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The Crescent Moon

The Child-Angel

They clamour and fight, they doubt and despair,

they know no end to their wranglings.

Let your life come amongst them like a flame of light,
my child,
unflickering and pure, and delight them into silence.
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 flower,
and at sunset bend your head
and in silence complete the worship of the day.
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Crescent Moon
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 a crowd
it will fence you about with aloofness.

My song will be like a pair of wings to your dreams,
it will transport your heart to the verge of the unknown.

It 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 it 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.
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Poems
1

Come friend, 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 torn,
take shelter within walls of rough stones.
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The Fugitive
2-6

I was to go away; still she did not speak.
But I 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 garland 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.
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The Fugitive
2-7

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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The Gardener
-2

When she passed by me with quick steps,
the end of her skirt touched me.
From the unknown island of a heart
came a sudden warm breath of spring.
A flutter of a flitting touch brushed me
and vanished in a 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.
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The Gardener -31-

-31- HIRL &84,
My heart, the bird of the wilderness, Yol CL"L"-'LU{PL Q_L(R:L @ Q,\_L 25131,
has found its sky in your eyes. Q3. vl
They are the cradle of the morning, o~ oA el
they are the kingdom of the stars. d dl & UL, WKL
My songs are lost in their depths. 2, dl?.[a’l).'i Ao,

Let me but soar in that sky, in its lonely immensity.

N\ a\ 5 A\ ' o1t
Let me but cleave its clouds wldld 8 H UKD‘ 24+t Gl

and spread wings in its sunshine. @,\S% 8 W A SN
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The Gardener
-48-
Free me from the bonds of your sweetness, my love !
No more of this wine of kisses.
This mist of heavy incense stifles my heart.
Open the doors, make room for the morning 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.

o€l
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The Gardener -50-
-50-

Love, my heart longs day and night B, 2teHaL dad 6 de W, il e e,

for the meeting with you 3
—for the meeting that is like all devouring death. adeundl, adegll e W Fet-t 2uc.

Sweep me away like a storm; Bstalddl BH 1A A3 &l

take everything I have; -
break open my sleep W AdRd 48 al.

and plunder my dreams. Wil [gl dldl, 2l 0130
Rob me of my world. w3l QRE{L:L (.La'[ al.
In that devastation, )
in the utter nakedness of spirit, L AL Yedidl,
let us become one in beauty. L 3] Ao, AdUHL

Alas for my vain desire !
Where is this hope for union
except in thee, my God ?
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Poems
-2

The 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 voice 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?

ofldlagort
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The Kiss

Lip’s language to lip’s ears.

Two drinking each other’s heart, it seems.
Two roving loves who have left home,
pilgrims to the confluence of lips.
Two waves rise by the law of love
to break and die on two sets of lips.
Two wild desires craving each other
meet at last at the body’s limits.
Love’s writing a song in dainty letters,
layers of kiss-calligraphy on lips.
Plucking flowers from two sets of lips
perhaps to thread them into a chain later.
This sweet union of lips
is the red marriage-bed of a pair of smiles.

53 2l SlMe-1886
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Poems
-~

If there is 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
who is in possession of himself;
the sweet air of the spring is for him,
the flowers, the bird songs;
but love comes like a devouring shadow
effacing the whole world,
eclipsing life and youth,

Then why seek this mist that darkens existence?

elell ol gl Yo Al
YAR WAl-1888

28

-4
ol dgel (Al 518 o A2l Uwul,
dl uedl 21 U, 2uAL?
dHI3, eed A A 5, W2 Al &84 U dMIRL €5 —
2 U SALAL?
o3l € vl A $cHL GHEL SH-l, —
2, VL GHEL 8,2
5104 € old U %A,
A2l e LUl SIS .
didsll Hlol uds A U,
Yl uRHe A Uull, oy,
uel AR weeorsl oM U A,
@art, 2, AldeA, a5l A Ad 0l i
dl uedl 2L ARt WA sl Gl 204 2ud ?

29



Poems
-5-
Delusions I did cherish
but now I am rid of them.
Tracing the track of false hopes
I trod upon thorns
to know that they are not flowers.
I shall never trifle with love,
never play with heart.
I shall find my refuge in you
on the shore of the troubled sea.

&d 53 ¢l
YAR WAl-1888
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The Gardener
-7

“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,
I cannot understand them.’
‘Pleasure is frail like a dewdrop, while it laughs it dies.
But sorrow is strong and abiding.
Let sorrowful love wake in your eyes.’
‘Ah no, my friend, your words are dark,
I cannot 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,
I cannot understand them.

AR gul Ad Yul
HAR WAl-1888
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Desire SH L

A fast damp wind blows sharply from the east, Igcbuaﬂ afld)l udAsl x'@Q‘LCLLé\L ddl.

sweeping dark-blue clouds on the sunrise-path. I Sall A
Far-off, on the Ganga - not a boat! - the sand drifts. AAUBHAAL Rcll U AARUH, dlsh WAL cdddl.

I sit and wonder: where is she today! &2 OiOLLLLé, 4 585 L, Gl Hial EXI
Withered leaves are blown on empty paths. % adld Q) el 1% Q.'QL, L 97
From a dls’canfl::;1 comes .the x];\foccl)dland i mad commotion. Q21 22 P Wigdl BledL
e morning birds are silent.
Their nests shake. %’\’.gﬂ. AR GUL2 Bl
I think continually: where is she today? gordl WO, ueld il Nt 42

Ah, how long she was near me, and I said nothing!

$ 3. %Y L6897
And the days went by, one after another. Hdd § [Etzug,, 7 o sl 9?2

DY
Laughter and jokes, throwing words at each other; 22, sedl AR @&l’l d Wl W ¢dl
within them lurked the heart’s intended hints. uA, Y 5 o 3@ ]!
If I could have her by me today, 25 Ul A5 [BaA YR AS 2L

I feel I could tell her all I wanted to say.
Clouds would cast dark shadows across my words

S8 A ACLAMR URRMR AdLE,

and the wind would lend its wildness to my breath. 2] @uml Qalell AAA SALAA UALE.
From afar it would gather - the stillness before a storm. 4 AL O 3 2U% % d W3l WA &id,
Clouds, woods, riverbanks - all would merge into one. A A . .. ’
Her loose hair would cascade over her face dl W2 % “g d 3&% ¢d d sl asdl el
and her eyes would hold back the dewy drops. HIRL 268l U Ud dleti-l 821 ULl
Speeches most solemn, covering life and death, R ARA U Udd Udel Rola o).

inner longing, like the forest’s uproar, vital throbbing -
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(continued) det, e 2 AUl ARAA-As6[on] 2oLl
drll €921 dloL detl ASRA YR AL
dell A, detl (Rl (Glg Ml
2t A Yo, 20 Adl diefl aldl,
el Bledl 2R 2fl 2ida-l i,

34 35



from here to hereafter, hymns of grandeur,
high effusive hopes, huge sadness -

shadows, deep absence-pangs, restless desires, locked

up, heart-concealed, half-formed whispers,

not for elaboration,
would fill the solitude like clouds heaped on clouds.
As at the end of the day, in midnight’s mansion
the universe displays its planets and stars,
so in my heart, freed from laughter and jests,
she would perceive infinity’s outburst.
The noise, the games, the merriment would be below;
the spirit’s tranquil sky would be above.

In light you see but the gambolling of a moment;
in darkness alone am I myself without end.
How small I was when she left me and went away!
How small that farewell, spoken with trivial words!
I neither showed her imagination’s true realm,
nor made her sit in my soul’s dark solitude.

If in such privacy, stillness, grand ambience
two minds could spend an eternal night together -
in the sky no laughter, no sound, no sense of direction,
just four roving eyes waking like four stars!

No weariness, no satiety, no road-blocks:
life expanding from one world to the next!
From the strings of twin spirits in full unison
a duet would rise to the throne of the limitless.

Hi12{l-1890
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Poems
=3-
All fruitless is the cry,
All vain this burning fire of desire.
The sun goes down to 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 feeling.
I clasp both thine hands in mine,

And keep thine eyes prisoner with my hungry eyes;
Seeking 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 eyes, in the depth of their darkness
There shines a soul-beam
tremulous with a wide mystery.
Speechless I gaze upon it.

And I plunge with all my heart
Into the deep of a fathomless longing;

I lose myself.

(ese s
HA2A1-1890
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Poems
-6-
I have ever loved thee in a hundred forms and times,
Age after age, in birth following birth.

The chain of songs that my fond heart did weave
Thou graciously didst take around thy neck,
Age after age, in birth following birth.

When I listen to the tales of the primitive past,
The love-pangs of the far distant times,

The meetings and partings of the ancient ages,

I 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 twin currents of love

That well up from the inmost heart of the Beginningless.

We two have played in the lives of my riad lovers.
In tearful solitude of sorrow,
In tremulous shyness of sweet union,
In old old love ever renewing its life.
The on-rolling flood of the love eternal
Hath at last found its perfect final course.

All the joys and sorrows and longings of heart,
All the memories of the moments of ecstasy,
All the love-lyrics of poets of all climes and times.
Have come from the everywhere
And gathered in one single love at thy feet.

Virid AN,
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The Fugitive
1-7

I am like the night to you, little flower.
I can only give you peace
and a wakeful silence hidden in the dark.
When in the morning you open your eyes,
I shall leave you to a world a-hum 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.
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The Fugitive
1-14

I am glad you will not wait for me

with that lingering 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.
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 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.

Grrede Al
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The Fugitive
1-16

I forgot myself for a moment, and I came.
But raise your eyes, and let me know
if there still linger some shadow of other days,
like a pale cloud on the horizon
that has been robbed of its rain.
For a moment bear with me if I forget myself.
The roses are still in the bud;
they do not yet know
how we neglect to gather flowers this summer.
The morning star has the same palpitating hush;
the early light is enmeshed in the branches

that overbrow your window, as in thos other days.

That times are changed I forget for a little,
and have come.
I forget if you ever shamed me
by looking away when I bared my heart.
I only remember the words
that stranded on the tremor of your lips;
I remember
in your dark eyes sweeping shadows of passion,

like the wings of a home-seeking bird in the dusk.

I forget that you do not remember, and I come.
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The Gardener
-29_

Speak to me, my love ! Tell me in words what you sang.
The night is dark. The stars are lost in clouds.
The wind is sighing through the leaves.
I will let loose my hair.
My blue cloak will cling round me like night.
I will clasp your head to my bosom;
and there in the sweet loneliness murmur on your heart.
I will shut my eyes and listen.
I 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 eyes
and go on our different paths.
Speak to me, my love ! Tell me in words what you sang.
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The Gardener
-49-

I hold her hands and press them to my breast.
I try to fill my arms with her loveliness,
to plunder her sweet smile with kisses,
to drink her dark glances with my eyes.
Ah, but, where is it?
Who can strain the blue from the sky?
I try to grasp the beauty;
it eludes me, leaving only the body in my hands.
Baffled and weary I come back.
How can the body touch the flower
which only the spirit may touch?
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Death-dream

The night after full moon. Early in the evening

the pale moon rose in a corner of the sky.
The small boat, quivering, sped with a billowing sail,
as on time’s stream glides
an idle thought in a mind half-awake.
One bank, high and jagged, cast a shadow.
The other sloped and merged

with white sand, looking the same in moonlight.

Below the banks in a lazy langour flowed
Ganga - slim, sluggish in Baishakh.

The wind blew from the east, my home’s direction,
like the sighing of distant relatives who missed me.
before my waking eyes sometimes the moon,
sometimes a loved face drifted.

One half of me was wistful, the other half elated.
Densa orchards of mango appeared on the north bank.
They looked unreal, like remembered groves.
Bank, tree, hut, path - sketched on moonlight’s scroll -
and sky reflected in water,
like the image of a far-off magical world.

Eyes shut, dream-immersed, I imagined
a swan gliding along the boundless sky:
upheaval of large white wings in moonlight,
myself stretched on its back, on a downy ride.
Sleep crouched on me like a pleasurable death.
There were no hours, nor night-watchman to call them.
Night without end, disconnected from day.

In the hushed, deserted world only the waves,
the murmuring waters softly lapped my ears -
sea of sleep dream-ruffled.

(continued)
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Ages passe - I couldn’t count how many.
Like a lamp without oil, the universe began to flutter.
A giant shadow swallowed the firmament,
and with head bowed, the universal night
began the countdown to death: three, two, one . . .
The moon began to wane, to disappear.

The liquid murmur faded, fell silent.

All the stars, unflinching, like ghost’s eyes
without mercy fixed themselves on me,
the only creature in the entire heavens.
Through that long night the billions of stars
slowly went out, one after another.

I opened my eyes wide, but received no light.
Ice-hard, death-chill, that darkness
couldn’t pierce my irises.

Numbed then, the bird-wings started to droop.
The long neck plunged. The swan began to descend.
For ten thousand years the deafening sound of a fall
struckmy ear-drums. The horrendous
gaping night split into two.

Suddenly all the memories of my life
woke for a moment, and in a flash sped
ahead of me, crashing to a thousand pieces.
The hottest chase I gave them, but couldn’t retrieve
a particle from that debacle, alas.
Nowhere could I rest this body of mine,
wholly wearied bymy own iron weight.

I wanted to cry, but found neither breath nor voice,
my throat choked by darkness:
solely within me it was happening - the cosmic collapse.

(continued)
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The fierce velocity made me long and thin
like the shrill whistle of a swift hurricane.
Sharp as an arrow, as fine as a needle’s tip,
piercing infinite time’s breast I went,
my body and mind merged, reduced to a line.
Gradually the limits of time dissolved.

An instant and eternity became one.

The ocean of empty space shrank to a point
of the deepest, the most ultimate blackness.

I was swallowed by that ocean of a point.

The dark lost its darkness. There was none called ‘T’,
yet in a curious way it seemed there was.
Awareness, gagged, blind beneath unawareness,
waited for someone or something, like a life-breath
lingering eternally after death.

I opened my eyes. ganga flowed as before,
and my boat was speeding westward to its mooring.
Faint lamps flickered in cottages on the bank,
and above, the moon was as honey-faced as ever.
The earth kept her vigil, creatures asleep on her lap.

Uy

28.4.1888

(11890

English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Bride

‘Day’s ending, let’s go and fetch water.”

I seem to hear from afar that old evening call -
But where is the shade and the water?
Where are the steps and the fig-tree?

As I sit alone with my thoughts I seem to hear
‘Day’s ending, let’s go and fetch water.”
Pitcher at my hip, the winding path -
Nothing but fields to the left stretching into haze,
to the right the slanting bamboo-grove.

The evening sunlight shines on the blackness of the
pool, the woods round its edge are sunk in shade.
I let myself idly float in the pool’s deep calm,
the koel on the bank has sweetness in its song.
Returning, I suddenly see above the dark trees,
painted on the sky, the moon.

The wall, split by the peepul tree -

I used to run there when I woke.

On autumn mornings the world glistened with dew,
clusters of oleanders bloomed.

Two creepers covering the wall
were laden with purple flowers.

I sat in my hiding-place peering through cracks,
my sari trailed on the ground.

Field after field, and on the horizon
a distant village blending with the sky.

Next to me ancient palm-trees stand so densely
their dark green foliage merges.

I can see the dam’s thin line, its water glinting,
herd-boys crowd its edge.

(continued)
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The path goes on out of sight, I do not know where -

who knows through what new places?

Oh this city with its stony body!
Its massive loveless fist has squeezed and crushed
a young girl’s feelings, pitilessly.
Where are the boundless fields, the open path,
the birdsong, the trees, the shadows?

There seem to be people all around me,

I can’t speakmy heart in case they hear me.
Weeping is wasted here, it is stopped by the walls,
my weeping always comes back to me.

No one understands why I cry, they wonder,
they want to know the cause.

Nothing pleases the girl, she ought to be ashamed,
it'’s always the same with girls from villages.

All these friends and relations to keep her company,
but she sits in a corner and shuts her eyes!’
They point at my body or face,
they argue about how I look - I feel like a garland-seller,
my wares examined, tested for quality, coldly.

I loiter alone amidst them all,
each day hangs so heavily.

People here are like worms crawling between bricks,
there is no love, there is no gaiety.

What of you, mother, where are you?

You can’t have forgotten me, surely?

When you sit outside on our roof beneath the new moon
do you still tell fairy-stories?

Or do you, alone in bed, lie awake at night,
in tears and sickness of heart?

(continued)
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Take flowers to the temple at dawn to offer your prayers
for your exiled daughter’s well-being?
Here also the moon rises over the roof,
its light is at my door and begs for entry.
I feel that it wandered widely before it found me,
it sought me because it loved me.
I forget myself for a moment,
I rush to fling open the door.
At once the spies all around me rise like a storm,
swoop with their cruel authority.
They won’t give love, they won’t give light.
I feel all the time it would be good to die,
to sink in the lap of the water of the pool,
in its shady darkness, its cool black depths.
Keep on, keep on with your evening call -
‘Day’s ending, let’s go and fetch water.”
When will my evening come?
All playing end?
The cooling water quench all fires?
If anyone knows, tell me when.

“g
Hi12(l-1890
English translation by William Radice.
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The Gardener
-51-

Then finish the last song and let us leave.
Forget this night when the night is no more.
Whom do I 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.
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Poems
-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 greatness.

Forgive our transgression,
teach us to forgive.
Guide us into serene fortitude
through all joys and sorrows,
inspire us with love
overcoming pride of self,
and let our devotion for thee
bansih all enmity.
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Lover’s Gift
-209—

I thought I had something to 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 words that I had to say to her.

It seems to sail in the autumn clouds on an endless quest
and to bloom into evening flowers,
seeking its lost moment in the sunset.

It twinkles like fireflies in my heart,
to find its meaning in the dusk of despair,
the word that I had to say to her.
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Poems
-10-

I thought I had something to say to her
when our eyes met in the road.
But she passed away,
and it rocks day and night
like an idle boat on every wave of the hours -
the thing that I had to say to 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 fireflies in my heart
to find its own meaning
in the dusk of despair -

the thing that I had to say to her.
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The Crescent Moon
The Home

I paced alone on the road across the field
while the sunset was hiding its last gold like a miser.
The daylight sank deeper into the darkness,
and the widowed land,
whose harvest had been reaped, lay silent.
Suddenly a boy’s shrill voice rose into the sky.
He traversed the dark unseen,
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 coconut
and the dark green jack-fruit trees.

I stopped for a moment in my lonely way under the
starlight, and saw spread before me the darkened earth
surrounding with her arms countless homes furnished
with cradles and beds, mothers” hearts and evening

and young lives glad with a gladness

that knows nothing of its value for the world.
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The Gardener
28—
Your questioning eyes are sad.
They seek to know mymeaning
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.
If it were only a gem,
I could break it into a hundred pieces
and string them into a chain to put on your neck.
If it were only a flower, round and small and sweet,
I could pluck it 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 pleasure
it would flower in an easy smile,
and you could see it and read it in a moment.

If it were merely a pain it would melt in limpid tears,
reflecting its innermost 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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Kasinath the new young singer fills the hall with sound:
The seven notes dance in his throat like seven tame birds.
His voice is a sharp sword slicing and thrusting everywhere, it
darts like lightening - no knowing where it will go when.
He sets deadly traps for himself, then cuts them away:
The courtiers listen in amazement,
give frequent gasps of praise.

Only the old king Pratap Ray sits like wood, unmoved.
Baraj Lal is the only singer he likes, all others leave him cold.
From childhood he has spent so long listening to him sing -
Rag Kafi during holi, cloud-songs during the rains,
songs for Durga at dawn in autumn,
songs to bid her farewell -
his heart swelled when he heard them
and his eyes swam with tears.

And on days when friends gathered and filled the hall
there were cowherds’ songs of Krsna,
in rags Bhupali and Multan.

So many nights of wedding-festivity
have passed in that royal house:

Servants dressed in red, hundreds of lamps alight:

The bridegroom sitting shyly in his fineries and jewels, young
friends teasing him and whispering in his ear:
before him, singing Rag Sahana, sits Baraj Lal.

The king’s heart is full of all those days and songs.
When he hears some other singer, he feels no chord inside,
no sudden magical awakening of memories of the past.
When Pratap Ray watches Kasinath
he just sees his wagging head:
tune after tune after tune,
but none with any echo in the heart.

Kasinath asks for a rest and the singing stops for a space.

(continued)
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Pratap Ray smilingly turns his eyes to Baraj Lal.
He puts his mouth to his ear and says,
‘Dear ustad, give us a song as song ought to be,
this is no song at all.
It’s all tricks and games, like a cat hunting a bird.
We used to hear songs in the old days,
today they have no idea. Old Baraj Lal, white-haired,
white turban on his head,
bows to assembled courtiers and slowly takes his seat.
He takes the tanpura in his wasted, heavily veined hand
and with lowered head and closed eyes
begins rag Yaman-kalyan.

His quavering voice is swallowed by the enormous hall,
it is like a tiny bird in a storm, unable to fly for all its tries.
Pratap Ray, sitting to the left,
encourages him again and again:

‘Superb, bravo!” he says in his ear, ‘sing out loud.”
The courtiers are inattentive,
some whisper amongst themselves,
some of them yawn, some doze, some go off to their rooms;
Some of them call to servants,

‘Bring the hookah, bring some pan.’

Some fan themselves furiously and complain of the heat.
They cannot keep still for a minute,
they shuffle or walk about - the hall was quiet before,
but every sort of noise has grown.

The old man’s singing is swamped,
like a frail boat in a typhoon:

Only his shaky fingering of the tanpura shows it is there.
Music that should rise on its own joy from the depths
of the heart is crushed by heedless clamour,
like a fountain under a stone.

The song and Baraj Lal’s feelings go separate ways,
but he sings for all he is worth,
to keep up the honour of his king.

One of the verses of the song
has somehow slipped from his mind.

He quickly goes back, tries to get it right this time.
Again he forgets, it is lost,
he shakes his head at the shame;

He starts the song at the beginning - again he has to stop.

His hand trembles doubly as he prays to his teacher’s name.

His voice quakes to with distress,
like a lamp guttering in a breeze. (continued)
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He abandons the words of the song
and tries to salvage the tune,
but suddenly his wide-mouthed singing
breaks into loud cries.
The intricate melody goes to the winds,
the rhythm is swept away -
tears snap the thread of the song:
he weeps as he did as a child.
With brimming eyes,
king Pratap Ray tenderly touches his friend:
‘Come, let us go from here,” he says with kindness and love.
They leave that festive hall
with its hundreds of blinding lights.

The two old friends go outside, holding each other’s hands.
Baraj says with hands clasped, ‘Master, our days are gone.
New men have come now,
new styles and customs in the world.

The court we kept is deserted - only the two of us are left.
Don’t ask anyone to listen to me now,

I beg you at your feet, my lord.

The singer alone does not make a song,
there has to be someone who hears:

One man opens his throat to sing, the other sings in his mind.
Only when waves fall on the shore
do they make a harmonious sound;

Only when breezesshake the woods
do we hear a rustling in the leaves.

Only from a marriage of two forces
does music arise in the world.

Where there is no love, where listeners are dumb,

there never can be song.’

At @foL-2llAR—d-1894
English translation by William Radice.
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The Gardener
_7 2 —_

With days of hard travail I raised a temple.
It had no doors or windows,
its walls were thickly built with massive stones.
I forgot all else, I shunned all the world,
I gazed in rapt contemplation
at the image I had set upon the altar.
It was always night inside,
and lit by the lampf perfumed oils.
The ceaseless smoke of incense
wound my heart in its heavy coils.
Sleepless, I 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 I chanted.

My mind became keen and still like a pointed flame,

my senses swooned in ecstacy.
I knew not how time passed
till the thunder-stone 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. Y&
At d31-1894
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The Gardener
-82-

We are to play the game of death tonight, my bride and I.
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 trembles and clings to my breast.

Long have I served her tenderly.

I made for her a bed of flowers
and I closed the doors to shut out the rude 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 failed to arouse her.

Tonight has come to us
the call of the storm from 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 her breast.

The push of death has swung her into life.

We are face to face and heart to heart, my bride and 1.

Rést
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Poems
-9
Bonds ? Indeed 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
to 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 ?
ol
A2 dl-1894
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The Fugitive
1-12
You, like a rivulet swift and sinuous, laugh and dance,

and your steps sing as you trip along.
I, like a bank rugged and steep,

stand speechless and stock-still and darkly gaze at you.

I, like a big, foolish 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 lightening’s flash slender and keen,
pierce the heart of the darkness,
to disappear in a vivid streak of laughter.
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The Fugitive
3-32

I feel that my heart will leave its own colour

in all your scenes, O Earth, when I bid you farewell.

Some notes of mine will be added
to your seasons’ melody,
and my thoughts will breathe unrecognised
through the cycle of shadows and sunshine.
In far-distant 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 deepened by mine.
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The Fugitive
3-33

My eyes feel the deep peace of this sky,
and there stirs through me
what a tree feels when it holds out its leaves
like cups to be filled with sunshine.
A thought rises in mymind,
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 I have lived
along with the whole life of this world
and have given to it my own love and sorrows.

AR d3-1894
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The Fugitive-1919?
24

I forget the day when you 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 endless depth of your eyes
where light was one with darkness.

I do not know if it was the season of mango flowers
and if the birds sang in 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.
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Like an intense and lonely full moon night,
you dwell in my heart without a murmur.
Like night, with pride,
you pervade my life, my youth, my entire being.
Your eyes are tired keeping awake alone.

The shadow of your veil wraps me.

Like night, with fragrance,
you fill my sorros, my pain, all my fulfilled dreams.

English translation by Shailesh Parekh
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Poems
-17-

Ceaseless is 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 flying phantom does it pursue
across the pathless wild?

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 lightning flashes its teeth.
The lights of the stars are dead.

Alas for the forsaken! Alas for the homeless wanderer!
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Poems
-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 tender.

Let the wreath of the forlorn night

lie crumpled upon the bed.
Come out in the world of the morning,
gather fresh flowers in your skirt
and put on new blossoms in your hair.
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Poems
-13-

Little songs and little things
come to mymind this morning,.

I seem to be floating on a stream in a boat,
passing by the world on both banks.
Every little scene gives a sigh and says,
“I go.”

World’s pleasure and pain, like brother and sister,
lift their pathetic eyes upon my face from afar.
Homely love peeps from her cottage corner
to give me her passing glance.

With eager eyes | gaze from my heart’s window
on to the heart of the world.

And feel that with all its good and bad, it is lovable.
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Poems
-12-

At youth’s coronation, Kalidasa,
you took your seat, your beloved by your side,
in Love’s primal paradise.

Earth spread its emerald-green carpet beneath your feet,
the sky held over your heads its canopy
gold-embroidered;
the seasons danced round you
carrying 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 separation
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 bereaved heart
towards a distant dream.
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Poems
-14-
Thou ocean of things, they say,

in thy dark depths
there are pearls and gems without end.

Many a diver learned in the sea is seeking for them.

But I care not to join in their search.
The light that flashes 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.

If ever I am weary of them,

I will plunge into your unfathomed bottom
where there is death, or the treasure.
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The Gardener
74—

In the world’s audience hall,
the simple blade of grass sits on the same 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 musingmoon.
The blessing of the all-embracing sky is not shed upon it.
And when death appears,
it pales and withers and crumbles into dust.
2R
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Gitanjali
-92-

I know 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 morning rise as before,
and hours heave
like sea waves casting up pleasures and pains.
When [ think of this end of mymoments,
the barrier of the moments breaks
and I see by the light of death
thy world with its careless treasures.

Rare is its lowliest seat, rare its meanest of lives.
Things that I longed for in vain and things that I got
-let them pass.

Let me but truly possess the things
that I ever spurned and overlooked.
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Lover’'s Gift
-

She is near my heart as the meadow-flower to the earth;
she is sweet to me as sleep is to tired limbs.
My love for her is my life flowing in its 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 currents.
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Lover’s Gift
-5-
I would ask for still more,
if I had the sky with all its stars,

and the world with its endless riches;

but I would be content
with the smallest corner of this earth

if only she were mine.
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Lover’'s Gift

28

I dreamt that she sat bymy head,
tenderly rufflingmy hair with her fingers,
playing the melody of her touch.

I looked at her face and struggled with my tears,
till the agony of unspoken words
burst my sleep like a bubble.

I sat up
and saw the glow of theMilkyWay 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.
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The Gardener
-9-
When I go alone at night to my lover-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 I am ashamed.
When I 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
I do not know how to quiet it.

When my love comes and sits bymy side,
when my body trembles and my eyelids 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.
I do not know how to hide it.
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The Gardener
-85-

Who are you, reader,
readingmy poems an hundred years hence ?
I cannot send you one single flower
from this wealth of the spring,
one single streak of gold from yonder clouds.
Open your doors and look a broad.
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 springmorning,
sending its glad voice across an hundred years.
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Poems*
-11-

Thou art the innermost Spirit of my being,
art thou pleased, Lord of my Life?
For I gave to thee
my cup filled with all the pain and delight
that the crushed grapes of my heart had surrendered,
I wove with the rhythm of colours and songs
the cover for thy bed,
and with the molten gold of my desires I fashioned
playthings for thy passing hours.
I know not why thou chosest me for thy partner,
Lord of my life!
Dist thou store my days and nights,
my deeds and dreams for the alchemy of thy art,
and string in the chain of thymusic
my songs of autumn and spring,
and gather the flowers from mymature moments
for thy crown?
I see thine eyes gazing at the dark of my heart,
Lord of my life,

I wonder if my failures and wrongs are forgiven.
For many were my days without service
and nights of forgetfulness;
futile were the flowers
that faded in the shade not offered to thee.
Often the tired strings of my lute slackened
at the strain of thy tunes.

And often at the ruin of wasted hours
my desolate evenings were filled with tears.

(continued)
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But have my days come to an end at last, & %ae—eddl
Lord of my life, ’
while my arms round thee grow limp,

SA dHA A Bl ML 1A PR &, 9.

my kisses losing their truth? 2L HIRL [Baril YL AAL?
Then break up the meeting of this languid day. Al sl 20 [Baul ‘;LGLLSLCL"D. i ALl
Renew the old in me in fresh forms of delight; . :{ %-}) 995[8[ -
and let the wedding come once again Q,{‘H‘?’ 1l &6 YrDldd 52l
in a new ceremony of life. 2, Ad@d-HL HYLL ’;{,"LC{O"I."-Il Bt Goycll.
-t gadl
R~1-1896

* this fuller English version appeared in ‘Religion of Man.’
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Lover’'s Gift
-7

I filled my tray with whatever I had, and gave it to you.
What shall I bring to your feet tomorrow, I wonder?

I am like the tree that, at the end of the flowering
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 thankme with your eyes
when I stand before you with empty hands
at the leave-taking of my summer days?
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Lover’'s Gift
38

The current in which I drifted ran rapid and strong
when I was young.
The spring breeze was spendthrift of itself,
the trees were on fire with flowers;
and the birds never slept from singing.
I sailed with giddy speed,
carried away by the flood of passion;
I had no time to see and feel
and take the world into my being.
Now that youth has ebbed and I am stranded on the
bank, I can hear the deep music of all things,
and the sky opens its heart of stars.
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Lover’'s Gift
-56-

The evening was lonely for me,
and I 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 I shut the book and snuffed the candle.

In a moment the room was flooded with moonlight.

Spirit of beauty, how could you,
whose radiance over brims 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?
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The Fugitive-1919?
-25-

Lovers come to you, my Queen,
and proudly lay their riches at your feet,
but my tribute 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 its light.
While the fortunate laughs at my penury,
I ask you to give to my failings the value of your tears,
making precious their incompleteness.
The instrument I bring to you is silent.
You know I neither trifled or strayed from the path.
I strained to reach the note,
which was too high in my heart,
and thus the strings broke.
While masters laugh at the snapped cords,
I ask you to take my lute in your hands
and fill with your own songs the emptiness of its music.
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The Fugitive-1919?
-31-

Whence do you bring your unquiet, my love?
Let my heart touch upon 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 a new world for us two,
lighted by this solitary lamp.
We have for our music but a single reed
to share between our lips,
for our crown only one garland
with which you must bind my hair
after I have put it on your forehead.
Tearing the veil from my breast
I shall make our bed on the floor;
and one kiss and one sleep of bliss
will fill our small world that is boundless.

Alcdll
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Gitanjali
-88-

Deity 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 silent about you.
In your desolate dwelling
comes the vagrant spring breeze.
It brings the tidings of flowers -
the flowers 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 ruined temple
with hunger in his heart.
Many a festival day comes to you in silence,
deity of the ruined temple.

Many a night of worship goes away with lamp unlit.
Many new images are built bymasters of cunning art
and carried to the holy stream of oblivion
when their time is come.

Only the deity of the ruined temple remains
unworshipped in deathless neglect.
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5AU1-1900

136

-88-

2l Mo, W[+ B,
leurl qeal iR, el dHl g/ dldl.
A2l €2d 2Rl — Yol wi%.
AR Aot Al - 4 85 sdud,
2ddl 82 A Al udd dRL [o 2.
adlddl 2L A Yl - A2l Gl o dHIRL AR
dHIRL Yol AR @2sdl, Wil sndill gl 2uuml.
AL S0 Al ML, ALSLA YAAMA 2], dHIAL FHeletHl,
Beuarl [2aadl s M, dleu,
Il el i Sluesi A you [,
gell YA ad A 2 QAP Adsia-l U,
2idld GUaML 8L Y WAL ¢, HBeL Bddl.

137



The Gardener
-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 rosy-red with the glow of my heart’s
desire, Gleaner of my sunset songs!
Your lips are bitter-sweet
with the taste of my wine of pain.
You are my own, my own,
Dweller in my lonesome dreams !
With the shadow of my passion
have I darkened your eyes,
Haunter of the depth of my gaze!

I have caught you and wrapt you, my love,
in the net of mymusic.

You are my own, my own,
Dweller in my deathless dreams!
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The Gardener
-61-

Peace, my heart, let the time for the parting be sweet.
Let it not be a death but completeness.
Let love melt into memory and pain into songs.
Let the flight 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.
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.
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The Gardener
—-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 also rob me of my night?
Somewhere there is an end to 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 silent-winged 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 unquiet 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 to their home.

I leave behind my dreams and I hasten to your call.
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The Gardener
—-67-

Though the evening comes with slow steps
and has signalled for all songs to 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, listen to 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 the 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 to me, do not close your wings.
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.
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Fruit Gathering
_8-
Be ready to launch forth, my heart!
and let those linger who must.
For thy 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!
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Lover’s Gift
-9-
Woman,your basket is heavy, your limbs are tired.
For what distance have you set out,
with what hunger of profit?
The way is long, and 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 noontide 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;
I will guide you,
I will make a bed for you, and light a lamp.
In the morning,
when the birds are roused
by the stir of milking the cows,
I will waken you.
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Lover’'s Gift
-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 the ir houses,
laughing and dancing,
and pelting each other with flower-dust
in a sudden madness of mirth.
Year after year you bring the same flowers
that you scattered in your path in that earliest April.
Therefore, today, 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 love-legends
that have faded from all human language.
One 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,
rustles in the thrill of your new leaves
born again and again.
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Lover’'s Gift
-17-

While ages passed
and the bees haunted the summer gardens,
the moon smiled to the lilies of the night,
the lightenings 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 out singing-

“Oh, listen to the secrets of the world.

I know that the lily is pale the moon’s love.

The lotus draws her veil aside for the morning sun,
and the reason is simple if you think.

The meaning of the bee’s hum in the ear of the early
jasmine has escaped the learned but the poet knows.”
The sun went down in a blaze of blush,
the moon loitered behind the trees,
and the south wind whispered to the lotus
that the poet was not as simple as he seemed,
The maidens and youths clapped their hands and cried
-"The world’s secret is out.”

They looked into each other’s eye and sang
-"Let our secret as well be flung into the winds.”
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The Gardener
-20-

Day after day he comes and goes away.
Go, and give him a flower from my hair, my friend.
If he asks who was it that sent it,
I entreat you do not tell him my name -
for he only comes and goes away.
He sits on the dust under the tree.

Spread there a seat with flowers and leaves, my friend.
His eyes are sad, and they bring sadness to my heart.
He does not speak what he has in mind;
he only comes and goes away.
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The Gardener
-32-

Tell me if this be all true, my lover, tell me if this be true.
When these eyes flash their lightening
the dark clouds in your breast make stormy answer.
Is it true that my lips are sweet
like 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 morninglight 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 age-long desire

found utter peace in my gentle speech
and my eyes and lips and flowing hair?

Is it then true that the mystery of the Infinite

is written on this little forehead of mine?
Tell me, my lover, if all this be true.
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The Gardener
-36-

He whispered, “My love, raise your eyes.”
I sharply chid him, and said, “Go!”; but he did not stir.
He stood before me and held both my hands.
I said, “Leave me!”; but he did not go.
He brought his face near my ear.
I glanced at him and said, “What a shame!”;
but he did not move.
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. I said, “It is useless!”;
but he stood unmoved.
He took the garland from my neck and went away.
I weep and askmy heart, “Why does he not come back?”
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Lover’s Gift
-6-

In the light 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,
to know the meaning that is not plain
-leave the gaps in your life where they are,
for the music to come out of their depths.
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Lover’'s Gift
-7

It is little 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 I shall gently row you
by the shelter of the shore,
where the dark water in ripples
is 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,

I shall pluck a dripping lily to put in your hair
and take my leave.
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Lover’'s Gift
-23-

I loved the sandy bank where, in the lonely pools,
ducks clamoured and turtles basked in the sun;
where, with evening, stray fishing-boats took 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.

I listened to it, lying alone on the sand under the stars;
and you listened sitting by the edge of the slope
in the earlymorning light.

Only the words I heard from it you did not know,
and the secret it spoke to you
was a mystery forever to me.
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Fruit Gathering
-2-

My life, when young, was like a flower
-a flower that loosens a petal or two
from her abundance
and never feels the loss
when the spring breeze comes to beg at her door.
Now at the end of youth my life is like a fruit,

having nothing to spare,

and waiting to offer herself completely

with her full burden of sweetness
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The Gardener
-16-

Hands cling to hands and eyes linger on eyes:
thus begins the record of our hearts.
It is the moonlit night 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 between you and me is simple as a song.

Your veil of the saffron colour makes my eyes drunk.

The jasmine wreath
that you wove me thrills to my heart like praise.
It is a game of giving and withholding,
revealing and screening again;
some smiles and some little 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 charm;
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 love between you and me is simple as a song.
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The Gardener
—-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 to mourn for it for ever.
Brother, keep that in mind and rejoice.
There must come a full pause
to weave perfection into music.

Life droops toward its sunset
to be drowned in the golden shadows.
Love must be called from its play to drink sorrow
and be borne to the heaven of tears.
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.
Our life is eager, our desires are keen,
for time tolls the bell of parting.

Brother, keep that in mind and rejoice.
There is not time 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.

(continued)
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Beauty 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 it.
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.
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The Gardener
-,

‘Ah, poet, evening draws near; your hair is turning grey.
Do you in your lonely musing hear the
message of the hereafter?’

‘It is evening,” the poet said, ‘and I am listening
because someone may call from the village, ;
late though it be.

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

Who is there to weave their passionate songs,
if I sit on the shore of life and contemplate death and 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 moon.

If some wanderer, leaving home, come here
to watch the night and with bowed head
listen to the murmur of the darkness,
who is there to whisper the secrets of life into his ears if I,
shutting my door, should try to free myself from mortal
bonds?

It is a trifle that my hair is turning grey.

I 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 are hidden in the gloom.

They all have need for me,
and I have no time to brood over the after-life.

I am of an age with each,
what matters if my hair turns grey?’
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The Gardener
-14-

I was walking by the road, I do not know why,
when the noonday was past
and bamboo branches rustled in the wind.
The prone shadows with their outstretched arms
clung to the feet of the hurrying light.
The koels were weary of their songs.
I 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 corner.
I stood before this hut, I do not know why.
The narrow winding road crosses many a mango forest.
It passes by the temple of the village
and the market at the river landing place.
I stopped by this hut, I do not know why.
Years ago it was a day of breezyMarch
when the murmur of the spring was langurous,
and mango blossoms were dropping on the dust.
The rippling water leapt and licked the brass vessel
on the landing step.
I think of that day of breezyMarch, I do not know why.
Shadows are deepening
and cattle returning to their folds.
The light is grey upon the lonelymeadows,
and the villagers are waiting for the ferry at the bank.
I slowly return upon my steps, I do not know why.

g,
&[A5-1900

176

=-14-

Al ¢l € R, LAY, § WA
dldl Adefl HeagA, WMAUIR Udr A,
syl dleldl Wsiall UoL Ussdl, dloll glel s3 Ul
Slad © A8l del dud,
Addl ¢l § 2, L AN, § WA,

Rl B 218 ugell, d alsdl As alell il
A SIS Uil S, 2l oiondld, ofld dldtg, 2s vl
Bledl ¢ A ugelldl AM, L g, § WA
25 453, 22Ul 1l
2 s ASHL VL A ol det dfHdl
o H[2Rrll el A A€l el elonmiall uR Adl.
Bledl § 2L el &R, L g, § 2uA.

il udail sioL8LL UMl g dRids doset
2, 23 v usdl dudl 2%,

Wl dd2 Gletudl 2 e yial el 20930l
2% Het WY vlldlg, 2L SLRIAL UdA, o 20, § WA,
Y391l Aol A @R ddl dML UM,

QUL Uslal 9dldl (Ao« Agid
2, UHAls Ucdlal Alaedl B2,
eflRell wesL andl WRL uaLelL A A g, § WA

177



The Gardener
-19-

You walked the river path
with the full pitcher upon your hip.
Why did you swiftly turn your face
and peep at me through your fluttering veil?
That 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 passer-by upon the road.
But why did you stop for amoment
and glance at my face through your veil
while you walked by the riverside path
with the full pitcher upon youe hip?
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The Gardener
-39-
I try to weave a wreath all the morning,
but the flowers slip and they drop out.

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 try to sing a song, but in vain.

A hidden smile trembles on your lips;
ask of it the reason of my failure.

Let your smiling lips say on oath
how my voice lost itself in silence
like a drunken bee in the lotus.

It is evening,
and the time for the flowers to close their petals.
Give me leave to sit by your side,
and bid my lips to do the work that can be done in
silence and in the dim light of stars.
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The Gardener
44~

Reverend sir, forgive this pair of sinners.
Spring winds today are blowing in wild eddies,
driving dust and dead leaves away,
and with them your lessons are all lost.

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 moments
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 little heaven, where dwell only we two immortals,
is too absurdly narrow.
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The Gardener
-46-

You left me and went on your way.
I thought I should mourn for you
and set your solitary image in my heart
wrought in a golden song.

But ah, my evil fortune, time is short.
Youth wanes year after year; the spring days are
fugitive;
the frail flowers die for nothing,
and the wise man warns me that life is but a dewdrop
on the lotus leaf.

Should I neglect all this
to gaze after one who has turned her back on me?
That would be rude and foolish, for time is short.
Then, come, my rainy nights with pattering feet;
smile, my golden autumn; come, careless April,
scattering your kisses abroad.

You come, and you, and you also!

My loves, you know we are mortals.

Is it wise to break one’s heart
for the one who takes her heart away?

For time is short.

It is sweet to sit in a corner to muse
and write in rhymes that you are all my world.
It is heroic to hug one’s sorrow
and determine not to be consoled.

But a fresh face peeps across my door
and raises its eyes to my eyes.

I cannot but wipe away my tears
and change the tune of my song
For time is short.

AR - &BLSL-1900
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178
The Rainy Day

Sullen clouds are gathering fast
over the black fringe of the forest.

821 dle vissldl det«fl a3,
22 6N, USA L d HLSIR.

O child, do not go out! sdioit, U@AT, Gledl doudd B3,
The palm trees in a row by the lake %QLLQ mue\;s AL Q’Uﬁl.él,
are smiting their heads aginst the dismal sky; v A3 U, AL 5181 2umeldl <
the crows with their draggled wings N N -
are silent on the tamarind branches, 2 9 GelRilt Al gl Ii\d- (U2
and the eastern bank of the river LS, CUS, Ul W2l MU,
is haunted by a deepening gloom. ouns, 2l o Q_&"g?, ol @E(l G{L(':L a4l A oL

Our cow is lowing loud, tied at the fence. a -l . 0
O child, wait here till I bring her into the stall. _\G_'\Rl‘dl‘ AR C\LQ_?-I,LQL N .
Men have crowded into the flooded field to catch the HLLAL W9l ussdl st ¢l l’tcl?l"l,lﬁﬂ,

fishes as they escape from the overflowing ponds; Qngi el .{]’3“1@, qg’@', OLC-t'],‘-Ilaa.

the rain water is run.ning in rill§ through the narrow o 'é\l. ""U.:l. 2fladdl St L, AL ool o d-l &9-13 '\Sl'
lanes like a laughing boy

who has run away from his mother to tease her. AL - SIS Lo o, Wl 28 8.
Listen, someone is shouting for the boatman at the ford. BN, WS &9 vl 2 Sl ¢d el awad.

O child, the daylight is dim,

and the crossing at the ferry is closed. At aRedl @G{Qk‘l’ AL,

the sky seems to ride fast upon the madly-rushing rain; A8l [Selow ddl wel-l gaale,
the water in the river is loud and impatient; apuM 8dl ™3] adel wel {s\zcﬂ A2
women have hastened home early from the Ganges worald) ALLLIUS, wadl Uslal.

with their filled pitchers. A . -
The evening lamps must be made ready. A G, wEal -l 4 el

O child, do not go out! o220 el € Yell, ALlAL T & gl
the road to the market is desolate, NN, fg%lla,c‘il el oz?q.L Cti.%l.qpt Yds, °L°ZYCC-L1.

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.

NG - aldLst
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Crossing
-53-

I have come to thee to take thy touch before I 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 noise.
Let thy Love’s sunshine kiss the peaks of my thoughts
and linger in my life’s valley where the harvest ripens.

2 AR R 5@l - oo
gl A0d-1, oalBidicl, Yn-407
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BRMR HL2 URd Ll 2tivil, WL LML
Mo, $98A wal 1 daaurel dil Aal-,

A slalsd-dl H3eMHL anl A S diRL Ald-.
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