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Gitanjali
-76-

Day after day, O lord of my life,
shall I stand before thee face to face.

With folded hands, O lord of all world,
shall I stand before thee face to face.
Under the great sky in solitude and silence,
with humble heart shall I stand before thee face to face.
In this laborious world of thine,
tumultuous with toil and with struggle,
among hurrying crowds
shall I stand before thee face to face.

And when my work shall be done in this world,
O King of kings, alone and speechless
shall I stand before thee face to face.
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Poems
-23-

Far as I gaze 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 turn my face towards my own dark self.
Thou All Perfect,
everything abides at Thy feet
for all time.

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.
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Crossing
-40-
Put out the lamps, my heart,
the lamps of your lonely night.
The call comes to you to open the 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 morning sings your own songs.
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Gitanjali
-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 I 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.
I 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 morning;
and in my desolate home only my forlorn self will
remain
as my last offering to thee.
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Gitanjali
-81-
On many an idle day
have I grieved over lost time.
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 morning I woke up
and found my garden full
with wonders of flowers.
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The Fugitive-1919 ?
-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 return of the flowers,
so let my straying songs come back round to 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 heart-aches
under the alien sky full of far-away voices.
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Gitanjali
-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 joy through the dust of the earth
in numberless blades of grass
and

breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers.

It is the same life

that is rocked in the ocean-cradle
of birth and that 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.
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Gitanjali
73

Not for me, this renunciation,
even if it leads to deliverance.
Amidst countless shackles,

I taste the bliss of deliverance.

On this earth, again and again, you fill this body of clay
and pour nectar of various colours and fragrances.
My entire world will light
its myriad lamps with your light in your temple.
No, I shall not shut the doors of my senses.
Your joy shall spread
in the joy of sight , smell and songs.

All my illusions shall burn in the form of deliverance.
My love shall ripen into fruits of devotion.

A0y w4 Y5
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English version by Shailesh Parekh.
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Gitanjali
-43-
The day was
when I did not keep myself in readiness for thee;
and entering my heart
unbidden even as one of the common crowd,
unknown to me, my king,
thou didst press the signet of eternity
upon many a fleeting moment of my life.

And today when by chance
I light upon them
and see thy signature,
I find
they 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 I heard in my playroom
are the same
that are echoing from star to star.
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Crossing
-57-

When from the house of feast I 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 out.

My mind crossed the dark
and stood among the stars,
and I saw that we were playing
unafraid in the silent courtyard of our King’s palace.
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Poems
-24-

I ask for an audience from you, my King,
in your solitary chamber.
Call me from the crowd.
When your gate was kept open for all
I 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 their different homes,
allow me to linger here for a moment,
standing at your feet,
and hold up my lamp
and see your face.
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Gitanjali
-82-
Time is endless is thy hands, my lord.
There is none to count thy minutes.
Days and nights pass
and ages bloom and fade like flowers.
Thou knowest how to wait.
Thy centuries follow each other
perfecting a small wild flower.
We have no time to lose,
and having no time we must scramble for our chances.
We are too poor to be late.
And thus it is that time goes by
while I give it to every querulous man who claims it,
and thine altar is empty of all offerings to the last.
At the end of the day
I hasten in fear lest thy gates be shut;
but I find that yet there is time.
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Fruit Gathering
-5-

A handful of dust could hide your signal
when I did not know its meaning.
Now that I am wiser
I read it in all that hid it before.
It is painted in petals of flowers;
waves flash it from their foam;
hills hold it high on their summits.
I had my face turned from you,
therefore I read the letters awry
and knew not their meaning.
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Gitanjali
-75-

Thy gifts to us mortals fulfil all our needs
and yet run back to thee undiminished.
The river has its everyday work to do
and hastens through fields and hamlets;
yet its incessant stream
winds towards the washing of thy feet.
The flower 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;
yet their last meaning points to thee.
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Poems
-103-

Let honour come to me from Thee
through a call to some desperate task,
in the pride of poignant suffering.
Lull me not into languid dreams;
Shake me out of this cringing in the dust,
out of the fetters that shackle our mind,
make futile our destiny;

Out of the unreason that bends our dignity down under
the indiscriminate feet of dictators;
Shatter this age-long shame of ours,
And raise our head
into the boundless sky,
into the generous light,
into the air of freedom.
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Poems
-25-
Light thy 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 lights
and in our abject fear make it seem
that our orphaned world is blind and godless.
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Poems
-26-
Yet I can never believe that you are lost to us,
my king,
though our poverty is great, 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, as unto your own house,
into the unprepared hall, on the unexpected day.
Dark ruins at your touch become like a bud
nourishing in the bosom the fruition of fulfilment.
Therefore I still have hope -
not that the wrecks will be mended,
but that a new world will arise.
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Gitanjali
-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 truth;
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 habit;
where the mind is led forward
by thee
into ever-widening thought and action-
In that heaven of freedom,
my Father,
let my country awake.
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Gitanjali
-4-

Life of my life, I shall ever try to keep my body pure,
knowing that thy touch is upon all my limbs.

I shall ever try to keep all untruths out from my
thoughts, knowing that thou art that truth
which has kindled the light of reason in my mind.
I shall ever try to drive all evils away from my heart
and keep my love in flower,
knowing that thou hast thy seat
in the inmost shrine of my heart.

And it shall be my endeavour
to reveal thee in my actions,
knowing it is thy power gives me strength to act.
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Gitanjali
-67-
Thou art 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 in her right hand
bearing the wreath of beauty,
silently to crown the earth.
And there comes the evening over the lonely meadows
deserted by the herds,
through trackless paths,
carrying cool draughts 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 or night, nor colour,
and never, never a word.
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Gitanjali
-40-
The rain has held back for days and days,
my God, in my arid heart.

The horizon is 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 lightening
startle the sky from end to end.
But call back, my lord, call back
this pervading silent heat,
still and keen and cruel,
burning 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.
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Crossing
-27-
I am the weary earth of summer
bare of life and parched.

I wait for thy shower to come down in the night
when I open my breast and receive it in silence.
I long to give thee in return my songs and flowers.
But empty is my store,
and only the deep sigh rises from my heart
through the withered grass.

But I know that thou wilt wait for the morning
when my hours will brim with their riches.
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This I must admit:
how one becomes two
is something I haven’t understood at all.
How anything ever happens or one becomes what one
is, how anything stays in a certain way,
what we mean by words like body, soul, mind:
I don’t fathom,
but I shall always observe the universe quietly,
without words.

How can I even for an instant understand
the beginning, the end, the meaning, the theory
- of something outside of which I can never go?

Only this I know
- that this thing is beautiful, terrifying, various,
unknowable, my mind’s ravisher.
This I know, that knowing nothing, unawares,
the current of the cosmos’s awareness
flows towards you.

~6121-88-1901
English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson.
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Gitanjali
-95-
I was not aware of the moment
when [ 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 at midnight!
When in the morning I looked upon the light
I felt in a moment that I 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 I love this life,
I know I 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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Poems
-27-
Be not ashamed, my brothers,
to 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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Gitanjali
-25-
In the night of weariness let me give myself up
to sleep without struggle, resting my trust upon thee.
Let me not force my flagging spirit
into a poor preparation for thy worship.
It is thou who drawest the veil of night
upon the tired eyes of the day

to renew its sight in a fresher gladness of awakening.
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Gitanjali
-36-
This is 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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The Fugitive—1919?
-27-
You give yourself to me,
like a flower that blossoms 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 a surging love
which scatters itself in spray of tears.
You come to my heart,
like the first thrill of awaking
at the verge of the watching gloom.
The clouds are aflame,
and my sky fills with the flood of a great revealment.
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Poems
-33-
Through death and sorrow there dwells peace

in the heart of the Eternal.

Life’s current flows without cease,

the sunlight and starlight 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.

U0 gL, S Y - 103
oGt 1:248

62

—_ 3 3_
Arllcetrll SLEML, M 2L sl W,
A, 218 QM.
A VA, AL USAHL dAd, R, R
e, dRAdML AL .
sl Udls dddl 2iuiAd.

o Gleondl < ueodldl,
gell vilddl 4 s,

M, HIRL Acdd WL,

Arllcer AL 2+l %Ol

63



Crossing
-14-

In the 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.
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Poems
-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.
I shut my eyes and see in my heart
the beauty that is beyond all forms.
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Gitanjali
- 6 O -

On the seashore of endless worlds children meet.
The infinite sky is motionless 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 to swim,
they know not how to cast nets.

Pearl fishers 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 to 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.
On the seashore of endless worlds children meet.
Tempest roams in the pathless sky,
ships get wrecked in the trackless water,
death is abroad and children play.
On the seashore of endless worlds
is the great meeting of children.
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The Crescent Moon
Baby’s Way

If baby only 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 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 wants to speak.
The one thing that he wants to learn mother’s words
from mother’s lips. That is why he looks so innocent.
Baby had a heap of gold and pearls,
yet he came like a beggar to this earth.

It is not for nothing he came in such a disguise.
This dear little naked mendicant
pretends to be so utterly helpless,
so that he may beg for his 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 his
mother’s little corner of a 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 land of perfect bliss.

It is not for nothing he has chosen to shed tears.
Though with the smile of his dear little face he draws
mother’s yearning heart to him, yet his little cries over
tiny troubles weave the double bond of pity and love.
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The Crescent Moon
The Unheeded Paegent

Ah, 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 morning to play in the courtyard,
tottering and tumbling as you run.

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 bangles jingle,
and you dance with your bamboo stick in your hands
like a tiny little shepherd.

But what is it makes you laugh, my little life-bud?

O beggar, what do you beg for,
clinging to your mother’s neck with both your hands?
O greedy heart, shall I pluck the world
like a fruit from the sky to 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.

The sky watches over you when you sleep in your mother’s
arms, and the morning 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 twilight sky.

The world-mother keeps her seat by you
in your mother’s heart.

He who plays his music to the stars
is standing at your window with his flute.

And the fairy mistress of dreams is coming
towards you, flying through the twilight sky.
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The Crescent Moon
Sleep-Stealer

Who stole sleep from baby’s eyes? I must know.
Clasping her pitcher to her waist
mother went to fetch water from the village near by.
It was noon. The children’s playtime was over;
the ducks in the pond were silent.
The shepherd boy lay asleep
under the shadow of the banyan tree.
The crane stood grave and still in the grove.
In the meanwhile the sleep-stealer came
and, snatching sleep from baby’s eyes, flew away.
When mother came back
she found baby travelling the room over on all fours.
Who stole sleep from our baby’s eyes? I must know.
I 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 coo in their corner,
and fairies” anklets tinkle in the stillness of starry nights.
In the evening I will peep
into the whispering silence of the bamboo forest,
where fireflies squander their light,
and will ask every creature I meet,

“Can any-body tell me where the Sleep-stealer lives?”
Who stole sleep from baby’s eyes? I 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.

(continued)
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I would bind her two wings securely,
set her on the bank of the river,

and then let her play at fishing with a reed
among the rushes and waterlilies.

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?”
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The Crescent Moon
The Beginning

“Where have I 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
morning, | made and unmade you then.

You were enshrined with our household deity,
in his worship I worshipped 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 fragrance about it.

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 floated 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?
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The Crescent Moon
Baby’s World

I wish 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 its 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 bright toys.
I wish I could travel by the road that crosses baby’s
mind, and out beyond all bounds;

Where messengers run 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.
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The Crescent Moon
When and Why

When I 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 I give coloured toys to you, my child.
When [ sing to make you dance,

I truly know why there is music in leaves,
and why waves send their chorus of voices
to the heart of the listening earth -
when I sing to make you dance.

When I bring sweet things to 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 I bring sweet things to your greedy hands.
When I kiss your face to make you smile, my darling,
I surely understand
what pleasure streams from the sky in morning light,
and what delight the summer breeze brings to my body
- when I kiss you to make you smile.
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The Crescent Moon
Defamation

Why are those tears in your eyes, my child?
How horrid of them
to be always scolding you for nothing?
You have stained your fingers and face with ink
while writing - is that why they call you dirty?
O fie!l Would they dare 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?
O, 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 how you love sweet things -
is that why they call you greedy?

O, fie! What then would they call us who love you?
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The Crescent Moon
The Judge

Say of him what you please,
but I know my child’s failings.
I 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 try to weigh his merits against his faults?
When I must punish him
he becomes all the more a part of my being.
When [ cause his tears to come my heart weeps with him.
I alone have a right to blame and punish,
for he only may chastise
who loves.
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The Crescent Moon

Playthings
Child,
how happy you are sitting in the dust,
playing with a broken twig all the morning.
I smile at your play with that little bit of a broken twig.
I am busy with my accounts,
adding up figures by the hour.
Perhaps you glance at me and think,
“What a stupid game to 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,
I spend both my time and my strength
over things I never can obtain.
In my frail canoe I struggle to cross the sea of desire,
and forget that I too am playing a game.
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The Crescent Moon
The Astronomer

I only said,

‘When in the evening the round full moon gets
entangled among the branches of that Kadam tree,
couldn’t somebody catch it ?’

But dada 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 it ?’

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 !

But, baby, where could you find a net big enough
to 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 nearer, you would see how big the moon is.’
I 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.’
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The Crescent Moon
Clouds and Waves

Mother, the folk who live up in the clouds call out to 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 you ?’

They answer, ‘Come to the edge of the earth,
lift up your hands to the sky,
and you will be taken up into the clouds.’

‘My mother is waiting for me at home,’

I say. ‘How can I leave her and come ?’

Then they smile and float away.

But I know a nicer game than that, mother.

I shall be the cloud and you the moon.

I 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 morning till night;
on and on we travel and know not where we pass.’

I ask, ‘But, how am I to join you?’

They tell me, “Come to 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 I leave her and go?’

Then they smile, dance and pass by.

But I know 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.
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The Crescent Moon
The Champa Flower

Supposing I became a champa flower, just for fun,
and grew on a 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 you?’
and I should laugh to myself 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
to the little court where you say your prayers,
you would notice the scent 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,
I should fling my wee little shadow
on to 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 in your hand,
I should suddenly drop on to the earth again
and be your own baby once more,
and beg you to tell 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.
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The Crescent Moon
Fairyland

If people came to know where my king’s palace is,
it would vanish into the air.

The walls are of white silver and the roof of shining gold.
The queen lives in a palace with seven courtyards,
and she wears a jewel
that cost all the wealth of seven kingdom:s.

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 faraway shore of the seven impassable seas.
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 tulsi 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 meet together.
Only puss is allowed to come with me,
for she knows where the barber in the story lives.
But let me whisper, mother, in your ear
where the barber in the story lives.

It is at the corner of the terrace

where the pot of the tulsi plant stands. AR oudl
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The Crescent Moon
The Land of the Exile

Mother, the light has grown grey in the sky;
I do not know what the time is.
There is no fun in my play, so I have come to you.
It is Saturday, our holiday.
Leave off your work, mother;
sit here by the window and tell me
where the desert of Tapantar in the fairy tale is?
The shadow of the rains has covered the day
from end to end.
The fierce lightening is scratching the sky with its nails.
When the clouds rumble and it thunders,
I love to be afraid in my heart and cling to you.
When the heavy rain 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 back load to the market.
With patches 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.

(continued)
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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 lightening starts up like a sudden fit of pain,
does he remember his unhappy mother,
abandoned by the king, sweeping the cow-stall
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.

Mother, I have left all my books on the shelf -
do not ask me to do my lessons now.

When I grow up and am big like my father,

I shall learn all that must be learned.

But just for today, tell me, mother,
where the desert of Tepantar in the fairy tale is?
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The Crescent Moon
Paper Boats

Day by day I float my paper boats one by one
down the running stream.
In big black letters I write my name on them
and the name of the village where I live.
I hope that someone in some strange land will find them
and know who I am.

I load my little boats with shiuli flowers from our
garden, and hope that these blooms of the dawn
will be carried safely to 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 in the air to race with my boats!
When night comes I bury my face in my arms
and dream that my paper boats float on and on
under the midnight stars.

The fairies of sleep are sailing in them,
and the lading is their baskets full of dreams.
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The Crescent Moon
The Sailor

The boat of the boatman Madhu is moored
at the wharf of Rajgun;.
It is uselessly laden with jute,
and has been lying there idle for ever so long.
If he would only lend me his boat,
I should man her with a hundred oars ,
and hoist sails, five, six or seven.
I should never steer her to stupid markets.
I should sail across seven seas
and the thirteen rivers of fairyland.
But, mother, you won’t weep for me in a corner.
I am not going into the forest

like Ramachandra to come back only after fourteen years.

I shall become the prince of the story,

and fill my boat with whatever I like.

I 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 early morning light.
When at noontide you are bathing at the pond,
we shall be in the land of a strange king.

We shall pass the ford of Tripurni,
and leave behind us the desert of Tepantar.
When we come back it will be getting dark,
and I shall tell you of all that we have seen.

I shall cross
the seven seas and the thirteen rivers of fairyland.
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The Crescent Moon
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 its 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.
Mother,

I really think the flowers go to school underground.
They do their lessons with doors shut,
and if they want to come out to play before it is time,
their master makes them stand in a corner.
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 your seen how eager they are to get there?
Don’t your know why they are in such a hurry ?
Of course, I can guess to whom they raise their arms :
they have their mother as I have my own.
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The Crescent Moon
The Merchant

Imagine, mother, that you are to stay at home
and I 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 I shall bring you when I 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 ground.
I will gather them all for you in many hundred baskets.
Mother, do you want pearls
big as the raindrops of autumn?

I shall cross to the pearl island shore.

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 [ shall bring a magic pen that,
without his knowing, will write itself.

For you, mother, I must have the casket and jewel
that cost seven kings their kingdoms.
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The Crescent Moon

Sympathy
If I were only a little puppy,
not your baby, mother dear, would you say ‘No’ to me
if I tried to 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 when you call me,
and never let you feed me anymore.”
If I were only a little green parrot,
and not your baby, mother dear,
would you keep me chained lest I should fly away?
Would you shake your finger at me and say,
“What an ungrateful wretch of a bird!
It is gnawing at its chain day and night?”
Then, go, mother, go!
I will run away into the woods;
I will never let you take me into your arms again.
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The Crescent Moon

Vocation

When the gong sounds ten in the morning
and I walk to school by our lane,
Every day I meet the hawker crying,
“Bangles, crystal bangles!”
There is nothing to hurry him on,
there is no road he must take, no place he must go to,
no time when he must come home.
I wish I were a hawker, spending my day in the road,
crying, “Bangles, crystal bangles!”
When at four in the afternoon
I come back from the school,
I can see through the gate of that house
the gardener digging the ground.
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 I were a gardener digging away at the garden
with nobody to stop me from digging.
Just as it gets dark in the evening
and my mother sends me to bed,
I can see through my open window
the watchman walking up and down.
The lane is dark and lonely,
and the streetlamp stands like a giant
with one red eye in its head.
The watchman swings his lantern
and walks with his shadow at his side,
and never once goes to bed in his life.
I wish I were a watchman walking the streets all night,
chasing the shadows with my lantern.
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The Crescent Moon
Superior
Mother, your baby is silly! 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 to put them into her mouth.
When I 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 I shake my head at her in anger and scold her
and call her naughty, she laughs and thinks it great fun.
Everybody knows that father is away,
but 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 I am the schoolmaster,
she will scream for no reason and call me dada.
Your baby wants to catch the moon.
She is so funny; she calls ‘Ganesh’, ‘Ganush'.
Mother, your baby is silly, she is so absurdly childish !
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The Crescent Moon
Twelve o’clock

Mother, I do want to leave my lessons now.

I have been at my book all the morning.
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 can easily imagine now
that the sun has reached the edge of that rice-field,
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 mandar tree,
and that the water in the pond looks shiny black.
If twelve o’clock can come in the night,
why can’t night come when it is twelve o’clock?
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The Crescent Moon
Authorship

You say that father writes a lot of books,
but what he writes I 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, I wonder?
Did he never hear from his own mother
stories of giants and fairies and princesses?
Has he forgotten them all?

Often when he gets late for his bath
you have to go and call him a hundred times.
You wait and keep his dishes warm for him,
but he goes on writing and forgets.
Father always plays at making books.

If I ever go to play in father’s room,
you come and call me,

“what a naughty child!”

If I 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 [ take up father’s pen or pencil
and write upon his book just as he does, -
a,bcdefgh,i-
why do you get cross with me, mother?
You never say a word when father writes.

(continued)
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When my father wastes such heaps of paper,
mother, you don’t seem to mind at all.
But if I take only one sheet to make a boat with,
you say, “Child, how troublesome you are!”
What do you think of father’s spoiling sheets and sheets
of paper with blackmarks all over on both sides?
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The Crescent Moon
The Wicked Postman

Why do you sit there on the floor 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?

It is time for my brother to come home from school.
What has happened to you that you look so strange?
Haven't you got a letter from father today?

I saw the postman bringing letters in his bag
for almost everybody in the town.

Only, father’s letter he keeps to read himself.

I am sure the postman is a wicked man.

But don’t be unhappy about that, mother dear.
Tomorrow is market day in the next village.
You ask your maid to buy some pens and papers.
I myself will write all father’s letters;
you will not find a single mistake.

I shall write from A right upto K.

But, mother, why do you smile?

You don't believe that I can write as nicely as father does!
But I shall rule my paper carefully,
and write all the letters beautifully big.

When I 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 to you myself without waiting,
and letter by letter help you to read my writing.

I know the postman does not like
to give you the really nice letters.

g - [y - 1903
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The Crescent Moon
The End

It is time for me to go, mother; I am going.
When in the paling darkness of the lonely dawn
you stretch out your arms for your baby in the bed,

I shall say, “Baby is not there!”-mother, I am going.

I shall become a delicate draught of air and caress you;
and I 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 flash with the lightening
through the open window into your room.

If you lie awake,
thinking of your baby till late into the night,

I shall sing to you from the stars, “Sleep mother, sleep.”
On the straying moonbeams I shall steal over your bed,
and lie upon your bossom while you sleep.

I shall become a dream,
and through the little opening of your eyelids
I shall slip into the depths of your sleep;
and when you wake up and look around startled,
like a twinkling firefly I shall flit out into the darkness.
When, on 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 in your heart all day.

Dear auntie will come with puja-presents and will ask, “Where
is our baby, sister?”

Mother, you will tell her softly,

“He is in the pupil of my eyes, he is in my body
and in my soul.”

(Gea - [Qig-1903
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The Crescent Moon
The Recall

The night was dark when she went away,
and they slept.

The night is dark now, and I 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 I call,
‘Come back, my darling.

The children gather and scatter flowers in reckless
sport. And if you come
and take one little blossom no one will miss it.”
Those that used to play are playing still,
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 to snatch only one little kiss from her

no one will grudge it
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The Crescent Moon
The First Jasmines

Ah, 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 earth;
I 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 I was a child.
Many a glad day has come in my life,
and I have laughed with merrymakers on festival nights.
On grey mornings of rain
I have crooned many an idle song.

I have worn round my neck
the evening wreath of bakula woven by the hand of love.
Yet my heart is sweet
with the memory of the first fresh jasmines
that filled my hands when I was a child.
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The Crescent Moon
The Banyan Tree

O you shaggy-headed banyan tree
standing on the bank of the pond,
have you forgotten the little 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 to 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 sit still and think.

He longed to be the wind
and blow through your rustling branches,
to be your shadow and lengthen with tha day
on the water, to be a bird and perch on your topmost
twig, and to float like those ducks
among the weeds and shadows.

yrel d2

130

Aldl Sl ol ellfdl Yo, o ¢d dd A odl el 9,
dull o, 2l doud-dl wa Gleal osel %dl Badn dzdal,
d, uglL el il ounsa el ol €92
2, GUTHL oll
Sal el diRl {12 Ml odl YL AN, S W,
2 e Ale 97
{2l douaml duel B9l MRdl Hddl
2 IRl [Qaum, sl wgesrdl wigll u Andndl -

AQl ndldl Had) Agl!
ddsl AlAdl doud-l d3dL U -

AQl il Aua, AN, W - dRidl Yaol ¢!
6L olds, ELAAL dOUAML dMll USEINUL YR dRcll
2 olls R Gl Q.

2 udet ol ] 3l AR A, 8,
wgeoldl otefl, Aadl (Bad L well u [@Qdd, ¢d,
Uufl, o<, 1l Glaml Gl gell uR elug, ¢,

24 oids olefl, A 2 Al 4R dd, ¢d,

131



The Crescent Moon
Benediction

Bless this 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.
I know not how he chose you from the crowd,
came to your door,
and grasped your hand to ask his way.

He will follow you, laughing and talking,
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 underneath 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 Crescent Moon
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 forgotten.
But I am not so foolish as to hope
that I could buy your heart with my gifts.

Young is your life, your path long,
and you drink the love we bring you at one draught
and turn and run away from us.
You have your play and your play-mates.

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 forever.

The river runs swift with a song,
breaking through all barriers.
But the mountain stays and remembers,
and follows her with his love.
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The Fugitive- 19197
-63-
Love dwelt 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 chariot
to drive me through the path of the homeless stars.
I shall keep my door open till 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,
‘Pluck out the thorns from your flowers
and make ready your garland to crown him.
W AABDe
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Gitanjali
-87-
In desperate hope
I 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.
But infinite is thy mansion, my lord,
and seeking her I have come to thy door.
I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky
and I lift my eager eyes to 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 touch
in the allness of the universe.
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Lover’s Gift
-44-
When in your death you died to all that was outside me,
vanishing from the thousand things of the world,
to be fully reborn in my sorrow,
I felt that my life had grown perfect,

the man and woman becoming one in me forever.
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Lover’s Gift
-43-
Dying, you have left behind you
the great sadness of the Eternal in my life.
You have painted my thought’s horizon
with the sunset colours of your departure,
leaving a track of tears across the earth to love’s heaven.
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.

qHl W2 ol W
¥R0L-13-1903

142

4, Il uLeon. d Hsd, A1, WA wa-ul Ad-l 83l ARl
aldl (el Aiea00el) d 290 w3l QR Elds
2, Ucllell Al 20 Sl As Adl ).

IRl LML Bedl, A sl Y A5 Adl, A6 HRAML.
ol M 2 it 25 AL O QAL IRl glus wdtadl,
»3ul Glell A,

d viddl sdiogel]l W3l gRam odl %S .

W2 He Hidel widl d dcdl 214 dul iRl il @ @R,

143



Poems
-31-
Love, thou hast made great
my life with death’s magnificence,
and hast tinted all my thoughts and dreams
with radiant hues of thy farewell rays.
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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Lover’s Gift
-32-

Many a time when the spring day knocked at our door
I kept busy with my work and you did not answer.
Now when I am left alone and heartsick
the spring day comes once again,
but I know not how to turn 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 sorrow
his path must be open.
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Poems
-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.
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Poems
-35-

What is this melody that overflows my life,
only I know and my heart knows.
Why I watch and wait, what I beg and from whom,
only I know and my heart knows.

The morning smiles like a friend at 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 I know and my heart knows.
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Crossing
—54—
Stand before my eyes,
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 mantle
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.
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Crossing
-12-

Hold thy faith 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 to 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 thy path.
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Poems -38—

-38- o, LS WA 3 1L B o= W,
Blessed am I that I am born to this land G'Lé'l el i’l"tl, G'L 5& Ayl bt‘?ﬂ"-ﬂ
and that I had the luck to love her. - . ’
WY, €9 Al W YAl v,

What care I if queenly treasure is not in her store

but precious enough is for me -l ’i&{"il URHA 2 % UK BUSIR MM, &ed,
the living wealth of her love. 2l Qi&%d?. ARsL ol s,
The be.st gift of fragrance to my heart 2Ll 2590 3] 20, 220, YAH, usiaL,
is from her own flowers . . N
and I know not where else shines the moon dlardl Q){,thq‘ [, aaﬂ wel 8l %"'«CD‘ Q % USI2L.

that can flood my being with such loveliness.
The first light revealed to my eyes was from her own sky
and let the same light kiss them
before they are closed for ever.
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Poems
-39-
The flood, at last,
has come upon your dry river-bed.
Cry for the boatman,
cut the cordage,
launch the boat.

Take your own oars, my comrades,
your 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,
let happen what may.
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Poems
-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.

% 2 Wold, old
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Poems

-43-

-43-
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Let the earth and the water, the air and the fruits ('}_)‘ U@y, HIAL %QL"LL del, B3, Gl Q’t'}t Q(‘R AR @,%?L
of my country be sweet, my God. 3 2 A 2 N
Let the homes and marts, the forests and fields & HY, IR BRAL 203, A, 3 Q)t Qt%. At e,
of my country be full, my God. & UG, HIRAL 22Ul CUASIAL GEUHL Vi ML Hsdl L.
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.
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The Gardener
-4-

Ah me, why did they build my home
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.

Turn them away I cannot. And thus my days pass by.
Night and day their steps sound by my door.
Vainly I cry, ‘I do not know you.’

Some of them are known to my fingers,
some to my nostrils,
the blood in my veins seems to know them,
and some are known to my dream:s.

Turn them away I cannot. I call them and say,
‘Come to my house whoever chooses. Yes, come.’
In the morning 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.

Turn them away I cannot. I call them and I say,
‘Come to my garden to gather flowers. Come hither.’
In the midday 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 I cannot. I call them and say,
‘The shade is cool under my trees. Come, friends.’
At night the crickets chirp in the woods.

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

(continued)
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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.

I look at the face through the dark,
and hours of dreams pass by.

IR
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Lover’s Gift
-46-
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 Eternity.
Their records are permanent, while ours are pencilled,
to be rubbed off the next moment.
Our part is to appear on the stage of the air
to sound our tambourines and fling flashes of laughter.
But from our laughter comes the rain,
which is real enough, and thunder 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.
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Lover’s Gift
-26-
If by chance you think of me,

I 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 too narrow
for work or for play.

You will sit alone in the balcony of the south,
and I shall sing from the darkened room.

In the growing dusk
the smell of the wet leaves
will come through the window;
and the stormy winds will become clamorous
in the coconut grove.

When the lighted lamp is brought into the room
I shall go.

And then, perhaps, you will listen to the night,
and hear my song when I am silent.

SIRREDE)
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Fruit Gathering
-22-

This autumn morning is tired with excess of light,
and if your songs grow fitful and languid
give me your flute awhile.
I 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
I shall gather flowers,
to deck it with wreaths, I shall fill it with fragrance;
I shall worship it with the lighted lamp.
Then at night I 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.
ol
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Crossing -24-

“24- d B Wy gu ol 20l
Have you come to me as my sorrow? Al WY dn v astadl qU'LOL%' RS
All the more I must cling to you. N s - o)
Your face is veiled in the dark, B Yu i’{' R+l E\LEI.Z‘-{J:\ guyg sla
all the more I must see you. dl W o v °2?l% RS,
At the blow of death from your hand AURL Sletl Yoyl wetRefl Al Al il uoafdd asl.
let my life leap up in  flame. W3l AlviHiel] ddcdl 240 WeAyds dial ALl 52
Tears flow from my eyes - N N N -
-let them flow round your feet in worship. 2 WL Sl dedl w582l
And let the pain in my breast speak to me 3 d s® WRl o .
that you are still mine.
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Crossing
-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 bolts of my gates all broken,
and through the open door
your wind and light waved their banner.
When I was a prisoner in my own house,
and the doors were shut,
my heart ever planned to escape and to wander.
Now at my broken gate,

I sit still and wait for your coming,
You keep me bound by my freedom.

Y[suaL
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Poems
-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 still.
I shall meet silence with silence under this sky.
I 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 thrill in secret.

Let me fill my heart to the full
with nothing but my own depth of joy.
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Poems
-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 flow of water,
simple are the dewdrops on leaves,
colours in clouds,
the moonlight on sandbanks of the river
and showers of rain in the midnight.
I seek notes for my songs simple and full as these,
fresh and flowing with life,
old as the world and known to 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.
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Gitanjali
-31-
‘Prisoner, tell me, who was it that bound you?’
‘It was my master,” said the prisoner.
‘I thought I could outdo everybody in the world
in wealth and power,
and I amassed in my own treasure-house
the money due to my king.

When sleep overcame me I lay upon the bed
that was for my lord, and on waking up I found
I was a prisoner in my own treasure-house.’
‘Prisoner, tell me,
who was it that wrought this unbreakable chain?’
‘It was 1, said the prisoner,

‘who forged this chain very carefully.

I thought my invincible power would hold the world captive

leaving me in a freedom undisturbed.
Thus night and day I worked at the chain
with huge fires and cruel hard strokes.
When at last the work was done
and the links were complete and unbreakable,
I found that it held me in its grip.’
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Gitanjali
-41-
Where dost 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.
I wait 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 morning time is past, and the noon.
In the shade of evening my eyes are drowsy with sleep.
Men going home glance at me and smile
and fill me with shame.
I sit like a beggar maid, drawing my skirt over my face,
and when they ask me, what it is I want,
I drop my eyes and answer them not.
Oh, how indeed, could I tell them that for thee I wait,
and that thou hast promised to come.
How could I utter for shame
that I keep for my dowry this poverty.
Ah, I hug this pride in the secret of my heart.
I sit on the grass and gaze 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 to raise me
from the dust, and set at thy side this ragged 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. (continued)
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Is it only thou who wouldst stand in Wt o useslMl lld Sl Al wesn 2laL?
the shadow silent and behind them all? A WA § o il A [l Qe sl €la?
And only I who would wait and weep and wear out
my heart in vain longing ?
U9~
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Gitanjali
-47-
The night is nearly spent waiting for him in vain.
I fear lest in the morning he suddenly come to my door
when I 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 not try to rouse me, I 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 morning 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 eyes that would open their lids
only to 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 return to him.
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Gitanjali
-48-

The morning sea of silence broke into ripples of bird songs;
and
the flowers 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.
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 I laid myself down
by the water and stretched my tired limbs on the grass.
My companions laughed at me in scorn;
they held their heads high and hurried on;
they never looked back nor rested;
they vanished in the distant blue haze.
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 picked me to rise,
but found no response in me.
I gave myself up for lost in the depth of a glad humiliation - in
the shadow of a dim delight.
The repose of the sun-embroidered green gloom
slowly spread over my heart.
I forgot for what I had travelled,
and I surrendered my mind without struggle
to the maze of shadows and songs.
(continued)
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At last, when I woke from my slumber and opened my eyes, 2d GL&A W3l [:LQI}-U,?-L'L L IE] ‘@ vl 24m

I saw thee standing by me, flooding my sleep with thy smile. 2l QLA W3 Remizll, G @ e RN
How I had feared that the path was long and wearisome, . .
and the struggle to reach thee was hard! cD' A @,(‘11 d A dlal @il el d@u"ﬂ: Wil Mgl
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Gitanjali
-50-
I had gone a begging 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 I stood waiting for alms to 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.
I felt 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 I slowly took out the least little
grain of corn and gave it to thee.
But how great my surprise
when at the day’s end I emptied my bag on the floor
to find a least little gram of gold among the poor heap.
I bitterly wept and wished
that I had had the heart to give thee my all.
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The night 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 to 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 said in 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 flag!’

We stood up on our feet and cried “There is no time 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?
Someone 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.

(continued)
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The thunder roars in the sky.
The darkness shudders with lightning.
Bring out thy tattered piece of mat and spread it in the

courtyard.
With the storm has come of a sudden our king of the fearful
night.
OMHA
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I asked nothing from thee;
I uttered not my name to thine ear.
When thou took’st thy leave I stood silent.
I was alone by the well
where the shadow of the tree fell aslant,
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 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 fell on me;
thy voice was tired as thou spokest low -
‘Ah, I am a thirsty traveller.

I started up from my day-dreams
and poured water from my jar on thy joined palms.
The leaves rustled overhead;
the cuckoo sang from the unseen dark,
and the perfume of babla flowers came from the bend of the
road.

I stood speechless with shame when my name thou didst ask.
Indeed, what had I done for thee to keep me in remembrance?
But the memory that I could give water to thee
to allay thy thirst will cling to my heart and enfold it in
sweetness.

The morning hour is late, the bird sings in weary notes,
neem leaves rustle overhead
and I sit and think and think.
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On the slope of the desolate river among tall grasses
I asked her, “‘Maiden, where do you go
shading your lamp with your mantle?
My house is all dark and lonesome - lend me your light!
She raised her dark eyes for a moment
and looked at my face through the dusk.
‘I have come to the river,” she said, ‘to float my lamp on the
stream
when the daylight wanes in the west.”
I stood alone among the 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 lit -
then where do you go 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 doubtful.
‘I have come,” she said at last, ‘to dedicate my lamp to the
sky.’

I stood and watched her light uselessly burning in the void.
In the moonless gloom of midnight I asked her,
‘Maiden, what is your quest, holding the lamp near 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.

‘I have brought my light,” she said, “to join the carnival of
lamps.’

I stood and watched her little lamp
uselessly lost among the lights.
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Gitanjali
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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
-”It seems that somewhere there is a break
in the chain of light
and one of the stars has been lost”.

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 from 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 all!”

WAL-1906

204

-7 8-
QU LR AR Ly ¥ &,
2 GLEL % L YA USLAL UL Sdll,
U2 20512 Al sal-fl Aeuml od ddid, Sq-
2l uRyel Riat, 2 wRyg s,

Ul AsAs OS5 o wdl,
D @l 9 5 usiadl fuaml sids ald ©
—A81E IRl WL AL @ldl &,

Yol dloudl diR qza, duel ofldl esal, v dil ol @,
‘¢l, d vlldiddl diRl Adsns gdl,
22, d dl 20l ALy Sl
d (Bauell el €] & d-dl 2@ A, 58l e © 2isollonqd
5
vllalddl dRAHL %2ld QML) ) dedl sHIA H-iE.

AR w2ue AWML dLAD Hes ©9
e, Aso{londl SieAHl 58 €9,
‘A 9 L WE,

2 % ¢ Ayel AL,

205



Gitanjali
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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 I count months and years separated from thee.
If this be thy wish and if this be thy play,
then take this fleeting emptiness of mine,
paint it with colours, guild 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,
I shall melt and vanish away in the dark,
or it may be in a smile of the white morning,
in a coolness of purity transparent.
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The Fugitive-(19197?)
-2-

We came hither together, friend,
and now at the cross-roads I stop to bid you farewell.
I feel I can no longer walk with you
to seek what you seek, or build memorials of regret.
Your path is wide and straight before you,
but my call comes from the wayside,
from the wilderness of the unreached.
I follow the impulse of the wind, and the clouds;
I follow the stars to the daybreak behind the hills;
I follow the lovers who, as they walk,
make a wreath of their days with the one thread of song,
‘I love.
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The song I came to sing here stays unsung.
It’s still the scales, just the wish carrying me along.
I haven't yet hit the notes. | haven't yet fixed the words.
Within me there’s just a song’s disquiet.
The bud’s still closed. Just a breath of air has stirred.
I haven’t yet seen his face. I haven’t yet heard his speech.
From time to time I just hear his pacing feet.
He comes and goes just without my door.
The whole day’s gone in just preparing a seat.
My room’s unlit. How can I ask him in?
I hope to have him, for I haven’t had him yet.

dal o ol ASd el
Y-, AR 1909
English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson-Song-5.
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Gitanjali
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My desires are many and my cry is pitiful,
but ever didst thou save me by hard refusals;
and this strong mercy has been wrought into my life
through and through.
Day by day thou art making me worthy
of the simple, great gifts that thou gavest to me unasked-
this sky and the light, this body and the life and the
mind - saving me from perils of overmuch desire.
There are times when I languidly linger
and times when I awaken and hurry in search of my
goal; but cruelly thou hidest thyeslf from before me.
Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy full
acceptance by refusing me ever and anon,
saving me from perils of weak, uncertain desire.
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Gitanjali -63-

~63- HURRA AL 4d WRAA sl - d.
Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew not. I‘L’\J‘QL& q{q 2, Q,twc%' _ &

Thou hast given me seats in homes not my own. i Wil 20 2100057 R

Thou hast brought the distant near RS Wil 2 Q)t.l, 45t AT AU — ol

and made a brother of the stranger. WRR A elsdl 1 ad]l aedold U5

I am uneasy at heart ol ol 5

when 1 have to leave my accustomed shelter; URRAHL ol Rt WRRAL A 2l dl U AU AAAAB™ML.

I forget that there abides the old in the new, A . A . N
and that there also thou abides. L %OLAHL 5 B, Wil 5 HREML, ol % Ul 2wl

Through birth and death, in this world or in others, WL il AL A5, BAL

wherever thou leadest me it is thou, the same,
the one companion of my endless life
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whoever linkest my heart ©. ‘
with bonds of joy to the unfamiliar. del oseal ugdl 42l SIS WRRA, 4l 55 e el
When one knows thee, then alien there is none, Adel WMl Al Q2L sl 2] % QR Q_é,;,

then no door is shut.
Oh, grant me my prayer that I may never lose
the bliss of the touch of the one in the play of the many.
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Fruit Gathering
-79-
Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers
but to be fearless in facing them.
Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain
but for the heart to conquer it.
Let me not look for allies in life’s battlefield
but to 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 I may not be a coward,
feeling your mercy in my success alone;

but let me find the grasp of your hand in my failure.
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The Gardener
-84-

Over the green and yellow rice-fields
sweep the shadows of the autumn clouds
followed by the swift-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 morning,
let none go to work.

Let us take the blue sky by storm
and plunder space as we run.

Laughter floats in the air like foam on the flood.
Brothers, let us squander our morning in futile songs.
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Mother, I shall weave a chain of pearls for thy neck
with my tears of sorrow.

The stars have wrought their anklets of light to deck thy
feet, but mine will hang upon thy breast.
Wealth and fame come from thee
and it is for thee to give or to withhold them.
But this my sorrow is absolutely mine own,
and when I bring it to thee as my offering
thou rewardest me with thy grace.
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Clouds heap upon clouds and it darkens.
Ah, love,
why dost thou let me wait outside at the door all alone?
In the busy moments of the noontide work
I am with the crowd,
but on this dark lonely day
it is only for thee that I hope.
If thou showest me not thy face,
if thou leavest me wholly aside,
I know not
how I am to pass
these long, rainy hours.
I keep gazing on the faraway gloom of the sky,
and my heart wanders
wailing with the restless wind.
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Light, oh where is the light?

Kindle it with the burning fire of desire!
There is the lamp but never a flicker of a flame -
is such thy fate, my heart?

Ah, death were better by far for thee!
Misery knocks at thy door,
and her message is that thy lord is wakeful,
and he calls thee to the love-tryst
through the darkness of night.

The sky is overcast with clouds
and the rain is ceaseless. I know not its meaning.
A moment’s flash of lightning drags down a deeper gloom
on my sight, and my heart gropes for the path
to where the music of the night calls me.
Light, oh where is the light!

Kindle it with the burning fire of desire!

It thunders and the wind rushes screaming through the
void. The night is black as a black stone.

Let not the hours pass by in the dark.
Kindle the lamp of love with thy life.
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In the deep shadows of the rainy July,
with secret steps, thou walkest,
silent as night, eluding all watchers.

Today morning has closed its eyes,
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.
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Art thou abroad on this stormy night on thy journey of love, 519020, 2% 2l AAL [l
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I know 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 to sky.
The holy stream of thy music
breaks through all stony obstacles and rushes on.
My heart longs to join in thy song,
but speech breaks not into song,
and I cry out baffled.

Ah, thou hast made my heart captive
in the endless meshes of thy music,
my master!
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If it is 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 I have gained nothing -
let me not forget for a moment,
let me carry the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams
and in my wakeful hours.

When I sit by the roadside, tired and panting,
when I 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 I have not invited thee to my house -
let me not forget for a moment,
let me carry the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams
and in my wakeful hours.
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It is the pang of separation
that spreads throughout the world
and gives birth to shapes innumerable in the infinite 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.

It is this overspreading pain that deepens
into loves and desires, into sufferings and joys
in human homes;
and this it is that ever melts and flows
in songs through my poet’s heart.
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The day is no more,
the shadow is upon the earth.

It is time that I go to 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 home.

I know not, whom I shall chance to meet.
There, at the fording,
in the little boat,
the unknown man plays upon his lute.
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Yes, I know, this is nothing but thy love,
O beloved of my heart
-this golden light that dances upon the leaves,
these idle clouds sailing across the sky,

this passing breeze leaving its coolness
upon my forehead.

The morning light has flooded my eyes
-this is thy message to my heart.

Thy face is bent from above,
thy eyes look down on my eyes,
and my heart has touched thy feet.
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I am here to sing thee songs.

In this hall of thine I have a corner seat.
In thy world I have no work to do;
my useless life
can only break out in tunes
without a purpose.

When the hour strikes for thy silent worship
at the dark temple of midnight,
command me,
my master,
to stand before thee to sing.

When in the morning air the golden harp is tuned,
honour me,
commanding my presence.
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I know not
from what distant time
thou art ever 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 has come
within my heart and called me in secret.
I know not
why today my life is all astir,
and a feeling of tremulous joy
is passing through my heart.
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Is it beyond thee to be glad
with the gladness of this rhythm?
to 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.
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My guest has come to 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 a while gazing at his face;

Then leave thy house and go out with him in silence.
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The song that I came to sing remains unsung to this day.
I have spent my days in stringing
and in unstringing my instrument.
The time has not come true,
the words have not been rightly set;
only there is the agony of wishing in my heart.
The blossom has not opened;
only the wind is singing by.
I have not seen his face, nor have I listened to his voice;
only I have heard his gentle footsteps
from the road before my house.
The livelong day has passed in spreading his seat on the floor;
but the lamp has not been lit
and I cannot ask him into my house.
I live in the hope of meeting him;
but this meeting is not yet.
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I have had my invitation to this world’s festival,
and thus my life has been blessed.

My eyes have seen and my ears have heard.

It was my part at this feast
to play upon my instrument,
and I have done all I could.

Now, I ask,
has the time come at last
when I may go in
and see thy face
and offer thee my silent salutation?
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I dive down 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 boat.

The days are long passed
when my sport was to be tossed on the waves.
And now I am eager to die into the deathless.
Into the audience hall by the fathomless abyss
where swells the music of toneless strings
I shall take this harp of my life.

I shall tune it to the notes of forever,
and when it has sobbed out its last utterance,
lay down my silent harp at the feet of the silent.
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You came down from your throne
and stood at my cottage door.
I was singing all alone in a corner,
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.
But 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
you came down and stopped at my cottage door.
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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 tumultuous work raises its din on all sides
shutting me out from beyond,
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 holy one, thou wakeful,
come with thy light and thy thunder.
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He came and sat bymy side but I woke not.
What a cursed sleep it was, O miserable Me!
He came when the night was still;
he had his harp in his hands,
and my dreams became resonant with its melodies.
Alas, why are my nights all thus lost?

Ah, why do I ever miss his sight
whose breath touches my sleep?
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Have you not heard his silent steps?
He comes, comes, ever comes.

Every moment and every age,
every day and every night
he comes, comes, ever comes.

Many a song have I sung in many a mood of mind,
but all their notes have always proclaimed,
“He comes, comes, ever comes.”

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 after 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.
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Early in the day it was whispered
that we should sail in a boat,
only thou and I,
and never a soul in the world
would know of this our pilgrimage
to no country and to no end.
In that shoreless ocean,
at thy silently listening smile
my songs would swell in melodies,
free as waves,
free from all bondage of words.
Is the time not come yet?
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 nests.
Who knows when the chains will be off,
and the boat,
like that last glimmer of sunset,
vanish into the night?
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When my play was with thee
I never questioned who thou wert.

I knew nor shyness nor fear, my life was boisterous.
In the early morning thou wouldst call me from my sleep
like my own comrade
and lead me running from glade to glade.

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

Now, when the playtime is over,
what is this sudden sight that is come up on me?
The world with eyes bent upon thy feet
stands in awe with all its silent stars.
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If thou speakest not
I will fill my heart
with thy silence and endure it.
I will keep still
and wait like the night with starry vigil
and its head bent low with patience.
The morning will surely come,
the darkness will vanish,
and thy voice pour down in golden streams
breaking through the sky.
Then thy words will take wings
in songs from every one of birds’ nests,
and thy melodies will break forth
in all my forest groves.
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When thou commandest me to 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
melts into one sweet harmony
-and my adoration spreads wings
like a glad bird on its flight across the sea.

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

I touch
by the edge of the far-spreading wing of my song
thy feet which I could never aspire to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing I forget myself
and call thee my friend who art my lord.
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When it 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 worship of your God
and humbly accept only our own share of his grace’;
and then they took their seat in a corner
and they sat quiet and meek.

But in the darkness of night
I find they break into my sacred shrine, strong and
turbulent, and snatch with unholy greed the offerings
from God'’s alter.
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That I want thee, only thee
let my heart 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 cry-
‘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-

‘I want thee, only thee’.
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Thou hast done well, my lover,

thou hast done well to send me thy fire of pain.

For my incense never yields its perfume till it burns,
and my lamp is blind till it is lighted.
When my mind is numb
its torpor must be stricken by thy love’s lightening;
and the very darkness that blots my world
burns like a torch when set afire by thy thunder.
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I know thee as my God and stand apsrt -
I do not know thee as my own and come closer.
I 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 take thee as my comrade.
Thou art the Brother amongst my brothers,
but I heed them not, I divide not my earnings with
them,
thus sharing my all with thee.
In pleasure and in pain I stand not by the side of men,
and thus stand by thee.
I shrink to give up my life,
and thus do not plunge into the great waters of life.
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What divine drink wouldst thou have, my God,
from this overflowing cup of my life?
My poet,
is it thy delight to see thy creation through my eyes
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 to me in love
and
then feelest thine own entire sweetness in me.
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I came out alone on my way to my tryst.
But who is this that follows me in the silent dark?

I move aside to avoid his presence but I escape him not.
He makes the dust rise from the earth with his swagger;
he adds his loud voice to every word that I utter.
He is my own little self, my lord, he knows no shame;
but I am ashamed to come to thy door in his company.
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Gitanjali
-9-

Ofool, to try to 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 at once puts out the light
from the lamp it touches with its breath.
It is unholy-take not thy gifts through its unclean hands.
Accept only what is offered by sacred love.
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Gitanjali
-10-
Her is thy footstool and there
rest thy feet where live the poorest, and lowliest, and lost.
When [ try to bow to thee,
my obeisance cannot reach down to the depth
where thy feet rest among the poorest, the lowliest, and lost.
Pride can never approach to where thou walkest
in the clothes of the humble
among the poorest, the lowliest, and lost.
My heart can never find its way
to where thou keepest company with the companionless

among the poorest, and the lowliest and lost.
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Gitanjali
-9(-
On the day when death will knock at thy door,
what wilt thou offer to him?

Oh, I will set before my guest the full vessel of my life
-1 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 I place before him at the close of my days
when death will knock at my door.
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Gitanjali
-91-
O thou the last fulfilment of life, Death,

my death,

come and whisper to me!
Day after day
have I kept watch for thee;
for thee, have I borne the joys and pangs of life.
All that I am, that I have, that I 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 flowers have been woven
and the garland is ready for the bridegroom.
After the wedding
the bride shall leave her home
and meet her lord in the solitude of night.
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Gitanjali
-11-

Leave this chanting and singing and telling of beads!
Whom dost thou worship
in this lonely dark corner of a temple with doors all shut?
Open thine eyes and see thy God is not before thee!
He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground
and where the pathmaker is breaking stones.
He is with them in sun and in shower,
and his garment is covered with dust,
Put off thy holy mantle
and even like him come down on the dusty soil!
Deliverance? Where is this deliverance to be found?
Our master himself has joyfully taken upon him
the bonds of creation; he is bound with us all for ever.
Come out of thy meditations
and leave aside thy flowers and incense!
What harm is there
if thy clothes become tattered and stained?

Meet him and stand by him in toil and in sweat of thy brow.
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Gitanjali
-37-
I thought 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 I find that thy will knows no end in me.
And when old words die out on the tongue,
new melodies break from the heart;
and where the old tracks are lost,
new country is revealed with its wonders.
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Gitanjali
-7-
My song has put off her adornments.
She has no pride of dress and decoration.
Ornaments would mar our union;
they would come between thee and me;
their jingling would drown thy whispers.
My poet’s vanity dies in shame before thy sight.

O master poet, I have sat down at thy feet.
Only let me make my life simple and straight,
like a flute of reed for thee to fill with music.
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Gitanjali
-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 to move.
Mother, it is no gain, thy bondage of finery,
if it keep one shut off from the healthful dust of the earth,
if it rob one of the right of entrance
to the great fair of common human life.
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Gitanjali
-101-

Ever in my life
have I sought thee with my songs.

It was they who led me from door to door,
and with them have I felt about me,
searching and touching my world.

It was my songs that taught me all the lessons
that I 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 journey?
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Gitanjali
-58-
Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song
the joy that makes the earth flow over
in the riotous excess of the grass,
the joy that sets the twin brothers,
life and death,
dancing over the wide world,
the joy that sweeps in with the tempest,
shaking and waking all life with laughter,
the joy that sits still
with its tears on the open red lotus of pain,
and
the joy that throws everything it has upon the dust,
and knows not a word.
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Gitanjali
-96-
When I go from hence
let this be my parting word,
that what I 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
let this be my parting word.
In this playhouse of infinite forms
I have had my play
and here have I caught sight of him that is formless.
My whole body and my limbs have thrilled
with his touch who is beyond touch;
and if the end comes here, let it come
let this be my parting word.

Ao (B4 A5 sad
afldlsl@-142-1910

304

-06-

N\ e

U2 § el S U A ¢2l WY el
‘of 3, oAY, 8 d B, eidyd 8.
USI2-L AR YR AsL [AsAdL SH0, HYUIA 53]
¢ Hed ol €9,
210UBld, ALSIRAAL 22HA U 3 WIRL ULS Mol €
2§ 2T 2816, sl wHdl €.
o 2giell U & detl uglell WY Ada AR 2, ©

e, 2L o A 2ld 2l Sl dl HA 21d).
2L IR, [dsld du o+l el

305



Gitanjali
-29-
He whom I enclose with my name
is weeping in this dungeon.

I am ever busy building this wall all around;
and as this wall goes up into the sky day by day
I lose sight of my true being in its dark shadow.

I take pride in this great wall,
and I plaster it with dust and sand

lest a least hole should be left in this name :

and for all the care I take I lose sight of my true being.
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Gitanjali
-28-
Obstinate are the trammels,
but my heart aches when I try to break them.
Freedom is all I want, but to hope for it I feel ashamed.
I am certain that priceless wealth is in thee,
and that thou art my best friend,
but I have not the heart
to sweep away the tinsel that fills my room.
The shroud that covers me
is a shroud of dust and death; I hate it, yet hug it in love.
My debts are large, my failures great,
my shame secret and heavy;
yet when I come to ask for my good,
I quake in fear lest my prayer be granted.
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Gitanjali
-103-

In one salutation to thee, my God,
let all my senses spread and touch this world at thy feet.
Like a rain-cloud of July
hung low with its burden of unshed showers
let all my mind bend down at thy feet
in one salutation to thee.

Let all my songs gather together their diverse strains
into a single current and flow to a sea of silence
in one salutation to thee.

Like a flock of homesick cranes flying night and day
back to their mountain nests
let all my life take its voyage to its eternal home
in one salutation to thee.
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Gitanjali
-66-
She who ever had remained in the depth of my being,
in the twilight of gleams and glimpses;
she who never opened her veils in the morning light,
will be my last gift to thee, my God,
folded in my final song.

Words have wooed yet failed to win her;
persuasion has stretched to her in 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.

Over my thoughts and actions, my slumbers and reams,
she reigned yet dwelled alone and apart.

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

There was none in the world
who ever saw her face to face,
and she remained in her loneliness
waiting for thy recognition.
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Gitanjali
-17-
I am only waiting for love
to give myself up at last into his hands.
That is why it is so late
and why I have been guilty of such omissions.
They come with their laws and their codes to bind me
fast; but I evade them ever,
for I am only waiting for love to give myself up
at last into his hands.
People blame me and call me heedless;
I doubt not they are right in their blame.

The market day is over and work is all done for the busy.
Those who came to call me in vain have gone back in anger.
I am only waiting for love to give myself up
at last into his hands.
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Gitanjali
-32-

By all means they try to 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 I forget them
they never venture to leave me alone.
But day passes by after day
and thou art not seen.
If T call not thee in my prayers,
if I keep not thee in my heart,
thy love for me
still waits for my love.
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Gitanjali
-24-
If the day is done,
if birds sing no more,
if the wind has flagged tired,
then draw the veil of darkness thick upon me,
even as thou hast wrapt the earth
with the coverlet of sleep
and tenderly closed the petals
of the drooping lotus at dusk.
From the traveller,
whose sack of provisions is ended,
whose garment is torn and dust-laden,
whose strength is exhausted,
remove shame and poverty,
and renew his life
like a flower under the cover of thy kindly night.
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I shall not beguile you with my beauty,
I shall beguile you with my love.

I shall not open the door with my hand,
but with my song I shall make it come open.
I shall not load you with the weight of jewels,

nor cover you with chains of flowers.
My tenderness will be the garland
which I shall swing from your throat.
No one will know what typhoon it is
that makes waves heave within you.
Like a moon by its invisible pull
I shall raise the tide.

A% 1910
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson—(Songs—6)
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Gitanjali
—57—
Light, my light,
the world -filling light, the eye-kissing light,
heart-sweetening light!

Ah, the light dances, my darling, at the centre of my life;
the light strikes, my darling, the chords of my love;
the sky opens, the wind runs wild,
laughter passes over the earth.

The butterflies spread their sails on the sea of light.
Lilies and jasmines surge up on the
crest of the waves of the light.

The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my darling,
and it scatters gems in profusion.

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling,
and gladness without measure.

The heaven’s river has drowned its banks
and the flood of joy is abroad.
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Poems
—55—

Thou hast come again 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 the 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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Fruit Gathering
—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 I cry not for your voice only,
but for your touch.
There is an anguish in my heart
for the burden of its riches not given to you.
Put out your hand through the night,
let me hold it and feel it and keep it;
let me feel its touch
along the lengthening stretch of my loneliness.
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There’s no end to it, so who's to say the last word?
What came as a blow will later glow as a fire.
When clouds have had their show, rain will pour.
When snow has piled, it'll melt into a river.

What comes to an end ends only to the eyes,
walks through the door of darkness into light.
Bursting the heart of the old, the new will of itself unfold.
When life’s flowering’s over, death’s fruits will appear.

(September 14, 1914)
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English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson—(Songs—10)
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Fruit Gathering
—-33—

When I thought I would mould you,
an image from my life for men to worship,
I brought my dust and desires
and all my coloured delusions and dreams.
When I asked you to mould with my life
an image from your heart for you to love,
you brought your fire and force,

and truth, loveliness and peace.
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Fruit Gathering
-14 -
My portion of the best in this world
will come from your hands:
such was your promise.
Therefore your light glistens in my tears.
I fear to be led by others
lest I miss you waiting in some road corner
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.
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Fruit Gathering
-21-
I will meet 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 thoughts fragrant for a while.
I 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.
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Crossing
—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 taken your leave
I found God’s footprints on my floor.
Now when I am at the end of my pilgrimage
I leave in the evening flowers of worship
my salutations to you all.
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When my pain escorts me to your door,
come, open the door yourself and call her in.
Starved of your arms, all else has she forsworn
and runs o meet you along a path of thorns.
When pain plucks my strings, my notes vibrate.
That song pulls you so, you gravitate.

It flounders down like a bird in a night of storm.
Come you then. Come out into the darkness.

Calcutta—28-2-1914
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English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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That fire of music you ignited in me -
how its flames have reached out everywhere!
All around me on branches of dead trees
tarum tarum it dances in rhythmic beats
and stretches its hands skyward to someone above.
The stars are stunned. They look on in the darkness.
And from somewhere a mad wind charges at us.
See: in the midnight’s bosom this immaculate
lotus unfolding its petals - so aureate - this fire -
who knows its power?

Shantiniketan, 7.4.1914

ol - ¢ -1914

M o YR A

Songs—9

English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Crossing
-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 to the other.
From the heart of the fathomless blue
comes one golden call,
and across the dusk of tears I try to gaze at thy face
and know not for certain if thou art seen.
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Gitanjali
—99—
When I give up the helm
I know that the time has come for thee to take it.
What there is to be done will be instantly done.
Vain is this struggle.
Then take away your hands
and silently put up with your defeat, my heart,
and think it your good fortune
to sit perfectly still where you are placed.
These my lamps are blown out
at every little puff of the wind,
and trying to light them
I forget all else again and again.
But I 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.
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Gitanjali
—44-
This is my delight, thus to wait and watch at the wayside
where shadow chases light
and the 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 sweet.
From dawn till dusk I sit here before my door,
and I know that of a sudden the happy moment will arrive
when I shall see.
In the meanwhile I smile and I sing all alone.
In the meanwhile the air is filling
with the perfume of promise.
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Gitanjali
—-89—
No more noisy, loud words from me -
such is my master’s will.
Henceforth I 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 I spent in strife of the good and evil,
but now it is the pleasure of my playmate of the empty days
to draw my heart on to him;
and I know not why is this sudden call
to what useless consequence!
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Gitanjali
-12-

The time that my journey takes is long and the way of it long.
I came out on the chariot of the first gleam of light,
and pursued my voyage through the wildernesses of worlds
leaving my track on many a star and planet.

It is the most distant course that comes nearest to thyself,
and that training is the most intricate
which leads to the utter simplicity of a tune.

The traveller has to knock at every alien door
to come to his own,
and one has to wander through all the outer worlds
to reach the innermost shrine at the end.

My eyes strayed far and wide before I shut them and said
‘Here art thou!”

The question and the cry ‘Oh, where?’
melt into tears of a thousand streams
and deluge the world with the flood of the assurance ‘I am!
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Gitanjali
-21-
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 futile flowers
I wait and linger.
The waves have become clamorous,
and upon the bank in the shady lane
the yellow 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?
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Gitanjali
-20-
On the day when the lotus bloomed,
alas, my mind was straying, and I knew it not.
My basket was empty and the flower remained unheeded.
Only now and again a sadness fell upon me,
and I started up from 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 to me
that it was the eager breath of the summer
seeking for its completion.
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.
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Gitanjali
—55—
Languor is upon your heart
and the slumber is still on your eyes.
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 is sitting 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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Gitanjali
— 5 —

I ask for a moment’s indulgence to sit by thy side.

The works that I have in hand I will finish afterwards.

Away from the sight of your face
my heart knows no rest nor respite,
and my work becomes an endless toil
in a shoreless sea 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 flowering grove.
Now it is the time to sit quiet,
face to face with thee,
and to sing dedication of life
in this silent and overpowering leisure.
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Gitanjali
—94—

At this time of my parting, wish me good luck, my friends!
The sky is flushed with the dawn and my path lies beautiful.
Ask not what I have with me to take there.

I start my journey with empty hands and expectant heart.
I shall put on my wedding garland.

Mine is not the red-brown dress of the traveller,
and though there are dangers on the way
I have no fear in my mind.

The evening star will come out when my voyage is done
and the plaintive notes of the twilight melodies
be struck up from the King's gateway.
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Gitanjali
—-72—
He it is, the innermost one,
who awakens my being
with his deep, hidden touches.
He it is, who puts his enchantment
upon these eyes
and
joyfully 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 I forget myself.
Days come and ages pass,
and it is ever he who moves my heart
in many a name,
in many a guise,
in many a rapture of joy and of sorrow.
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Gitanjali
-1-

Thou hast made me endless, such is thy pleasure.
This frail vessel thou emptiest again and again,
and fillest it ever with fresh life.

This little flute of a reed thou has carried over hills and dales,
and hast breathed through melodies eternally new.
At the immortal touch of thy hands
my little heart loses its limits in joy
and gives birth to utterance 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 to fill.
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Gitanjali
—-98—
I will deck thee with trophies, garlands of my defeat.
It is never in my power to escape unconquered.
I surely know my pride will go to the wall,
my life will burst in exceeding pain,
and my heart will sob out in music like a hollow reed,
and the stone will melt in tears.
I surely know the hundred petals of a lotus
will not remain closed for ever
and the secret of its honey 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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Gitanjali
—-93—
I have got my leave.
Bid me farewell, my brothers!

I bow to you all and take my departure.
Here I give back the keys of my doorand
I give up all claims to my house.

I 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 I am ready for my journey.
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Gitanjali
—-68—
Thy sunbeam comes upon this earth of mine
with arms outstretched
and
stands at my door the livelong day
to carry back to 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,
turning it into numberless shapes and folds
and
colouring it with hues everchanging.

It is so light and so fleeting,

tender and tearful and dark,
that is why thou lovest it,

O thou spotless and serene.

And that is why it may cover thy awful white light

with its pathetic shadows.
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The Crescent Moon
The Last Bargain

“Come and hire me,” I cried,
while in the morning
I 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.

In 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 weighed his coins one by one, but I turned away.
It was evening. The garden hedge was all flower.
The fair maid came out and said,

“I 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 playing with shells.

He raised his head and seemed to know me, and said,
“I hire you with nothing.”

From thenceforward
that bargain struck in child’s play
made me a free man.
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Fruit Gathering -82-

-82- W2l [aoe (ARl o
Iwill utter your name, 2sel 6, § di g 229 32
sitting alone
among the shadows of my silent thoughts. —aweedl, %t%lé,']."l.,\ &@éﬂ_d Rest
I will utter it without words, SR8 5
I will utter it without purpose. ¢ dl A ouns
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Crossing
—-38—

I did not know that I had thy touch before it was dawn.
The news has slowly reached me through my sleep,
and I open my eyes with its surprise of tears.

The sky seems full of whispers for me
and my limbs are bathed in songs.

My heart bends in worship like a dew-laden flower,
and I feel the flood of my life rushing to the endless.
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Fruit Gathering
-23-
The poet’s mind floats and dances
on the waves of life

amidst the voices 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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Crossing
-30-
If love be denied me
then why does the morning 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 know?
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Crossing
—55—

Let 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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Fruit Gathering
—-67-

You always stand alone beyond the stream of my songs.
The waves of my tunes wash your feet
but I know not how to 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 time
when your boat crosses over to my shore
and
you take my flute into your own hands.
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Fruit Gathering

-15-
Your speech is simple, my Master,
but not theirs who talk of you.
I understand the voice of your stars
and the silence of your trees.

I know that my heart would open like a flower;
that my life has filled itself at a hidden fountain.
Your songs, like birds from the lonely land of snow,
are winging to build their nests in my heart
against the warmth of its April,
and I am content to wait for the merry season.
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Crossing
—3—
The wind is up, I set my sail of songs,

Steersman, sit at the helm.
For 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.
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Gitanjali
-102-

I boasted among men that I had known you.
They see your pictures in all works of mine.

They come and ask me, "Who is he?’
I know not how to answer them.
I say, ‘Indeed, I cannot tell.’
They blame me and they go away in scorn.
And you sit there smiling.
I put my tales of you into lasting songs.
The secret gushes out from my heart.

They come and ask me, ‘Tell me all your meanings.’

I know not how to answer them.
I say, “‘Ah, who knows what they mean!
They smile and go away in utter scorn.
And you sit there smiling.
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The Gardener
-15-
I run
as a musk-deer runs
in the shadow of the forest
mad with his own perfume.
The night is the night of mid-May,
the breeze is the breeze of the south.
I lose my way and I wander,
I seek what I cannot get,
I get what I do not seek.

From my heart comes out and dances
the image of my own desire.
The gleaming vision flits on.

I try to clasp it firmly,
it eludes me
and leads me astray.
I seek what I cannot get,
I get what I do not seek.
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The Gardener
—5—
I am restless. I am athirst for far-away 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 flute!

I forget, I ever forget, that I have no wings to fly,
that I am bound in this spot evermore.

I am eager and wakeful, I 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.
O Far-to-seek, O the keen call of thy flute!

I forget; I ever forget, that I know not the way,
that I have not the winged horse.

I am listless, I 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, I ever forget, that the gates are shut
everywhere in the house where I dwell alone!
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Fruit Gathering
—4—
I woke and found his letter with the morning.
I do not know what it says, for I cannot read.
I shall leave the wise man alone with his books.
I shall not trouble him,
for who knows if he can read what the letter says.
Let me hold it to my forehead and press it to my heart.
When the night grows still and stars come out one by one I
will spread it on my lap and stay silent.
The rustling leaves will read it aloud to me,
the rushing stream will chant it,
and the seven wise stars will sing it to me from the sky.
I cannot find what I seek,
I cannot understand what I would learn;
but this unread letter has lightened my burdens
and turned my thoughts into songs.
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Poems
-21-
The dumb earth looks into 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.
There is love in each speck of earth
and joy in the spread of the sky.
I care not if I become dust,
for the dust is touched by his feet.
I care not if I 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 I am, I am blessed
and blessed is this earth of dear dust.
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Crossing
—-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 little lamp.
In the dance of your festival of lights
my heart will throb
and my life will be one with your smile.
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Poems
-36—
Thou didst well to turn me back
when I came begging.
In thy parting glance I saw a smile;
and since then I have learnt my lesson.

I break my old alms bowl,
I wait for my chance to 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

to some epic of the age before their birth-time.-
of the fight of new-born light with ancient darkness,-

to thy feet I come with homage of my longing;
“Take my lute in thine own hand and play it, Master.”
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Poems
-209—
Dark clouds 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 flush 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 to 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.”
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The Gardener
—-80-
With a glance of your eyes
you could plunder all the wealth of songs
struck from poets” harps, fair woman!
But for their praises you have no ear,
therefore I come to praise you.
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 I 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 to make clean your humble home,
therefore I am filled with awe.
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Poems
-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
to write the unfinished stories of our fathers

in unseen script on the pages of our destiny;
You lead back to 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 a constellation from the abyss of dumb night?
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The Gardener
-81-
Why do you whisper so faintly in my ears,
O Death, my Death?
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 impatiently.
Raise my veil and look at my face proudly,
O Death, my Death!
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Poems
-30-
The battle is over. After strife and struggles
the treasure 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.
The play is over.

I have come to the village and have set up my hearth stone.
Now come, woman, carrying your vessel of sacred water;
with tranquil smile 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 sweetness.
The day is over. The time has come to 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 burning.

Come, woman, bring your brimming jar of remembrance.
Open the door of the secret chamber
with your unbraided streaming hair
and spotless white robe, replenish the lamp of worship.
Come, suffering woman,
bring your brimming jar of remembrance.
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Poems
-28—
You will lead me from star to star
to waken me in new mornings 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 infinite life will never remain chained
in unchanging shackles of immortality
but will speed through death to death
to countless new shrines of light
in its eternal pilgrimage of love.
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The Fugitive
2-28
Our life sails on the uncrossed sea
whose waves chase each other
in an eternal hide—and-—seek.
It is the restless sea of change,
feeding its foaming flocks
to lose them over and over again,
beating its hands against the calm of the sky.
Love,
in the centre of this circling 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.
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Crossing -42-

—42- Y& - o0l 22 Radl auivll 2l 35
Free me as free are the birds of the wilds, ‘i[:‘?d, — LR duiauRL 2l ‘:L[ﬁ\d,,
the wanderers of unseen paths. 24 RAdl BaLst A2
Free me as free are the deluge of rain, o2l Vi dRE UAHAL Bl 2l Y5
and as the storm that shakes its locks ‘j,@l — deRldAL glalda fl ﬂ[}l,
and rushes on to its unknown end. 2 VLSULILZ USSR Sl
Free me as free is the forest fire, A 28514 ussiRdl dlesdros ol '@E‘\sd.l

as is the thunder that laughs aloud
and hurls defiance to darkness.
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The Fugitive 2-16

2-16 WA ¢d 3§ el 208 Quel o 2oL avflal,
I thought I would write love’s words in their own colour; Q| a c-ﬂ, LY, @ &eUll Gl \SLQl}lj, Q’tq, Q){,L@ [%55[ @

but that lies deep in the heart, and tears are pale.

Would you know them, friend M, 2168l 22Ul ¢l dl d dus A ?
if the words were colourless? uq é.gl, 5 % UHH)L 208 dull o olglaml sudsl.

I thought I would sing love’s words to their own tune, YRL 2 dl AU O HIRL S8UHL 24, ALV Yy ¢,

but that sounds only in my heart, and my eyes are silent. . C AL N N
()
Would you know them, friend, if there were no tune? [Q'>|,, slglal Al el dl ¢ it dHDaL
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