

Berwren THE poles of the conscious and the unconscious, there has the
mind made a swing:

Thereon hang all beings and all worlds, and that swing never ceases
its sway.

Millions of beings are there: the san and the moon in their courses
are there:

Millions of ages pass, and the swing goes on.

All swing! the sky and the earth and the air and the water; and the
Lord Himself taking form:

And the sight of this has made Kabir a servant,

17
[1. 61. grah candra tapan jot barat hai

Tue L of the sun, the moon, and the stars shines bright:
The melody of love swells forth, and the rhythm of love’s detachment
beats the time.
Day and night. the chorus of music fills the heavens: and Kabir says
‘My Beloved One gleams like the lightning flash in the sky

Do you know how the moments perform their adoration?
Waving its row of lamps, the universe sings in worship day and night,
There are the hidden banner and the secret canopy:
Thiere the sound of the unseen hells is heard.
Kabir says: ‘There adoration never ceases; there the Lord of the
Universe sitteth on His throne.

The whole world does its works and commits its ermors: but few are the
lovers who know the Beloved.

The devour seeker is he who mingles in his heart the double currents
of love and detachment, like the mingling of the streams of Ganges and
Jumna;

In his heart the sacred water llows day and night; and thus the round
of births and deaths is brought 1o an end.
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Behold what wonderful rest is in the Suprenie Spirit! and he enjoys it, who
makes himself meet for it.

Held by the cords of love, the swing of the Ocean of Joy sways to and
fio; and a mighty sound breaks forth in song.

See what a lotus blooms there without water! and Kabir says

‘My heart's bee drinks its nectar”

What a wonderful lotus it is, that blooms at the heart of the spinning wheel
of the universe! Only a few pure souls know of its true delight.

Music is all around it, and there the heart partakes of the joy of the
Infinite Sea.

Kabir savs; 'Dive thou into that Ocean of sweemess: thus let all errors
of life and of death flee away.”

Behold how the thirst of the five senses is quenched there! and the three
forms of misery are no morel

Kabir says: 'It is the sport of the Unattainable One: look within, and
behold how the moon-beams of that Hidden One shine in you'

There falls the rhythmic beat of life and death:

Rapture wells forth, and all space is radiant with light

There the Unstruck Music is sounded; it is the music of the love of
the three warlds.

There millions of lamps of sun and of moon are burning;

There the dum beats, and the lover swings in play.

There love-songs resound, and light rains in showers; and the worship-
per is entranced in the taste of the heavenly nectar.

Look upon life and death; there is no separation between them,

The right hand and the left hand are one and the same.

Kabir says: ‘There the wise man is speechless; for this truth may never
be found in Vedas or in books”

I have had my Seat on the Self-poised One,

I have drunk of the Cup of the Ineffable,

I have found the Key of the Mystery,

I have reached the Root of Union.

Travelling by no track, 1 have come to the Sorrowless Land: very easily
has the mercy of the great Lord come upon me.
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They have sung of Him as infinite and unattainable: but 1 in my
meditations have seen Him withour sight

That is indeed the sorrowless land, and none know the path that leads
there:

Only he who is on that path has surely transcended all sorrow.

‘Wonderful is that land of rest. o which no merit can win;

It is the wise who has seen i, it is the wise who has sung of iL

This is the Ultimate Word: but can any express its marvellous savour?
He who has savoured it once, he knows what joy it can give.

Kabir says: ‘Knowing it, the ignorant man becomes wise, and the wise
man becomes speechless and silent,

The worshipper is utterly inebriated,

His wisdom and his detachment are made perfect;

He drinks from the cup of the inbreathings and the outbreathings
of love.

There the whole sky is filled with sound, and there that music is made
without fingers and without strings;

There the game of pleasure and pain does not cease.

Kabir says: ‘If you merge your life in the Ocean of Life, you will find
your life in the Supreme Land of Bliss.”

What a frenzy of ecstacy there is in every hour! and the worshipper
is pressing out and drinking the essence of the hours: he lives in the life
of Brahma.

| speak truth, for 1 have accepted truth in life; | am now attached to
wruth, 1 have swept all tinsel away,

Kabir says: "Thus is the worshipper set free from fear; thus have all
errors of life and of death left him.'

There the sky is filled with music:
There it rains nectar:
There the harpstrings jingle, and there the drums beat.
What a secret splendour is there, in the mansion of the sky!
There no mention is made of the rising and the setting of the sun;
In the ocean of manifestation, which is the light of love, day and night
are felt to be one.
Joy lor ever, no sorrow, no struggle!
There have | seen joy filled to the brim, perfection of joy,
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No place for error is there,
Kabir says: “There have | witnessed the sport of One Bliss!”

| have known in my body the sport of the universe: 1 have escaped from
the error of this world,

The inward and the outward are become as one sky, the Infinite and
the finite are united: 1 am drunken with the sight of this Alll

This Light of Thine fulfils the universe: the lamp of love that burns
on the salver of knowledge.

Kabir says: “There error cannot enter, and the conflict of life and
death is fell no more!

18
. 77. maddh akas ap jahin baithe

Tiik sinoLE region of the sky, wherein the spirit dwelleth, is radiant with
the music of light

There, where the pure and white music blossoms, my Lord takes His
delight.

In the wondrous effulgence of each hair of His body, the brightness
of millions of suns and of moons is lost '

On that shore there is a city, where the rain of nectar pours and pours,
and never ceases.

Kabir says: ‘Come, O Dharmadas! and see my great Lord's Durbac.”

19
1L 20, paramatem gur wikaf virgain

O My uEART! the Supreme Spirit, the great Master, is near you: wake, ol
wake!

Run to the feet of your Beloved: for your Lord stands pear to your
head,

You have slept for unnumbered ages; this morning will you not wake?
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20
I1. 22. man tu par utar kanh jaiho

Tor wiar shore would vou cross, O my heart? there is no traveller before
you, there s no road:

Where s the movement, where is the rest. on that shore?

There is no water; no boat, no boatman, is there;

There is not so much as & rope to tow the boat, nor a man to draw
1L

Na earth, no sky, na time, oo thing, is there: no shore, no ford!

There, there is neither body nor mind: and where is the place that
shall still the thirst of the soul? You shall find nuught in that emptiness.

Be strong, and enter into vour own body: for there vour toothold is
firm. Consider it well, © my heart! go not elsewhere.

Rabir savs: “Pur all imaginations away, and stand fast i that which vou
are.’

21
1. 33. ghar ghar dipak barai

Lamps sury in every house, O blind one! and you cannot see them.
One day your eyes shall suddenly be opened, and you shall see: and
the fetters of death will fall from you.
There is nothing 10 say or w hear, there is nothing 10 do: it is he
who is living, yet dead, who shall never die again.

Because he lives in sohitude, thevefore the Yogi savs that his home is far
awav.

Your Lord is near: yet you are climbing the palniiree o seek Him.

The Brahman priest goes from house to house and initiates people
it Laithe

Alas! the woe founmain of life is beside you. and you have set up a
stone 1o worship.

Rabir says: ‘| may never express how sweet my Lord 5. Yoga and the
telling of beads, virtue and vice—these are naught o Him,’
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22
II, 38, sadho, so saipur moh: bhdwas

O sroTHER, my heart yearns for that true Guru, who [ills the cup of true
love, and drinks of it himself, and offers it then o me.

He removes the veil from the eyes, and gives the true Vision of Brahma:

He reveals the worlds in Him, and makes me to hear the Unstruck
Music: '

He shows joy and sorrow to be one:

He fills all utterance with love,

Kabir says: “Vexily he has no fear, who has such a Guru 1o lead him
to the shelter of safety!’

23
1. 40. finwir sanjh ka gahd dawai

Tyie suavows of evening fall thick and deep, and the darkness of love
envelops the body and the mind.

Open the window to the west, and be lost in the sky of love;

Drink the sweet honey that steeps the petals of the lotus of the heart.

Receive the waves in your body: what splendour is in the region of
the seal

Hark! the sounds of conches and bells are rising,

Kabir says: 'O brother. behold! the Lord is in this vessel of my body.’

24
IT. 48. jis te yvaham apar jagat men

More THAN all else do T cherish at heart that love which makes me 1o live
a limitless life in this world.

It is like the lotus, which lives in the water and blooms in the water:
yet the water cannot touch its petals, they open beyond its reach.

It is like a wife, who enters the fire at the bidding of love. She burns
and lets others grieve, yet never dishonours love.

This acean of the world is hard to cross: its waters are very deep. Kabir
says: “Listen to me, O Sadhu! few there are who have reached lts end”
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25

1. 45, Hari ne apma ap chipaya

My Loro mipes Himself, and my Lord wonderfully reveals Himself:

My Lord has encompassed me with hardness, and my Lord has cast
down my limitatuons.

My Lord brings 1o me words of sorrow and words of joy, and He
Himself heals their strife.

I will offer my body and mind to my Lord: 1 will give up my life, but
never can 1 forget my Lord!

26
11. 75. oukir siwae ki sivjai

ALL THINGS are created by the Om;
The love-form is His body.
He is without form, without quality, withour decay:
Seek thou umon with Him!

But that formless God takes a thousand forms in the eyes of His creatures:
He is pure and indestructible,
His form is infinite and fathomless,
He dances in rapture, and waves of form arise from His dance.
The body and the mind cannot contain themselves, when they are
touched by His great joy.
He is immersed in all consciousness, all joys, and all sorrows;
He has no beginning and no end;
He holds all within His bliss.

27
Il. Bl. satgur soi daya kar dinka

It 15TRE MeRCY of my true Guru that has made me w know the unknown;
1 have leamed from Him how to walk without feet, to see without eyes,
to hear without ears; w drink without mouth, to fly without wings;
I have brought my love and my meditation into the kand where there
is no sun and moon. nor day and might.
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Without eating, 1 have tasted of the sweetness of nectar; and without
water, 1 have quenched my thirst

Where there is the response of delight, there is the fullness of joy.
Before whom can that joy be uttered?

Kabir says: “The Gury is great beyond words, and grear is the good
fortune of the disciple.’

28
11. 85. nirgun dge sargun nécai
Rerore THE Unconditioned, the Conditioned dances:
“Thou and 1 are one!’ this trumpet proclaims.
The Guru comes, and bows down before the disciple:
This is the greatest of wonders.

29
1. B7. Kabir kab se bhaye vairagi

GORARHNATH Asks Kabir:

“Tell me, O Kabir, when did your vocation begin? Where did your love
have its rise?’

Kabir answers:

“When He whose forms are manifold had not begun His play: when
there was no Guru, and no disciple: when the world was not spread out:
when the Supreme One was alone—

Then | became an ascetic; then, O Gorakh, my love was drawn 1o
Brahma.

Brahma did not hold the crown on his head; the god Vishnu was not
anointed as king; the power of Shiva was still unborn; when 1 was

instructed in Yoga.

'l became suddenly revealed in Benares, and Ramananda illumined me;
I brotight with me the thirst for the Infinite; and 1 have come for the
meeting with Him.

In simplicity will 1 unite with the Simple One; my love will surge up.
O Gorakh, march thou with His music!’
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30
IL 95. ya tarvar men & pakheri
ON THIS TREE is a bird: it dances in the joy of life.

None knows where it is: and who knows what the burden of its music
may be?

Where the branches throw a deep shape, there does it have its nest:
and it comes in the evening and flies away in the moming, and says not
a word of that which it means.

None tell me of this bird that sings within me.

It is neither coloured por colourless: it has neither form nor outline:

It sits in the shadow of love,

It dwells within the Unattainable, the Infinite, and the Eternal; and
no one marks when it comes and goes.

Kabir says: O brother Sadhul deep is the mystery, Let wise men seck
to know where rests that bird.'

51
I 100. ni$ din sale: ghaw

A SORE PAIN troubles me day and night, and | cannot sleep;
| long for the meeting with my Beloved, and my father’s house gives
me pleasure no more,

The gates of the sky are opened, the temple is revealed:
I meet my husband, and leave at His feet the offering of my body and
my ming.

32
I1. 103. nacw r¢ mero man, matta hoy

Dance, My heart! dance wo-day with jov.

The strains of love fill the days and the nights with music, and the
world is listening to its melodies:

Mad with joy, life and death dance to the rhythm of this music. The
hills and the sea and the earth dance, The world of man dances in laughter
and tears.
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Why put on the robe of the mank, and live aloof from the world in

lonely pride?
Behold! my heart dances in the delight of hundred arts; and the

Creator is well pleased.

34
1. 105, man mast hud tab kyon bole

Wiere 15 the need of words, when love has made drunken the hearr?

I have wrapped the diamond in my cloak; why open it again and
again?

When its load was light, the pan of the balance went up: now it is
full, where is the need for weighing?

The swan has taken its flight to the lake beyond the mountains; why
should it search for the pools and ditches any more?

Your Lord dwells within you: why need your outward eyes be opencd?

Kabir says: "Listen, my brother! my Lord, who ravishes my eyes, has
united Himself with me.'

3
IL 110. mohi tohi lagi kaise chute

How courn the love between Thee and me sever?

As the leaf of the lotus abides on the water: so thou art my Lord, and
1 am Thy servant.

As the night-bird Chakor gazes all might at the moon: 5o Thou art
my Lord and I am Thy servant.

From the beginning until the ending of time, there is love between
Thee and me: and how shall such love be extinguished:

Kabir says: "As the river enters into the ocean, so my heart touches
Thee.'

35
II. 113, valam, awo hamare geh e
My Bopy AND my mind are grieved for the want of Thee;
O my Beloved! come to my house.
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When people say | am Thy bride, | am ashamed; for [ have not touched
Thy heart with my hearl

Then what is this love of mine? | have no tasie for food, | have no
sleep; my heart is ever restless within doors and without.

As water is to the thirsty, so is the lover to the bride. Who is there
that will carty my news to my Beloved?

Kabir is restless: he is dying for sight of Him.

5
l_L 126. jag piyan, ab kan sowai
O mrEND, awake, and sleep no more!
The night is over and gone, would you lose your day also?
Others, who have wakened, have received jewels;
O foolish woman! you have Jost all whilst you slept.
Your lover is wise, and you are foolish, O woman!
You never prepared the bed of your husband:
O mad one! you passed your time in silly play,
Your youth was passed in vain, for you did not know your Lord;
Wake, wake! Seel your bed is empty: He left you in the night
Kabir says: "Only she wakes, whose heart is pierced with the arrow of
His music,’

37
L 36. sir parkas, tanh ratn kahan paiye

WHEeRE 1s THE night, when the sun is shining? If it is night, then the sun
withdraws its light.

Where knowledge is, can ignorance endure? If there be ignorance,
then knowledge must die.

If there be lust, how can love be there? Where there is love, there
15 no lust,

Lay hold on your sword, and join in the fight. Fight, O my brother, as
long as life lasts.

Strike off your enemy's head, and there make an end of him quickly:
then come, and bow your head at your King's Durbar,
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He who i brave, never forsakes the battle: he who flies from it is no
true fighter.

In the field of this body a great war goes forward, against passion,
anger, pride, and greed:

it is in the kingdom of truth, contentment and purity, that this battle
is raging; and the sword that rings forth most loudly is the sword of His
Namée.

Kabir says: ‘When a brave knight takes the field, a host of cowards
is put to Might.

It Is a hare fight and a weary one, this fight of the truth-seeker: for
the vow of the truth<séeker is more hard than that of the warrior, or of
the widowed wife who would follow her husband..

For the warrior fights for a few hours, and the widow's struggle with
death is soon ended:

But the truth-seeker's battle goes on day and night, as long as life lasts
it never ceases.’

38
I. 50, Mhsam ké tala lage mahal ve

THE LOCK of error shuts the gate, open it with the key of love:
Thus, by opening the door, thou shalt wake the Beloved.
Kabir says 'O brother! do not pass by such good fortune as this’

30
L 59. sadho, yah tan thath lamoure ka

O rruEnnl Tins body is His lyre;
He tightens its strings, and draws from it the melody of Brahma.
If the strings snap and the keys slacken, then to dust must this in-
strument of dust retormn;
Kabir says: "None but Brahma can evoke its melodies.”
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40
l. 65. avadhit bhile ko ghar ldwe

He 1s beaR TO me indeed who can call back the wanderer to his home. In
the home is the true union, in the home is enjoyment of life: why should
I forsake my home and wander in the forest? If Brahma helps me 1o realize
truth, verily 1 will find both bondage and deliverance in home.

He is dear to me indeed who has power 1o dive deep into Brahma;
whose mind loses itself with ease in His contemplation.

He is dear to me who knows Brahma, and can dwell on His supreme
truth in meditation; and who can play the melody of the Infinite by uniting
love and renunciation in life.

Kabir says: “The home is the abiding place: in the home is reality; the
home helps to attain Him Who is real. So stay where you are, and all things
shall come to you in time.'

41
I. 76. santo, sahay samadh bhali

O saphu! THE simple union is the best.
Since the day when I met with my Lord, there has been no end to
the sport of our love,
I shut not my cyes, 1 close not my ears, I do not mortify my bocly;
I see with eyes open and smile, and behold His beauty everywhere:
I utter His Name, and whatever 1 see, it reminds me of Him; whatever
I do, it becomes His worship.
The rising and the setting are one to me; all contradictions are solved.
Wherever | go, | move round Him,
All 1 achieve is His service:
When 1 lie down, | lie prostrate at His feet

He is the only adorable one to me: | have none other.

My tongue has left off impure words, it sings His glory day and night:

Whether 1 rise or sit down, 1 can never forget Him; for the rhythm
of His music beats in my ears.

Kabir says: ‘My heart is frenzied, and 1 disclose in my soul what is
hidden. T am immersed in that one great bliss which transcends all pleasure
and pain.’
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42
L 79, tirath men to sab pani hai

THERE 15 nothing but water at the holy bathing places; and I know that
they are useless, for | have bathed in them.

The images are all lifeless, they cannot speak; [ know, for I have cried
aloud to them.

The Purana and the Koran are mere words; lifting up the curtain, 1
have seen.

Kabir gives utterance 1o the words of experience; and he knows very
well that all other things are untrue.

43
I. B2, pani vic min piyas
1 tavce wees | hear that the fish in the water is thirsty
You do not see that the Real is in your home, and you wander from
forest o forest listdesslyl

Here is the tuth! Go where you will, 10 Benares or to Mathura; il
you do not find your soul, the world is unreal to you,

44

1. 93, gagan math gaib nisin gade
TrE sippeN Banner is planted in the temple of the sky: there the blue
canopy decked with the moon and set with bright jewels is spread.
There the light of the sun and the moon is shining: still your mind
to silence before that splendour.
Kabir says: ‘He who has drunk of this nectar, wanders like one who
is mad.’

45
L 97. sadho, ko has kanh se ayo

Wio are You, and whence do you come?
Where dwells that Supreme Spirit, and how does He have His sport
with all created things?
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The fire is in the wood; but who awakens it suddenly? Then it turns
to ashes, and where goes the force of the fire?

The true guru teaches that He has neither limit nor infinitude.

Kabir says: ‘Brahma suits His language to the understanding of His
hearer.”

46
1. Y8, sadho, sahajai kdya Sodho

O sapuu! purify vour body m the simple way.

As the seed is within the banyan tree, and within the seed are the
fowers, the fruits, and the shade:

Sa the germ is within the body, and within that germ is the body
again.

The fire, the air, the water, the earth, and the aether; you cannot have
these outside of Him.

) Kazi, O Pundit, consider it well: what is there that is not.in the
soul?

The water-filled pitcher is placed upon water, it has water within and
without

It should not be given a name, lest it call forth the error of dualism,

Kabir says: “Listen to the Word, the Truth, which is yonr essence. He
speaks the Word to Himself: and He Himsell is the Creator.”

47
I 102. tarvar ck mul in thada

THERE 15 A strange ree, which stands without roots and bears fruits without
blossoming;

It has no branches and no leaves, it is lotus all over.

Two birds sing there; one is the Gurn, and the other the disciple:

The disciple chooses the manifold fruits of life and tastes them, and
the Guru beholds him in joy.

What Kabir says is hard to understand: “The bird is beyond seeking,
yet it is most clearly visible. The Formless is in the midst of all forms. |
sing the glory of forms.”
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48
1. 107, calat mansa wcal kinht

I yave sTiLLED my restless mind, and my heart is radiant: for in That-ness
I have seen beyond Thatness, in company I have seen the Comrade Himself.
Living in bondage, 1 have set myself free: I have broken away from
the clutch of all narrowness.
Kabir says: '1 have atiained the unattainable, and my heart is coloured
with the colour of love.

49
L. 105. jo disai, so to hai nihin

THAT WHICH you see is not: and for that which is, you have no words.

Unless you see, you believe not: what is told you you cannol accepl.

He who is discerning knows by the word; and the ignorant stands
gaping.

Some contemplate the Formless, and others meditate on form: but
the wise man knows that Brahma is beyond both,

That beauty of His is not seen of the eye: that metre of His is not
heard of the ear.

Kabir says: ‘He who has found both love and renunciation never
descends 1o death.”

50
1. 126. murafi bajat akhand sadaye

TuE FLUte of the Infinite is played without ceasing, and its sound is love:

When love renounces all limits, it reaches truth.

How widely the fragrance spreads! It has no end, nothing stands in
IS way.

The form of this melody is bright like a million suns: incomparably
sounds the vina, the vina of the notes of truth.
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51
1. 129, sakhiyo, ham hitp bhai vilamasi

DEAR FRIEND, | am eager 1o meet my Beloved! My youth has flowered, and
the pain of separation from Him troubles my breast

1 am wandering yet in the alleys of knowledge without purpose, but
T have received His news in these alleys of knowledge.

1 have a letter from my Beloved: i this letter is an unutterable message,
and now my fear of death is done away,

Kabir says: 'O my loving friend! I have got for my gift the Deathless
Omne.’

52
I 130. sdin bin dard kareje hoy

WiEN 1 AM parted from my Beloved, my heart is full of misery: T have no
comfort in the day, | have no sleep in the night. To whom shall 1 tell my
SOITOW?

The night is dark;: the hours slip by. Because my Lord is absent, T stant
up and tremble with fear,

Kabir says: ‘Listen, my friend! there is no other satisfaction, save in
the encounter with the Beloved.'

53
I. 122, kaun murahi jabd $un anand bhayo

WaAT 15 THAT [ute whose music thrills me with joyr
The flame bums without a lamp;
The loms blossoms without a root:
Flowers bloom in clusters;
The moon-bird is devoted w the moon;
With all its heart the rain-bird longs for the shower of rain;
But upon whose love does the Lover concentrate His entire lifer

[521]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

hd
1. 112. sunta nahi dhun ki khabar

Have 30U Not heard the tune which the Unstruck Music is playing? In the
midst of the chamber the harp of joy is gently and sweetly played; and
where is the need of going without to hear it

If you have not drunk of the nectar of that One Love, what boots it
though you should purge yoursell of all stains?

The Kazi is searching the words of the Koran, and instructing others:
but if his heart be not steeped in that love, what does it avail, though he
be a teacher of men?

The Yogi dyes his garments with red: but if he knows naught of that
colour of love, whar does it avail though his garments be tinted?

Kabir says: 'Whether I be in the temple or the balcony, in the camp
or in the flower garden, I tell you truly that every moment my Lord is
taking His delight in me.’

55
L. 73, bhakti ka mdrag jhina re

Sustie is the path of lovel

Therein there is no asking and no not-asking,

There one luses one's sell at His feer,

There one is immersed in the joy of the seeking; plunged in the deeps
of love as the fish in the water.

The lover is never slow in offering his head for his Lord’s service,

Kabir declares the secret of this love.

56
I. 68. bhai kin satguru sanl kahawai

He is THe real Sadliu, who can reveal the form of the Formless to the vision

of these eyes:
Who teaches the simple way of attaining Him, that is other than rites

Or Ceremonies:
Who does not make vou close the doors, and hold the breath, and

renounce the world:
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Who makes you perceive the Supreme Spirit wherever the mind attaches
iself:

Who teaches you to be still in the midst of all your activities.

Ever immersed in bliss. having no fear in his mind, he keeps the spirit
of union in the midst of all enjoyments.

The infinite dwelling of the Infinite Being is everywhere: in earth, water,
sky, and air:

Firm as the thunderbolt, the seat of the seeker is established above
the void.

He who is within is without: 1 see Him and none else,

57
L. 66, sadho, sabd sadhana kija
ReCevE THAT Word from which the Universe springeth!
That Word is the Guruz I have heard it, and become the disciple.
How many are there who know the meaning of that Word?
O Sadhu! pracuse that Word!
The Vedas and the Puranas proclaim i,
The world is established in it
The Rishis and devotees speak of it
But none knows the mystery of the Word.
The househalder leaves his house when he hears it
The ascetic comes back to love when he hears i,
The Six Philosophies expound it,
The Spirit of Renunciation points to that Word,
From that Word the worldform has sprung,
That Word reveals all.
Eabir says: 'But who knows whence the Word cometh?’

58
L. 63, pi le pyala, ho matwala

Emrry THE Cup! O be drunken!
Drink the divine nectar of His Name!
Kabir says: 'Listen to me, dear Sadhul
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From the sole of the foot to the crown of the head this mind s flled
with pui.mn.'

5
I. 52. khasm na cnhai bdwan

O man, 1¥ thou dost not know thine own Lord, whereof art thou so proud?
Put thy cleverness away: mere words shall never unite thee to Him.
Do not deceive thyself with the witness of the Scriptures:
Love is something other than this, and he who has sought it truly has
found it

60
1. 56. sukh sinddh ki sair ki

Tae savour of wandering in the ocean of deathless life has nid me of all
my asking:
As the tree is in the seed, so all diseases are m this asking,

il
L 48. sukh sdgar men Gike

WHEN AT last you are come 1o the ocean ol happiness, do not go back
thirsty, _

Wake, foolish man! for Death stalks you. Here is pure water before
you; drink it at every breath.

Do not follow the mirage on foot, but thirst for the nectar;

Dhruva, Prahlad, and Shukadeva have drunk of it, and also Raidas has
tasted it

The saints are dnmk with love, their thirst is for love.

Kabir says: "Listen to me. brother! The nest of fear is broken.

Not for a moment have you come face to face with the world:

You are weaving your bondage of falsehood, your words are full of
deception:

With the load of desires which you hold on vour head, how can you
be hghe

Kabir says: "Keep within you truth; detachment, and love.’
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62
I. 85, safi ko kaun sikhduta has

Wi Has EVER taught the widowed wife to bum herself on the pyre of her
dead husband?
And who has ever taught love to find bliss in renunciation?

63
1. 39, are man, dhiraj kahe na dharai

WHy s0 impatient, my heart?

He who watches over birds. beasts. and insects,

He who cared for you whilst you were yet in your mother's womb,

Shall He not care for you now that you are come forth?

Oh my heart, how could you tum from the smile of your Lord and
wander so far from Him?

You have left your Beloved and are thinking of others: and this is why
all your work is in vain.

64
I. 117. sain se lagan kathin hai, bhai

How HARD IT is to meet my Lord!

The rain-bird wails in thirst for the rain: almost she dies of her longing,
yet she would have none other water than the min.

Drawn by the love of music, the deer moves forward: she dies as she
listens to the music, yet she shrinks not in fear,

The widowed wife sits by the body of her dead husband: she is not
afraid of the fire.

Put away all fear for this poor body.

65
1. 22. jab maiy bhuld, re bhai
O sroTHER! when 1 was forgetful, my true Guru showed me the Way,

Then 1 left off all rites and ceremonies, 1 bathed no more in the holy
water:
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Then | learned that it was [ alone who was mad, and the whole world
beside me was sane; and | had disturbed these wise people.

From that time forth 1 knew no more how to roll in the dust in
obetsance:

1 do not ring the emple bell:

1 do not set the idol on its throne:

1 do not worship the image with flowers.

It is not the austerities that mortify the flesh which are pleasing (o
the Lord,

When you leave off your clothes and kill your senses, you do not
please the Lord:

The man who is kind and who practises righteousness, who remains
passive amidst the affairs of thie world, who considers all creatnres on earth
as his own self,

He attains the Immortal Being, the tue God is ever with him.

Kahir says: ‘He attains the true Name whose words are pure, and who
is free from pride and conceit.

e
.. 20. man na rangaye

T oGt dyes his garmenis; instead of dyeing his mind in the colours of
love:

He sits within the temple of the Lord, leaving Brahma to worship a
stone.

He pierces holes in his ears, he has a great beard and matted locks,
he looks like a goat:

He goes forth into the wilderness, killing all his desires, and turns
himself into an eunuch:

He shaves his dead and dyes his garments; he reads the Gita and
becomes a mighty talker.

Kahir says: ‘You are going o the doors of death, bound hand and
foot!’
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67
1. 9. na jane sihab kaisa hai
I Do Not kvow what manner of God is mine.

The Mullah cries aloud to Him: and why? Is your Lord deaf? The
subtle anklets that ring on the feet of an insect when it moves are heard
of Him,

Tell your beads, paint your forehead with the mark of your God, and

wear matted locks long and showy: but a deadly weapon is in your heart,
and how shall you have God?

68
L 102. kam se raha na jay

| near THE melody of His flute, and | cannot contain myself:

The flower blooms, though it is not spring; and already the bee has
received its invitation,

The sky roars and the lighming flashes, the waves arise in my heart

The rain falls; and my heart longs for my Lord.

Where the rhythm of the world rises and falls, thither my heart has
reached:

There the hidden banners are fluttering in the air.

Kabir savs: ‘My heant is dying, though it lives.'

69
M. 2. jo khoda masjid vasat hai

[¥ Gop 8E within the mosque, then o whom does this world belong?

If Ram be within the image which you find upon your pilgrimage,
then who is there to know what happens withour?

Hari is in the East: Allah is in the West. Look within your heart, for
there you will find both Karim and Ram;

All the men and women of the world are His living forms.

Kabir is the child of Allah and of Ram: He is my Guru, He is my Pir.
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70
1.9, §il santosh sadd semadnshis

He wiio 1s meek and contented, he who has an equal vision, whose mind
is filled with the fullness of acceptance and of rest;

He who has seen Him and touched Him, he is freed from all fear
and trouble,

To him the perpetual thought of God is like sandal paste smeared
on the body, to him noething else is delight:

His work and his rest are filled with music: he sheds abroad the radiance
of love.

Kabir says: “Touch His feet, who is one and indivisible, immutable and
peaceful; who fills all vessels 1o the brim with joy, and whose form is love.’

71
L 13, sadh sangat pitam

GO THOU 10 the company of the good, where the Beloved One has His
dwelling place:

Take all thy thoughts and love and instruction from thence.

Let that assembly be burnt to ashes where His Name is not spoken!

Tell me, how couldst thou hold a wedding-feast, if the bridegroom
himself were not there? ]

Waver no more, think only of the Beloved;

Set not thy heart on the worship of other gods, there is no worth in

the worship of other masters,
Kabir deliberates and says: “Thus thou shalt never find the Beloved!”

T2
11 26, tor hiva hirdthwd kicad men

TuE jeweL ts lost in the mud, and all are seeking for it

Some look for it in the east, and some in the west: some in the water
angl some amongst stones.

But the servant Kabir has appraised it at its rue value, and has wrapped
it with care in the end of the mantle of his heart.
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73
IH. 26. dyau din gaune ka ha

THE paLANQUIN came 10 take me away to my husband’s home, and it sent
through my heart a thrill of joy;

Put the bearers have brought me into the lonely forest, where | have
no ane of my own.

O bearers, | entreat you by your feet, wait but a moment longer: let
me go back to my kinsmen and friends, and take my leave of them.

The servant Kabir sings: 'O Sadhu! finish your buying and selling,
have done with your good and your bad: for there are no markets and
no shops in the land 10 which you go.'

74
11, 30, are dil, prem nagar ka ant na paya

€ sy HEART! vou have not known all the secrets of this city of Iove: in
ignorance you came, and in ignorance you retunm,

O my friend. what have you done with this life? You have taken on
your head the burden heayvy with stones, and who is 1o lighten it for you?

Your Friend stands on the other shore, but you never think in your
mind how you may meet with Him:

The boat is broken, and yet you sit ever upon the bank: and thus you
are beaten 1o no purpose by the waves,

The servant Kabir asks you to consider; who is there that shall befriend
you at the lasi?

You are alone, you bave no companion: you will suffer the
consequences of your own deeds,

75
L. 55, ved kahe sargun ke age

The VEbas say that the Unconditioned stands beyond the world of Con-
ditions.

O woman, what does it avail thee w dispute whether He is beyond
all or in allf

See thou everything as thine own dwelling place: the mist of pleasure
and pain can never spread there.
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There Brahma is revealed day and night: there light is His garment,
light is His sear, light rests on thy head.
Kabir says: ‘The Master, who is true, He is all hght'

76
[11. 48. it sural namm wihar

Opex YOUK eyes of love, and see Him who pervades this world! consider
it well. and know that this is your own country.

When you meet the true Guru, He will awaken your heart;

He will tell you the secret of love and detachment, and then you will
know indeed that He transcends this universe.

This world is the Gity of Truth, its maze of paths enchants the heart:

We ean reach the goal without erossing the road, such is the sport
unending.

Where the ring of manifold joys ever dances about Him, there is the
sport of Eternal Bliss.

When we know this, then all our receiving and renouncing is over,

Thenceforth the heat of having shall never scorch us more.

He is the Ultimate Rest unbounded:

He has spread His form of love throughout all the world,

From that Ray which is Truth, srreams of new forms are perpetually
springing: and He pervades those forms.

All the gardens and groves and bowers are abounding with blossom;
and the air breaks forth into ripples of joy.

There the swan plays a wonderful game,

There the Unstruck Music eddies around the Infinite One;

There in the midst the Throne of the Unheld is shining, whereon the
great Being sits—

Millions of suns are shamed by the radiance of a single hair of His
body:

On the harp of the road what true melodies are being sounded! and
its notes pierce the heart:

There the Eternal Fountain is playing its endless life-streams of birth
and death.

They call Him Emptiness who is the Truth of truths, in Whom all
truths are stored!
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There within Him creation goes forward, which is beyond all philosophy;
for philosophy cannot auain o Him:

There is an endless world, O my Brother! and there is the Nameless
Being, of whom nought can be said.

Only he knows it who has reached that region: it is other than all that
is heard and sad.

No form, no body, no length, no breadth is seen there: how can |
tell you that which it is?

He comes to the Path of the Infinite on whom the grace of the Lord
descends: he is freed from births and deaths who atains 1o Him.

Kabir says: ‘It cannot be told by the words of the mouth, it cannot
be written on paper:

It is like a dumb person who tastes a sweet thing—how shall it be
explained?’

77
L. 60. cal hamsi wa des jahan

O my HEART! let us go to that country where dwells the Beloved, the ravisher
of my heart!

There Love is filling her pitcher from the well, yet she has no rope
wherewith 1o draw waler;

There the clouds do not cover the sky, yet the rmin falls down in gentle
showers:

O bodiless one! do not sit on your doorstep; go forth and bathe
yourself in that rain!

There it is ever moonlight and never dark; and who speaks of one
sun only? that land is lluminate with the rays of a million suns.

78
1, 63, kahain Kabir, suno ho sadho

Kasm savs: 'O Sadhul hear my deathless words. If you want your own good,
examine and consider them well,

You have estranged yourself from the Creaior, of whom you have
sprung: you have lost your reason, you have bought death.

All doctrines and all teachings are sprung from Him, from Him they
grow: know this for certain, and have no fear.
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Hear from me the ddings of this greal truth!

Whose name do you sing, and on whom do you meditates O, come
forth from this entanglement!

He dwells at the heart of all things, so why take refuge in empty
desolations

If you plice the Guru at a distance from you, then itis but the distance
that you honour:

If indeed the Master be far away, then who is it else that is creating
this world?

Whett you think that He is not here. then you wander further and
further away, and seek Him in vain with tears.

Where He is far off, there He Is unattainable: where He is near, He
is very bliss.

Kabir says: ‘Lest His servant should suffer pain He pervades him throngh
and through.’

Know yourself then, O Kabir: for He is in you from head to foot.

Sing with gladness, and keep your seal unmoved within your heart.

79
111. 66. na main dharmi nahin adharmi

1 AM NETHER pious nor ungodly,

i live neither by law nor by sense,

1 am neither a speaker nor hearer.

1 am neither a servant nor master,

1 am neither bond nor free,

I am neither detached nor attached.

I am far from none: [ am near w none.

I shall go neither to hell nor 1o heaven.

I do all works; vet 1 am apart from all works.

Few comprehend my meaning: he who can comprehend it, he sits

unmoved,
Kahir seeks neither o establish nor to destroy.
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80
IIl. 69, satta nam hai sab ten nyara

THE TRUE Name is like none other name!

The distinction of the Conditioned from the Unconditioned is but a
wiored:

The Unconditioned is the seed, the Conditioned is the flower and the
fruit,

Knowledge is the branch, and the Name is the root

Look, and see where the root is: happiness shall be vours when you
come 1o the root,

The root will lead you to the branch, the leaf, the flower, and the
fruit;

It is the encounter with the Lord, il is the attainment of bliss, it is
the reconciliation of the Conditioned and the Unconditioned.

81

L. 74, pratham ek jo dpar ap

IN 11 beginning was He alone, sufficient unto Himself: the formless,
colourless, and unconditioned Being.

Then was there neither beginning, middle, nor end;

Then were no eyes, no darkness, no lighy;

Then were no ground, air, nor sky; no fire, water, nor earth; no rivers
like the Ganges and the Jumna, no seas, oceans, and waves.

Then was neither vice nor virtue; scriptures there were not, as the
Vedas and Puranas, nor as the Koran.

Rabir ponders in his mind and says, ‘'Then was there no activity: the
Supreme Being remained merged in the unknown depths of His own self.’

The Guru neither eats nor drnks, neither lives nor dies:

Neither has He form, line, colour, nor vesture.

He who has neither caste nor clan nor anything else—how may 1
describe His glory?

He has neither form nor formlessness,

He has no name,

He has neither colour nor colourlessness,

He has no dwelling-place.
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82
M. 76. kahain Kabir wicir ke

Kamig ponpers and says: 'He who has neither caste nor country, who is
formless and without quality, fills all space.’

The Creator brought into being the Game of Joy: and from the word
Om the Creation sprang.

The earth is His joy: His joy is the sky:

His joy is the flashing of the sun and the moon;

His joy is the beginning, the middle, and the end;

His joy is eyes, darkness, and light

Oceans and waves are His joy: His joy the Sarasvati, the Jumna, and
the Ganges.

The Guru is One: and life and death, union and separation, are all
His plays of joy!

His play the land and water, the whole universe!

His play the earth and the sky!

In play is the Creation spread out, in play it is established. The whole
world, says Kabir, rests in His play, yet still the Player remains unknown.

B
I, 84. jhi jhi jantar bajai

Tur uarp gives forth murmurous music; and the dance goes on without
hands and feet.

It is played without fingers, it is heard without ears: for He is the ear,
and He is the listener,

The gate is locked, but within there is fragrance: and there the meeting
is seen of none.

The wise shall understand it

81
111, B9. mor phakirwd mang jay

THE BEGGAR goes a-begging, but | could not even catch sight of Him:
And whar shall [ beg of the Beggar? He gives without my asking.
Kabir says: ‘I am His own: now let that befall which may befall!”
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85
1. 90. naikar se piyara phat

My HEART cries aloud for the house of my lover; the open road and the
shelter of a roof are all one 1o her who has lost the city of her husband,

My heart finds no joy in anything: my mind and my body are
distraught

His place has a million gates, but there is a vast ocean between it and
me:

How shall | cross it; O friend? for endless is the outstretching of the
path,
How wondrously this lyre is wrought! When its strings are rightly strung,
it maddens the heart: but when the keys are broken and the strings are
loosened, none regard it more.

| tell my parents with laughter that 1 must go to my Lord in the
morming;

They are angry, for they do not want me to go, and they say: ‘She
thinks she has gained such dominion over her husband that she can have
whatsoever she wishes; and therefore she s impatient to go to him.’

Dear friend, lift my veil lightly now; for this is the night of love.

Kabir says: ‘Listen to me! My heart is eager 1o meet my lover: | lie
sleepless upon my bed, Remember me early in the moming!®

86
101, 96. jiv mahal men Siv pahunwé

ServE Your God, who has come into this temple of life!

Do not act the part of a madman, for the night is thickening sl

He has awaited me for countless ages, for love of me He has lost His
heart:

Yet | did not know the bliss that was so near to me, for my love was
not yet awake.

But now, my Lover has made known to me the meaning of the note
that stuck my ean:

Now, my good fornume is come.

Kabir says: ‘Behold! how great is my good fortune! I have received
the unending caress of my beloved!”
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87

1. 71, gagan ghata ghaharvani, siadho

Croups THICKEN in the sky! O, listen 10 the deep voice of their roaring;

The min comes from the east with its momotonous murmur,

Take care of the fences and boundaries of vour fields, lest the rains
overflow them;

Prepare the soil of deliverance, and let the creepers of love and
renunciation be soaked in this shower.

It is the prudent farmer who will bring his harvest home; he: shall fill
both his vessels, and feed both the wise men and the saints.

88
ML 118. @ din ke mamn jaun balihar

Tuis pAY is dear to me above all other days, for teday the Beloved Lord
i€ & guest in my house;

My chamber and my courtyard are beautiful with His presence.

My longings sing His Name, and they are become lost in His great
beauty:

I wash His feet, and [ look upon His Face; and I lay before Him as
an offering my body, my mind, and all that I have.

What a day of gladness is that day in which my Beloved. who is my
treasure, comes to my house!

All evils fly from my heart when | see my Lord.

‘My love has touched Him; my heart is longing for the Name which
is Trath,'

Thus sings Kabir, the servant of all servants.

H9
1. 100. ki suntd hai jiiani rag gagan men
Is THERE any wise man who will listen to that solemn music which arises
in the sky?
For He, the Source of all music, makes all vessels full franght, and

rests in fullness Himsell.
He whao is in the body is ever athirst, for he pursues that which is in

part;
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But ever there wells forth deeper and deeper the sound ‘He is this—
this is He’; fusing love and renunciation into one.
Kabir says: "O brother! that is the Primal Word."

80
1. 108, main ki s¢ bisjhaun

To wrou shall [ go to learn about my beloved?
Kabir says: "As vou never may find the forest if you ignore the tree,
so He may never be found in abstractions.

a1
1L 12, samskirit bhasha padhi Gnhka

I nave learned the Sanskrit language, so let all men call me wise:

But where is the use of this, when 1 am floating adrift, and parched
with thirst, and burning with the heat of desire?

To no purpose do you bear on your head this load of pride and vanity.

Kabir says: ‘Lay it down in the dust, and go forth to meet the Beloved.
Address Him as your Lord.’

92
L V10, carkhd calai sural virahin ka

Tue WOMAN who is parted from her lover spins at the spinning wheel.

The city of the body arises in its beauty; and within it the palace of
the mind has been built,

 The wheel of love revolves in the sky, and the seat is made of the

jewels of knowledge:

What subtle threads the woman weaves, and makes them fine with love
and reverence!

Kabir says: ‘1 am weaving the garland of day and pight. When my
Lover comes and touches me with His feet, T shall offer Him my tears.’
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93
HLILL. kofin bhanu candra taragan

Bexears THE great umbrella of my King millions of suns and ‘moons and
stars are shining!

He is the Mind within my mind: He is the Eye within mine eye.

Ah, could my mind and eyes be one! Could my love but reach to my
Lover! Could but the fiery heat of my heart be cooled!

Kabir says: ‘When you unite love with the Lover, then you have love's

perfection.

94
L 92. auadhi begam des hamara

O sapiu! my land is a sorrowless land.

I ery aloud 1o all, 1o the king and the beggar, the emperor and the
fakir—

Whosoever seeks for shelter in the Highest, let all come and settle in
my land!

Let the weary come and lay his burdens here!

So live here, my brother, that you may cross with ease to that other shore.
It is a land without earth or sky, without moon or stars;
For only the radiance of Truth shines in tmy Lord's Durbar.
Kabir says: ‘O beloved brother] naught is essential save Truth.'

95
1. 109. sain ke sangal sasr ai

I came with my Lord 10 my Lord’s home: but [ lived not with Him and
I tasted Him not, and my youth passed away like a dream,

On my wedding night my women-riends sang in chorus, and 1 was
anointed with the unguents of pleasure and pain:

But when the ceremony was over, [ left my Lord and came away, and
my kinsman tried 1o console me upon the road.

Kabir says, "1 shall go 1o my Lord’s house with my love at my side;
then shall | sound the trumpet of tmumph!’
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a6
L. 75. samath dekh man mit pivarwa

O #riEnD, dear heart of mine, think well! if you love indeed, then why do
you sleep?

If you have found Him, then give yoursell utterly, and take Him to
YO

Why do you lose Him again and again?

If the deep sleep of rest has come to your eyes, why waste your time
making the bed and arranging the pillows?

Kabir says: ‘I tell you the ways of love! Even though the head itself
must be given, why should you weep over it?'

a7
II. 90, s@hab ham men, sahab tum men

THE LorD is in me. the Lord is in you, as life is in every seed. O servant!
put false pride away, and seek for Him within you.

A million suns are ablaze with light,

The sea of blue spreads in the sky,

The fever of life is stilled, and all stains are washed away; when I sit
in the midst of thar world.

Hark to the unstruck bells and drums! Take your delight in love!
Rains pour down without water, and the rivers are streams of light
One Love it is that pervades the whole world, few there are who know

it fully:

They are blind who hope to see it by the light of reason, that reason
which is the cause of separation—
The House of Reason is very far away!

How blessed is Kabir, that amidst this great joy he sing= within his own
vessel.

It is the music of the meeting of soul with soul;

1t 15 the music of the forgetting of sorrows;

It is the music that transcends all coming in and all going forth.
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ys
11. 98. miu phagun niyar ani

Tur MonTH of March draws near: ah, who will unite me to my Lover?
How shall 1 find words for the beauty of my Beloved? For He is merged
i all beauty.
His colour is in all the pictures of the world, and it bewitches the hody
and the mind, _
Those who know this, know what is this unutterable play of the Spring.
Kabir says: ‘Listen to me. brother! there are not many who have found
this out,

49
II. 111, Narad, frar so antar nahi
O# Narap! | know that my Lover cannot be far
When my Lover wakes, 1 wake; when He sleeps, 1 sleep.
He is desrroyed at the root who gives pain to my Beloved.
Where they sing His praise, there 1 live;
When He moves. | walk before Him: my heart yearns for my Beloved.
The infinite pilgrimage lies at His feet, 3 million devotees are seated

there.
Kabir says: ‘The Lover Himsell reveals the glory of true love.’

100
0. 122, kdi prem ki peng jhuldo ve

Haxe ur the swing of Jove to-day!

Hang the body and the mind between the arms of the Beloved, in
the ecstasy of Jove's joy:

Bring the tearful streams of the rainy clouds (o your eyes, and cover
your heart with the shadow of darkness:

Bring your face nearer to His car; and speak of the deepest longings
of your heart

Kabir savs: ‘Listen to me, brother! bring the vision of the Beloved in
your heart.'
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The Fugitive (1919?)






ThE paYs were lengthening with the end of winter months, and my dog
played in the sun with the pet deéer in his own wild manmer, fondly forgetting
to wonder at the strangeness of her responses.

The crowds going to the market gathered by the fence, and laughed

to sec the love of these playmates struggling in languages dissimilar,

With the spring came the warm south wind, and a quiver ran through
the young leaves fluttering like flames. In the deer’s dark eyes danced a
gleam when she started and bent her neck at the movement of her own
shadow, or raised her ears to listen to some whisper in the wind.

One alternoon, when the light, like a tune from strings, thrilled forth
from the amlak leaves, and the air seemed in pain with the riot of perfumes,
the deer began to run like a meteor that knew not its destination. Bounds
of life and death grew dim to her and lost all dread of the unknown.

It grew dark, and lamps were lighted in the house; the stars came
ont and night was upon the fields. but the deer never came back.

My dog ran up to me whining, questioning me with his piteous eyes
which seemed 1o say, ‘I do not understand.’

But who does ever undersiand?
The message comes floating with the errant wind, with the rustle and
glimmer abroad in the April sky; it speaks not. it sings in the blood.
It sings of the first ache of youth in the world, when the first flower
broke out from its bud, and love went forth seeking that which it knew
not, leaving its world of the Known,

2

WE cAME together, friends, and now at the bend of the road 1 stop 1o bid
you farewell.

I feel I can no longer walk with you to seck what you seek. or build
memorils of regret.

Your road is wide and straight, but my call comes from the wayside,
from the wilderness of the unreached.
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| follow the impulse of the wind, and the clouds; 1 follow the stars
to the daybreak behind the hills; 1 follow the lovers who, as they walk,
make a wreath of their days with the one thread of song, ‘1 love.

3

Tue KING's son roamed in stange lands over the sea.

He met with maidens, some bold and some of the down-cast eyes,
some with smile of a sharp glittering edge, and some soft as tears.

He rode across a desert and reached the sleeping land

He entered the speechless palace and crowned with his wreath the
king's daughter while she slept, and came away.

Years passed. The spell of sleep was broken in the land.

The king's daughter woke and sat up on her bed lit by the glow of
4 gen. :

A leuer lay on her breast, strung with a golden thread. She opened
i and read a name strange to her; she wondered for hours who it was
that came with his wreath when she slept.

April's kiss had startled the woodland ar the purple slope of the hill

The fowers woke with a shock of joy, the birds revelled in unwearied
wonder at her own songs, and the insistent south wind burst into the Toom
of the king's daughter in a boisterous struggle to speak.

She sat on her bed and spread the letter upon her lap and read it
and read it over again.

The brook murmured and the bees hummed, leaving the one great
secrel mute in the centre of the spring chorus.

The seasons pass; the summer steals away behind the resonant shadow of
rains; the autumn spends its last gold in the sad ceremonial of sunsets,
giving way to the winter of long wights and blurred stars.

The king's daughter sits alone at her window and wonders who it was
that came with his wreath when she slept.

4

Tur pAY was done, and it grew dark when 1 asked her, "What strange land
is this where 1 have come?”
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She said no words. but lowered her eyes, and, with a gurgle in her
water jar, she walked away.

In the gloom, the rees grow vague on the bank, and the land appears
as though from spome storied past.

The water is dumb, the bamboos darkly still, while a wristlet tinkles
against the water jar along the lane.

Row no more, but fasten the boat at this ree,—for I love the look of this
land.

The evening star goes down behind the temple dome, and the marble
of the river-landing glimmers in the dusk.

The window lights, weirdly wrought in the wayside shadows, draw
sighs from the late passers by, while the wristler unkles against the water
jar, and retreating steps rustle along the lane strewn with withered leaves.

The night deepens, the palace-towers loom spectre-like, and the hum
of the town is weary and low.

Row no more, but fasten the boat at the tree.

Let me seek rest in his strange land, lying dim under the stars, where
darkness quivers with the tinkle of a wristlet knocking against the water
jar.

5

BEHIND THE rusty iron gratings of the neighbouring window, sits the girl
Ranee, dark and plain of face, looking like a boat stranded on the sand-
bank, when the river is shallow in the summer.

I come back 10 my room after my day's work, and my tired eyes are
lured to her.

She seems o me like a lake with its dark water touched at the edge
by the lonely moon.

She has her window for her freedom, where the morning light meets her
musings, and her dark eyes, like lost stars, seem to seek back their sky,
But T have my freedom in my own bamboo reed, whose simple music
fills the distance hetween us,
In this world of strangers, a meeting of perfect recognition is caught
for me only in the few notes of my Nute.
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6

Wiex 1HE king's son went (o his lessons, once upon a tme, there went
the daughter of the neighbouring king.

It is written in the ancient tale that often they met on their way.

The king's daughter would drop a rose from her hair unawares, while
moving away with a start, The king's son would pick it up and give it back
to her, keeping a blushing petal for himself.

Thus went to their lessons, once upon a tme, the king's son and the
daughter of the neighbouring king.

The king's danghter sat on the balcuny above and the king's son down
below,

They opened their books and read; they wrote figures on the floor
with chalk,

The king's daughter looked away, forgetiing to read and by chance
would drop her book down below.

The king's son forgot his lessons to run up and give it back to her
hands.

Thus they toiled at their books, the king's daughter in the balcony
above and the king's son down below,

The king's son walked back to his house after his lessons, and slowly
walked home the daughter of the neighbouring king.

She loitered in the wayside shade and played with her pearl chain.

She dropped it and in forgetfulness left it behind.

The king's son took it up, and forgetfully lost his own ruby chain for
the king's daughter to discover,

Thus went back home the king's son and the daughter of the
neighbouring king, when the lesson was over.
At might the king's daughter lay on her bed and thought of an absent
face.

On his couch sat up the king's son and thought of an absent smile.

The min pattered on the roof; the wind, like a wounded leopard,
lashed its tail against the forest, and there sat dreaming the king's son
on a desolate night of June, and in her lonely bed dreamed the danghter
of the neighbouring king.
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7

IF T weRe BORN in the royal town of Ujjain, in those days when Kalidas was
the king's poet, 1 know I should be a willing captive to the charm of some
maiden of Malwa. She would glance at me, through the shadow of the
Jjasmine bower, and allow her veil to be caught in the branches, secking
her chance to linger and look back.

It was in some past, whose track is hidden under time's dead leaves.
The scholars fiercely fight today about dates that play hide and seek.
I'am not a fool to break my heart over those figures of vanished years,

but alas and alas again, that those Malwa maidens have also followed them.
To what heaven, | wonder, have they carried, in their flower baskets,

those days that tingled with lyrics of the king's poet?

This moming my heart is heavy with the sadness of separation from those
whom | never met in all time.

Yet April carries the same flowers with which they decked their hair,
and the same south breeze fluttered their veils which brings its whispers
to the modern roses.

And, to tell the truth, consolation is not completely lacking in the
recent spring time, when Kalidas sings no more; and I know that, if he
can watch me from the land of the Immortals, he has reasons to be envious,

8

SOMEONE GOES by in the road playing on his fute and suddenly it comes
to me that 1 am alone in the house.

Someone has let fly his heart in the immensity of a song. | know not
of what it speaks, but suddenly I feel, with a pain, that my heart longs
for its freedom.

The evening flowers in my garden were as a lover's sleepless
phantasies, But they fade, and the moon pales in the West like the vanishing
smile of a child as it falls asleep.

In the fresh morning air someone passes by in the road, playing on
Ins flute, and suddenly my heart aches to know that 1 am here to sit alone
and wait.
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9

SHE CAME FoR & moment and walked away, stirring a throb of pain in the
wind and a Mutter among the lowly flowers as she walked away.

I searched for the mystery of her thoughts in her eyes and in her
lips, silent with the burden of songs.

The moonlight fell like an answering kiss, as she flung her glance at
the sky, and walked away,

While her steps left a trail of tremor along the grass, | wondered if
the secret she held in her heart was happy, or sad, if she would ever come
back, or follow the track of dreams as she walked away.

10

Two Litrrie bare feet it on the earth, carrying the sweet metaphor of
summer's foolfalls; the roses’ touch is on them and the kiss of the
jasmines.

They lightly impress on the dust the annals of their leeting
adventure, to be wiped away by the passing breeze.

But come straying into my heart, two linde tender feet, and let your
steps leave an everlasting mark of songs in my dreamland paths.

11

Frainn, T wise 1 had some secret of my own, like unshed rain in summer
clouds—some secret which 1 could whisper to someone and carry folded
in my silence.

I envy you, when your muffled talk spreads an undertone of sadness
in the noon by the slow water under the trees dozing in the sun.

And when, in the evening, which seems hushed at the sound of an
unseen step, you ask me for the cause of my tears, | do not know how
to answer you, for my secrel is a secret unio me.

2

LEAvE yOUR lute, my love, let your arms be free to surrender themselves
to me.
Let your touch bring my overflowing heart to my body’s utmost brink.
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Do not bend your neck and turn away your face, but offer up your
kiss 1o me, which is like some perfume closed in the bud.

Do not smother this moment under vain words, but let our hearts
quake with a rush of silence sweeping all thoughts to the shoreless delight.

13

SHE DiD NOT speak when T was about to go away. But [ felt, from a slight
quiver, the yearning of her arms which seemed to say: ‘Ah no, not yet.'

I have often heard her voice in the pleading of her hands, in a
moment’s touch, unaware of its meaning.

I have known those hesitating arms to tremble while holding up youth's
garland to put around my neck.

Their little gestures come like truants o play with her secrets in the
shadow of still hours,

14

My sONGS ARE like bees, they follow in the air some fragrant trace of vour
remembrance, and they hum around your shyness seeking its hidden store.

When the dawn droops in the sun, when in the noon the air is hung
low with the heaviness of the forest's silence, my songs return home, their
wings languid with golden dust

15

THE RIVER 15 grey and the air dazed with blown sands.
In the moming, dark with a deep disquiet, when the birds are mute,
their nests shaking in the gust, | sit alone and ask mvself, "Where is she?”*
Days had passed, and while we sat too near each other we laughed
and jested, and the awe of love’s majesty found no words in our meeting.
I made myself small, and she trifled away every moment with the
pelting of talk that was trivial.
Today, I wish in vain that she were by me, in the gloom of the coming
storm; to sit m the solitnde of soul.
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16

1 THouGHT 1 would write love's words i their own eolour, but the colour
lies deep in the heart and the tears are pale.

Would you know it friend, if the words were simple?

I thought 1 would sing love’s words in their own tune, but the tune flows
hidden in my heart and my eyes are dumb.

Would you know it, friend, if my words were silent?

17

In TiE NIGHT the song came upon me, when you were away,

It spoke of that for which 1 had struggled all my days, and in a still
moment of the dark the words burned with music like stars, when you
wore away,

My hope was that. in the moming, | should sing it to you before I
left, but try as | may, my music misses s words, when you are by me.

18

Like A csien that frets and pushes away its toys, my heart today shakes its
head at all my utterings and says, ‘No, not this.”

The words, in the agony of their vagueness, haunt my mind, fike
vagrant clouds hovering over hills waiting for some chance winds to
unburthen them of their ramn.

My soul, your breath, finding no reed, vanishes in mere sighs, and
in place of tune you have tears.

But leave your vain efforts, for the stillness will ripen in the dark its
own music.

My life today is like a cloister where some penance goes on and the
spring is afraid to walk there or 1o whisper.

This is not the time, my love, when you must come o my gate,—for
nothing but your own anklet bells sing in my garden path, making its
echoes ashamed.

But know that tomorrow's songs are in bud today, and when they see
you walk by them they stuggle to burst their hearts in an untimely
surrender,
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20

Tue ncaT deepens and the flame in the lamp Oickers o its death.

I forgot to notice when the evening, like a village girl who had filled
at the river her last vessel of the day, had stepped into her hushed chamber
closing the dark gate,

I was speaking to you. my love, with a mind barely conscious of its
voice,—and I ask you, had it any meaning? Did it give you any message
which lies hidden bevond life's reach, in the cellar of eterniy?

But now, when the voice ceases, [ feel the night throbbing with thoughts
that gaze in awe at the abyss of their dumbness.

21

1 sEL1evE your vision had come to me before we ever met, like some prophecy
of April before the spring broke in Howers.

It came in the haze of the odour of sal blossoms; in the twilight
wwinkle of the river by the yellow of its sands; in the vagueness of blended
sounds of a summer afternoon; it had laughed and evaded me in many
a nameless gleam of moments.

2

I hmk 1 shall stop startled, if ever we meet in our next birth walking in
the light of a far away world.

I shall know that those dark eyes are the morning stars, which onee
belonged to an evening of an unremembered sky in my life.

I shall know that the magic of your face is not all s own, but, from
an immemorial meeting, it has stolen the passionate light that was once
in my eyes, and gathered from my love a mystery that has forgotten its
source.

23

You HAvE made me great, beloved, with your love though I am but one
among the many, drifting in the common tide, rocking in the fluctuating
favour of the world.

You have given me a seat where pets of all time bring their song
tributes and lovers of deathless names greet one another across the ages.
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Men pass me hy in haste in the market, never knowing that my body
has grown precious with your caress, that I carry in me your kis. as the
sun carries in its orh the fire of the divine touch that shines for ever,

24

| forceT THE day when vou entered my heart and took your seat as a
queen. _
Your smile was like sunlight mellowed with dew, your voice had the
peace of the midnight river when the boats are moored by the bank.
I felt the éndless depth of your eyes where light was one with darkness.
1 do not know if it was the season of mango fowers and if birds sang
i meaningless mirth. But the blue in the sky deepened, and a wind through
the jasmines spoke of a joy that had the secret of an unnamed sadness,

25

Lovers COME 1o you, my Queen, and proudly lay their riches at your feet,
but my trbute is made up of unspoken words and dreams unfulfilled.
Shadows have stolen into the heart of my world and the best in me
has lost i light
While the fortunate laughs at my penury, | ask you t give to my
failings the value of your tears, making precious their incompleteness,

The instrument | bhring to you is silent

You know I neither trifled nor strayed from the path.

| strained to reach the note, which was 106 high in my heart, and
thus the strings broke.

While masters laugh at the snapped cords, 1 ask you to take my Jute
in your hands and [ill with your own songs the emptiness of its music.

26

For ONCE BE careless, timid traveller, and utterly lose your path; let the
wide-awake light of your day be waylaid by the lure of mist

The garden of Lost Hearts waits at the end of the wrong road, where
the grass is strewn with wrecked red Qowers, and disconsolate water heaves
in the woubled sea.
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Long have you watched over the store slowly gathered by weary years,
Let it be stripped, like a tree of its leaves in a storm, leaving you bare,
with the triumph of losing all in heedless haste.

27

You Give yoursell to me, like a flower that blosoms at night, which is
known by the dripping of its dew, by the odour which is felt, as the steps
of Spring felt by the buds,

You break upon my thought, like waves at the high tide, and my heart
is drowned under i surging love which scatters itself in spray of tears.

You come 10 my heart, like the first thrill of awaking art the verge of the
watching gloom. The clouds are aflame, and my sky fills with the food
of a great revealment.

28

My LOVE 15 but the seeking of my truth in vou.

It is to find—with the added mystery of your presence,—my flowers
and clouds, the patient earth with its busy days, the inscrutable silence
of the sky.

I know, beloved, that there is a world, at the meeting of hearts, where
immortal moments shine; where my songs fly to measure the immeasur-
able with every wing-beat.

Let me live there, to gather life's precious joys which blossom
everywhere behind the leaves of commonplace hours.

‘N

ALL THAT T had I gave to you, keeping but the barest veil of reserve.

It is so thin that you secretly smile at it and 1 feel ashamed.

The gust of the spring breeze sweeps it away unawares, and the Autter
of my own heart moves it as the waves move their foam.

My love, do not grieve if | keep it to myself,—only this flimsy mist
of distance.

This frail reserve of mine is no mere woman's coyness, but a slender
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stem on which my flower blossoms towards you with its reticent grace of
surrender.

30

I HAVE DONNED this new robe todiy because my body feels it would sing.
It is not enough that I am given to my love once and for ever, but

out of that siwrrender [ must fashion new gifts every day; and do 1 not

seem @ fresh offering to my lover dressed in a new robe?

My heart, like the evening sky, has its endless passion for lights of ull
colours, and therefore | change my veils; which now have the green of
the cool voung grass and now of the winter rice,

Today myy robe is tinted with the rain-rimmed blue of the sky.

It brings to my limbs the colour of the boundless, the colour of the
oversea hills; and it carries in its folds the delight of the summer clouds
flying in the winds.

3

WHENCE DO you bring your unquiet, my love?
Let my heart louch yours and kiss out the pain from your silence,

The dark night has left for us only this sky within our shut doors, that
love may build & new world for us two, lighted by this solitary lamp.
We have for owr music but a single reed to share between our lips,
for our crown only one garfand with which you must bind my hair after
| have put it on your forehead.
Tearing the veil from my breast | shall make our bed on the floor;
and one kiss and one sleep of bliss will fill our small world that is boundless,

32

You Are LIKE & rivalet, swift and sinvous; you laugh and dance, your steps
SING 48 you rip away. _
I am like a bank, rugged and steep; 1 stand still and darkly gaze at

you speechless.
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I am like 2 big and foolish storm: I come rushing of a sudden, trying to
rend my being into pieces and scatter them in a whirl of passion.

You are like a lighming flash, slender and keen, piercing the heart
of the wrbulent darkness to disappear in a slim line of laughuer:

33

Leave Her heart alone, my heart, in the secrecy of the dark.

What if her beauty be of the figure and her smile merely of the face,
let me take without question the simple meaning of her glances and be
happy.

I care not if it be a web of delusion that her arms wind about me,
for the web itself is rich and rare, and the untruth can be smiled at and
forgotten.

Who knows what a heart is?

Hidden are its ways and nonc has the full freedom to give it or
withhold.

Leave her heart alone, my heart; be content with the music, that is
rue, of words which it may not be wise o believe, and enjoy the grace
that dances like a lily on the rippling surface of her deception,

34

Do Not staND before my window with those hungry eyes and beg for my
secret.

It is but a tiny gem of glistening pain crossed by a blood-red streak
of passion.

What gifts have you brought in both your hands to fling before me
in the dust?

I fear to accept this debt lest 1 may never pay it back while losing
all that is mine.

Do not stand before my window with your vouth and flowers to shame
my destitute life.

35

You' pesiREn my love and yet you did not love me.
Therefore my life clings to you like a chain whose clank and clasp
grow harsher the more you struggle 1o be free.
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My despair has become your deadly companion clutching at the faintest
of your favours, trying to drag you away into the cavern of tears.

You have shaitered my. freedom and with its wreck built your own
prison,

36

| AM Gtan that you stop not for me with the lingering pity of your look.
It 15 only the spell of the night and my Farewell words, startled a1 their
own tune of despair, which bring these tears o my eyes. But the day will
dawn, my eyes will dry and my heart, and there will be no time for weeping.
You were atraid of the truth becise of your kind heart. Be brave
‘and break the te to which cling such Fear and doubt, and lightly think
of my pain; better forget than desecrate love with untruth;

Who says it is hard to forget?

The mercy of death works at life's core, bringing it respite from its
own foolish persistence.

The storm in the sea is lulled at last in its rocking cradle, the forest
fire falls to sleep on its bed of ashes.

You and I shall part, and the cleavage will be hidden under the living
grass and flowers laughing in the sun.

37
OF ALL 0AYs you have chosen this one to conie to my garden,

But the storm passed over my roses last night and the grass is strewn
with torn leaves.

I do not know what has brought you, when the hedges are Jaid low
and rills run in the lanes, when the prodigal wealth of spring is scattered
away, and the scent and the song of yesterday are wrecked.

Yet stand for a while; let me find some remnant in the mins, though
I doubt if your skirt can be filled.

The tme will be short, for the douds thicken and the rain comes

down again.
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38

I FORGOT MSELF for a moment, and | came.
But raise your eyes and let me know if there still lingers some shadow
of other days, like a pale cloud on the horizon robbed of its rain.
For a moment bear with me if | forger myself.

The roses are sl in bud; they do not yvet know our neglect in flower-
gathering, in this present summer,

The morning star has the same expecting look; the early light of dawn
15 troubled in the branches overshadowing your window, as on those other
days.

That the time has changed, 1 forget for a moment, and | come.

I forget if you ever shamed me by looking away when 1 bared open my
heart.

I only remember the words impaled in the tremor of your lips; 1
remember in your dark eyes the passing shadows of passion, like the swift
wings of a homeless bird of the dusk.

I forget that you do not remember, and | come,

39

Ox 1118 SIoE of the water there is o landing: the gitls do not come here
to fetch water: the land along its cdge is shaggy with stunted shrubs; a
noisy flock of saliks dig their nests in the steep bank under whose frown
the fisher-boats find no shelter,

You sit there on the unfrequented grass, and the morning wears on,
Tell me what you do on this bank gaping with cracks,

She looks in my face anel says, ‘Nothing, nothing whatsoever.'

On this side of the river the bank is deserted, and caltle do not come
10 water. Only some stray goats from the village browse all day among the
scanty green, and the solitary water-hawk watches on an uprooted pespal
aslant upon the mud.

You sit there alone in the miserly shade of a shimool and the morning
wears on.

Tell me, for whom do you wait?

She looks in my face and says, "No one, no one soever!®
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40

Ix THE stiiiNess of wilight 1 floated my soul from the harsh world in a
boat of easeful dreams, shutting her windows o all splash of trouble.

1 kissed her eyes and filled her hands with all that was precious, il
her grasp grew limp, her touch dumb, and she became dim and distant
to me under the monotony of lavishment.

At last the storm comes. It breaks through the suffocation of languor. The
mmult of tears heaves around the sleeper.

‘She wakes up and clings to me in hard embrace, she knows me in
full, and I see her face o face across the bareness of death,

41

CoME, SPRING, with your reckless wooing of the earth, making the heart
of the forest pant with the urge of utterance.

Come in a turmoil of joy along the outbreak of flowers and impatent
hustle of new leaves.

Burst. like a rebellion of light, into the night’s vigil, into the lake’s
dark dumbness, into the dungeon of dust, proclaiming freedom 1o the
shackled sceds.

Like laughter of lightning, like the shout of 4 storm, break into the
midst of the noisy town and field, into the hush of words and efforts
unawike.

Come. Youth, with locks flying in the air, like uncontrolled flame,
rush into the fight and conguer death.

42
TuE crowd came hurrying from Kashi and Kanchi, from Kanauj and Koshal.
‘Where do you go?' we ask them. They answer, “To the Queen’s court”
When questioned; ‘Why do you gu?” their eyes burn with fire, and
they cry, "To win the wreath of victory.”

They sped on knowing no rest by day or by night.

I was swept away by the rush, while youth's Aame sprang up in me
like & sword and 1 cried in joy, '‘Queen; | shall empty your casket, and
win the wreath of vicrory.’
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There was a pilgrim among us whose young face had the peace of a lamp
in a lonely temple on the mountain peak. His eyes were like stars about
to sink in the depth of dawn.

When the others ran, in panting haste, he sat by the road, and the
sky seemed to ask him what was the name weasured in his silence.

I asked him if his aim was 10 win the wreath and he said: ‘'l do not
wish for the wreath of victory.'

They laughed at him who, they thought, lacked courage 1o claim the prize,
and accepted defeat before the fight began.

He made room for all else, but was ever awake 1o some call which
seemed 10 ¢come from his own heare

He had an empty basket in his hand and yet said, ‘I do not seek the
wreath of victory.'

The Queen sar on her throne.

Music broke forth from my lyre, now like a shower of meteors, and
now & flame swaying in the cadence of storm,

It burst like a summer gale crying away its heart in rain, while the
flash of its passion tore its dark veil and danced,

Others, with heads bent, walked back to their homes, being sure that
the wreath of victory waited for me at the end of my songs.

The young pilgrim sat still on the dust at the foot of the throne.

When some chance rose dropped from the Queen's hair he picked
it up in secrer

[ said to him; when the day came to its end, “The time for the lighting
of lamps is at hand, but why do you linger by the throne?'

He answered smiling, "My service has no end, for | never seek the
wreath of vicrory.'

May came in April's wake and fled over the withered grass, like a deer
panting with thirst.

The season of the rain sailed away with its tattered clouds spread in
the sky. The autumn followed, and the last lower of sinli was shed on
its funeral.

When | had sung my songs of varied seasons, giving meaning to their
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flowerchanges, the Queen left her throne and crowned me with the wreath
of victory.

‘Queen, have you no other gifts but this for my reward? [t grows a burden
to me each day, its glitter is like the glare of desert sands. It dries up the
shy flowers of leisure and life’s simple joy.’

1 resalved to go once more to the Queen's court and find if still she
had some missing gem for which my wreath of victory mourned.

When | went back, the night was dark, the crowd had gone home; only
the young pilgrim was walking to the Queen’s garden singing to himself.

| asked him why he was there, and he said. "When all the giving and
receiving ‘ave done for the day, the Queen sityin the garden and 1 sing
o her in the loneliness of night.'

‘What is your reward?’ [ asked.

It lies on my heart.' he said. “The Queen had the wredth of victory
in her jewelled casket; but this she kept in her lotus leaf, this fower-
wreath of her acceptance.’

43

A1 THE scEEpy village, the noon was sull like a sunny midnight when my
holidays came to their end.

My little girl of four followed me all the moming from room o room
watching my preparations in graye silence, till wearied she sat st the door-
post strangely quiet.

This was the time when sleep would overcome her after the meal,
but today her mother forgot 1o notice her and the child was too unhappy
i complain.

At last when | stretched out my arms to her 1o say farewell she moyed
not, but sadly looking at me said, "You must not go.'

But the world was stronger and the moment came when 1 did go,
leaving my child to her defeated tears,

As 1 went along the road, the wind was quiet among the trees and focks
of white clouds were moveless in the sky, like new-born lambkins fed to
the full with their mothers’ milk.

Far as [ went, that cry rang in my cars. “You must not go.’
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It seemed to come from the world's aching heart: it voiced, in face
of change and death, the eternal claim of love, who, like my linle daughter,
would not understand defear.

44

IN THE evening. my little girl heard a call from her companions from below
her window.

She timidly went down: the dark stairs holding a lamp in her hand,
guarding it behind her veil,

I was sitting on my terrace. in the starlit night of March, when at
a sudden cry from my girl I ran to see her.

Her lamp had gone out in the dark spiral of the stairs. I asked, 'Child,
why do you cry?’

She said from below in distress, 'Father, 1 miss myself."

When I came back to my terrace, in the starlit night of March, | looked
in the sky and it seemed to me that a child like my own was walking
guarding her lamps behind her veils.

If the light went out, she would suddenly stop and a ary would sound
from sky to sky, ‘Father, I miss myself.’

45

I aM LIKE THE night 10 you, litde flower,

I can only give you peace and watchful silence from behind the dark.

When in the morning you open your eves, I shall leave you 1o the
world humming with its bees and singing with its birds.

My last gift to you will be a teardrop in the depth of your youth,
which will make your smile all the sweeter, and its mist will screen you
from the pitiless mirth of the day.

46

For your holiday, my child, there is the blue sky and the bare field, the
barn and the ruined temple under the ancient tamarind.

But my holiday finds itself in yours; its light trembles in the dance
of your eyes, its music is in your noisy shouts.

The antumn comes smiling to you, with its promise of holiday joys,
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but it is you who bring them to me bursting into my room making work

impossible:.
For my endless freedom of holiday is in love’s tumult of disturbance,

47

He 1s TALL AND lean, withered to the bone with long repeated fever. Like
« dead tree he seems unable to draw in a single drop of joy for his sap
from all existence.

In despairing patience, his mother carries him like 2 child and brings
him out in the sun where he sits by the roadside with the shortening
shadows of the forencon,

The world passes by him—the woman to fetch water, the herd-boy
with his cattle to the pasture, the laden cart to the distant market,—and
the mother hopes that some least stir of life may touch the awful torpor
of her dying son.

48

Toe EVENING stood bewildered among street lamps, its gold tarnished by
the city's dust

A woman, gaudily decked and painted, stood leaning over the rails
of her balcony, like a living fire waiting for its moths.

Suddenly an eddy was formed in the road round a street-boy crushed
by carriage wheels, and the woman in the balcony fell down screaming
on the floor in agony. stricken with the grief of the Great Mother, white-
robed, who sits in the world's inner shrine.

49

I pemEMEER the scene on the barren heath,—the girl sitting alone on the
grass before her gipsy-camp braiding her hair in the afternoon shade.

Her litde dog jumped and barked at her busy hands, making light
of her employment.

In vain did she rebuke it, calling it names, saying that it was a pest,
that she was tired of its perpetual silliness.

She struck it on its nose with her reproving forefinger, which seemed
to amuse it all the more,
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She looked menacingly grave for a few moments in waming of s
impending doom, and then leaving her hair alone she quickly snarched
it up in her arms, laughed and pressed it to her heart over and over again,

50

THE FERRY-BOAT plies between the two villages facing each other over the
DATTOW Siream.

It is not far to cross, nor deep,—a mere break in the path that sweetens
the small adventures of daily life, like a stream of tune to which words
give way in joy.

While towers of wealth rise high 1o come down to their ruin, while
power flashes forth from living storm-clouds 1o merge again in the dark,
the twao villages talk to each other across the garrulous stream, and the
ferry-boat plies between them, age after age, from the season of seed-
sowing to the secason of harvest,

5l

I¥ THE RAGGED villager, rudging home from the market, could only glide
down the slope of a distant century, men would stop in their work and
shout and nin to him in delight.

For they would not minimise the man into a peasant, but find in him
the mystery of life and the spint of his age.

Even his poverty and pain would grow out great from the shallow
contempt in the heart of the limited time, and the paltry things in his
basket would find their full dignity of pathos.

52

My woRLD, you were like a neighbouring girl o me when | was a child,
a stranger tmid 1 her love.

Then you grew bold and talked to me across the fence, offering to
me your tovs and flowers and shells.

You coaxed me away from my task, you tempted me into the land
of mysteries at the weedy comer of some garden i the midday loneliness.

Then you told me stories of things that happened in an eternal past,
which the present ever longs to meel, rescued from its prison of moments.
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53

ThiE KING-FISHER &its still on the prow of an empty boat. while at the shallow
margin of the stream a buffalo lies in tranquil bliss, its eyes half closed
with the luxury of cool mud.

Undismaved by the barking of the village cur, the cow browses on
the bank followed by a hopping group of starlings, hunting moths.

I sit at the amarind grove, where meet the cries of dumb life,—the
cattle’s lowing, the sparrows” chatter, the shrill scream of a kite overhead,
the crickets’ chirp amd the splash in the water by the sudden stir of a hsh.

I peep into the primaeval nursery of life, where the mother Earth
tirills with the first living clutch at her breast,

54
How oFTex, great Earth, T have felt in me the longing to spread over you
withour limit. like the sunlight, kissing your buds into flowers and sharing
in the happiness of each grass blade that raises its signal in answer fo the
beckoning biue of the sky,

I feel as if 1 had belonged to you ages before 1 was born, revolving
round the sun for countless years. That is why in the days when the autumn
light shimmers on the mellowing ears of rice, T seem to remember a past
when my mind was everywhere, and to hear the voice of my playfellows
of remiote time coming to me from bebind the screen.

When, in the evening, the cattle retum to their folds, raising dust
in the meadow paths, and the moon rises above the smoke ascending from
the village huts, I feel in me a sadness as of a great separation, thiat happened
in the first morning of existence,

hh

I FeEL THAT my heart will leave for ever its own colour in all your scenes,
my Earth, when | take my farewell.

Iix your seasons’ symphony will be added some notes which are mine,
and my thoughts will blossom unknown in man’s world through its cycle
of shadows and sunshine. '

Summer will come in far distant days in the garden of lovers, but they
will not know that their flowers had borrowed from me some snatches of
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my songs and their love for this world has deepened because [ had loved
i

56

1 HAVE looked on this picture in many a month of March when the mustard
is in bloom,—this lazy line of the water and the grey of the sand across,
the rough path along the river bank carrying the comradeship of the field
to the village heart

| have tried to capture in rhyme the wistfulness of the idle whistle
of the wind, the sound of the oarswokes of a passing boat

| have wondered in my mind how simply it stands before me, this
great world, with what fond and familiar ease it fills my heart, this meeting
of the Eternal Stranger.

57

My Eves FEEL the deep peace of this sky, and 1 seem to know in all my limbs
what a tree feels when it holds out leaves to fill its cups with sunshine.

A thought rises in my mind, like the warm breath from the grass in
the sum; it mingles with the gurgle of the lapping water and the sigh of
the weary wind in the village lane.—the thought that 1 have lived along
with all the life of this world and have given to it my own love and sorrows,

h8

This mornING, which raises its gold-bordered veil behind the row of
casuannas on the river bank, breathes so close to my life that 1 know that
the world, like a lotus, is floating upon a limitless mind.

[ know that | am a voice among all voices, a wave among all waves
of life; a flame among all lames of being, coming out from the rent heart
of the dark,

54

THE FLAsHING scimitar of the hill stream lies sheathed in the evening glooin,
when suddenly a Mock of birds passes overhead, their loud laughing wings
hurling their flight like an arrow among stars.

It startles a passion of speed in the heart of the motionless, and for
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the moment the hills seem to feel in their bosom the anguish of the storm
clonds, and the trees long to break their rooted shackles.

For me the flight of these birds has rent a veil of stillness revealing an
immense flutter in the bottom of this silence.

| see these hills and forests flying across time 1o the unknown, and
darkness thrilling into fire with wing-beats of stars.

I feel in my own being the rush of the homeless bird, winging its way
beyond the limits of life and death, while the migrant world cries in its
mv,rnad voices, ‘Not here, but somewhere else, in the bosom of the Far-
away,’

bl

DARKLY YOU sweep on unseens, Eternal Runaway, at whose bodiless rush
stagniant space Irets into forms and eddying bubbles of light.

Is vour heart lost to the Lover calling you across his immeasurable
loneliness?

And is it for the aching urge of your hurry that your tangled tresses
break into stormy riot and firepearls roll in your path torn from vour
necklace?

Your fleeting steps kiss the dust of the world into sweetness, sweeping away
its waste; the dancestorm shaken from your limbs freshens life with the
sacred shower of death.

If in a sudden weariness you stopped for a moment the world would howl
into @ heap of encumbrance growing 1o its own sell a barrier, and the
smallest speck of dust would pierce the sky through its infinity with an
unbearable pressuse of pause,

It hias quickened my poet’s thoughts, this thythm of the unseen feet shaking
their anklets of light.

For their sieps are echoing in my heart-beats and in my blood swells
the psalm of the ancient sea.

I hear the thundering flood of my life tumbling from world 1o world
and form to form, scauering my being in endless spray of gifts, in sor-
rowings and songs.
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The tide runs high, the wind blows, the boat dances like thine own desire,
my heart!

Leave behind the hoarding of the shore and sail on thy voyage over
the unfathomed dark towards light without limiu

6l

Your Hnis, holy Himalaya, like chanted hymns swelling in waves, spread
from the moming’s gate towards the nest of the night The thunder of
your rapture that stopped of a sudden, reaching its utmost height, melts
in roaring streams 1o carry your call to the sea.

In the youth of the world your fiery heart raged for the freedom of
clouds tll you found your limits and stood still o salute the limitless,

The Spirit of Ravage was your one companion when, from the rent breast
of the earth, you hurled your buming challenge to the sun. Then you
said 1o yourself, "No more, no further,' and the breath of beauty came
to play upen your breast and the tust of the world surrounded your pause
with the joy of Howers and birds.

You sit in your solitude like a great reader on whose lap lies open some
ancient book with its countless pages of stone. What story is written on
them | wonder,—is it the eternal wedding of the divine ascetic, Shiva with
Bhavani, the divine love? the drama of the Terrible wooing the power of
the Frail?

In the ccstacy of light the sage had cried, 'l have known.” And you
seem o me that voice turned into silence,

62

I Feer THAY they were not left behind,—the briel days of love in your life
of scanty years.

I seek to know, beloved, where you keep them pow, away from the
slow-thieving dust, and 1 find in the sunset clouds some songs of your
evening that died vet felt the deathless, and the sighs of unsated hours
laid nestled in the warm quiet of the winter noon.

Your desives come from the honied hive of the past to haunt my
heart, and 1 sit still to listen o their hum of wings.
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63

Love nWELT in my house, but he opened the door and went away,
The one last guest who must come now will put out the lamp and
take me in his charior 1o drive me through the path of the homeless stirs.
1 shall keéep my door open Gl then, and let him beckon me from
the gate when the bell is silent at the end of the evening worship.
For love whispered to me when in the night he unbarred the door
to depart. “There is another to come.’ And he added, ‘Phick out thomns
from your flowers and make ready your garland to crown him.'

64

Your gaTH is done in the dark sea. You are veiled in a new bride's robe
and through death’s arch you come back to repeat our wedding in the
soul.

The lute and the drum are not struck, the crowds are away and wreaths
are not hung on the gate.

Your unuttered words meet mine in the ceremonial of the unlighted
lamps.

(5]

TiE evininG beckons me and | would fain follow the travellers who sail
in the last ferry of the ebbiide to cross the dark.

Those who are for home have gone home in the dusk, and those who
are for the farther shore have ventured to sail away.

But 1 sit alone at the landing, who have left my home and missed
my boat, whose summer is gone and whose winter harvest is lost.

I wait for the love which gathers Failures to sow them in tears in the
dark for the fruit time of the new-nsen day.

66
I #ave sa1 oN the bank in idle contentment and not vet siepped into the
boat o launch it for the farther shore.
Others travel (o the distant shadows, but my call does not sound in

their rumbling wheels.
My boat is for crossing the deep water.
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Perchance in the dead of night when the breeze springs up, like a
start of surprise in the dark, the captain will come himself to his helm,

67

IN THE MORNING when the dew glistened upon the griss you came to me
giving a push to my swing, and rocking between smiles and tears I did
not know vouw.

Then came April’s noan of gorgeous glamour of light, and 1 think you
beckoned me to follow vou

But when 1 would see your face, there passed between us the
procession of flowers, and men and women flinging their songs w the
south wind.

Daily | passed you by unheeded on the road.

But there were days full of the faint smell of oleanders, when the wind
was wilful among the complaining palm leaves, and | would stand before
you wondering if you ever had been a stranger o me.

68

SaLNG AcrOSS the dark night | came on my pilgrimage to this earth, |
know not whence.

I spent my noisy day with the crowd on the road, in the inn, I fought
for my place in the market tll the daylight waned.

Suddenly [ remember with a pang that | have not entered the temple.

Before 1 leave, call me to your presence where you are alone and fill
my last hour with your solitude.

When in the evening the outer gate is shut in your temple. call me
from distractions of light to your darkness, where 1o see you | must hold
up my own little lamp with irs unflickering flame.

69
Our UFE sanis on the uncrossed sea whose waves in an eternal hide-and-

seek chase each other.
It is the restless sea of change, feeding its Hocks of feam 1o lose them
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over and over again, ever beating its hands against the calm of the sky.

In the centre of this circling war<dance of the light and the dark,
Love, you have your green istand, where the sun kisses the shy forest shade
and silence is wooed by birds' songs.

70

Wiy ARE yOU mute, my heart, in this world echoing with voices?

Have your eyes seen no vision of soul through the lifted curtain of
the dust?

The sea heaves at your door singing the psalm of tears imprisoned
in the heart of existence, and the rivers run by like the melting silence
of the hills.

Has not the light, the wing of the morning song, touched your
forehead?

71

As THE BirDs of exile, wintering among the wind-shaken palms of the south
shore, fly back to their haunts by the mountain lake at the retumn of the
Nowers, so let my straying songs come back round you, my Master, at the
first touch of yours upon my lute.

And let them speak to you of all the wanderings and strange. delights
and heartaches under the alien sky full of far-away voices. '

72
WHEN THE noontide work, like a llood, rushes along its branching
channels, and the pulse of the city throbs and aches with the heat of its
crowded striving, | shut my eyes and suddenly feel the calm of thy solimde
spread over all houses and hearts, over all thoughts and noisy endeavours.

73
IN My YoUTH, my mind was fed at nature's breast growing languid in her
ArTS.
The day comes at last when 1 stand in the man's world of strife.
Put in my hands thine own arrows and guide my ain.
Let thy love srengthen me on errands of danger, honour me with
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pain, and lead me to that difficult height where sacrifices are daily brought
up to thee.

74

SPEAR TO ME of him my friend, and say that he has whispered to you in
the hushed cenwe of storm and in the depth of peace where life puts
on its armour in silence.

Shrink not o call his name in the crowd, for we need 10 wrn our
eves 1o the heart of things, to see the vision of muth and love building
the world anew out of its wreckage.

Speak to me, my friend, of him, and make it simple for me w feel
that he is.

75

IN THE EVENING, when they have brought their cattle home, they sit on the
grass before their huts to know that you are among them unseen, to
repeat in their songs the name which they have fondly given to you,

They never shrink to spread their rags upon the dust for vou to take
your seat, and lacking in wealth and honour they yet have the pride of
their love to ask you only for your touch,

While kings' crowns shine and burst like falling stars, your name rises
in the still night round village huts from the simple hearts of vour lovers
of the unknown names,

76

| cAn NEveR believe that you are lost to us, my King, though our poverny
is greal and deep our shame.

Your will works behind the veil of despair, and in your own time
opens the gate of the impossible.

You come, a5 unto your own house into the unprepared hall, on the
unexpected day.

Dark ruins at your touch become like a bud nourishing unseen in
its bosom the fruition of fulfilment

Therefore 1 5till have hope.—not that the wrecks will be mended, but
that a new world will arise.
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77

Give ME THE supreme courage of love, this is my prayer—the courage to
speak, 1o do, 1o suffer at thy will, 10 leave all things or be left alone.

Give me the supreme faith of love, this is my prayer—the [aith of
the life in death, of the wictory in defear, of the power hidden in the
frailness of beauty, of the dignity of pain that accepts hurt, but disdains
to retum iL

78

Break My door-lock and take me out with thee into freedom, my Friend.
My days pass and my nights and my beart is weary with watching.
Is that the morning light which touches the far end of my path, and
is it the ume when thy chariot may carry thee w my door?
Night waits at the roadside of the dawn to offer up her lights, and
through the dark 1 feel thar flowers are opening and the first note trembles
in all the golden strings of the sky.

79

Wien | airsT met you it was in the solitade of a pathless dark. My wish
was 10 light my one lamp. to you, even though you had no need.

I have seen in the marker the men throwing dirt at your robe while
you strewed the path of insult with songs. My wish was to crown you with
a wreath, even though you had no need.

The crowds were noisy in your praise, they knocked at your gate with
their prayers, they cursed and cried. My wish was 10 give myself up 1o you
for nothing, even though vou had no need.

80

I Ask No rewards for the songs | sang 1o you. | shall be content if they
live through the night, until like a shepherd maiden, Dawn calls away the
stars, frightened of the sun.

But there were moments when you sang your songs to me, and, as
my pride knows, my Poer you shall ever remember that 1 had listened
and lost my hearn.
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My fancies are fireflies
Specks of living light—
twinkling in the dark (FF.1)

The same volce muris
in these desultory lines

which is born in wayside pansies
letting hasty glances pass by. (FF.2d)

The butterfly does not count years but moments
and therefore has enough time. (FFd)

In the drowsy dark caves of the mind
dreams build their nest
with bits of things
dropped from day's caravan. (FF.3d)

My words that are slight
may lightly dance upon time's waves
while my works heavy with import sink. (FFéd)

Spring scatters the petals of flowers
that are not for the fruits of the future
but for the moments® whim. (FF«4)

My thoughts, like sparks,
ride on winged surprises
carrying a single laughter. (FF9)

The tree gazes in love at the beautiful shadow
who is his own and yet whom he never can grasp. (FF.10)

Let my love, like sunlight, surround you
and give you a freedom illumined. (FF.11)

Joy freed from the bound of earth’s slumber
rushes into the leaves numberless
and dances in the air for a day. (FF5
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Days are coloured bubbles
that Hoat upon the surface
of fathomless might. (FF.12)

My offerings are too timid
o claim your remembrance,
and therefore you may remember them. (FF.13)

April, like a child, writes hiroglypies [sic]
on dust with flowers,
wipes them and forgets. (FF.15)

From the solemn gloom of the temple
children run out to sit in the dust
God watches them play and forgets the priest. (FF.1T)

White and pink olecanders meet
and make merry in different dialects. (FF31)

The sky, though holding in his arms his bride, the earth,
15 ever immensely away. (FFi4d)

One who was distant came near 1o me in the moming,
and came still nearer when taken away by night. (FF.50)

Wishing to hearten a timid lamp
great might lightens all her stars,

Mind’s underground moths grow filmy wings
and take a farewell flight
in the sun ser sky il their hum is hushed.

The lake lies low by the hill,

a tearful entreaty of love
at the foot of the inflexible. (F¥38)
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There smiles the Divine Child
among his play things of unmeaning clouds
and ephemeral lights and shadows. (FF.34)

Clouds are hills in vapour,
hills are clouds in stone,—
# phantasy in time's dream. (FF.40)

While God waits for his temple
o be built of love
men bring stones. (FF41)

Wind tries to take flame by storm
only 10 blow her our (FF554)

The two separated shores mingle their voices
in a song of unfathomed tears.

God among stars waits for man to light
his lamps.

I touch God in my song
as the far away hill touches the sea
with its waterfall. (FFad)

Dawn—the many-coloured flower—fades,
and the sun comes out,
the fruit of the simple white light. (FE.53q)

Darkness is the veiled bride
silently waiting for the errant light
1o return o her bosom. (FF.59)

My flower, seek not thy paradise in a fool's buttonhale.”

Life's play runs fast,
life's playthings fall behind one by one
and are forgouen. (FE.56d)
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Thou hast risen late, mv crescent moon,
but my night bird is still awake to greet you. (FF58d)

Breezes come from the sky,
the anchor desperately clutches the mud,
and my boat is beating its breast against the chain. ' (FF.63d)

The blue of the sky longs for the earth's green.
The wind between them sighs, "Alas’. (FF.65)

Flower, have pity for the worm,
it is not a bee,
its love 18 a blunder and burden: (FF.700

The lamp waits through the long day of neglect
for the flame's kiss in the night. (FF.72)

Day's pain muffled by its own glare
bums among stars in the night. (FF.66)

My untuned suings beg for music
in their anguished cry of shame. (FF.146)

In the shady depth of life are the lonely nests
of unutterable pains. (FF.964d)

Light accepts Darkness for his spouse
for the sake of creation. (FF.151)

The picture—a memory of light
treasured by the shadow. (FF.135)

In the bounteous time of roses love is wine.
It is food in the Famished hour
wlien the petals are shed. (FF.145)

Through the silent might
| hear the knockings at my heart
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of the moming's vagrant hopes
sadly coming back. (FF.2184)

By the ruins of terror’s triumph
children build their dust castle. (FF.71d)

The cloud gives all its gold
to the departed sun
and greets the rising moon
with only to pale smile. (FF.684)

Feathers lying in the dust
have forgouen their sky. (FF.734)

1 lingered on my way
till thy cherry tree lost its blossoms,
but the azalea brings to me, my love,
|.hy forgiveness. (FFR%)

The shy litde pomegranate bud,
blushing today behind her veil

will burst into a passionate flower
tomorrow when | am away. (FF.84)

The sea of danger, doubt and denial
around man's little island of cerminty
challenges him across into the unknown. (FF.89d)

The same sun is newly borm in new lands
in a ring of endless dawns. (FF.92)

The glow worm while exploring the dust
never knows that the stars are in the sky. (FF.94)

God honours me when [ work,
he loves me when I sing. (FF97)
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| came o offer thou a flower,
but thou must have all my. garden.
It is thine. (FF.134)

Spring in pity for the desolate branch
left one flutering kiss in a solitary leafl (FF.102d)

While the Rose said to the Sun
‘I shall ever remember thee'
her petals fell to the dust. (FF107)

I leave no trace of wings in the air,

but | am glad I'had my Right. (FF.104)

The shy shadow in the garden
loves the sun in silence.
Flowers guess the secret and smile,
while the leaves whisper, (FF.108)

God watches with the same smile
the single night of a firefly
as the agelong rights of a star.

The mountain remains unmoved
at its seeming defeal by the mist. (FF.106)

Hills are the silent cry of the earth
for the unreachable, (FF.108d)

Though the thorn pricked me in thy Hower
O Beauty,
I am grateful, (FF.100)

Let not my love be a burden on you, my friend,
know that it pays itself. (FF.111)

The world ever knows
that the few are more than the many. (FF.110)
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Truth smiles in beauty when she beholds her face
in a perfect mirror. (FF.115)

I see an unseen kiss from the sky
in is response in my rose,

In the swelling pride of iself
the bubble doubts the truth of the sea
and laughs and bursts into emptiness. (FF.129)

Thou hast left thy memory as a flame
to my lonely lamp of separation. (FF.138d)

My clouds sorrowing in the dark
forget that they themselves
have hidden the sun. (Fr.131)

Man discovers his own wealth
when God comes to ask gifts of him. (FF.132)

The reed waits for his Master’s breath,
Master goes seeking for his reed. (FF.152)

The morning star whispers to Dawn:
‘Tell me that you are only for me.
“Yes," she answers, ‘and also

only for that nameless flower."

The sky remains infinitely vacant
for earth o build there its heaven with dreams.

Beauty smiles in the confinement of the bud,
in the heart of a sweet incompleteness, (FF.169)

Leaves are masses of silence
round Howers which are their words. (FF1T71d)

! The Bengall version of this does not precede the English as is the system followed
in the original work, but occurs a few pages liter.
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Let the evening forgive the mistakes of the day
and thus win peace for herself. (FF.168)

Love attracts and unites,
Power bmds with chains

The tree bears its thousand years
as one large majestic moment. (FF.172)

My offerings are not for the temple
at the end of the road,
but for the wayside shrines
that surprise me at every bend. (FF.173)

The first Aower that hl_mumrd on this earth
was an inviation to me to sing. (FF.52)

The world suffers most from the disinterested
tyranny of its wellwisher. (FF.75)

The world is the ever changing foam
that floats on the surface of a sea of silence. {(FF.80)

We gain freedom when we have paid
the full price for our right to live, (FF.76)

The clumsiness of power spoils the key
and uses the pick axe. (FF.85)

Birth is from the mystery of night
into the greater mystery of day. (FF.86)

Migratory songs from my heart are on wings
seeking their nests in love's voice in thee, (FF.85)

Your moments' careless gifts,
like the meteors of an autumn night
catch fire in the depth of my being. (FF.77d)
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My paper boats sail away in play
with the burden of my idle hours, (FF87)

Springs hesitates at winter's door,
but the flower rashly runs out to him
and meets her doom. (FF.79)

Love punishes when it forgives
and the injured beauty by its awful silence. (FF.90)

God's world is ever renewed by death
a Titan's ever crushed by its own existence, (FF.8%)

The wree is of today, the Nower is old.
She brings with her the message
of the immemorial seed. (FF.95)

My love of today finds herself homeless
in the deserted nest of the yesterday's love. (FF98d)

'Each rose that comes brings me greefings
from the Rose of an eternal spring. (FF.96)

The fire of pain traces for my soul
4 luminous path acrass her sorrow, (FF.99)

Since thou hast vanished from my reach

1 feel that the sky carries an impalpable touch
in its blueness,

and the wind the invisible image of a movement
among the restless grass. (FE101)

Dawn plays her lute before the gate ol darkness
till the sun comes out and sees her vanish. (FF.112)

The dewdrop knows the sun only within its own tiny orb. (FE114)

The desert is imprisoned in the wall
af its unbounded barrenness. (FF.116)
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The earth's sacrificial fire flames up in her trees
scattering sparks in flowers. (FF.119)

The sky wells its beads all right
on the countless stars
in memosy of the sun. (FF.122)

My work is rewarded in daily wages,
I wait for my own final value in love. (FF.139)

The darkness of night is in harmony with day,—
the mormng of mist discordant (FF.142)

An unknown Mower In a strange land
speaks to the poet:
‘Are we not of the same soil, my lover?' (FF.144)

The worm thinks it strange and foolish
that man does not eat his books. (FF.147)

The greed for fruit misses the flower. (FF.155)
The clounded sky today bears the vision

of a divine shadow of sadness |
on the forehead of brooding etermity, (FF.148)
Flushed with the glow of sunset

earth seems like a ripe fruit
ready to be harvested by night. (FF.150)

The butterfly has the leisure
to love the lotus,
not the bee busily storing honey. (FF.161)

The mist weaves her net round the moming
captivales him and makes him blind. (FF.164)
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Your smile, love
Like the smell of a strange flower,
Seems simple
and yer inexplicable, (Fr.171)

Death laughs when we exaggerate
the merit of the dead,
for it swells his store
with more than he can claim. (FF.172)

The sigh of the shore follows in vain
the breeze that hastens the ship
across the sea, (FF.A7H)

Troth loves its limis,
for there she meets the beautiful. (FF.1TT)

The Eternal Dancer dances
in the flower in spring,
in the harvest in autumn,
i thy limbs, my child,
in thy thoughts and dreams.

Day offers to the silence of stars
his golden Jute to be wned
for the endless light. (FF.151)

Faith is the bird thar feels the light
and sings when the dawn is stll dark. (FF.191)

The day’s cup that 1 have emptied
1 bring to thee, nighs,

to be cleaned with thy cool darkness
for a new moming's festival.

Let my love feel its sorength
in the service of day, _
its peace in the union of night. (FF.197)
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Stars of night are the memorials for me
of my day's faded flowers. (FF.1949)

Open thy door to that which must go,
for the loss becomes unseemly when obstructed. (FF200)

The shore whispers 1o the sea:
‘Write to me what thy waves struggle o say,’
The sea writes in foam again and again
and wipes off the lines
in a baisterous despair. (FF.202)

My fiew love comes bringing to me
the eternal wealth of the old. (FF219)

The earth gazes at the moon and wonders
that he should have all his music in his smile. (F¥220)

The centre 15 still and silenc
in the heart of an eternal dance of circles, (FF.1583)

The judge thinks that he is just
when he compares the oil of another’s lamp
with the light of his own, (FF.184)

[1s store of snow is the hill's own burden,
its outpouring of streams
is borne by all the world. (FE.186)

Ler your love see me
even through the barrier of nearmess. (FF.i88)

1 have the prayer to the sun

from the myriad buds in the forest
*Open our eves.” (FEIBT)
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Leave out my name from the gift
if it be a burden
but keep my song.' (FF.14, 579

Memory, the priestess,
kills the present

and offers its heart o the shrine
of the dead past.' (FE.16, 5.351)

My mind starts up at some flash on the flow
of its thoughts

like a brook at a sudden liquid note of its own
that is never repeated.! (FF.I8, S64)

In the mountain, stllness surges up
to explore its own height;
in the lake movement stands still
to contemplate its own depth.' (FF.16, 8.249)

The departing night's one kiss
on the closed eves of moming
glows in the star of dawn.' (Fr20. 5130

The lonely light of the sky comes through the window
and borrows the music of joy and sadness from my life.

Sorrow that has lost its memory
is like the dumb dark howrs
that have no bird songs
but only the cricket’s chirp.! (F5.22, $.214)

Bigotry tries to keep truth safe in its hand
with a grip that kills it.” (FF23, 874

God seeks comrades and claims love,
the Devil seeks slaves and claims obedience,” (FF.25. S241)
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The soil in retumn for her semvice
keeps the tree ned w her
the sky leaves it free.! (FF28, S197)

The immortal like a jewel
does not boast of a large surface in years
but of a shining point in a moment.”  (FF29)

The child ever dwells in the mystery
of an ageless time
unobscured by the dust of history.” (FF.25)

There is a light laughter in the steps of creation
that carries it swiftly across ime.” (FF27)

When peace is active sweeping its dart
it is storm.”  (FF.32)
The breeze whispers to the lotus:
"What is thy secret”
‘It is myself’ says the lotus,
‘steal it and 1 disappear.’ (FF.35, 8.165)

The freedom of the wind and the bondage of the stem
join hands in the dance of swaying branches.™ (FF36)

The jasmine’s lisping of love to the sun is her flowers.” (FF37)
Gods, tired of paradise. envy man, (FF.39)

The tyrant claims freedom to kill freedom
and got to keep it for hiznsell.” (FF38)

Unimpassioned benevalence

insuts |se] the tasee of the tongue,
only pitying the stomach's need.”
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The night's loneliness is maintained
by the silent multimde of stars.”

My heart today smiles at its past night of tears
like a wet tree glistening in the sun
after rain is over.” (FF.44)

Life's errors cry for the merciful beauty
that can modulate their isolation
into a harmony with the whole.” (FFAT)

They expect thanks for the banished nest
because their cage is shapely and secure.” (FF.48)

In my love I pay my endless debt o thee
for what thou art.” (FF.49)

The bottom of the pond, from its dark;
sends up its lyrics in lilies,

and the sun says, they are good.” (FF50)
Your calumny against the great is impious,

it hurts yourself;
against the small it is mean,

for it hurts the vietim.” (FF51)

The muscle that has a doubt of s wisdom
throttes the voice that would cry.” (FF54)

Mother with her ancient trees

points to the sky in endless wonder.”

My selfs burden is lightened
when [ laugh at myself” (FF.61)

The weak can be terrible
because he furiously tries to appear strong.” (FF.62)
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Realism boasts of iis burden of sands
and forgets its loss in the cument.”

I decorate with futile fancies my idle moments
and see them float away in the air

like derelict clouds with their cargo of colours

drifting from somewhere 10 no destination.”

The Devil's wares are expensive
God's gifts are without price.”

The [sic] owns the world who knows its law,
he whao feels its truth loves it

Forests, the clouds of earth
hold up to the sky their silence
and clouds from above come down
in resonant showers.” (FF.120)

The darkness of night, like pain, is dumb,
and darkness of dawn, like peace, is silent. (FF123)

Pride engraves his frowns in stones,
love hides them in fowers.” (FF.125)

The obsequious brush curtails truth
in deference to the canvas which is narrow.” (FF123)

The hill in its longing for the far away sky
wishes to be like the cloud
with its endiess urge of seeking.' (FF.126)

To justify their own spilling of ink
they spell the day as night.” (FF.127)

I Bengali conmterpart, though not preceding lasexpected, can be taund in the
first elitlom (payge 210, goee et sdlifiire
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Profit laughs at goodness
when the good is profitable.”  (FF.128)

It is easy 10 make faces at the sun;
he is exposed by his own light"  (FF.136)

History slowly smothers its truth
but hastily struggles 1o revive it
in the terrible penance of pain.” (FF.138)

Beauty knows 1o say. 'Enough’,
barbarism clamours for still more®  (FE.140)

God loves to see in me not his servant
but himself who serves all.” (FR.i41)

The morning lamp on the kamp post
mockingly challenges the sun
with the light it has borrowed from him.”

I am able to love my God
because he gives me freedom to deny him." (FF.145)

Wealth is the burden of bigness,
weltare the fullbess of being” (FF.150)

Between the shores of me and Thee
There is the loud ocean, my own surging self,
which 1'long to cross.” (FF.I78

The right to possess foolishly boasts
of its right w0 enjoy.” (FF179)

The rose is a great deal more
than a blushing apology for its thom.” (FF.1s0)

To carry the burden of the insorument,
count the cost of its material,

[593 ]



ENGLISH WRITINGS OF TAGORE

and never to know that it is for music,
is the tragedy of fife's deafness.” (FF.190)

The mountain fir keeps hidden
the memory of its struggle with the storm
murmuring in its rustling boughs

a hymn of peace.” (FF.19%)

God honoured me with his fight
when 1 was rebellious
he ignored me when I was languid.®  (FF.194)

The man proud of his sect
thinks that he has the sea
ladled into his private pond.” (FF.195)

Life sends up in blades of grass
its silent hymn of praise to the unnamed light” (FF.198)

True end is not in the reaching of the limit
but in a completion which is himitless.” (FF.201)

Let thy touch thrill my life’s strings
and make the music thine and mine.”  (FF.201d)

The inner world rounded in my life,
like a fruit matred in sun and shower, in joy and sorrow,
will drop into the darkness of the oniginal soil

for some further course of creation.” (FF.204)

Form is in Maner, rhythm in Force,
meaning in the Person.! (FF.205, 5.163)

There are seckers of wisdom 'a.nd-seclu:_n of wealth,
but 1 seek thy company so that 1 may sing.” (FF.206)

Like the tree its leaves, | scatter my speech on the dust.
Let my words unuttered flower in thy silence.” (FF.207d)
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My faith in truth, my vision of the perfect,
help thee, Master, in thy creation.” (FF.208)

The shade of my tree is for passershy,
its fruil for the one for whom I wait. (FF.149)

The fire restrained in theé tree fashions fowers.
Released from bonds, the shameless flame
dies in barren ashes. (FF.157)

The sea smites his own barren breast
because he has no flowers (o offer to the moon. (FFi54)

To the blind pen the hand that writes is unreal,
its writing unmeaning. (FF.153)

Too readv to blame the bad,
too reluctant to praise the good,

The sky sets no snare to capture the moon,
it is his own freedom which binds hum. (FF.158)

The light that fills the sky
seeks its limit in a dew drop on the grass,

The razor blade is proud of its keenness
when it sneers at the sun. (FF.160)

All the delights that 1 have felt
in life's fruits and flowers
let me offer 10 thee
at the end of the feast
in a perfect unity of love.” (FF.209)

Some have thought deep

and explored the meaning of thy truth,
and they are great:
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I have listened to catch the music of thy play
and | am glad." (FF2101

The lotus offers it beauty 1o 'the heaven.
the grass its service to the earth.” (FF212)

The sun's kiss mellows the miserliness.
ol the green fruit clinging to its stem
into an utter surmender.’  (FR.21%)

Mistakes live m the neighbourhood of truth
and therefore delude us”  (FF213)

Day with its glare of curiosity
makes the stars disappear.” (FF221)

The cloud laughed at the minbow

saying that it was an upstart gaudy in its emptiness.
The rainbow calmly answered,

‘I am as inevitable as the sun himsell" °  (FE2186)

Let me not grope in vain in the dark
but keep my mind still in the faith
that the day will hreak
and truth will appear in the majesty of its simplicity.” {FF.217)

My mind has its tue union with thee, O sky,
at the window which is mine own,

and not in the open
where thou hast thy sole kingdom.” [FF222)

Vacancy in my life’s flute
waits for its music
like the primal darkness
before the stars came out.”  (FF2¥6d)

Emancipation from the bondage of the soil
is no freedom lor the tree” (FF227)
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The tapestry of life's story is woven
by the joining and breaking of the threads of life's tes.” (FF.228)

Those thoughts of mine that soar free in the air
come to perch upon my songs.' (FF.220)

My soul omght loses itself
in the silent heart of a tree
standing alone among the whispers of immensity.” (FF.230)

Pearl shells cast up by the sea
on death's barren beach—
a magnificent wastefulness of creative life.” (FF.231)

My life has its play of colours through thwarted hopes
and gains incomplete
Like the reed that has its music through its gaps.” (FF.233)

Let not my thanks 1o thee rob my silence
of its fuller homage.” (FF.234)

Life’s aspiration comes in the guise of a child.® (FF.235)

The fruit that I have gained for ever
i5 that which has been accepted by love.” (FF.238)

In my life's garden my wealth has been
of shadows and lights
that are never gathered and stored.”  (FF.237d)

Light is voung, the ancient light
shadows are of the moment, they are born old.” (FF240)

My songs are to sing that 1 have loved thy singing,” (FF.250d)

Men form constellations with stars that are their own stories
grown from the fiery mist of their passions, power and dreams,
eddying into living spheres.”
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The one without second is emptiness
the other one makes it oue. (FEAfH)

Try to break the differences and it is multiplied.
By acknowledging it unity is ganed.

The spirit of death is one, the spirit of life is many.
When God is dead religion becomes one. (FF.64. SB. 84)

Darkness smothers the one into uniformity.
Light reveals the one in its multifariousness. (SB90d}

Let him take note of the thorn
who can see the flower as a whole. (SB.230)

If you kick the dust it troubles the air,
sprinkling of water helps you best.
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NOTES TO SECTION 1

Gitanjali (1912)

First published by the India Society, London, in 1912, It had as frontispiece
a portrait of the poet from @ drawing of William Rothenstein, w whom
the book is dedicated. The work includes 103 poems ranslated into English
by the author from the orginal Bengali. Only 53 of these poems oceur
in the Bengali work under the same title published in 1910, The rest come
Franm several other works: 16 poems from Gitimalya (1914), 16 [vom Naivedyn
(1901), 11 from Kheya (1906), % from Sisu (1903), 1 each from Kﬂ#mrm
(1900), Smaran (1903}, Caitali (1896) and Utsarga (1914), and | song from
the play Aaildyatan (1918). The English work, therefore, can be considered
as an anthology of Tagore's poems writien over one decade.

The arrangement of the poems in Gitangadt 1s neither in chronological
order of their publication nor according to any sequence in the growth
ol mood ar idea, They are sell<ontained, independent yries, though they
have a slender thematic connection, all of them being addressed to a god
who reveals himself in myriad forms and shapes, in the beauty of nature,
in the everyday situations of human relationships. Tagore adopts the
framework of medieval Indian mystic poetry where the infinite sceks its
expression in the bondages of the finite: it is not that man alone longs
for God. but God too longs for mun. The recurring images in these pocems
are derived Trom lamiliar situations: the crossing of the viver, the eall o
the boatman, the flight of cranes, dark clouds gathering in the sky, the
lingering shadows of the evening, lovers waiting for the heloved, and so
on. All these metaphors, coming as they do from the rural experience ol
the poet as well as from the religious poetry of the pre-British period. have
acquired a cosmic dimension. Tagore's own construct of the imagery of
the king became the most dominant one in his religions poetry and Eaer
in his plays.

The Gilenjali poems indeed have deep links with the Upanishadic
conception of Godhead, as has often been claimed by Indian critics, but
they have neither the authoritarian voice of the Upanishadic seers nor
their apocalyptic vision. They are more indebted so far as verbal texuire
is concerned, to the Bhakt poems ol medieval India in general and the
lovesymbalism of the Bengali Vaishnuva poets in particular. Free from all
sectarian and theological doctrines, these poems have so intricately woven
the sacred with the secular that the Gitanjali poems are conspicuous by
their complete coalescence. The dominant note of Gitanjali s life-al-
firmation: it creates & world of fight and colour and abundance, If one
hears a voice of melancholy in one lynic, there is expression of joy in
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another; if there is despondency in one, there is another celebrating the
joy of fulfilment.

The original poems are marked by simplicity of diction. structural
compactness and effortless rhyming and cadence; alimost each and every
lyric is an example of Tagore’s mastexy of crafismanship, The translations,
though in prose, retain the hauntng quality of the ongmal to a great
extent as is evidenced by the enthusiasm with which the book was wel-
comed by W.B, Yeats and Ezra Pound in England and the phenomenal
polimlm'itj it enjoyed for at least one decade. The translations are more
or less faithful to the Bengali original; the deviations, which are not many,
that one might point out are aot only legitimate but satisfying too. Once
and only once, did Tagore succeed in uanslating his own poems,

The book was later published by Macmillan, in March 1913, There
were slight variations between the India Society edition and the Macmiltan
edition, as shown below: '

India Society Macmillan
Poem 30 My Lord My lord
Poem 51 Someone has said Some one has said (Gfth
paragraph) '
Poeni 52 Shy and sofi Coviness and sweetness of
demeanour demeanour (last paragraph)
Poem 87 My Lord My lord

The variants in the India Society edition were prompted by CF, Andrews
which made Yeats extremely unhappy (Yeats 1o Tagore, 9 january 1913).
Tagore apologized and requested Years 1o revise the proofs of the Macmillan
edition (Tagore to Yeats, 26 fanuary 1913). Yeats was particolarly unhappy
with the change in poem no. 52, Tagore asked Rothenstein 1o request
Macmillan to submil the proofs of the second edition of Gitawali to Yeats
for ‘necessary restoration’ (Tagore (o Rothenstein, 14 February 1913).

The Gardener (1913)

First published by Macmillan, London, m October 1913. The book was
dedicated to W.B. Yeats.

This work contains prose translations of 85 Bengali poems from 15
odd works written and published over a span of nearly thirty vears. Tagore's
idea, perhaps, was o present his poems writlen earlier than the Gitanjah

' Sew Mary M. Lugo. Diggwrfect Encounder. Harvard University Press, Cambridge, 1977,
pp: 10D,
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period, poems free from religious symbolism and mystic emotions, and
marked with greater human concerns, love being their main motif. The
majority of the poems come from Kunika (1900): 26 poems have been
selected from this work alone, a delightful work distinguished by its
abundance, spontaneity and irony, its tripping and sprightly metre that
Tagore used with great skill. But it also inclisded poems of much earlier
works such as Kadi o RKomal (1886), Manasi (1890) and even Mdayar Khela
(1888), a sentimental play wrinten in the late eighties of the last century.

Unlike Gitanpali, it is & more or less haphazard collection of poems
and a few songs, arranged without any plan or order. This is the first work
of his where Tagore admitted (hat his ranslations were not always literal
and that the originals were ‘sometimes abridged and sometimes para-
phrased’. Such abridgement and paraphrasing as a policy of translation,
howsoever justifiable, did not help Tagore in doing justice to his poems.
Some of his memorable verses were reduced to total insipidity and became
inconsequential. The poems selected in this volume are undoubtedly
different from those included in Gitanjali, in theme, mood. structure and
metre, yet the first impressions that Tagore made as a religions and mystic
poet lingered on. The diction that Tagore adopted for the translation of
his poems unfortunately did not vary aceording (o the mood and tone of
the ariginal, but became more and more banal with a few noted exceptions.
The inital response to the work was therefore a mixed one. The Irish Gitien
described its position as ‘not far from the summit of English literature”,’
but Ezra Pound in his review of this book® felt obliged to counieract the
contemporary opinion of Tagore as a "sanctimonious moralist’. Among the
British admirers of this book was May Sinclair who deseribed it in a letter
dated 17 October 1918, us “the most wonderful book of modemn secular

love-poems’.

The Crescent Moon (1913)

Published by Macmillan, London, in November 1913 with eight iHustra-
tions in colour by Surendranath Ganguli, Abanindranath Tagore and
Nandalal Bose, three distinguished artists of what is popularly known as
the Bengal School of painting. The book was dedicated o Sturge Moor.

This is the only work of Tagore in English where all the poems have
titles. The book contains 40 poems, translated from the Bengali by Tagore,
35 of which have been selected from the Bengali work Sisu (which means

' Quaoted in Rrishing Kripalani, Halodrandth Tugoe: A Biograpfey, Oecdiord Linwersay
Piess, London, 1962, p. 2110

' *‘Rabindranath Tagore His Secoml Book into English Tl Newr Frevwoman: An
Individundist Reviens London, 1933, pp. 15784,
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‘the child)y published in 1908 The rost ol the poeins come from Kadi o
Komel { VRB6), Sonar Tari (1804), Ksayika (1900) and Giimalya (1914), The
second poem in the work, entitled *On the Sea Shore’, first included in
Gitanjad (no. 60), appears here with one modification. the "timid buds ol
eichantment’ of Gitanpali is changed o the ‘shy buds of enchantment’.
“The Souice’ (translaied from ‘Khoki” of Suw) was also included in
Gilanjadi (no. B1). Poem no. 9, "When and Why', also first included in
Gitanjeli (poem 62), has cerain modifications, as follows:

{ -?Rfmjnﬂ The Creseend Moon
When 1 bnng 10 vou When 1 bring you
What the pleasure is that sueams  Whal pleasure streams
What delight that is which the What delighn the summer
summer breese brings brecee biings

The first poom “Home', translated from the Bengali “Saisab Sandhyd’
(Tierally, ‘Childhood-evening'), is a descriptive and nostalgic verse differem
in tone and remper from the majority of the pouvms in the book, as are
"My Song' (poemt no. S8) and “The Chuld Angel® (poem no. 39), which
are poems on the child, rather than for "children’, didactic in nare. The
last proemm, “The Last Bargain' (no. 40), which comes from Gitindlya, a work
closely related 1o the religions Gitanjali, is 2 song wilh deep spiritual import
‘and hardly in consonance with the spirit of the majority of the poems.

The Bengali pocins in Sisu were written: during 3 period of great sormow
and suffering for the poevr. His wife died in November 1902 and his second
daughter only wine months later. During the ailmem of his daugheer.
Tugore ok his o other children, then motherless, w4 hill sation.
These poems were borm there: they were written o entertain the children
and probably to conceal his own deep grief. Some of these, “The Hero'
(no. 311, o give an example, are extremely popular in Bengal. The Crescent
Moon, coming as it did immediately after Gulamafi, certainly did create &
cantrast, but the enthusiasm for the earlier work was so overwhelming that
the beauty and simplicity of these child poems remained partly
unappreciated.

The quality of the tanslation cannot be rated very high considering
the fact that the original poems show subtle variations in rhythm and
rhyme. metrical stuucture and sivlistic levels. The Times Literary Suphloment
(14 May 1914) criticized the poems as ‘more childish than childlike”. Despite
the limitations, which are understandable, The Creseent Moon ts 2 repre-
sentative work of Tagore, The Globe in its review (27 November 1915)
described it as 'a revelution more profound and more subtle than that in
the “Gitanjali® ', and The Nation (15 December 1913) found in it ‘a vision
of childhood which is onlv paralleled m our literature by the work of
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William Blake'. It deeply moved many contemporary poets including Juan
Jimenez, who translated the book into his own language, with the help
of his wife Zenobia. This book made a deep impression on some of the
poets in China in the mid-twenties.

Fruit-Gathering (1916)

First published by Macmillan, London, in 1916, Tt was also issued together
with Gitargalt under the tile Gitanjali and Fruil-Gathening by Macmillan,
New York, in September 1918, with illustrations by Nandalal Bose,
Surendranath Kar, Abanindranath Tagore and Nabendranath Tagore,

Poem nio. 48 (‘Bring beauty and order”) was included in Lover's Gifi
(no. 45) with two changes: ‘'mend all that' and ‘has been neglecied’ of
the Fruit-Gathenng version changed w ‘mend all” and ‘neglects’ respectively
in Lover's Gift. Among the 86 poems comamed in this book more than
50 are of a religious temper collected from Gitimalya (17), Catad (14), Ulsargu
(7), Kheyd (5), Nawedya (3) and Gi rma;ala (1 j—their numbers are indicated
within brackews.. The rest of the poems come from Katha (7), a book
containing ballad-like verses celebrating the courage, sacrifice and dedi-
cation of men and women from Indian history, published in 1900; and
Balaka (15), which according to many eritics is the best thar Tagore had
written till that ime. The Balaka poems are sirikingly different from those
in Cutanjali or Natvedya in their robustness of form and shythm and equally
powerful philosophy. The speed and the sweep, the opulence of imagery
and the breadth of vision, the grand architectural beauty of some of its
poems, the metrical inmovations with far-reaching impact and its celebration
of the youth and the new made Baldka one of the landmarks in the history
of Bengali poetry, The Katha poems, 1o, are entirely different from the
tenderness and limpidity of the Guanjali lyrics. They are stories told
beantfully and admirably showing the metrical skill of a master. Unfor-
tunately these three worlds of Tagore poerns, as represented by the religious
poems, the Kathi poems and the Balikd poems, so different from one
another in their metrical structure, diction and deation, have been totally
submerged in the monotony of a languid diction. Despite his constant
variation 1n thought and expression, his continuous experimentations with
rhythm and structure, the translations mcluded in Fruit-Gathenmg present
the same old mystic Tagore with only one voice.

We reproduce fully the first printed versions ol three poems (nos. 18,
35, 84) published in The Nation (7 February 1914) and The Times (26 October
1914 and 28 January 1916) under the titles 'Fulfilment’, “The Trumpet
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and "The Qarsmen’ respectively. The second poem was published with an
introductory note by the editor.!

Fulfilment

No; it is not yours to open buds inw blossoms

Shake the bud, strike it it is beyond your power 1o make blossom.

Your touch soils it, you tear its petal 10 pieces, and swrew it on the
dust.

But no colors appear. and no perfume.

Ah! it s not for you to open bud into a blossom.

He who can open the bud into a blossom does. it so simply.

He gives it a glance of his eyes, and the life sap stirs through its veins,
for he who can make the bud blossom does it so simply.

At his breath the flower spreads its wings and flutters in the wind,

Colors flush ot like heartlongings. the perfume betrays sweet
SeCTels:

He who can open the bud does it so simply.

The Nation (7 February 1914)

The Trumpet

The author of this poem, Mr Rabindranath Tagore, is the famous
Indian poet, whose bnes, plays and essays have brought in
recent years o new delight 1o lovers of English literature. Mr
Tagore, who is persenally not unknown in this country, himself
translates many of his works from the original inlo English;
and his command of our language has done much to make the
West acyguaimted with the finest Indian thought.

Thy tumpet lies in the dust _ .

The wind is weary, the light is dead. Ah, the evil dayl

Come fighters, carrying your flags and singer with your songs!

Come pilgrims, hurrying on your journey!

The trumpet lics in the dust waiting for us.

1 was on my way to the temple with my evening offerings,

Seeking for the heaven of rest after the day's dusty toil;

Hoping tmy hurts would be healed and stains in my garments washed
white,

When 1 found thy trumpel lying in the dust.

Has it not been the time lor me o light my lamp?
Has my evening not come to bring me sleep?

I Senarce: Rebsrdranah und e Brifih Pro (T912-194 1), edived by Kadyan Kunuly,
Shaktl Bhiastsa'harys and Kalyan Sarkar, The Tagore Cantre (UK), London, 19840,
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O, thou blood-red rose, where have my poppies faded?
I was certain my wanderings were over and my debts all paid
When suddenly | came upon thy tumpet lying in the dust.

Strike my drowsy heart with thy spell of youth!

Let my joy in life blaze up in fire.

Let the shafts of awakening flv piercing the heart of night and a thrill
of dread shake the palsied blindness,

I hawve come (o raise thy trumper from the dust.

Sleep is ho mote lor me—my walk shall be through showers of arrows.

Some shall run out of their houses and come 10 my side—some shall
weep,

Some in their beds shall 10ss and groan in dire dreams:

For 1o-night thy trumpet shall be sounded.

From thee | had asked peace only 1o find shame.

Now I stand before thee—help me 1o don iy armour!

Let hard blows of trouble strike fire into my life.

Ler my heart bear in pain—beating the drum of thy viciory.
My hands shall be unerly emptied 10 ake up thy rumpen

The Tomes (26 O¢iober 1914)

The Oursmen

Do yvout bear the roar of death through the listening hush of distance,

Ancl that awtul call midst fire-Hoods and poison clouds and the wrestle
of earth and sky m moral combai

—The Caprain’s call 1 steer the ship owards a shore ver unnamed?

For that time 15 over—that stagnant time in the port—

Where the sume old store is bought and sold in an endless round.

Where dead things guther in the exhaustion and emptiness of truth,

They wake up in sudden fear and ask, "‘Comrades, what is the hour
of the night? When shall open the golden gate of the new dawn.

The murky clouds have blotted our all stars—

Who are there 1o see the beckoning finger ol the day.

They rush out with oars in hand, the beds are emptied in the house,
the mother prays [,] the silent wife wawches by the door,

The wail of separation sweeps the sky like rushing wings of might birds,

And there rings the Captain's voice in the dark,

‘Come, sailors, for the time in the baven is over!’
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All the black evils in the world have overflowed their banks,

Yet, oarsmen, take vour places with the blessing of sorow in your
souls! '

Whom do you' blame, brotherst Bow you heads down!

The sin has been yours and ours. '

The heat growing in the heart of God for ages—

The cowardice of the weak, the arrogance of the strong, the greed
ol fate prosperity, the rancor of the deprived; pride ol race, and
insult 10 man—

Has burst God's peace, raging in storm

Like 4 ripe pocd, Jet the tempest break its lieart into pieces, scatiening
thunders,

Stop your bluster of abuse and selfprabe, my friends,

And with the calm of silent praver on your hrows sail forward to the
shore of the new workd

We have known siins and evils every day and death we have met

They pass over our world like clouds mocking us with their transient
hightning laughter.

Suddenly they have stopped, growing stupendous,

And men musi stand before them saying—

"We o not fear vou, O Monster! For we have lived every momen! of

_ our life by conquering you,

*And we die with the faith that peace is true, and God is wrue, and
true is the eternmal One!’

If the deathless dwell not in the heart of death,

If glad wisdom bloom not bursung the sheath of sorrow,
If aim do not die of its own revealment,

I pride break not under its Toad of decoration,

Then whence comes the hope that drives these men from their homes
i [: . .| ars rushing to their death in the morning light?
Shall the value of the martyrs’ blood and mothers' tears be uterly lost

in the dust of the earth, not buying Heaven with their price?
And when Man bursts his moral bounds, is not the Boundless revealed
that moment?

The Times (28 January 1916)

Lover's Gift and Crossing (1918)

First published by Macmillan, London in 1918, The hook as indicated by
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the title is divided into two parts: *Lover’s Gift' consisting of 60 poems and
‘Crossing” consisting of 74 poems. Among the poems in ‘Lover’s Gift” the

estnumber, 12 to be precise, come from Balaka and 12 from Ksanika,
wo radically different works. The rest come from Citria (5), Smaran (1),
Kalpang (3), Kheya (5) and several other books. The poems in "Crossing”
are mainly religious and they come from Naivedya, Kheyd, Gitanjal, Gitimalya
and Gitalt. The quality of ranslation is poor, many of the poems in English
are paraphrases of the original Bengali and some of the poems have been
so radically changed in the translation that it is quite difficult o locate
the source.

There are four poems (nos. 21, 31, 50, 5% in ‘Lover's Gift", which
are not Tagore's, but translations from three other Bengall poers. Poem
no. 21 was originally written by Debendranath Sen (1855-1920), a distin-
guished contemporary of Tagore, 10 whom he dedicated his Sonar Tari
This poem occurs in his Bengali work Asok Guecha (1901). The author of
poems 31 and 53 is Sayendranath Daua (1882-1922), a younger con-
temporary of Tagore, noted for his various experimengations in metre.
Poems 31 and 53 are ‘Toda’ and ‘Campa’ respectively, bath to be found
it Phuler Phasal (1911). a collection of poems on Howers.

Poem no. 50 is transiated from *Nitan Mai" (“The New Mother’),
included in Aleklya (1907) by Dwijendralal Ray (1B63-1913), a popular
dramatist and poet. This vansltion is particularly conspicuous because
Dwijendralal, once i great admirer of Tagore, tumed into his bitter enemy.
Tagore’s translation of this poem is 4 tribute 1o the memory of a friend-
ship.

PPmﬂn no. 51, reproduced below, was first published in The Nation (4
January 1914) under the title ‘Happiness’.!

Happiness

The early autumn day is cloudless,
The nver is tull to the brim, washing the naked roots of the tottering

wee by the ford.

The long narrow path, like the thirsty tongue of the village, dips down
into the stream.

The babbling of the water mingles into the laughing gossip of the
women at their bath.

The fisherman, wearing his net, sits in his boat tied to a bamboo pole,
and the naked boy plunges into the water with loud shouts.

' Sauree: Rabmdramath and the Brativk Pres, edited by Balyan Kundu et al.
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My heart is full, and | feel that happiness is simple, like a meadow
flower.

We grasp it with & cruel eagerness, and crush it, we jump beyond it
in our mad pursuit, and miss it forever.

I ok around me and see the silent sky and the Nowing watey, and
Teel that happiness is spread abroad so simply as a smile as a
child’s face.

The Netien (4 January 1914)

Poem no. 3% which was first published in Indian Ink' §s also reproduced
here:

The boisterous spring, who once came into my life with the lavish
Taughier

Burdening her hours with improvident roseés, Setting skies atlame with
the red kisses of newhorn alioka leaves, ' '

Now comes 5leali:F into my solitude

Through the lomely lanes, along the brooding: shadow heavy wiih
silence,

And sits still in my baleony garing across the fields

Where the earth all green swoons exhausted in the utter paleness of
the sky, '

Tagore sent the lirst version of poem no, 52, quoted below, to Rothenstein
(in a letter dated 9 February 1915), requesting him to publish it and ‘out
ol i1s proceeds buy something for our soldiers in the trenches's

Summer’s Moneers

Tired of waiting, you burst your honds,

Imipatient flowers, before the winter had gone.

Glimpses of the unseen comer came into your wayside waich
And you rushed out running and panting,

() restless justmnes, O woop of notous roses!

You were the first to march to the breach of death,
Your clamour of colour and perfume troubled the air.
You langhed and pressed nmr pushed each other,

Bared your breasts and dropped o the ground in heaps,

The summer will come n 15 ome
Sailing in the food ude of the South Wind.

' Edited by Everard Dighw, Thacker and Spock, Calouna, 1615,
"lago, fopefoer Bomeier, po 85
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But you never counted slow moments 1o be sure of him,
You recklessly spent your all in the road in terrible joy of Faith.

You heard his footsteps from afar

And flung your mantle of death for him tw tread on.
Your bonds break even before the rescuer is seen,

You make him your own ere he can come and claim you.

The Fugitive (1921)

First published by Macmiilan, New York, in 1921. Apart from the English
translations of his own Bengali ms, Tagore has included wranskitions
of 17 religious lyrics composed by others under three heads: 'Vaishnava
Songs’, "Baul Songs’ and ‘Hindi Songs of Jnanadas’.

The first section contains 5 songs written by sixteenth-century Bengali
poets. The first 4 poems represent the longing and love of Radha for
Krishna. The last poem is on child Krishna,

The second section includes 9 songs of the Bauls; a religious sect in
Bengal. Tagore was greatly impressed by their catholicity and humanism
and moved by the music and words of their songs. The Baul (literally, «
mad-cap), a singing mendicant, became a recurring symbol in Tagore's
writings. Tagore mentioned this sect and tlked about its religious attitude
in his Hibbert lecture (“The Man of My Heart', The Religiom of Man, 1950).
Barring no. 5 and no, 7, all the other Baul songs included here are to
be found in “An Indian Folk Religion' (Creative [inaty, 1922) also,

Tagore has also included 3 songs of [nanadas, an obscure poet in
Hindi. Tt was Kshitimohan Sen who introduced Jnanadas Baghelkhandi to
Tagore.' In lus article "An Indian Folk Religion’ Tagore quotes one poem
of Jnanadas ('] had travelled all day and was tred') which first appeared
in The Fugitive®

The rest of the poems are arrunged in three groups but it'is difficult
to see the justification of this division. Like his other works, the poems
collected here come from different Bengali works; the earliest was written
before 1893 (‘Rihur Prem': Fuginwe 1. 13, "You desired my love’) and the
latest belongs to Liptka (1922), from which Tagore has selected 18 poems,

Lipika is the result of Tagore's first conscious experiments with rhythmic
prose. Till 1932 Tagore was diffident about poems written in prose (which
he called gadyakabita, prose-poems) and he included some of the Lipka
picces in Samkalan (1925), the first anthology of his prose writings. It is
interesting, therefore, that he decided that a maximum number of ‘poems’
from Lipika be included in The Fugitive. His hesitation about the status of

! Rshitimohan Sen, Dads, VisvaeBharatl, 1935, Introduction by Taguire,
! For the onginal, see Robindra Biksi, Vol 1]
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Lipnka remained throughour his lifeas he did not inchude any of the 'posms’
in his largest anthology of poems Sasicayita (1931).

The other notable feature of this collection is the inclusion of 5
dramatic poems, Biday Abkisap (1894) and 4 poems from Kahini (1900),
Tagore's fondness for them can be seen from the fact that he included
all of them, harring ‘Amba and Vinayaka' (Saf) in Sasicayita (1931). The
poems “The Mother’s Prayer’, ‘Somak and Ritvik', and “Karna and Kund'
are wansfations of the Bengali poems “Gandharir Abedan’, "Narakbay'
(literally, Living in Hell) and ‘Karna-Kunt Sambad’ respectively. ‘Kaca and
Devayani' is the translation of *Biday Abhisap® (literally, The Farewell-Curse),
which was translated more [aithiully by Edward Thompson under the title
The Curse af Fatenwll) .

It is important to note that Tagore translated quite a number of Bengali
Vaishnava lyrics and Hindi lyrics into English* The Vaishmava poems were
aken from Pada-mtnabali”

Collected Poems and Plays of
RabindranathTagore (1936)

This was the last work of Rabindranath published by Macmillan, London
and it has had many reprints since 1936, 1t contains Getanjali, TheCrescent
Moo, The Gardener, Chitra, Frlt-Gathering, The Post-Office, Lover's Gift, Crosang,
Stray Birds, The Cycle of Spring, The Fugitive and Other Poems, Sacrifice and Other
Plays (Sanyasi, Malini, Sacrifice. The King and the Quern, Karna and Kunti).

The most conspicnous. and most offensive, feaiure of this publication
is its total silence on the sources of these writmgs: There is no editorial
comment of any kind and the reader has no way of knowing that all the
works included here are transhations from the Bengall and that some of
them (The Post Office or The Cyele of Spring) were not translated by
Rabindranath. The former was translated from Dakgher by Debabraia
Mukhopadhyay and the latter by CF. Andrews and Nishikanta Sen. Neither
is the date of publication of any one of the works mentioned nor are all
of Tagore’s writings in English—plays. and poems—included here. For
example, Fireflies (1928) published by Macmillan, New York, and The Child
(1931) published by Allen and Unwin, London, are not included. In-
terestingly, Lover’s Gift and Crossing were treated as separate works for this
publication,.

Among the books of poems Gitanjali, The Cresont Moon and The

' Published by G. Hwrrap, Lonlon; in 1924,
"Ser Rahindva Riksi, Vol 11,7 August 19584, pp. 27-57: “Baul gan o Pracin Hindi

saner Ingrejl rjpantar’,
" Exllied] by Rabindramah and Srischandra Majomeiar, 1555:

[612]



NOTES

Gardener have been included without any change. But 7 poems (nos, 3,
17. 22, 23, 67, 68 and 71) from Fruil-Gathenng, 23 from Lover’s Gift and
40 from Crossing have been left out. One poem from Stray Birds (no. 263,
“This sadness of my soul is her bride's veil’) is not included in this collec-
tion but this omission has not been indicated. The Fugitive has also been
drastically edited. Five Bengali Vaishnava lyrics, 9 Bengali Baul songs and
3 Hindi poems have not found place in this collection. In addition to that
9 poems from Part |, 7 from Part 11, and & from Part U1 were also deleted.
‘Karna Kunt Sambad’ which was in Part I (no. 28, ‘Karna and Kunti’)
is now put under Other Plays. ‘Biday Abhisap” ( The Fugitroe 1, no. 20), *Sat’
( The Fugative [T, 29) and *Mother's Prayer’ (The Fugitive 1, 32) have been
ami But this collection contains 10} new poems which we have
in¢luded.

Poems (1942)

This collection of poems of Rabindranath tanshated into English by the
poet himself was edited by Krishna Kripalani in collaboration with Amiya
Chakravarty, Nirmal Chandra Chattopadhyay and Pulinbihari Sen and
published by Visva-Bharati in 1942 soon ager the poet's death.

This book, divided into four sections, ‘which roughly corresponds to
four major divisions in the poet's writings’, contains 130 poems excluding
the introductory poem, This is the first attempt 10 present Tagore's poems
(in English translation) in chronological order, except the introductory,
as well as the last poem, which in the words of the editor, “have been so
placed because of their special appropriateness’. The last poem in this
volume was composed in December 1939 and it was Tagore's wish that
it should be sung after his death.

There are 12 poems in this work (nos. 114, 120=130) which were
translated by Amiya Chakravarty. Since our intention is to present exclu-
sively the English writings of Tagore, these poems have not been included
here.

The last few pages of Poems contain valuable information and ref-
erence to the Bengali onginals. Among the poems included here *Ahalyar
Prati’ (no. 7, Manasi, 1980) was first published m The Nation (25 Aprl 1914)
under the title “The Return’, which is reproduced below. A comparison
between the two versions might be of some interest to students of Tagore.

The Return

Ahalya, sinming agamst the punty of mamied live, incurred
the curse of her husband, and was turned info a stone, (o be
restored to her humanity by the touch of Ramchandra.
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Amidst the glow of your flaming passion, Ahalya, the curse struck your
tumulivous fife and stilled it into a stone, clean and impressive.

You took your sacred bath of dust and plunged into the primitive
peace of the earth.

You heard the hum of all growing life and fell the beat of the
great mother's heart.

When in the morning the warmth of the sun’s kiss sent u atir
underground in the countless roots of grass and reesand waving comn
thai ching 1o the earth like the cager fingers of the infant clutching
the mother's breast—the rush of the mute glidness touched you with
its throbs and thrills.

In the night when the dred children of the dusi came back 10
the dust, the rhythmic breath of the slumbering life fanned you and
stirred in you the large placid motherliness of the earth.

Creepers twined round you the undisturbed bonds of Rowering
intimacy, and moths hummed inaudible tunes in their hushed
household hidden under your shelter.

You became one with the great path where the slow ages pass in
procession,

You bent your head low, kept your ear on the ground and waited
in calm patience (o caich the sounds of the sieps of the unseen comer
al whose touch the shroud of night vanishes and silence wakes up into
MOrning music.

Waman, the sin has stripped you naked, the curse has washed
you prre.

You have nsen inwo the perfea life.

The den of the bottomless night trembles on your eyelids and
the green mosses of eternal years cling 10 your hair.

You have the wonder of the new birth and the wonder of ald time
in your awakening, You are young as the freshborn fower and old
as the hills.

The Nation (25 April 1914), p. 137
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Stray Birds (1916)

First published by Macmillan, New York, in 1916, with a frontispicce in
colour by Willy Pogany. The book was dedicated to T, Hara of Yokohama,
who was the author's host in Japan during his visit there in 1916. This work
consisting of epigrams and short verses has two sources. The first source
is Kanika (literally, fragments) published in 1899. Most of the verses in-
cluded in this slender work are epigrammatic in nature and didactic in
tone. And all of them cun be directly linked with the epigrammatic and
didactic tradidons of Sansknt and also of Persian poetry prevalent in
nineteenth-century Bengali literature. An idea of their structure and tone
may be obtained from the translations of Edward Thompson given below:'

We shut the door, lest Error enter in
But Truth asks, 'How shall | admission win?’

Labour and Rest are bound by closest ties
For Rest lalls lid like upon Labow’s eyes.

The other source is more interesting. In 1926, Tagore published a
collection of short verses, under the title Leklian (see Appendices). It had
two prefaces, one in English and the other in Bengali; and most of the
poems included here had two versions, Bengali and English. We have no
clue to suggest whether the English version preceded the Bengali or vice
versa, although conjectures can be made. Tagore wrote in the preface:
"The lines in the following pages had their ongin in Chima and Japan
where the author was asked for his writings on fans or pieces of silk.” A
few poems included in Lekhan were first published in Stray Birds. Since
Tagore visited China in 1924, Stray Binds cannot have been the poems written
‘in China. All the other poems which are not to be found in Kanika in
all possibility were written in Japan. It has been possible to trace the Bengall
version' of some of the poems (both included in ILekhan) but quite a
significant number of poems were written directly in English (see Ap-
pendices).

Krishna Kripalani suggests the possibility of the influence of fapanese
Haiku on these poems’ Undoubtedly Tagore's admiration for Haiku was
great. In fact he analysed the famous poem of Basho: 'A mud puddle/

" Ratawdvamath Tagor, Oxford University Press, Delhi, 1991, p. 142
® Rudapeefromath Tagore: A Biography, p. 255
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A frog jumps in/Splush’, in his travelogue Japan Yaoi (Japan-Traveller)
written in 1916, He was impressed by the brevity, economy and intensity
of these poems though there is no evidence to show that he acquired their
metrical subtleties or that he wanted to introduce them in his own language.

However, he found in the structure of Haikn & congenial medium to
express himself admirably. These verses or sentences continued to accu-
mulate and they were published later in Lekhan, which was not available
ouside Bengal, and i Fireflies {1928), a book of similar natire. In fact,
the four books, Stray Birds (1916), Lekhan (14926), Fireflies (1928) and
Sphulinga (literally, ‘Sparks’, 1946), form one significant unit. Quite a
number of verses in Stray Birds were prompted by the contemporary political
situstion, particularly the rise of militant nationalism in the West and in
Asia. One incident related by C.F. Andrews, a British [riend of Tagore who
accompanied the poet in Japan, is worth guoting:

..« he [Tagore] was asked on one occasion to write & short poem concerming
a deed of violence which had been committed by two chiefs of nival clans. They
had fought from dawn till evening on & grassy plateau, high up in the hills near
Hakone. A great rock overshadowed the place. When the sun had set on that diy
of battle, both the warriors had fallen dead, smitten with many wounds and the
ground had been covered with their blood, The leader of the Japanese peaple,
who had come to the spot with the Poet, asked him to write an epigram in a few
words commemorating the heroic occasion, [ could see, at that moment, the
strained anguish of the Poet's fuce ws he quickly grusped the incident just as it
had occurred and shrunk back from il in his own mind in homor. In a moment
with @ quick gesture, he wrote these words: “They hated and fought and killed
each other! And God in shame covered their blood with His own gruss” The
beauty of the thought was only equalled by is daring. - . ! '

Recently many more epigrammatic writings of Tagore have been collected
in Rabindra Biksa ("Tukro lekha', Vol. 14, 25 December 1985; and 'Short
Autography Poems in' English’, Vol. 18, 28 December 1987).

Fireflies (1928)

First published by Macmillan, New York, in 1928, with decorations by Boris
Artzybasheff,

It contains 256 shor verses and epigrams, some are translations from
the Bengali and some written directly in English. It belongs to the same
category of literary works as the bilingual Lekhan (1926) and Stray Birds
(1916). The Bengali versions of most of these poems are 1o be Found in
Lekhan and also in Sphulinga, published in 1946, five years after the death

" Quoted by Kripulund, Rabindvanath Tagora: A Biography, p. 256
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of Tagore. The title of this work comes from the first verse in Lekhan:
My fancies are fireflies

sparks of living light
twinkling in the dark.
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The Child (1931)

First published by Allen and Unwin, London, in 1931,

This is the only major poem by Tagore written directly in English. Two
years later he translated it into Bengali under the title Sisu Ththa (Titerally,
‘The Child-Pilgrimage’) included in Punaica (1932), _

- The poem was written in July 1930 when Tagore visited the village
Obernmmergauw, about forty miles away from Munich, to watch the passion
play that is enacted there since 1634 once every ten years, This is a major
work in modern Indian poetry on a biblical theme although the relation
between The Child and the text of The Oberammengau Passion Play by Joseph
Alois Daisenberger which Tagore had seen performed is very slender indeed.

Contrary to popular belief, The Child is not the only poem of Tagore
writtent directly in English. We quote a number of specimens of his
experiments with English poems. The earliest. and probably the only rhymed
verse that Tagore wrote 1 English, is as follows:

The bee is to come and the bee is to hum
Till the heant of the flower comes out,

The bud says ‘yea', and the bud says "nay’,
She sways with a fear and a doubt.

O errant of wayward wings.

O guest of sumptuous simmer,

Give up thy hope, vet keep, vet keep up thy heart,
O Sunny day's new comer!

Whisper int rearful tunes untired

And wait with a faith devout

For the bud says 'vea’ and the bud says ‘nay'.
She swavs with a fear and a doubr

This was written ju the request of Gearge Calderom who dramatized
his story Daliyd® and staged it at the Royal Albert Hall on 30 July 1912.
The poemn was included in the 1ext.

Tagore wrote another thymed verse at the request of Satvendranath
Datta who vranslated ir into Bengali and included it in his Mani  Masijusa
(1915), a companion volume w Titha Salil (1908) and Tirtha Renu

' The Bengali story Dadivd was first puldished in 1891, Calderon’s dramatization was
published under the title The Maharani of Avakan: A Romantic Comedy in {3ne Aet, by
Francis Geilfitlis, London, 1815
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(1910)—two anthologies of verses translated from various languages. This
poem in Bengali translation begins with the senwence: pakhi garto niti hyday-
khola kheyale khusi. We have not been able to trace the English original,

Edward Thompson gives five examples of Tagore’s experiments with
"unrhymed English verse” which he thought were not published elsewhere.!

1

When the evening steals on western walters,
Thrills the air with wings of homeless shadows,
When the sky is crowned with stargemmed silence
And the dreams dance on the deep of slumber;
When the lilies lose their faith in moming

And in panic close their hopeless peuals,

There's a bird which leaves its nest in secret,
Seeks its song in trackless paths of heaven.

2
Breezy April, vagrant April,
Rock me in your swing of music.
Thrll my branches with enchantment
At your touch of sweet surprises.

In my ife dream, by the wayside

You come, stariling me from slumber;
Wilfisl in your mood fantastic—

(‘munmg. teasing, and inconstant

Breezy April, vagrant April,

Living with my lonesome shadows,
1 know all your fitful fancies,

Leafy tangunage, Bitting footsteps.
All my boughs break into blossom

At your passing breath and whisper;
All my leaves break into tumult

Of surrender at vour kisses,

3

‘Once, when we were both together, Spring came to our cottage,
‘Let me m’, he cried.
He had brought for us the whispered secrets of his gladness,

| Redbenddranath Tagam,, pp. 269=70,
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Lyrics of new leaves.

I 'was busy with my fancies, you sal at your spinning:
He went back unheeded.

Suddenly we started when we saw his parting shadow
And his rempant roses,

Now you are away, beloved, Spring comes to our coltage.
‘Let me in', he cries.

He has brought for me the fitful shiver of the shadows,
Doves” despondent cooings.

[ sit idle at the window, and a phantom spinning
Spins to me sad dreams.

Now that Spring has for his gift the gift of secret somow,
All my doors are open.

4
Come, my Lover, in thy lavish splendour!
Hurt the wind with: shock of thy arrival.
No more secret meetings in unceriain
Gleams of twilight; let thy burning torches
Toss through midnight their womultuous laughter,
Grasp me by my right hand; rescue me
From all trivial ties of clinging moments,
Coils of sluggish dreams; and let all sleepers
Wake and come, and see me glad and helpless,
Held in might of thy majestic silence.

5
As the tender wwilight cover in its fold of dustveil
Marks of hurt and wastage from the dusty day’s prostration,
Even so let my great sorrow for thy loss, Beloved,
Spread one perfect golden-tinted silence of its sadness
O'er my life. Letr all its jagged fractures and distortions
And unmeaning scauered scraps and wrecks and random ruins
Merge in vastness of some evening stilled with thy remembrance,
Fillerl with endless harmony of pain and peace united.

The first poem ("When the evening steals on western waters’) occurs
in Fagore's CJ;ndr:.' Sen conjectures its date of composition to be 1921
1t was first published in The Moden Review, in September 1921, This poem
as well as the second one, ‘Breezy April, vagrant April’. have been quoted
by Lotika Basu in her Mdian Witers of English Verse with the comment: *These

' Eadited by Pyabodh Chandra Sen, VievisBhirati, 1962, p. 502
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poems are only desuliory experiments in unrhymed verse, yet we are led
to think that had Tagore taken it seriously and made it the medivm of
his translations his readers would have experienced more of the beautiful
melody of Tagore's Bengali verse.'!

Another poem has recently surfaced and been published in Rabindra
Biksa (no. 4, Sraban 1385/1978; p. 128). The date of its composition is
31 January 1918.

The lamp is trimmed.
Comrades, bring your own fire to light it
For the call comes again 1o you to join the star pilgrims
Crossing the dark to the shine of sunrise,

The day was when you want faith in your glad adventure of light and
the star of hope thrilled n the sky and kissed your banner.
But as the dusk deepened you fell behind in the march and slepr with

your lights gone out
While your dreams grew discordant like the ominous ¢ries of night

Yet, though it is dark, and the wind in the forest is as the wails of
lost souls,
has not the breath of that praver already touched your foreheads
which comes from the past echoing from age W age
‘Lead me to Light lrom the dark, '
from death to Everlasting life?’

Sleepers, arise from your stupor to dim desolation, and know once
‘more that you are Children of Light

In addition 1o all these specimens atention must be drawn (o several
poems in Fruit-Gathering, Crossing and, of course, in Stray Birds, Lekhan and
Fireflies which were originally written in English. Whatever be the merit of
these compositions the corpus of Tagare's poems in English is not very
simall.

"Published by University of Calcuria, 1935, po 188
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One Hundred Poems of Kabir (1914)

Transkated by Tagore and frst published by India Society, London, in
1914, Only 750 copies of that edition were printed of which 400 were for
sale to the public. Later it was reprinted by Macmillan, London (1917)
as well as by Macmillan, New York (1917). The New York edition had a
dightly different title; Sungx of Kabir! Tagare was assisted by Evelyn Underhill,
who wrole a long and informative, lhuugh not always dependible, essay
introducing Kabir, one of the greatest saintpoets of medieval India.

The text from which the English translations were made by Tagore
and Underhill is Kabir by Kshitimohan Sen, published in four parts from
Bolpur in 1910-11. Sen. a keen swudent of medieval Bhakti poetry and a
fine scholar of Sanskrit and medieval Hmdi literature, had collected the
verses of Kabir from different sources. The authenticity of the texts of the
Kahir poems, however, has been questioned by many Hindi scholars, as
only a few poems included in Sen's volume resemble the poems in Bijak,
the authentic collection of Kabir. Ahmed Shah, the author-ransiator of
The Bijak of Kabir (Hamirpur, 1417) doubted the authenucity of the Sen
text, and consequently the accuracy of Tagore, who mranslated from the
Bengah translations provided by Sen. It may be mentioned here that several
translations of Kabir into Bengali and at least one in English® were
availuble when Tagore published his translations.

Ch. Vaudeville, the gredtest living authority on Kabir observes, on
Tagore's translations, thay *The authenticity of these poems is very ques
tionable; it appears that most of them were probably not composed by
Rabir. . . . She further writes thar this work was "for a long time the only
one available 1o the Western public: it was widely read in the West and
re-translated into Freach by Mme Mirabaud-Thorens. The question of
authenticity was never apparmlty raised, either by Tagore himsell or by
his Indian Western admirers.” Professor Vaudeville also complains that
‘Evelyn Underhill—and probably Tagore himself—shows a surprising g
norance of some tenets supposedly held by Kabir; for example, on p. xiv
of her inwoducton Miss Underhill writes: “Again and again he (Kabir)
extols the life of home, the valse and reality of diurnal existence.” Nothing
could be further from the tuth.™

Underhill, in the concluding paragraph of her introduction, mentions

" Songs of Kabir, wansbaed by Rubadmamarh Tagore; assisted by Evelm Underhill,
* Premaohand, A Troasdation of Kol 'y Complee Sijak mip Englivh, Calcotea, 1911,

! Kaber, Vol, I, Clarendon Fress, Oxtord, 1974, pp. 15-1%

“line, p 1K
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4 manuscript containing the English translation of 116 songs of Kabir
(from Sen's text) made by Ajit Kumar Chakravart and an essay on Kabir
also by Chakravarti, which she and Tagore used; ‘A cunmdr_mhlc number
of readings from the translation have been adopted by us.

It has been recently pointed out by Niryapriya Ghosh in a closely
argued article entitled *Sadhu, Yiye wan they tambur ka', written in Bengali®
that it was the manuseript containing Chakravarti's English translation of
Kabir which Tagore made the basis of his translation. In fact, in the initial
stage of the preparation of the work, Tagore informed Chakravarti that
India Society would publish his (Chakravarti's) translation, and that he
(Tagore) was only making a few changes, It appears that all.hnugh the work
was published under the names of Tagore and Underhill, the magnitude
of the contribation of Chakravarti was much greater than the
acknowledgements indicate.

These translations are also important in the history of the Tagore—
Ezra Pound relationship, It may be mentioned that ten poems of Kabir
translated by Pound, with the help of Kalimohan Ghosh, were published
in The Modern Review in june 1913,

' The manuscript of Chakravanti, prepared by WB. Pearson and corrected by
Tagore, is preserved in the Tagore archives, Santiniketan. See Rafindra Bikyd, Vol
l(i (23 Drm'mh:r 1943, pp. 2-36) and Dr Rameshwar Mishra, Madhyayugen Hind;
Sant Sdhitya mer Reibindrandth (University Publication; Varanas), 1989), p. 153,

¥ Dikgharer Harkand, Prama Publications, Caloui, 1985, pp. 101-16,

1623 ]



NOTES TO APPENDICES

The Fugitive (19197)

The exact date of publicaton of the Bolpur edition of The Fugitive is not
known. Pulin Behari Sen informs that it was meant for private circulation
and conjectures 1919 as lts date of publication. Some of these poems were
later included in The Fugitive (1921) published by Macmillan, after sub-
stantial changes. In the absence of any evidence one can assume that the
changes were made by Tagore himself. In any case this edition of The
Fugitive provides interesting materials for a study of the evolution of the
text of The Fugitwe. Not all the poems included in this book, however, were
included either in The Fugitive (1921) or in any other work.

Lekhan

Despite its inclusion in the collected Bengali works of Tagore,! Lekhan
cannot be claimed as an exclusively Bengali work (see Notes on Stray Birds
and Fireflies). 1t was first printed in 1926 at Balatonfured, Hungary, in the
poet’s own handwriting, The book contains 420 short verses or poetic
tions, 150 of them have wwo versions, Bengali and English, one
being translated from the other. But there are 72 pieces in English and
48 in Bengali which do not have any corresponding translation in this work
(though the possibility of the existence of translations of some of them
cither in English or in Bengali in the Tagore Archives cannot be totally
ruled out). The book as it is available now in the Rabindra Racandabali contains
only the Bengali section, i.c. 48+150=198 verses. A considerable part of the
remaining pieces in English (72+4150=222) has been included in Fireflies
(1928), often with changes in punctuation, word order, vocabulary and
arrangement of fines. The versions included in Fiefliss, it being a later
work, must be considered as final. Nonetheless, Lekhan will always have an
interesting place in Tagore studies. The best thing would have been 0
print the whole text as it was conceived, designed and circulated by Tagore.
Since this volume is devoted exclusively to the English writings of Tagore
and the Bengali section of Lekhan is now a part of Tagore's Bengali
works, we think at least the English section of the book should be made
available 10 students of Tagore.
It is interesting to mention that Tagore inadvertently included five
short poems of Priyambada Debt (1871-1985), a disﬁnguiﬁhed'ﬂmgaii

| Visva-Bharati edition. Vol. XIV, and West Benyal Government edition, Vol TV,
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poetess, in Lekhan, All of them were already in print and included in her
work Patralekha (1908), However, once the poetess, herself a great admirer
of Tagore, brought this to his notice they were withdrawn from the next
edition.'

The general structure of the original work is a sequence of Bengali
verses, each of them followed by an English version (though there is no
defmite E:oof that the Bengali verses were written first), This order, however,
has not followed strictly throughout the book. We have arranged the
verses in the order they first appeared in the 1926 edition. Those which
are to be found in Stray Birds (SB) and in Fireflies (FF) have been indicated
within brackets at the end of the line. The letter "d” within brackets stands
for ‘different reading” which is to be found i the foownotes 10 Frreflies.
The verses in English, the expected corresponding Bengali versions of
which could not be traced, are indicated by an asterisk. It is quite possible
that they were written directly in English. The Bengali counterparts of
the verses which are to be found in Sphulinga (S) and not in Lekhan have
been indicated by 1.

! See editorial notes. Rabindra Racanaball, Yol. X1V, Visva-Bhurati, 1953, pp. 527-
55
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It is not easy o identify the Bengali sources of all the poems that Tagore
translated into English. His translations are not always faithful to his own
Bengali. He admitted in the preface to The Gardener that his “ranslations
are not always literal—the originals being sometimes abridged and
sometimes paraphrased’. On several occasions he has used more than one
Bengali poem to create a single poem in English, Poem 95 of the English
Gitanjali, for example, is a translation of two Bengali poems of Naivedya
(nos. 89 and 90). Some of his wranslations are so remote from the original
that they should be considered as distinctly separate poems with a very
slender connection with their Bengali counterparts. Tagore himself was
very aware of this problem,

In a letter to Ajit Kumar Chakravarti (13 March 1913) written from
Minois, Usa, Tagore wrote, ‘What [ try to capture in my English translation
is the heart and core of my original Bengali, That is bound 1o make lor
a fairly wide deviation. If I were not there to help you out, you might
probably find it impossible to identify the original in the translation.” In
another letter written two months later from London (12 May 1913) he
admits that ‘the forms and features of the original become difficult in my
wranslations—the way 1 do them these days. My translations are more a
reflection than an exact replica of the original image.™

The comments of Krishna Kripalani on the English translation of poem
14 in Utsarga (1914), which is to be found in Poems (1942) included in
this volume, are worth quoting if only because of the near impossibility
of identifying the original source of many translations of Tagore:

This translation is an interesting illustration of how the Poet faced the almost
impossible task of giving a full and faithful rendering of some of his original
compositions. The first sentence is a manslation of only the last two lines of the
third stanza of the original; the next four sentences a rendering of the fourth
stanza: the sixth sentence of the first two lines of the eighth stanza; the seventh
and eighth sentences of the first four lines of the ninth stanza: and the last two
sentences of the last four lines of the tenth stanza’

Despite our best attempts we have failed to identify the originals of all the
poems, Crossing appears to be the most problematic work: 17 poermns remain
unidentified. It is likely that at least some of the unidentified poems are
not translations from the Bengali at all, but poems written in English. We
are indebted 1o the index of English translations of Tagore, Rabindra-racanar
ingreji anubid-siici (Kabita o gan), edited by Sudhamayi Mukhopadhyay
(Santiniketan, 1976), and to the bibliography, ‘Works of Rabindranath
Tagore: English,” compiled by Pulin Bihari Sen and Sobhanlal Ganguli
(Jadavpur Journal of Comparative Literature, Vols. B and 9).

| Pranslated by Kshitish Ray, fadavpur fournal of Comparatrve Literature, Vol 9, p. 124,

® Ihid

* Poems, Visva-Bharati, 1942; reprimed 1970, pp. 223-34.
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SOURCES
Arrangement

The serial number on the left indicates the order of the poem in the
English work. It is followed either by the first ling or the title of the Bengali

em (if there is any) which is the source of the English translation: The
title of the book where the Bengali poem occurs, along with the number
of the poem if there is any, is given within brackets.

The order deviates slightly in the case of The Creseent Moon, the only
English work of Tagore where all the poems have titles, Here the title of
each poem has been mentioned immediately alier the number and the
Bengali source is within brackets. All Bengali words have been translite-
rated into Roman.

List of Abbreviations

AC  Acalayalan LPK  Lipika

BC  Biatrita MHY  Mahuyd

BIS.  Bisarjan MK Mayar Khela
BIT  Bithika MNS  Manasi

BLE  Balika NAL  Naivedya

BS Brahma Sangit N Nabajitak
¢ Chadar Chabi PAR  Parises

COG Chabi o Gan PLT  Palitaka
CTL  Caitali NS Punasca
CTR  Cirra PRE Purabi

GB  Cialutan PR Pravasatta
GL Crital PRN  Prantik

M Gilmaka PIe Patraput
GMK Gitamaliké RE  Rabindra Biksi
GML  Gitimala Rl  Raja

GT  Gilanjali RS Rog Sayvay
RAH  Kdhini S Sphulinga
RAN  Kamika s) Sepute

RAT  Katha SM  Smaron

KHY Kheya 58 Skiu

KRH  Katha o Kahini SSB  Sisu Bholanath
KLP  Kalpand sSSP Sey Sapia
ROK  Kodi 0 Komal ST Somar Tan
KN Ksantka SY  Samah

LN Lekhan {1926) 1S tsarga

[630 ]



000 =] O ke LA D =

33

35
36
37
38
%49
40
41
42

SOURCES
Gitanjali

amare tumi ases karecha (GM: 239)
tunl yakhan gan gahite (GT: 78)
tumi keman kore G 22)
amar sakal ange (NAL 75)
tmi ektu kebal (GM: 20)
chinna kore lao he (GT: 87)
amar e gan chedeche tar (GT: 125)
rajar mato bese (GT: 127)
ar amay ami nijer sire (GT: 105)
yethay thiake sabar adham (GT: 107)
bhajan phjan sadhan (GT; 119)
anek kaler vatra (GM: 14)
hetha ye gan (GT: 39)
ami bahu basanay (GT: 2)
ami hethay thaki sudhu (GT: 30
jagate ananda yajie (GT: 44
premer hate dhara debo (GT: 151)
megher pard megh (GT: 16)
ogo mauna, na yadi kao (GT: 710
yedin phutla kamal (GM: 17)
ehar bhasiye dite habe (GM: I6)
aji sraban ghana (GT: 18)
;idiji jhader rate (GT: 20)
dibas yadi sanga hola (GT: 157)
mijhe majhe kabhu (NAL 98)
se ye pase ese bosechila (GT: 61)
kothdy dlo kothay ore dlo (GT 17
jadaye ache badha (GT: 145)
amar namta diye (GT: 143)
ekla dmi bahir holem (GT: 108)
bandi (KHY)
samsarete ar yahara (GT: 152)
tara diner bela (GT: 8)
tomay amar prabhu (GT: 138)
citta yetha bhayastinya (NAL 72)
tiba kiche ei mama (NAL @)
bhebechinu mane (GT 124
cil go dmi tomare cai (GT: 88)
jiban yakhan sukave vay (GT: 58)
dirghakal andbrsyi (NAL: B6)
yracchanma (KHY)

tha chila ek marite (GT; 68)
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73
7"
75
76
77

i

81
B2
83

86

SOURCES

takhan karini nath (NAL 33)

amar i path caoyatei (GM: 7)

tora sumisni ki Er (GT: 62)

amar milan lagi (GT: 34)

Jagaran (KHY)

nirudyam (KHY)

taba simhasaner asan (GT. 56)
kypan (KHY)

dgaman (KHY)

dan: (RHY)

sundar bate taba angad khani (GM: 30}
kuyar dhare (KHY)

ekhano ghor bhane na wr (GM: 18)
tai tomar ananda (GT: 121)

alo amar ale ogo (AC)

yera ses gane mar sab ragini (GT: 134)
eito tomir prem (GT: 3

Jagat parabarer tire (55)

khoki (s8)

kena madhur i58)

kata ajanire (GT: )

anithadyak (KHY)

he mor debatd (GT- 101)

jibane ya ciradin (GT: 144)

ckadhire tumi- akas (NAL 81)

taba rabikar ase (GM: 20)

¢ amar sarirer (NAL 26)

parbi na ki yog dite (GT; 36)

ami amay karba bada (GM 15)

ke go antaratara s¢ (GM: 22
bairagya sadhane mukti (NAL 30)

ar nai re bela (GT: 36)
martyabasider tumi ya diyecha (NAL 44
pratidin ami he jiban svami (NAL 1)
debata jene ditre (GT202)

hardhan (KiY)

yadi tomiar dekha (GT: 24)

lila (KHY)

majhe majhe kato bar (NAL 24)

he rajendra, aba hate (NAL 349)
tomar sonar thialay (GT: 10)

heri ahairaha tomari biraha (GT: 2%)
prabhugrha hate asile yedin (GT- 128)
pathaile dji mptyor din (NAL 18)

[632]



SOURCES

amar gharete ar nahi (SM: %)
bhagna mandir (KLP}

kolihal to baran hola (GM 8)
maran yvedin diner Sese (GT: 114)
ogo amar ei jibaner (GT: 116)

492 durlabh janma (CTL)

9% peyechi chuti (GM: 26)

94 ebar tord amar vabdr belite (GM: 21)
95 jibaner simha dvire (NAL 89) and mriyuo ajidta (NAL 90)
96 vyabar dine ei kathagi (GT: 142)

97 amar kheld yakhan chila (GT: 68)

98 har mand har pariba (GM: 24)

989  ami hal chadle tabe (GM: 6)

100 rup sagare dub diyechi (GT: 47)

101 gan diye ye (GT: 152)

102 tomay cini bale ami (UTS: 6

103 ekti namaskare prabhn (GT: 148)

SEERX

The Gardener

abedan (CTR)

kabir bayas (KSN)
anadyrta (5T)

abdrita (KHY)

ami cancala he (UTS: 8)
dui pakhi (5T)

tvag (EHY)

bhrasta lagna (KLP)
grha satru (CTR)

10 atithi (KSN)

11 cirayamana (KSN)

12  hrdayyamuna (ST)

13 pivasi (KLF)

14 pathe (KESN)

15 pagal haiya bane bane (LITS: 7)
16  sojasuji (KSN)

17 ek gaye (KSN)

18 dui bon (KSN)

19  ksanek dekhid (KSN)

20 sakaruna (KLP)

21 sakhi, aman duare (GB Pree 150)
29  ancaler batds (ROK)

23 A (ke

0w~ h O e LD~
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SOURCES

tomar gopan kathati (GB Pem: 63)
ogo, dekhi akhitule (MK)
sakhi sidh kore (MK)
bhilobese dukh seo sukh (MK)
durbodh (s1)

bhilo kore bole yao (MNS)
manas pratima (KLp)
hyday akas (ROR)
pranay prasna (KL
marjana (KLY)

na bole yeona cole (PRO)
tomare pache sahaje bujhi (118 4)
sparddha (Kip)

utspsta (KSN)

ksati puran (RSN

apat (KSN)

biday rig (KN

bhirua (KsN)

matal [KSN)

pratijia (KsN)

yugal (KSN)

uwdbodhan (KSN)

anabasar (KsN)

samkoc (KLP)

bandi (KOK)

hrdayer dhan (MNS)

pirna milan (KOK)

tabe ses kore dio (GB Pem: 149}
durdkinkisa (CTR)
bhartsana (KSN)

akale (KSN)

biraha (KsN)

byakta prem (MNS)
sthayi-asthayi (KSN)

narir din (CTR)

manasi (CTL)

prasear muarti (CTR)

biday (KLp)

svapna (KLP)

pathik K1y

dina Ses (KHY)

adesy (KLP) _

paras pathar (§7)
duhsamay (REM
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se4- [KSNI

tord ye ya balis bhai (R])
kheld (KsN)

krirtha (KSN)

deul (5T)

aksama, daridrd and atma samarpan (ST)
aisvarya (CTL)

pairagya (CTL)

sukh dubkha (KsN)

didi and paricay (CTL)

puti (CTL)

dui bandhu (CTL)

yadi jccha kara (UTS: 32

ata cupi cupl kena (UTS: 45)
jhulan (sT)

amader i pallikhani (UTS: 44)
aj dhaner ksete (GT: 8)

1400 sal (cCTR)

The: Crescent Moon

Home (Saisab sandhyi, ST)

On the Sea Shore (jagat parabarer tire), also included in English
Gitanjali (no. 60) _
The Source (khoka), also included in English Gitanjali (no. 61)
The Baby's Way (caturi)

The Unheeded Pageant (khela)

Sleep-Stealer (ghum cora)

The Beginning (janma katha)

Baby’s World (khokar rijya)

When and Why (kena madhur), also included in English Gitanjal
(no, 62)

Detamation (apayas)

The Judge (bicar)

Playthings (nirlipti)

The Astronomer (jyotis sastra)

Clouds and Waves (matr bawsal)

The Champa Flower (lukocuri)

Fairyland (rajar badi)

The Land of the Exile (chutir dine)

The Rainy Day (asadh, KSN)

Paper Boais (kagajar nauka)

The Sailor (nauka yatra)
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The Further Bank (majhi)

The Flower School (baijiianik)

The Merchant (dubkhahari)

Sympathy (samabyathi)

Vocation (bicitra sadh)

Superior (bijfia)

The Liule Big Man (chota bada)

Twelve O'Clock (prasna)

Amlmrship i ocak)

The Wicked Postman (byikul)

The Hero (bir purus)

The End (bidiy)

The Recall (akul dahvan)

The First Jasmines (sncha smrti)

The Banyan Tree (purano bat)
Benediction (a&rbad)

The Gift (upahir)

My Song (mangal git: 3, KOK: parts of it)
The Child Angel (based on the eighth stanza of mangal git:] and
9, KOK).

The Last Bargain (ke nibi go kine amay, GM: 31)

Fruit-Gathering

baloto el barer mato (GM: 85)
jiban yakhan chila phuler mato (GM: 37)
basante ki sudhu (R])

na jani kire (UTS: 1)

tomar ingit khani (NAL 40)

ekhine 1o badha pather (GL: 92)
path dive ke yaygo cale (GM: 21)
ye thike thakna (GL: 23

vataksan sthir have thiki (BLK: 18)
yakhan amay hate dhare (BLK 22)
e manihdr amir nahi sije (GM: 34)
nisphal upahar (KAH)

pantha mmi (GL: 95)

va debe ta debe tumi (GL: 9%)
oder kathay dhadha lage (GM: 79)
fani nii go sadhan tomar (GM: 72)
gharer theke enechilem (GL: 76)
phul photino (KHY)

mitlya prapti (KAT)
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rdiri (KLP)
Jiban amar ye amrta (GL: 96)
basi (KHY)
bhelir mato buke (ani (GM: 38)
mor hrdayer gopan bijan ghare (GL: 50)
bhorer pakhi dike kothay (UTS: 1)
sarthak nairasya (KHY)
tumi debe tumi more debe (BLE: 12)
har (KHY)
ore bhikhari sijaye (GM: 106)
nagar laksmi (RAT)
amar kache rija amar (BLK: 27)
omay srsti karba (GL: 79)
din dan (KAH)
tomar sankha (BLK: 4)
he mor sundar (BLK: 11)
abhisir (KAT)
e nay madhur khela (GM™: 41
bhenecha duyar (GL: 101)
agun amar bhai (PRC)
mata sagar dila padi (BLK: 35)
ei dehatir bhela piye (BLK: 30)
Eli;jéﬁni (KAT)

me mlina haye ase (NAL 29)
dji prabhiteo frinta nayane (SM: 1)
se yakhan b@cechila go (SM: 2)
dekhilam khian kay purdtan cithi (SM: 14)
sansar sajaye mmi achile ramani (SM: 15
vakhan tumi bhadhchile tar (GL: 17)
keman kore tadit dloy (GL 104)
janigo din yabe (GM: 40)
cirakal e ki filago (UTS: 38)
ami ye besechi bhilo (BLK 19)
megh baleche yiba yaba (GL: 65)
svamilabh (KAT)
ye bhibe ramani rape (SM: 22)
amar amare ache ke go (UTS: 1)
andhakirer utsa hote (GL: 99)
sudhu tomar bani pay go (GL- 25)
kidir bhitare kadiche gandha (UTS: 9)
bilika badht (KHY)
hay gagan nahile (UTS: 12)
ve bhakt tomare laye (NAL 45)
brihman (RAT)
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edin dji kon ghare go (GL- 90)
ogo ke bajay, basi (KOK)
dadive acha tumi amar (GM: 70)
amar maner janaliti (BLK: 34)
amar hivar mache [GM: 92)
eto alo piliyecha (GM: 66)
bipul tarangare (BS % GB Pja 329)
Lir ania nai go (GM: 94)
utsah (CTR) '
ar nahe ar nay (GB PijE 83)
s¢ to sediner kathd (UTs 46)
prane khusir tuphan (GM: 36)
nitva tomar paver kache (BLK: 31)

akhive diyecha gin (BLK: 28)

ipade more (GT: 4)
ye din tumi dpni chile (BLK: 29)
fani amar payer Sabcda (BLK: 33)
tomari nam balba nand chale (GM: 32)
{1) aji yata tara taba (BS & GB Pia 66)
(i) antaraama (KSN)
(iii) duyire dao more rakhiya (BS 1; GB Paje 117)
diir hote ki sumis (BLE: 37)
The Song of the Defeated
Thanksgiving |
(Probably both 85 and 86 were originally written in English.)

Lover’s Gift and Crossing

Lover's Gift

e kathd janite wmi (BLK: T
he priya aji e prite (BLK: 10)
aji mor draksakufija bane (CTL)
palligrime (€711
sima {(CTL)
sudhu akarag pulake (KSN)
syalpases (KSN)
vatri (KSN)
pasarini (KLP)
ei maumichider (AC)
chare phalguner dine (BLK: 26)
basanta (KLP)
ratre o prabhate (CTR)
abmay (KSN)
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15  krsnakali (RsNy”

16 ami yire bhalobasi (UTs: 36

17 prakas (ki

I8 asibdhan (KsN)

19 ‘sastra (KSN)

20 yathasthan (KSN)

21 Irom the Bengali of Debendranath Sen. See Notes
22 janmmdntar (RSN)

25 dui dre (KSN)

24 andhata (KHY)

25 nisphal kamana (MNS)

26 gan sona (KHY)

27 <es upahar (CTR)

28 svapna (CTL)

29 kata kathd wire chila balite (GMI; GB Prmc 37)

30 giwcechvis (ROK); also in Poems (no. 2) in i different form
31 from the Bengali of Satyendranath Datta. See Notes.
32 ye bhabe ramani rupe (SM: 22)

35 ye basanm ekdin (BLK: 25

34 mantre se ve pita (UTS: 401

35 masta svapna (KSN)

36 ore sikal tomay (PRC)

37 paramarsa (KSN)

38  praudha (CTR) _

39 eiksane mor hrdayer pranie (BEK: 40)

40 pauser pata-jhara tapobane (BLK: 19)

41 ghater path (KK

42 fumi ki kebali chabi (BLK: #)

43 tumi mor jibaner majhe (SM: 1)

44 Gpanar majhe amj (SM- 12)

45  samsar sdjave (SM: 18), also included in Fruit-Gathering (no. 62)
46  megh (RHY

47  ami pathik. path dmari sathi (GL: 8%)

48 bhagye ami path (GM: 5)

49  svarga kothay jinis ki ti bha (BLK 24)

50  from the Bengali of Dvijendralal Ray, See Notes
Al sukh (CTR)

52 ore toder var sahend (BLK: 21), See Notes

53 from the Bengali of Satyendranath Datta. See Notes
54 kon ksane syjaner samudra manthane (BLK: 23)

35  kuhu dhvani (MNS)

56  pirmima (CTR)

"A different bt more faithfol trnslation of this poem entithed *Reishrakili' is
Included in Colloctad Porms and Plioys of Rabindranasth Tigore,
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57 el Sarat alor kamal bane (GL: 15)
58 bisver bipul basturasi (BLK: 16)
69 sab peyechir dese (KHY)

£ pﬂtili'{]lh}h

Cmssi_n’g

ebir dmar yabar samay holo (GB Pij& 577)
kheyid (KHY)

haova lage ganer pile (GM: 76)

tumi ebar amay laha (GT: 57)

e1 karecha bhalo (GT:.91)

bhubanesvar he (BS 4 GB P 122

gharer theke enechilem (G- 76)

amay tumi bacio kabe (Gl supplementary 9)
11 prabhu toma lagi (GT: 28)

12  nisidin bharsa rikhis (GB Svades 6)

13 godhuli lagna (KHY)

14 gabhira rajani namila hrdaye (BS I: GB Piga: 256)
15 aji mirbhaya nidrita bhubane jage (GB Piga: 269)
16  tomare ki barbar (BLK 42)

I7 laha laha tule laha (GMK 2 GB P 325)
18 jibane yata paja (GT: 147)

19 sedin ki tumi esechile ogo (UTS: 39)

20 durdin ghanaye elo (NAL 85)

21 ye rate mor duyarguli (GM: 67)

22  ebar ve ai elo (BLK: 2)

28 yakhan tomay Aghat kani (GL: 103)

24 dubkha mart (KHY)

25  aro aro prabhu (PRC)

27  amar e manaser kanan kangal (NAL 87)
28 esohe eso sajal ghama (GT: 35)

29 rim ese yethay mese (GM: 1)

30 yadi prem dile nd prine [GM: 42)

31  mor kichu dhan ache samsare (U775 3)
37 wmi yeyona ekhani (GB Prem 152)

38 bhorer beld kakhan ese (GM: 35)

39  muktipas (KHY)

40 adhare asite rajanir dip (NAL15)

41 4 pratham phuler pab prasid khami (GM: 2)
42 ha re re re re (GB 2 Biciri 18)

43 ke janita wmi dakibe (GB PiE 497)

44 nisar svapan. chutlare ai (GT: 37)

46 farate aj kon atithi (GT: 38)

49  parpakam. (RLP)

L0 S e e —
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samapti (KSN)
anek diyecha path (BS I; GB Pigie 407)
aji pranami tomdre caliba (BS I GB Pige 495)
dadao amar akhir age (BS 2 GB Piga 101)
amar mukher katha (GM: 4
taba puja nd anile (NAL 41) and sei to premer garba (NAL 42)
kali hasye parihase (NAL 55)
nirjan savan majhe (NAL 32)
kire din nahi kara (NAL 34)
amra tarei jani (AC)
vini sakal kajer kiji (AC)
prabhite yakhan Sanikha (NAL 38)
gram chada ai rana matir path (PRC)
rajpitrite bajay basi (GM: 61)
Ehultr matan apnl phutio gin (G1: 97)
€ rijan tumi amare (UTS: 19)
tomar bindy kat tir ache (UTS: (8)
bicched (KHY)
he bhuban (BLK 17)
ei tirtha debatir dharanir mandir-prangane (GL 108)
kebel taba mukher pane cahiva (UTS 2)
he pathik konkhane (UTS: 1. supplement)
pather sathi, nami barambar (GTL: U8)

The Fugitive

Fugitiw: 1

he birat nadi (BLK: 8)
biday (KHY)
dina Sese (CTR)
olo sai (GML/GBE 1L, 81)
ore sabdhani pathik (Pragapabr nerbamtha)
caran (ROR)
ses upahar (MNS)
pratvakhyan (5T}
sekal (KsSN)
acend (KSN)
urbasi (CTR)
tomra o amra (5T}
rihur prem (COG) only a few lines
biccheder santi (MN5)
durdin (KSN)
bhiule (MNS)
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SOURCES

sonai @ IST)

Ses kheva (KHY)

kale (Ksn)

biddy abhiSip

agamini (LK)

Vaishnava Songs

sukhi hamar dukhaka nabi or (by Vidyapat)

a) rajani ham (by Vidyapar)

yaha pahu arun carane cali vata (by Gobindadasa)
badhy he nayane lukaye thoba (by Chandidasa)
phala leha phala leha (by Ghanarama Dasa)

WY e L G -

Fugitve 1l

citra (CTR)

bhanga janila khani (PLT)

ekn din (PLT)

ciuni (LPK)

gan (CTL)

bihu (ROK)

kalpand madhup (KOK)

minas sundari (ST: fines 2001

manas sundari (ST: 266f)

manas sundarl (ST 190

premer abhisek (CTR)

dsamay and mauna (CTL); two poems condensed into one
santvand (CTR)

lajja (51)

sarba deher byakulata (BLK: 38)

tomar rangm patay likhba (GB Frew 131)
kal rater bela (GB Py 9)

manas sundari, (ST: rajani gabhie hola: lines 3140
meghdut (LPR)

sadhana (CTR;

prasnia (LPK)

kriaghna sok (LPK)

dkanksa (MNS)

satero bachar (LPR)

svalpa dyu e jibane (SM: 16)

mrtywr nepathya theke (SM: 11)
pratham sok (LPK) .

akassindhu majhe ek thai (L5 19)
safi (KAH)

E,a; (LPK)
dusak (LFR)
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SOURCES

gandharir dabedan (KAH)

kathika (LPR)

Baul Songs

aji tomir sange amar hori
amay pather miajhe dako vadi
premer mol (besit) premire
navan dekhe gaye theke
amar ajab atithi

ogo. muladhar

00 =1 & U hD ==

Fugitive 111

esa esa basants (GB Pkt 189)

ve-katha balite cai (BLK: 41)

kheva (CTL)

el ye aninare (GM; 15)

bhiire bahire (ss)

manas sundan (ST lines 836

basundhara (5T: based on the lines  *he sundari basundhus wma pane ceye
dudhu dunye ceve thaki bisad lyakal')

stnya chila man (UTS: 23)

bani (LPK)

madhyihna (CTL)

vete nahi diba (ST)

thakur dadar chug (rLT)

harive yaoa (PLT)

karuna (CTL)

sangi (CTL)

snehadrsya (CTL)

simanya lok (€11

pratham cithi (LPK)

rathavatra (1K)

palataka (PLT)

gali (LPK)

purano badi (LK)

siddhi (LPK)

apaman bar (KKH)

narak bis (KAM)

bhul svarga (1L.PK)

parir paricay (LFK)

karna kunti sambad (KAH)

sandhyarage jhilimili (BLK: 36)

ganbhanga (KKH) r

ksanta kariyvicha tumi and aji heritechi ami (UTS: 25 and UTS: 26)
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SOURCES

basundbara (ST; lines “hmdr dnanda laye - wihider preme Xichy ki rabana
fmil"}
basundhari (ST mane mane anubibiab kan |
ami tomay vata (GB 1 5)
e1 duyar o khola (GM: 12)
aye calar path (LPK)
E:om the Hindi Songs of |nanadas
These poems were collected by Kshidmohan Sen and Tagore
translated them from the Bengali renderings of Sen.
I khote me tu rain gavayva kaha mahire gana
2 fajarme jav dyd yalci pusdk sunhli tain
3 lok lok me

Collected Poems and Plays
of Rabindranath Tagore

The Evil Day: pragna (PAR, 1308/1951)

Bora-Bodor: borobudur (PAR, Seprember 1927)

Fulfilment: wmar ei madhuri (G- 45)

The Son of Man: manabputra (PNS, 1952)

Raidas, the Sweeper: premer sona (PNS. 1932)

Freedom: based one durbhagya des hate (NAL 48)

The New Year; wranslation of two stanzas of barsa se (Kup), (he
durdam, he niscit and ebar asomi tumi)

Krishnakali: krsnakali (KSN). This is a version different from the
one included in Lover's Gift (no. 15), which has been deleted from
this work.

W.W. Pearson: apanare am sahaje bhuliva thaka, dedication of
Balaka (1916)

Santiniketan Song: amader Santimikeran (1911)

Poems

The information that follows has been collected from the editorial notes
in this book.

Introductory (pawa, PNS)

I
maricika (KOK)
gitocchvis (KOK)
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SOURCES

niphal kamana (MNS). This is perhaps the first English translation
of any poem of his made by Tagore: For an abridged translation
see Lover's Gift (no. 25).

bhilobese yadi sukh nahi (ME)

bhul karechinu (MK)

ananta prem (MNS)

ahalyar prati (MNS)

amare ke nibi bhai (BIS)

bandhan (ST)

katha tire chila balite (GB 2: 37)

jiban debata (GTR). A fuller translation is 10 be found in The Religion
of Man (1930).

rtu samhir and meghdit (CTL)

dharatal (CTL)

tattva o saundarya (CTL)

umi rabe nirabe (GB 2: 62)

¢80 he grha debata (GB 2, anusthanik: 14)

jhara jhara barise baridhara (GB 2: 25)

aha jagi pohalo bibhibari (GB 2: 139)

purnakam (KLP)

nababarsa (KSN)

sab thai mor ghar ache (LTS 14)

yard kiche ache (NAI 10)

tomar asime (NAIL 14)

maharaj, ksanek darsan (NAL 37)

amra kothay achi (NAL 30)

taba caraner a8a (NAL 62)

korona korond lajja (NAL 93)

seto sediner katha (UTS: 46), Only the second part of the Bengali
ggcm has been translated. For the first part see Fruil-Gathering, no.

ajike gahan kalima (UTS: 51)

safiga hayeche ran (UTS: 453

tumi mor jibaner majhe (SM: 13)

godhali nihsabde asi (SM: 24)

ache duhkha ache mrtyu (GB. 1= 248)

gabhir rajani namila (GB 1: 256)

ki sur baje amar prane (GB 2 297}

duyare tomar bhid kare yarda ache (UTS 20)
kathid kao, kathi kao (KAT: mmoductory poem)
sarthak janam amar (GB, Svades: 24}

ebar tor mara gane (GB, Svads: 5)

vadi tor dak Sune (GB, Svadei: 3)

ye tore pagal bale (GB, Svadst: 26)
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68
69
70
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72
73
74
79
76

SOURCES

tor Apan jane (GB, Swadet 4)

binlar mag (GB, Somdes: 20)

amader yvatrda holo suri (GB, Svades- 18)
parsa sandhya (KHY)

bicched (KHY)

asantaler matir pare (GT: 46)

abar eseche asadh (GT: 99)

vini sikal kdjer kaji (AC)

amra cas kari (AC)

janaganamana (GB, Swadei; 14)

asim dhan to ache tomar (GM: 3%)
amar sakal kata (GM: 49

{umi ye surer agun (GM: 89)

abar sraban haye ele phire (GL: 1%)
ek hite or krpan ache (GL: 20)
klanti amar ksama karo (GL: 59)

1l

puratin baisarer (BLK: 45)

desa desa nandita karl (GB. Svadei: 16)

bijayi (PRB

This was written on the occasion of the Caleuita Session of the
Indian National Congress held in 1917 and recited by Tagore at
its first meeting, Kripalani writes, ‘though not a transtation of any
single poem of his, it is clearly reminiscent of several verses of
Nawedya." (Poems, p. 226)

kabe tumi asbe bale (GB 2. 290y

sisu bholanath (5s8)

mane pada (S8}

samsayr ((SSR)

cso eso he trsnar jal (GB 2; 12)

akas bhara stuya Gra (GB 2 K)

amar dhild ganer dhari (GB 1: 52)

anmana (PFER)

bhabi kal (PrB)

jhad (PRR)

atithi (PRB)

kankal (PrB)

bidal (PRB)

se kon pagal jay (GB 2 108)° [Baltic]

chutir basi bajlo (68 2 28" [Munich|

* These songs were written during a tour of Entope in 1921 The places where they
were compased ave menboned within | ).
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tor bhitare jigivd ke je 1GB 12 149" [Munich)

nal ndi bhay habe habe fay (GB L Suade 1) [Munich]
sakal belar aloy baje (GB 1 166)° [ Nuremberg|

cahiya dekha (GBI, Bicdine 106) [Colagne]

tumi usar sondr bindu (GB1L Bidiee 91)7 [Cologne |
apni amar kon khane (GB 1 552)° [Berlin]

ogo sundar ekada ki jani (GB I 534)° |Prague]

ikase tor temni ache chun (GB 11, S 104)° [Vienna)
baxi ami bajai m ki (GB 11 20" [Dardanelles|

neyera gdle tdle (GB L, Bided D

himer rater of gaganey (GB I 171)

I

himsay uomatta prihvi (GB 12 406)

sabalda (MHY)

svapane dohe chine ki mohe (GB 2 160

buddhadeber pran (FAR)

bismay [(PAR)

mytyunjay (PAR)

kopai (PNS)

ckijan lok (PNS)

prabhed (BI1C)

biday. (BIC)

snan samapan (PNS)

sthir jenechilem (SSp: 1)

saotil meye (RIT)

cira yat (5Y)

udbhrin sei dadim yuge (FTP) 16)

This poem, though reminiscent of poems 47 and 48 of Naivedya,
is not a transtation. With this poem Tagore concluded his address
delivered at the convocation of the University of Calcutta in 1957.
janmadin (s]) (drstijale jadaye ok)

chabi dkiye (Coy

bigver Aloklupta (PRN; 1)

yedin caitanya mo (FRN: 17)

vaddher damama uthla beje (717 17)

janmacdin (8]} (&) mama janmadin®)

prayascita (N1 This poem was sent 1o Professor V. Lesney in
Czechoslovakia as Tagore's reaction to the Munich Pact,

ahvin (N]): addressed 1o Canada, was broadeast from Ottawa Radio
Station on 29 May 1939, The record isstill preserved at the archives
of Canadian Broadcasting Corporation (CBC) in Toronto. (Source:

“Tliere are two poems under the tide Jamadin® in Seputh,
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119

SOURCES

Niladri Chaki, "An Advocate of Multiculturalism', The Sunday
Statesman, 17 May 1992}

ckdin vira merechila (mansbputra, PNS and The Son of Man, Collected Poerns
dnd Plerys)

v

ajasra diner dlo (RS 4)

gahan rajani maghe (RS 7)
abasanna aloker (RS: 1M
kakhan ghumiyechinu (BS: 17)
samsarer nand ksetre (RS 18)
arogyer pathe (RS 23)

Stray Birds

Not all the poems in this work are translations from the Bengali: a
considerable number of them were written originally in English. It is quite
possible, however, that we have not been able w identify some of the
IIOCITH translated from the Bengali.

1 E
18
24
30
35
55
58
6t
71
83
84
86
88
90
94
107
119
128
129
£30
132
138
139

dhruvani tasya nasyanti (KAN)

pmsm:r atir (KRAN)

(based on) darpane vahiare dekhi (LEN)
birdam (KAN

niti svikar (RAN)

(based on) akanksa (KAN)

kutumbita bicar (KAN)

bhar (KAN)

moher asanki (KAN)

rastraniti (KAN)

bhalo ye karite pére (LEN)

mptyur dharma-i ek (LRY), also included in Fireflies (no. 63).
phul o phal (KAN)

‘ksudrer dambha (KAN)

adhar ekere dekhe (LEN), variant in Lekhan
pranere mrtyur chap (LKN)

akrtajha (KAN)

Cira pabinald (KaN)

(based on) spastabhasi (KAN)

asambhab bhalo (KAN)

ek path (KAN)

abakas karme khele [(LKN)
par (KAN)

(based on) upalaksa (KAN)

[ 648 |



151
153
156
163
116
171
172

173
156
184
191
194

230
232

236
24()
243

SOURCES

(based on) baelr apeksa bali (KAN)
kartabwi grahan (KAN)

majharir samarkaid (Kang

(based on) asampurna sambid (KAN)
(based on) nadir prat khal (Kax)
hay kij ache b (LEN)

(based on) kuombid bicir (KaN). Alsa see no. 53 which s more
faithful o the original.

cilak (KAN) :

asphuta o parisphut (KAN)

bhalo karibare yar (LKN)

svadhinata (RAN)

devatd ye cay (LKN), also see tarar dip jvalen yini (LKN). This is also
wicluded in Fireflies

phul dekhibar caksu (LKN)

sei Amadar deser padma (8 245)
(hased on) nijer o sadharaner (KNK)
(based on) par o atmiya (KENK)
spardha. (KNK)

(based on) eki path (KNK)

jiban (ENK)

Fireflies

All these lines, unless mennoned otherwise, are from the bilingual work
Lekhan (1926). Like Stray Birdy, this work of Tagore ulso includes
considerable number of verses written oviginally in English,

=B~ O e DR

svapni amar jonaki

amar likhan phute
ghumer adhar kogarer
basanta se kudi

matir supti bandhan hote
bhari kajer bojhai tari
banir patariga guhacar
prajapati seto

sphutinga tar pakhay
sundan chiyar pine
amar_prem rabi kiran hena
atal adhar nisa-parabar
bhiru mor dan

gankhani mor (S 72)
phigan $isur mato
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16 smyru kapalini (% 251)
17 deba mandiv armna ale
I8 ksanik dvanir svata-uechvise (5 64
19 sabullata ucchvasi ughe (8 249
20 pimils nayan bhorbelikar (5 1235)
21 apiakd kathin phaler matan (8 1)
22 ye byatha bhuleche dpndr inhas (5 214)
25 gndnml satvere cay (5 T4l 3
24 akas dharare bihute bediva rakbe
25 sakhar kachete prem (S 281)
28 murtnka khoriki diye (S 197
M dur esechila kiche
31 wmar bane phuteche sver karabi
33 dadiye giri &r meghe le
M amicl ghate ye re svargapure (RB: 7)
40 megh se baspa gin
41 can bhagaban prem diye: rar
iz mor gine gine pmhhu
16 eka ek Sunya maa
52 dharyy yedin pratham jagila
53 miana maner phuler mato
56 calite calite
a8 lambe uthecha tumi
G4 Gdhir se yena hirahini
B dkade uthila batis
64  metyir dharmai ok
65 akaser nil baner syamale
68  mner kheyile apana khoyile
69 bhilo ye Karite pare
70 kitere dayd karivo phul
71 jirna jayaoran; also atvacarir bijay toran (S 9)
72 matir pradip sara dibaser
73 skhalita palak dhiday jirma
74 Kagar samkhya irsd bhare (S 5)
75 hitasic svarthahin aryacar
76 naba jibaner pura dim
79 akale yakhan basanta ase
B0 stabdha aal sabdabihin
8] dui tire tir biraha ghatave
82  abakas Karme khele
83  pathe hala deri
84  yakhan pathik elem
i gm':l:r kebal giyer jorei
B6  janma moder rater adhar
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88
89
4
92
93
Gq
95

)
101
102
103
104
106
107
108
109
110
111
112
113
|14
116
119
192
126
129
131
132
133
134
135
139
142
143
144
146
147
148
149
150

SOUERKCES

mor kigajer kheliar nauka
amar prager ganer pakhir dal
he mahasagar bipader lobh
he prem yakhan ksama kara
gagane gagane naba naba dede
debatar srsti L

joniki se dhuli khuje sar
brksa se 10 adhunik

sakal capai dey mor prane
vabe kaj kari prabliu dey
nukan prem se

duhkher agun

phele yabe vio

basanta tumi esecha

lajuk chaya baner tale
akase 1o ami

kuyasa yadi ba phele

cahiva prabhat mabir nayane
parbat mala ikaser pane
ekdin phul diyvechile hay
svalpa seéo svalpa nay

he bandhu jeno mor bhalobéasi
usid eka eka adharer dvire
samgite vakhan satva Sone
sisir rabire sudhu

apan asim msphalatar piake
dharanir yajna agm
phuraile dibaser pila

girir durdisa udibare
budbud se 1o baddha
megher dal bilip kare
bhiksu bese dvare Gir
biraha pradipe

ckti puspa kali

aloker smr

dine dine mor karma
dloker sathe mele

phule phule yabe phigun
hidese acena phul

ganer kinal e binar ar
puthi kata o1 poka

anania kiler bhile

nimes kaler atithi vahara
survasier rane rana
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SOURCES

151 dlo yabe bhalo bese

152 gunir lagiva baéi

153 lekhani janena koo

154 kanan kusum upahar dey

156 tarar dip _r-ilirn yini

157 bahni yabe badha thake

158 akas kabhu paiena phad

160 prabhat ﬂiore bidrup kare

161 pr-.fg pay abakas

163 a hok drodbanpu se (5 201)

164 mﬁ}a;ﬁl diya kuvasa jaday

165 sukiara mane kare

168  dibaser aparadh

160  kundakali ksudra bahi

171  phulguli yena katha

172 nuhnmm bahe bahu baraser bhar
rante amar lirtha: nay

174 ajana pr;uh:r gandher mato

175 muter yatai badal mithya milya

176 parer tarir paler haoyar piche

177 satya tar sima hhilobase

181 din dey wr sondr bina

188 siabdha haye kendra ache

184 dibaser dipe sudhu thake el

186 giri ye wusar mje rakhe

I8y {Imﬁcd on) oi suny bane bane

188 kache thakar adal khand

196 nibhrta praner nibid chiyay

197 diner karme mor prem yena

194 bhorer phul giveche yara

200 yabar ya se yabel

202 sagarer kiane joyar beliy

218 din hoye gela gata

219 purino mijhe ya kichu chila

220  milan nisithe dharani bhabiche

The Fugitive (19197)

palataka (PLT)
biday (KHY)
nicknts (ST)
chnasese (CTR)
kalo meve (PLT)

ke L2 1S —
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6 rajir chele o rajr meye (CTH)

7 sekal (KSN)

B ogo ke vay (GB Prsc 3500)

Y4 o dekha dive ye cale gela [GB: Preme 295
10 cwran (ROK)

I1. olo sab olo sal (G Prec 81)

12 mwanas sundar®: bina phele diye eso - . . (ST)
13 bahu (KOK)

14 Kalpand madhup (KOK)

15 akanksa (MNS)

W tomdr mmin. patay (GB P 1315)

17  kal rarer belay (GB Prwe )

I8  maung ((CT1)

19 asamay (L)

20 mdnas sundari: rajani gabhic holo . . | (51
22  minas sundari: jini ami jani sakhi (1)
23  premer abhisek (CTR)

24 nuinas sundari: tar pare ekdin . .. (ST)
2% sadhana (CTR)

26 ore sabdhant pathik (GB Pres G6)

27 gan (CIL)

29 lapa (ST

B sarbadeher byvakulata (BLE: 15)

31 sanovana (CTR)

32 lomra o Gmrd (51

35 acenid (KSN)

#4 pravakhyan (s1)

35  mibur prem (COG)

36 biccheder Santi (MNS)

27 durdin [ESN)

38  bhule (MNS)

349 kile (KsN)

41 50 eso basanta dhard tale (GBR Poew 189)
120 mdla (reT

13 vyete nahi diba (5T

4 harive vaovd (PLT)

45 Ses upahar (MNS)

16 thakurdadar chut: (PLT)

47  soehadrSya (€11

48 Rarugd (OT1)

49 sang (CTL)

50  Kkheva ((11)

51  samanva lok (CTL)
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manas sundari (ST)

madhyahna (CTL)

basundhura (ST)"

basundhard 151"

ve kiatha balite cii (BLE A1)

basundhara (51)°

daj prabharar akasn (BLK: 35)

sandinvarage jlulimill (BLK: 29

he birag nadi [BLK: R)

ksanta kariydchi: 25; aji heritechi: 26 (UTs. 25, 26)
svalpa dyu e jibane (SM: 16)

prem esechila (SM- %)

mrtyur nepathya theke (8M: 1)

ses kheya (KHY)

tarite pa diini ami (G Bawra 532)

o1 duyarti khola Gy 19)

akas sindhu majhe (U778 15)

nirab acha kena (GB Pigi 148)

abir dmar hite (NAL 25)

uadhyahne nagar majhe (NAL 229

matrsneha bigalim and aghat samghdt majhe (NAL 46, 47)
balo balo bandhu balo (GB NI piaja o prarnhana: 74)
el ve aninate (GM: 15)

bhene mor gharer cabi (GR I 581

tomay kichu deba bale (GR L 59)

anti tomay yats (GBI 5)

T Oy lew les
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INDEX OF FIRST WORDS

A beust’s bony frame

A handful of dust could

A ligh Taugghuer in the seps
A message came from

A mind 41l logic is like

A painier was selling

A ray of moming sun srikes
A smile of piirth spriad

A sore pait iroubles me
Avell of o thousand vears
A wandenng madman
Accept me. my lord

Age after age, hast Thou
Ages ago when you opened
Al me, why did they build
Ahy poet, the evening draws
Ah, these jasmines

A, who was it colonred
Alits, Teannot stay

All fruitdess is the cry

All that | had 1 gave

All the delights

All things are crested

Aama and Vinayaks

Amidst the rush and roar
Any oldish upcountry

An tinbelieving simile ity
An unkiown fower
Aprl, (ke a child

Are you a mere picture
Are you 1o proud to kiss
Around the sumny island
Art thou abroad

Az a nver m the sex

As the wender mwilighn

As the ree its leaves

Asks the Possible

At midnight

At the dusk of the early diwn
Al the sleepy viltage

A this time of my parting
Al youth's coronation

Be ot ashamied

358
a8

414
276
485
167

5l 5_-'

114
219
BT
1948

51
3]
I5H
326

511
271
I
470
Lo

412
120
372

75
331

336

Be not concerned about

Be ready 1w launch forth

Be sull my hean

Beantiful is thy wrisider

Beanty is vruth’s smule

Beanty knows 1o say

Beatiry smiles in the confinemnent

Bees sip honey from flowers

Before the end of my journey

Before the Unconditioned

Behind an infinite secrecy

Behind the nusty lron

Beneatly the great umbrells

Between the paley

Between the sliores

Bid mie and I'shall gathic

Bigotry tries 1o Keep truth

Birch is from the mystery

Hiess this hinle heart

Blessed am | thar | am

Blessed 1s he whose fame

Blessings have | won

Bowdsz Indeed they are

Bong beaury and order

Bring beauty and order into my
forlorm life

Brinig o this country

By all meins they try tio hold

By plucking her peals
By wouching vou may

Craseless i the welter
Chastity is a wealth
Cheerless s the day
Child, how happy vou are
Child, this, britgesy
Clauds are hills in vapour
Clouds come Moating
Clourds heap upon clouds
Clouds thicken in the sky
Come and hire me

Come as you are; do not loiter
Come fnend, flinch nom
Come fmend, who can
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Comi o me lke smmer
Come to my garden walk
Come tous, youth

Come. moon, coine down
Comt. Sprmg, recklies
Comeade of the Tosd

[Fance; my hesnt! dunoe

Brark clouds begome heaven's
 Mowers

Dhark choads faove blateed

Darkly you sweep an
Barkivess by the veiled bride

Darknvess truvels lowards
Diawn plags her lute
Duwn—ihe many<olovred
Dty after day he comes and goes
Dy afver day, € lord el my fife
Uy by day | floar my paper
Dy oolfess Lo L silerice
Dy withy lts ghoe

Dhay's paiin’ inunifled by

Chiays e colonired bubbles
Dhitys prassiedl

Diys were diawing out
Deut leavies when they Josc:
Dewr triend. [ am cagey
Dear friend. I fee]

Dieath belongs 1o lite

Deuth laughs when the mem
Death's stamp grves value
Death, thy servam

Beity of the nuined wempli!
Daliver me from
Behverance s not for me
Belusions | did cherish

B pot blame your food,
Do pot call him

Do not go to the gariden
D nint go, 1y love

D st instile your friend
Do niot keep to yoursell

Do not lesive me and g
Do not Hnger to gatlver

Do ied sy, "I ks morming'
[y ot sent your love

Do not stand belore

Do you henr the womuli
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[¥ream bsa wifo
Erving, you have lebi

Each rose that comes
Earfy o the day

Early winser spreads.
Eliher you luve waork
Emancipration from
Empny the Cup
Endléwsly varied art thou
Entangled in the meshes
Ever i iy lifie '
Every child exinies

Eyes see only dus

Faiih is the hind (huit Teels
Far as | gure

Fai below Dowed the fumna
Fear' nist, Tor thou

Feathers in the dust lving laxly
Feel thy release m the air
Ficrcely they rend

Fill your eyes

Find your beauty

Flower, have piry for the worm
Flushed with the glow

For a mere nothungg

For once bo careless

For what great reward
Forests, the clouds of carth
Forgive miy languor, O Lord
Forlom thoughts

Form 18 bn Mater

Free me us frec are

Free me fram the handds
Freedom trom lear

From His etermal seat

From the solemm ghmm
Fromm trivmph s triumph
Fruilt 1o sell

Gaps are lefi in lile

Give e Lhe supreme

Gao thou 1o the company

CGod comes 1ome in the dusk
God expects answers

God finds humsell by creaiing
God grows weary
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Godl homiired me

Ul honours mie

Geod in His temple of stars
CGeod is ashamed

Ceond kisses the finito

Ceod Joves mun's famp

Gaod loves 1o see m me

Cend says 1o man

God weks commudes

U] waies for man

G vl o win Bk

Canl's gresat power

Geentl's right liand s gentle
Goul's silence ripens man's
Cool's tireid of thele paradise
Ganl’s world is ever renewed
Cidesrs of iy hife

Hall ssleep on the shore
Hands eling o harids and eves
g up the swing

Have merey upon your servint
Have vou conie to/me

Have you not heard his silent steps?

Have: vou mot heard the tune
He came and sac by my side

He has minde his weapons his gods

He s dear woome indeed

He b wall and fean

He ia the real Sadhn

He it ts, the intiermost one

He whispered, My love

Hewho dises good

He who ts meek and contented
He wha b too busy doing

Hie wheo wants to do good

He whom | enelose with my name is

weuping
Her' nelglibeurs call her dink
Hier wistful e hanis
Here |send vau my poems
Here Is thy lootstool
Hillsare the earth’s gesiure
His own mornings
History slowly smothers
Hold thy faith Grme
How contd the jove
‘How far are vou
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How hand i is Lo meet
Hiow moy Lsing vo thee
Heow afien, great Earth

Larme i child in the dark

[ am able w love 1y Gad

I am ashamed

[ glad vou will not

Lam here 1o ung thee songs

1 a0 the worlid

l'am like a remimant of & cloud

Vam like the nigght

|am like the road

L am neftber pios

Vam onily waiting for love

1 iam poared forth in living

Fam restless, Do athirst

I am anall

Lam the auiumn elod

L iy e Lo

Lam the weury earh

Lagk lor o momens’s indulgence

| ask far an mudience

I ask no rewarrl

Fasked nothing from thee

Fasked nothing, ouly stocd

I helieve vou had visioed

I bossted imong men

L bring 1o thee, mghy

I broughy our my earthen lamp

I call her my Knshna flower

| camme pearesi o you

| caonne ot alore on my way 1o
my tryst

e tey olTer thiee

L eante (0 your shine

Licanse with my Lered

Leanuot choose the best

I eanmon keep soun waves

1 canmot remember my mathes

I annot el why this hean

I carry by wérld

I casi v own shisdow

I ¢lasp vour hands

1 eling vo this lving raft

1 aliel nost kinew

T diive down into tlie deyith

[ do not usk thee it the house
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L do pot know whil moiner
I dream of a s, an islind
I dreami thay she s
L'ever go seeking

I Feel 1y body varushing

I Feel thiat ail the stare

I feel thar my hean

1 feet tharthe ferry

T feed thas your bef days of love
1 feed thy beauy

1 feel thy gaee

L felv | saw your buce

1 filled roy xray

1 forgot mysel|

I found a few old leners

1 give my whole water

| had gone a-begging from door
1 hadl travelled all day

I have come 10 thee

1 have dipped the vesel

1 have donned this

1 have ever loved thiee

| have felt your muffed

I have got my leave

1 bave W oy invitation

I hiave kissed this warld

I have learned the Sanskeit
I have Jearot thie simple

I have loaked an this
"1 hiive lost my dewdrop

I have met thee

I have iy shirs in the sky

I have played vy e

T hive scaled the peak

I hatve seen thee as the halawakened

child
I hawve seen thee play
1 hove sitlled my restless
| have suffered and despaired
I hawe sung the sangs
I have ithanked the trees
| hear some rostls
1 hear the melody
I hid mryself to evade you
I haold her hinds
I Binse feae the golden stag
1 kivow ivot Fromn wehat dissant
1 know not how thotl singest
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T know that the day will come
I kow thee s my God

1 know thar a the: dim end of same

ay
| kmow that the flower
I knuww that this life
I b you will wim
I lmigh when | hiear
I beswe my songgs behind me
I lessve no trace of wings

Plingered an my way
1 tive i thids Bintle swarkd

| livedd on the shady side of tie road

I long for the island

Iong w0 go over there

1 long o speak the deepest words

1 love: you, beloved

1 loved (he sandy bank

1 miss the meaning

1 must lavrch oot my boat

I neglected to uppraise

[ oalten wonder where

1 only said, when in theevening,

Topened my bud

1 paced alone on the road

1 played day and night

1 plucked your fTower

1 remiember & day

1 remember my childhood

1 remember the day. The heavy
shower of raimn

1 remember the scene

1 run a8 2 musk-deer runs

{seck and seek

1 shall dic agaln and again

I shall gladly suffer

1 shall not wait and watch

I sitat mry wimdow

I it here on the road

L spent my day on the scorching

I wpill water from my water jar

I thank thee

I think | shall stop

§ think of other ages

§ thought 1 should ask

I thowght that my voyage

1 thought 1 had sonething o wy

I thought 1 had something to sy

[ 658 ]

4
L2

177
547
s
=
518
475
154
151
127
=5
£
142
102
99
Fal b}
71
44
573
| ar s
156
213
13
i
110
n7
257



to her
I thought [ would write
I threw awiay my heart
1 wnich Gaod b my song
I travelled the old road
1 1y i weave a wreath
1 winit to give you something
1 was not aware of the momen|
1 was musing last night
1 wats one SmONg many
I was 1o go awny
1 was walking along
| was walkiig by the road
1 was with the crowd
I will deck thee with roplies
1 will meei ane day
1 will utter your nane

[ wish 1 could take a quirt comer

I woke and found his letter
I would ask for sill more
Idly vy mind folloves

If baby anty wanted 1o

I Gond be within the mosque
1 1 am Impatient 1o-day

1F 1 were living in the royal town

If | were only o litle puppy
1£it |s not my portion

If love be denied me

Il people came 10 know

If the day is done

If the ragged villager

I there is nothing but pain
[f they answer not

if thou speakest not 1 will
If you shedl tears

If you shin your dior

If yow would be husy

I you world have il s

It, by ¢hance you think
Imagine, mother

I Baby's world

In darkness the One

In destth the many

In desperate hope

In hean’s perspective

1 11s swelling pride

Ini Jove | pay my endless debt
I lewe the aim is neither
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inmy life's garden

In my solitade of heart

In one salutation to thee
In pity for the desolae

In that eardy disk

In the beginning of time
In the beginning was He
It the bounteous time

In the deep shadows

In the depths of the lorest
In the drowsy durk caves
In ‘the dusk of the evening

In the dusky path

In the eindiess pathis
In the evening after they have
broughi

In the everning my linde davghter
In the fight of this thriftless day

In the lighmning ffash

In the moon

In the morming 1 cast my net
In the morming, when

In the mountain, stillnes
In the night of weariness

In the nighl the song

In the night when

In the shady depth of life

In the thrill of litke leaves
in the upper sky

In the world"s audience hall
In the world's dusty road

In the youth of the world

I this Grear Universe

In this momenl | sce
Lrifinite Is vour wealth
Infiriee wealth s mog yours
Ix it bevond thee w be glad
1s it the Destroyer

Is not this mountain like

1s summer's festival only

Is that your call again

15 there any wise man

v decks me only to mock me
It has fallen upon me

It s casy to make faces

i i lirtle that reosing Hnow

1t is needless 1o ask of 4 saint
Ieis night
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H b s that in the fores

Bt i the Hiatle thimgs

1t 5 the merey of my true Gora
It 5 the pang of separation

Ur is the vears of the edrth

1 i time for me to go

Iy s written i the hook

It ey boe thaat youir boved) apes
i was growing dak

It was In My

It was mird-lay whien vou went

T wits oy the Brodeling

Tewas only the other diw

s sore-of stiow

Jeweklike the immortal
Toy freed from the bond

Rafar ponders and savs
Riihiir sy “O Salhu!
Ka'hm imd Devavam
Kaernm and Konn

Beep me at your door
Kieks anly riise dust

Liunps burn In every hoase
Languor s wipon your heart
Last night clonds were

Lt night in the garden

Lay down your lute

Lidid yme i he eenire

Leave out my name

Lave his <lianting

Laitvies ave silonees

Leisiire by lts dctivity

Lest T shoinldl konow v

Let all the strabis of jov mingle
Lt hium only see

Let honour conie wi me
Letdife be bewutifial

Lerme feel this world

Lev me he down

Letme bight my lamp

Let me live truly, my Lord

Let me not grope in sun

Lev me not pray 1o be sheliered
Let me ot put mysell wrongly
Lerme not shurme thee
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Letme think thal there i one
among

Ler my doing nothing

Let my love And s strength

Let my love, like sunhght

Let my song be sunple

Let my thoughts come (o you

Let not my love be @ burden

Let not my thuanks 1o thee

Let ot the sword-hilade

L2t amily thad liiike be Veft of me

Lot the dead have

Let the earth and the watis

Let the everiing forgive

Let the links of my shiackles

Let the touch

Let them live who chiase

Let this be my kst worsd

Let thy lode play upah

Lzt vourr liwe wéie mp

Lew your music, like o sword

Let your work be, briide

Life finds its wealth

Life has bocome richer

Life s goven 1o us

Life of my life,

Lafe sends up in blades

Late s aspirations come.

Life’s wrrors cry for

Life's play 15 swifi

Light accepts darkness

Light finds her preasure

Light in my heary

Light is young

Light thy signal, Father

Light, my light. the world-filling

Light, ol where is the light

Likea child that frews

Like fruly, shaken free

Like my leant's pain

Like the meeting of ihe seagulls

Listen 1o the praver

Listen, my heart, to the whispers

Listen, my heard, in his e

Little songs

Lard almy being

Love is an endless mysery

Love is [lFe in its fulness
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Love punishes

Lewe reemains ad secret
Lewse] whizrn vou come
Love's gift cannot be given
Love's pain sang round
Love, my heari longs
Love, thou hasy made
Lovers come 10 you

Lugky was my awakening

Manden, thy beauty is ke
Maiden;, your simplicity
Make me thy cup and let
Make tne thy poet

Make way, O bud

Man barricades against

Man claims Gaod's

Man discovers his own

Mim does not reveal himsell
‘Man goes Into the noiw crowd
Man is g born child

Afan is worse than an anumal
Mins history is waing
Many 2 time when the spring
My be there is one house
Memory, the priesicss

Men are cruel

Men begin 10 gathen
Messcriger, morming boought
Methinks, my love

Migratory songs Wing

Mind's underground moths

Mistakes live in the neighbourhood

Moaomn, for what dao

More than all else

Mother, | do want 1o leave
Muither, | shall weave & chain
Mother, ler us imagine
Muother, the folk

Mather, the light has grown
Muother, your baby

Much have you givett 1o me
My Birthday!

My body and my mind

My bonils are cut

My clinuds, sorrowing

My day i done

My ilesires are many
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My evening came amiing
My oy feel the deep peace
Myeves huvve host their sleep
My Fudth i el

My fanicies are fireflies

My feters, you made music
My iwer of the iy

My flower, seek nol

My flowers were like milk
My friend

My guesi has come

My heart beats her waves:
My heart eries aloud

My hieart feels shy

My heart has spread

My heart is a flie

My heart is homesick

My hearn is hke the golden
My heart is on fire

My hear sings

My heart to-day smiles

My heart, like a peacock
My heart, the bird of

My heart, with lts lapping
My Ring was unknown

My King's road that lies
My King, thou hast

My lasr salutations

My dife like the reed

My fife when young

My Jife's empty Dute

My Lord hides Himself

My liwve of Lo-diay finda

My love, | will keep

My lowe, nnce Hpon a'time
My Master has bid me

My mind Tias s oroe unon
My miind starts up

My mind still buzzed

My new love comes

My night has passed

My offerings are not for the temple

My offerings are too timid
My portion of the best

My said theasghis tewse

My song has put off her adornments

My songs are like bees
My-songs are the sane
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INDEX

My songs are to shig 175 (0 roupe of ittle vagranms
My soul to-night loses isself 72 €3 wornian, you ure nog
My thoaghts shimmer 414 ) youi whaggy-headed
My thoughs, like sparks 40 Ohbstinmte gre the trammels
My uniumed strings beg 460 OF all days you have
My wishes are fools 299 Oh Narsd! | know
My worsds that are slight 430 i Sakhi
My wiork ks rowarided 450 Cm ' mumry an idle day
My world, when ! was 287 Om my way 0 recovery

Oy thar mighi whaey
Neither mother noy diughier 249 On the day when death
Never be wlraid of 404 O the tduy when the lotus Boomed
Night's darkness is a bag 472 On the sweashore of endles wordids
No guest had conie 220 Omn the seashorve of endless worlds
No more noisy, Towd words 78 O the slope of the desalate rver
oy my friends, 1 shall never 104 O this side of the water
Nog it ks mot yours 1o open 162 O this tree 1s 2 hicd
None fives for ever, brother 116 Once again | wake up
None necds be thrust 2% Once we dreamt
Not far me is the love 1+ 8 Omce you fisd lent
Not hammersirokes 411 Onemorning

Ome sad voice
O beauty, find thyself in love Al Umne who was-distant came
O brather! when | was 595, Ome word keep for me
O bruther, my heatt yens 510 Omly a pornon of my
O fite, my brother 173 Opeen thy door
O fool, s try (o carry thysell 45 Open your eyes of love
O friend! hope for Him 199 Our desire lends
O friend! this body is His lyre 516 Onr lane s tonuous
O friend, awake, and sleep 515° O lite sails
O 'friend, dear hean 530 Onr master isa worker
O how say | ever expres 5 Our names are the Highe
O Lol Increane, whe will serve 504 Our voyage s begun
O mail, superbly drunk : 104 Over the green and yellow
O man divine, sanctify B Ower the relic of Lord Budelha
O man, il o dow 524
O mother, the voung Prince RE Pardon me, if in my pride
0 my heart! the Supreme Spiril B Peace, my heary
Ormy child, my infant Shiva 352 ‘Pear] shells can up
O my heart! let us go 5191 Perhape the crescent moan
O my heart! you have notknown 529 Pick up this life
) sadhul my tand 538 Pilgrim, the night
€ sadhu! purify your body 519 Pitiless diarts of fire
O sadhu! the smple union 517 FPluck this little flower
O pervant, wherr dom it Power sabd o the world
O that | were stored 246 Power takes as ingratinude
O the waves, the sky-devouring 155 Praise shames mie
O Thou the last falfilment of life 74 Pride engraves his frowns
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Prisoner, rell me
Profir smiles on goodness

Put out the lamp when thou wishes

Pt ount the lamps, my heart

Raidus, the sweeper
Receive that Ward
Rejoice!

Release me

Rest helongs to the work
Revereadd sir, foigive
Rockets, your insult
Roots are the hranches
Run 1o his side

Sailing through the night
Sanatan was telling '
Say of hum what vou please
Serve vour God

Sebird's wings with gold
Shadow, with her veil drawn
She dwelt here by the poal
She dwelt on the hiltside
She bs near o my heart
She is our own

She is still a child, my lord
Stie is the spirit

She left me her flower

She went away

She whoever had remained
Silence will carry your
Sinee the first day-break
Sire, anpounced the servni
Sit still my heart

Smoke boasts to the sky
Sormaka and Ritvik

Some day 1 shall sing
Somne have thought decply
Some one has secretly
Some unseen fingers
Sorrow is hushed

Sarrow that has josi

Speak w me; my love!
Spring hesitates at winter's
Spring scatters the petals
Stavul before my eyes
Storm of midnight
Strange ways has my gust
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Stray hirdd of summer
Struck withi the curse
Subile s the path ol love!
Suddenly the window
Sudas; the gardener

Sullen clouds are gathering

Supposing | became
Sweetness of thy name

Take back your coins
Take my wine in my own
Take your holicay

Tell e if this be all true

Tell me, Brother, how can |

Tell me, € Swan,

Thank the flame for its light
That 1 exint is 2 perpental surprise
That | should make much 6f myself

That I want thee, anly thee
That love can ever Jose

That which ends in exhanstion

That which oppresses me

Thiat which vou sée is noand

for that
The arst wthe lover
The bartle is over

The beggar goes a-begging,

The beggar in me lified

The best does not come alone
The bird of the moming sings

The bird thinks it is an act

The bird wishes it were a clowd

The bird-song is the echo
The binth and death

The blue of the sky

The boat of the bostmn
The Boatmimn is out

The bolsterous spring
The bow whispers

The breere whispers

The burden of self

The Buried city, laid bure
The bumning log bursts
The butterfly counis nol
The butterfly Mliting
The butterfly has leisure
The canal boves wo think
The captive flower

[663 ]

184
168
140
137
451

2EeaEs88s8EE

=
=

471

474

116



The conue s soll and silent
The child ever dwedlh

The child who s decked

Mve cloud said t me

e houd gives all b gl
The eloud kanglied

The cdenul konwd humbly

The clonuded sky tociy

The cloods fil the watercups
The cloads par, the morning
The clsiuld thicken

The dimsitiess of power

Thie coliweh pretends to

Thie ericker s chirp

The crivad listens

The current m which T drified
The durkly venled June

The durkness of night man harmony -

The darkness of might, like pain
The day came for

The day grew dim

The day is dim with rain

The day i e more, the shadow
The ray is not yet done

The day of work by done

The clay it stanide

The dhuy was wheen §did ned
The day, withh dhe omise

Thi departing night's one ks
The desent is imprisoned

The dewdrog kiows thi sun
The dim silenee of my mind
The dry river-hed finds

The dumb earth livaks

The dlist of the deadd

The zligsl freeeives indaal.

The ¢y sutumn day

The earth goeesal the moson
Thieearth Tuims woe me

Thiie carth’s sacrficial fire

The echo mocks her engin
The eveming beckons

The evening sky 1o me

The evening siood

The evening was Jonely

The evesare nol prowd

The faded Tower sEhs

The G was om

INDEX

45
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The Exilly waiting in

The filse can never

The Gilier came Back

Thie ferrp-toat plics

The Bire ol pan traces

The fire restramned in the wee
Thie fireffies. twmkling

The first flower

The first flush of dawn glistens
The fish in the water is silen
The ftame met the eanthen
The flaming fire wams

The floud, at lost _
The flower sheds all s petals
The flower which is single
The flute of the Infinite
The flitesound of a boliday
The founisin of death

The freedom of the stonm
The frukt that | hive gained
The Truits gome in growds
The Ceneral came before
The girls are out '

The glowworm ywhile explaring
The gras seeks her

The grassblade s worthy
The greant Is o bae child

Thie grreat walks with

The grear carth makes

The greed for fruit mises
The harp gives forth

The hidden banner is planted
The il inits jonging.

The hillsare like shouts

The houpse, Ingening

The huwrnicane secks

The misnt flower opens

The mner worhl younded
The jesmine knows the sm
The jasmime’s lisping of live
The jewel |=lost in the mud
The joy ran from sl the workd
The judge thinks that he is just
The kingfisher sits still

Thie bake lies Jow by the hill
The lamp of meeting bums
The lamp waits through
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The larrern which | carry
The bl becomes Mower
The learned sy

The light of the sun

The light thar plays

The Hutle fomwer lies

The lick of error shuts

The lifty budlding

The Lotd i o me

The lotus aifers its beauty
The man of fith moves on dlong
Theman had no usellil work
The middle vegion of the sky
The mighty desert:
Themimd ever seeks its words
The mmimd, sharp bt nor bromd:
Thie mist is like

The mist weaves her net

The mist, like love

The manth of Manch

The moan has her light

The mixn shines in my body
The Morming Star whispers
The monting s of sitence
The moming-ight aches
The Mother's jirsyer

The mountain fir

The mountain remsing

The movement of life

Thé mukele that has o douiy
The music of the Gr-away
The mvsiery of eréation

The name she cilled.

The news of my love

Tive night darkened

The might deepens

The mighn s dark

The night is nearky spem
The night is upon me

The night kisses

The night opens

The night waned

The night was dark

The night's fower was

The night's silenice

The noise of the moimen)
The noonday air

The obsequious brush
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The odour cries in the haod
The ome withow second
The overflowing bowmy
The paim was great

The palanguin came

The pertect decks itsell
The pet dog saspects

The pictiure—a memiory
Thie pilgrims ure wfriid
The poes wind is ol

The poet’s mind Moas
The poned sends up bs byries
The power thal bogsis

The preludes of the nigh
The rain fell G

The rain has held back

Therambow among the clinils

The raindrop whisperedd
The ramdrops kissed

Thie eatng sweep the sky
The razor-blade s proud
The ceal with s meaning
The reed waits.

I'he rght to poesess boasts
The river smod it waves
The river is grey

The road s lonely

The road is my wedded companion

The roots below the carth
The rose is a great deal more
The sadness of my soul

The samit I

The same seredm of life

The same sun is newly bain
The sanids in vour way

Thie Sarial wirmm Buirries
The savour of wandering
The scabbard i content

The scouts of a distant storm
The sea of danger

The sea smines

The secmnan thinks

The service of the trui

Tha shade of my irees

The shadows of evening.

The shone whispers

The shy shadow in the garden
The sigh of the shore
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The silent mght has

The shy gazes

The sky remains infinitely
The sky sets o e
The sky tells irs heads

The sleep thar flis on haby's eves

The sleep thar Hits on baby's
The smell of the wet earth
Thie sail iy return for her
The song feels the infinite
The song that | cane 1o sing
The spurrow {8 sorry

The spirit of death is vne
The spirit of work in creation
The spring Dewers

The sprimg with lis leaves
The stars iire not afrad

The stars crowd eound

The stars of nigh

The storm is like the ery
The storm of the fase night
The stream: of tuth flows
The sun breaks oui

The sun goes to cross

The sun had st on tie
Thie sin has his smople

The sun shines, the min
The sun shone on a

The sun's kiss mellows

The sunflower blushed

The sunlight opens

The sunshiie greets me
The tamne hird was in 2 cage
The wapestry of Jile's story
The time is pasi

Thie tine that my juurmey tales
The 1ouch of the pameless
The tree bears its thousand
The tree gazes in love

The tree ls o winged spirit
The tree s of -y

The irécs come up to

The trees, like the longings
The tresubling leaves

The true Nome is like none.
The teumpet lies i the dust
The two separated shores
The vyrant ciarms freedom
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The unseen dark plays

The Vedas say

The viics of winysitle

The wall hreaks asunder
The war drains are sounder|
The wisp thinks that

The water in a vessel

The waterfall sings

The weak ean be wirible
The wedding honr

Thie wind is up

The wind ol heaven hlows
The wind tries io take

The wise know how to leach
The woman who is parted
The woodcutier's axe

The workman and his

The world does not leak
The world has kissed

The world hos opened

The world is the everchanging
The world is yoars

The world knows that

The world loved mun

The world pitts off

The world rushes on over
The world speaks to me
The woarld suffers most.
The world 1oday Is wild

The worm thinks it strange
The yellow bind sings

The Yogi dyes his garments
Then finish the la

There are numerous
There are seehers of wisdim
Thete are tracts Lo my life
Thete is 2 lonker-on

There is a strunge tree
There is nothing But water
There 1s roon fof you
There on the crest of the hifl
There siiles the Divine
These hnle thoughts

These paper boats of mine
They call vou mad

They clamour and fight
They donot build

They expect thanks
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They hated and killed

They knew the way

They light their own lamps
They said tha Rahir

They throw their shadows
They who are pear

Things look phamrastic
Things throng and hagh
This avitiermn is mine

This autiin morming

This elay s dear 10 me

Thiis s 4 dream

This b my delight

This is my prayes 1o thee
This Is nomere dallying
This lifee 1 the crossing

This longing ks foe thie one
This longing to meet

This rainy evening

This sadness of my soul

This song of mine

This warkd s the world
Those thoughs of mine
Those who have evervthing
Those who siruck

Those who walk on the path
Thou-art a ghmmer

Thou art the ruler

Theou art the sky and thou
Thou erussest desert

Thou didst well o tum me back
Thou hast come again

Thou hast done well, miy lover
Thou has given me Lhy love
Thou hist given me Uy wal
Thou Lo given us 1o live
Thists hiasd led e throagh
Thou husl miade me endless
Thiow last nesde me known
Thon hast risen late

Thiou hast taken him

Thou hast vanished

Thou veean of things

Thou rasest thy wives
Thou shaly dwell

Thou wile find, Esernal Traveller
Though he holdsin his arms
Though | know, my friend
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Though the evening comes
Though the thom
Thowgghi beeds el
Thoughts pass in omy mind
Through death and sorrow
Through the sadness
Through the silent night
Thirough the roubled
Than it b that thy joy

Thy call has sped over

Thy gify of the enrlies

Thy gifts 1o us mortils il
Thy nature is in lorget thysell
Thy shy lintle pomegrinmine
Thy sunbu-am cimes

Thy sunshine smiles wpaon
Time afier tme [ came
Time s endless in thy hands
Time is the wealth

Timiel thoughss

Timielly 1 cowered

Ty s, yoer stepes

Tared of walting

To be ourspoken s ey

To carry the burdan

To justify their own

T thowe s 1o meet yok

To the luh'h-wu EAvE sDngs
“To the blind pen

T thie giests tha mise

Ta the pilgrimage cally

To Thee Thou kast drwt
To what shore would you
To' whem shall | ga
To-night there is a stir
Tocsare ihe Aagers
Traveller. must you go
Traveller. where do you go
Trees are the earth's encdless
True end s not in the reaching
Trust love even i iv hrmgs
Truh in her dress fimds
Truth loves is limit

Truth rmises against isell
Truth seems W come
Tulsdas, the poct

Two little hane feet
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Lpagugstis ihie disciple

Wuymide grass, fove the siar
We e 1o play the game
We vame Inther wiether
We tom noarosl

We guln froedom

We live i thivwoarkl

We resul thie world
Weahiall ke snpe

We i L sunk

We, the musiling leaves
Weanlify bs the buirilen
Wht cenmes Tram yonm
Whu divime dripk wouledsi
What b= it thad dirivies
Whnt is il e

Wit is there but the ik
What is thie melody

Whan 15 ehis unseen lame
Wha fanguagze is thine
Whae msic is tha

Whiat of the nighiz

Whiat v are you do not sec
When all the strongs of my
When at last youare come
When hells sopmded
When death come

When from the house
When He Himsell reveals
When | am paried

When Tawike in thy liwe

When hiring o you coloiired tays
Whiess | Bring you colomred tys

Whes | give up the et
When | go ulitie at night
When 1 go From hene
Whent 1 lngered dinoes
When | resie from my sleep
Wihan | stand befisre ihee
Whichi | thought Iiwveild
When [ travelled in the
When I travelled w here
When m the depth

When tn your death

When i1 was disy thicy cume
When like a itaming

When my firsiearly songs

INDEX

171

210
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206

Whesi sy hoart did paut

Whieri iy muotiiad wan relensed
Wit my play was with thee
When o urewell ot

When peace is sctive sweeplng

Whiti shie passed by itte
When storm- clouds pumiie
When the creanon was new
When the gong sounds
When the bearp s hard
When the lamp weni ow
When the markes

When the sun goes down
When the two sistem go:
When the vorce of the Sileni
When |lie warriors cume
When thie weatiness

When the world sheeps
Whien they came

When thos comemandest me
When thea savest me
When we rejoice

Whiet we! iwio it sried
Whien vou culled me

Whien vou Hold v Lumg
Whici mizd in their mivih
Whenoe dao v i
Where do you hurry
Where dost thiow stand
Where have [ come from
Where 15 heaven

Where 15 the lountain
Where s the marker fon vou
Where s the need of words
Where s the night

Whierw roads are mace
Where Spring, the lord

Where the mind is withowur lear

Whiere were your somg
While ages prussed

Wil G waits for

Whitle I walk 1o my

Whille T wi passing

While stepping into

Wiiile the ghiss kap rebighes
While tie jose wis

Whike 2 pink oleanders
Whins AdTiEE Yy
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Who sne you and whence
Whis are you, veader

Whno dmves me

Whie has ever taughi

Whe is awake all alope
Whis i alie whio dwells
Whis ie there ws take up
Whir is this captive

Whes stule sleep

Why are those tears

Why diprive me, my Faie
Why it hie cliose (o come
Why didl i lamp go oun
Why dis you put ime
Wiy o vou sit thiere

Why o vou sit there

Why do yoewhisper

Whiy so impaoeni

Why these prepantions
With a glance of your

With & sword in his right
With chays of hard il
With his motting songs
With the murming

With the ruing of ermor's
Within this sarilien vess)|
Wonng, iy your bughier
Woma, thim hast encingled
Wornan, thow Lasy made
Warmnan, when you maove
Winiman, with ihe grace
Woman, vour haskel i leavw
Would you pit vour
Wrong cannot afford

Yoes) | know, this s nothing
Yer 1 can never believe
You atlowed your kingly
You ibways stand alone
Yo are like a Howering
You are the big dop

You are the evening
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Your sk e mother

Yo came down: from yoor
Yo came for a moment
Yol cune 1o me

Yens came to my door

You desived my love

Yimd dliad oot know yoursell
Yiooul give vouurself (o me
You had youor rucdder

Youu fwve drunk

Yo lve made me greal
Yirud huvier et s g
Yo hrve takien a bath

You fuve warehed

Your hide yourself

You leave vour mermory
You feft me and wen

You live alone

You muker of piciures

Yo say that father

Yo seemet] from albr

You sovilex] aned alked

Yo voerk sy havel anved direw
Yo witlkiedd by the rivenside path
You were in \he centre

Yo will Tesdd e

Youl, i your tineless watch
Yoot fike @ rivnaled

Yo calumny sguirse

Your caveless gifis

Yo days will be full

Youir Miiting love lighily
Your idol s shattered in the duast
Your questioning eyes are sad
Yourr smile was the flowers
Your smile, my fove

Your speech iz simple

Your voice, free bird

Your vorce, my fnend

Your windlow half opencd
Youmrs is the light
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