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Are you just a picture upon a piece of paper?
Those distant nebulae
who jostle in the sky’s nest,
those who, day and night,
light in hand, are in transit through the dark,
planets and stars -
are you as real as they are?
Alas, picture, are you just a picture?
In the midst of the ever-restless why are you calm?
O you without a path,
find a travelling companion!
Must you, night and day,
be amogst all and still be so far away,
for ever fastened to the fixty’s inner niche?
Why, this dust that lifts
the grey end of its cloth
and wind-blown, runs amuck,
in Baishakh strips the widowed earth of jewels,
decks the anchoress in saffron attire,
in spring’s coupling dawns
covers her limbs with tracery of patterns:
even this dust is real, alas,
like this grass,
almost hidden under the feet of the universe.
Because they are mutable, they are real.
You are immutable, you are a picture.
You are just a picture.

One day you walked this road by our side.
Your breast stirred with your breathing.
In your limbs
your life created its very own rhythms
in songs and dances
keeping time with the cosmos.
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Ah, that was so long ago, that was!

In my life and my world how real you were once!
In every direction, wherever my eyes glanced,
it was you who inscribed
the graphics of arts” delight with beauty’s brush.
In that morning it was you who was
the word of the cosmos made flesh.

As we travelled together, behind the screen of one night
you came to a stop.

I've kept going with so much pleasure and pain
for days and nights.

Flood-tide and ebb-tide in light and dark, sea and sky;
on either side of the road the flowers march past,
quietly with all their dyes.

Life’s wild river rushes in a thousand streams,
ringing death’s bells.

The unknown calls me, I walk further, further,
drugged by my passion for the road.

But where you stood when you got off the road -
there you are stuck.

This grass, this dust, these stars, that sun, that moon -
screened by them all,
you are a picture, you are just a picture.

What a poetic delirium this is!

You - a picture?

No, no, you are not just a picture.

Who says you are bound by still lines and mute cries?
Nonsense! That joy could have ceased only if
this river had lost its flow
or this cloud had wiped this golden writing off itself.
If the shadow of your fine hair had vanished for ever,
then one day the murmuring shade
of wind-blown madhabis too would have been a dream.

(continued)

2 2119 Seel UMY, AS 21l ?
2L 9L, HIRL %L, ¢, Seell AU ¢dl.
W3l v, 2 @AM, (e, B,
3usl Wlesl usdl, Al 4d d o 2udvidl.
2 A Qe el 4d 4 o edl
25 A 1 ol ARAAL 2214 d, ded] s,

AR gl § Sededl Ylguil AdlR oL AL €,
2USIA-AL ARRML USLA A 2SR M-l 2] dAl.
il ol oiog Ald aLd 0 el s el v,
dlsill @an AlRdL dddl AL AAHL 2 ol Yyei2.
2GSl A2 Al § § €3 YER.

W ¢ § Rellell A2l
d, 22l uRell il Glddl, &l o dell ad €.

2L B, UL 40, UL diL, Ul ALEL, Y% — GléirlL VAR

d, eolor, 1AL e9[on!
A Qe 53 9 5?2
q, (a1 ? «Aell, e, W eoloL Al

S 58 6 5 il GlAML e 364, SEAHL o, U 28 97

22, A e A dM dl el dll dddl afd did.
2 2L Aol Al AATL QR el -lvl.
dlRL Pato sl i ol [Qamiel, Al 24 m,

dl s [Ba 138 AUN ud-HL dadl wadl-l gy sdl

691l Aad, olll .,

(AL



Had I forgotten you?
It is because you lodge in my life’s roots
that the error arises.
With absent minds we walk,
forgetting the flowers.
Don’t we forget the stars?
And yet they sweeten the air we breathe,

fill with tunes the emptiness that dwells within our errors.

Being unmindful - I don’t call it oblivion:
you've swayed my blood from your seat
in my amnesia’s core.
Before my eyes you are not;
right within my eyes you are installed.
That is why
you are the green of my greens, the blue of my blues.
My whole world
has found its inner harmony in you.
No one knows, not even I,
that your melodies reverberate in my songs.
You are the poet within the poet’s heart.
You are not a picture. No, not just a picture.
Early one morning I found you,
then lost you at night.
And in the darkness you return, unawares to me.
You are not a picture. No, you are not a picture.

Allahabad, October 1914.
odaLsl—-6-1916
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Shah—Jahan

You knew, Emperor of India, Shah-Jahan,
That life, youth, wealth, renown
All float away down the stream of time.
Your only dream
Was to preserve forever your heart’s pain.
The harsh thunder of imperial power
Would fade into sleep
Like a sunset’s crimson splendour,
But it was your hope
That at least a single, eternally-heaved sigh would stay
To grieve the sky.
Though emeralds, rubies, pearls are all
But as the glitter of a rainbow tricking out empty air
And must pass away,
Yet still one solitary tear
Would hang on the cheek of time
In the form
Of this white gleaming Taj Mahal.
O human heart,
You have no time
To look back at anyone again,
No time.
You are driven by life’s quick spate
On and on from landing to landing.
Loading cargo here,
Unloading there.
In your garden, the south wind’s murmurs
May enchant spring madhabi-creepers
Into suddenly filling your quivering lap with flowers -
Their petals are scattered in the dust come twilight.
You have no time -
You raise from the dew of another night
New blossom in your groves, new jasmine
To dress with tearful gladness the votive tray

(continued)
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Of a later season.
O human heart, All that you gather is thrown
To the edge of the path by the end of each night and day.
You have no time to look back again,
No time, no time.
Thus, Emperor, you wished,
Fearing your own heart’s forgetfulness,
To conquer time’s heart through beauty.
How wonderful the deathless clothing
With which you invested
Formless death - how it was garlanded!
You could not maintain Your grief forever,
and so you enmeshed your restless weeping
In bonds of silent perpetuity.
The names you softly whispered to your love
On moonlit nights in secret chambers live on here
As whispers in the ears of eternity.
The poignant gentleness of love
Flowered into the beauty of serene stone.
Poet-Emperor,
This is your heart’s picture,
Your new Meghaduta,
Soaring with marvellous, unprecedented melody and line
Towards the unseen plane
On which your loverless beloved
and the first glow of sunrise
And the last sigh of sunset
And the disembodied beauty of moonlit cameli-flower
And the gateway on the edge of language
That turns away man’s gaze again and again
Are all blended.
This beauty is your messenger,
Skirting time’s sentries
To carry the wordless message:
‘I have not forgotten you, my love, I have not forgotten you.’

(continued)
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You are gone, now, Emperor -
Your empire has dissolved like a dream,
Your throne is shattered,
Your armies, whose marching
Shook the earth,
Today have no more weight
than the windblown dust on the Delhi road.
Your singers no longer sing for you;
Your musicians no longer mingle their tunes
With the lapping Jumna.
The jingle of the anklets of your women
Has died from your palaces:
The night skymoans
With the throb
Of crickets in their crumbling corners.
But your tireless, incorruptible messenger,
Spurning imperial growth and decline,
Spurning the rise and fall of life and death,
Utters through the ages
The same, continuous message of eternal mourning:

‘I have not forgotten you, my love, I have not forgotten you.’

Lies! Lies! Who says you have not forgotten?
Who says you have not thrown open
The cage that holds memory?
That even today your heart wards off
The ever-falling darkness
Of history?
That even today it has not escaped by the liberating path
Of forgetfulness?
Tombs remain forever with the dust of this earth.
It is death
That they carefully preserve in a casing of memory.
But who can hold life?

(continued)
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The stars claim it: they call it to the sky,
Invite it to new worlds, to the light
Of new dawns.

It breaks
The knot of memory and runs
Free along universal tracks.

Emperor, no earthly empire could ever keep you
Not even the whole
Ocean-resounding natural world could supply you.
And so
When your life’s commedia was complete
You kicked this world away
Like a used clay vessel.

You are greater than your fame: more and more of it is
thrown
From your soul’s chariot
As it journeys on:

Your relics lie here, but you are gone.

The love that could not move or carry forward,
The love that blocked its own road
With its own grand throne
Could adhere to you no more than the dust of a road on your
feet
For all its intimate sweetness -

And thus
You returned it to the dust behind you,

And grief’s seed,

Blown by your heart’s feeling,

Was shed from the garland of your life.

(continued)
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You travelled on afar:

The deathless plant that grew
From that seed to meet the sky
Speaks to us now with sombre melody -
‘Stare no matter how distantly,

That traveller is no longer here, no longer here.

His beloved kept him not,

His realm released him,
Neither sea nor mountain could bar him.
Today his chariot
Travels at the beck of the night

To the song of the stars

Towards the gate of dawn.

I remain hare weighted with memory:
He is free of burdens; he is no longer here.’

olALsl-7-1916
English translation byWilliam Radice.
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Lover’s Gift
-1-

You allowed your kingly power to vanish, Shah Jahan,
but your wish was to make imperishable a tear-drop of love.
Time has no pity for the human heart,
he laughs at its sad struggle to remember.

You allured him with beauty, made him captive,
and crowned the formless death with fadeless form.
The secret whispered in the hush of night
to the ear of your love
is wrought in the perpetual silence of stone.
Though empires crumble to dust,
and centuries are lost in shadows,
the marble still sighs to the stars, ‘I remember.’

‘I remember.” - But life forgets,
for she has her call to the Endless:
and she goes on her voyage unburdened,
leaving her memories to the forlorn forms of beauty.

2 sul old g{l
oLAL5L~7-1916
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TAJ-MAHAL

Who gives you life, O Stone?
Who provides you, Year by year,
with the nectar of immortality?
You hold up to the heavens eternally
This Joy-Flower of earth,

And round you blows all the year
The sad breath of parting Spring.
The tear-dipped songs that died away
At the end of the night of union,

Lit by the dim candle, are still echoing
Ceaselessly in your heart, O Stone, deathless Stone!
From his torn heart, The bereaved Emperor
brought out the jewel of separation
And laid it in the hand of the Universe,
For all to behold.

The royal guards are not there to keep watch ;
All the heavens embrace her ;

The sky imprints on her gently
One silent kiss of Eternity.

The first rays of the morning sun
Throw their crimson glow upon her,
And the Pale rays of the moon,

With a sad smile of parting, Make her tender!
O Empress! through Beauty’s enchantment
The memory of your love has become sublime.
That memory, incorporeal and ethereal,
Taking form, Merges the Emperor’s love
with the Love universal,

And spreads beyond you to the whole world
In the imperishable light of life!

(continued)
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From the secrecy of the royal chamber Axdl waHe WA dd Yo

You have brought your glorious crown n 4 Dall 5
And placed it on the heads of all lovers, AL 2Ly A ML Heds UL WL,

From dwellers in palaces to those in the meanest huts. Héd ‘I-Lg':‘,\(—t'],'l-lj, Al Uud
The memory of your love has sanctified them all. UL dHIRL AHeAL ¥Rl wQA,
The E h 1 f hi 1 .
e Emperor has taken leave of his own roya deed A el Rela Ao,
Today, the eternal sorrow of the mind of Man, N N
Embracing this marble Beauty, At dedl 2% Ui
Is seeking its realization night and morn! dedl 207 2l AR, @.E,Q YL
HALsL-9-1916 4 ovidll (Ba A [ala.

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Lover’s Gift
. T
Come to my garden walk, my love.
Pass by the fervid flowers
that press themselves on your sight.

Pass them by, stopping at some chance joy,
which like a sudden wonder of sunset illumines, yet eludes.
For love’s gift is shy, it never tells its name,
it flits across the shade,
spreading a shiver of joy along the dust.
Overtake it or miss it forever.

But a gift that can be grasped is merely a frail flower,
or a lamp with a flame that will flicker.

& B 2um A wd
odLsl-10-1916
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Gift
O my love, what gift of mine shall I give you this dawn?
A morning song? But morning does not last long -
The heat of the sun wilts it like a flower
and songs that tire are done.
O friend, when you come to my gate at dusk
what is it you ask?
What shall I bring you?
A light?
A lamp from a secret corner of my silent house?
But will you want to take it with you
down the crowded street?

Alas, the wind will blow it out.

Whatever gifts are in my power to give you,

be they flowers, be they gems for your neck,

how can they please you,
if in time they must surely wither, crack, lose lustre?
All that my hands can place in yours

will slip through your fingers

and fall forgotten to the dust to turn into dust.
Rather, when you have leisure,

wander idly through my garden in spring
and let an unknown, hidden flower’s scent
startle you into sudden wondering
- let that displaced moment be my gift.

(continued)
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Or if, as you peer your way down a shady avenue,
suddenly, spilled from the thick gathered tresses of evening
a single shivering fleck of sunset-light stops you,
turns your daydreams to gold,
let that light be an innocent gift.

Truest treasure is fleeting;
it sparkles for a moment, then goes.

It does not tell its name;
its tune stops us in our tracks,
its dance disappears at the toss of an anklet.

I know no way to it
-no hand nor word can reach it.

Friend, whatever you take of it, on your own,
without asking, without knowing,
let that be yours.

Anything I can give you is trifling
-be it a flower or a song.

gli-olalsl-1916
English translation by William Radice.
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O Beautiful one!
When in mad revelry they pass by
Throwing dust at thee, my heart cries out :
O Emperor, pass thy judgment upon them! ”
Then, what do I see?
The doors to thy Judgment Hall are wide open,
And thy Judgment is being given day and night.
The morning light bathes silently
Their blood-shot guilty eyes,
The perfume of flowers touches their rapacious breath And
the light of the Seven Saints,
Like temple-lamps lit by a worshipper,
Gaze steadily through the night upon their debauchery, They
who throw dust at thee!
O Beautiful One, thy judgment is in the fields of flowers, In
the pure air, in the humming of insects,
In the warbling of the birds in spring,
In the murmur of leaves by the wave-kissed shore!
O my Beloved, they are relentlessly cruel,
Their appetites irresistible!
They lurk to steal thy ornaments
To decorate their naked passions.
When their blows fall upon love I can endure it no more, In
tears I cry out:
” Unsheathe thy sword, O my Beloved,
Execute thy Judgment! ”

(continued)
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Then! What do I see?
Mother’s tears of forgiveness fall upon their rage,
The steadfast faith of the beloved
Takes their dart of pain to her bleeding heart.

Beloved, thy Judgment dwells

In the silent ache of sleepless love,

In the stainless modesty of the pure wife,

In the bleeding heart of the friend,
In the lover’s night of waiting,

In the tear-drenched morn of utter forgiveness!
My Terrible One, They are greedy, blind with passion!
Stealthily they break into thy house
Stealing thy treasures!

Too heavy is the burden of those stolen goods
Crushing them relentlessly.

Then with tears I beseech thee:

“O Terrible One, forgive them.”

Then, what do I see?

Thy forgiveness descends as a hurricane!

In the fury of that tempest
Their stolen riches are scattered to the four winds,
And prostrate they lie!

O Terrible One,

Thy forgiveness is in the lightning and thunder,
In the fiery writing of the setting-sun
In the pouring of blood, in the sudden clash of battle.

oelLsl-11-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Day and night this thought is always in me-
You should give, always give.
In joy and sorrow, my hands I stretched out to you, Thinking,
you shall give, always give.
You have given, always given- at times, little by little,
At times, in a flood-tide of generosity.
I took and scattered all in wanton play amidst the dust.
Always, always have you given,
And your unceasing gift
Has filled to the brim earth’s cup.

Today at last, I can bear no more their burden,
Nor the eternal supplication of a beggar’s heart,
The more I receive, the more I crave.

Free, o free me from this crushing debt.

Me you will take, take,

When will this prayer be fulfilled?

Casting away this cup fashioned by my thirst,
Blowing out the light
Whose flame quivers with expectation,
Adorning your neck with my garland?

You shall take me away at last,

From the burden of your gifts
Into the pure light of the Void.

olelsl-12-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Why does the mad Spring-wind
Rush through the leafless forest
In these damp winter hours
Spreading, shameless and fearless
And with loud laughter,
Over the sky, unrest?

Brought by the hand of capricious Spring,
With a gesture of thoughtless song ,
Here is a letter out of a youthful day

From one forgotten.
It says :

” For you I lie in the soft southwind,
For you in the breathing of Spring,
Awake to the noon day’s pleasant flute,
And live, as does youth,

In eternal lands.”

It says :

” Only I am always yours
Now and across the years,

Here and on other shores.
Come, at the end of life’s worn path,
Leaving your withered wreath behind.
Come, and open the gate of death.
Dreams and hopes will resolve to a dust,
Flowers and high leaves fall,
While I, only I, shall remain.”

oelsl-13-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Because of the “Tapasya” of countless ages past,
This creeper has bloomed on the lap of earth today.
This picture of joy lay hidden
In the folds of the Unknown.

Likewise in my dreams,
in the grove of a far-distant Spring
Shall bloom a smile
On the face of the dawn-

This hope slumbers in the depth of my being.

olelsl-14-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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My Songs
My songs they are like water weeds,
Born in one place, but from it freed.
They have no roots, only flowers and leaves,
Which dance like sunbeam on the waves.
Dwelling nowhere, hoarding nothing,
They are unforeseen guests, ever roving.
When the river swells in a monsoon torrent,
And bursts its banks with its current,
My water weeds,
Mad with need,
Follow the floods
Along strange roads
From land to land;
Float into myriad hands.

odqLsl-15-1916

English translation by Krishna Dutta and Andrew Robinson.
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THE massive universe breaks out in laughter.
The dust, the sand, like children in rough, constant play
Dance eternally, dance in time.
The unnumbered, unseen thoughts and desires of man At the
call of Matter, mad with Form, Grow drunk,
And long to join in their play.
Dreams, drifting and confounded, seek their shore.
Falling into the vague, bottomless flood,
These seek to hold fast to the earth
With grips of wood and iron, resting a moment there.
The relentless effort of the Mind congeals into Matter,
Becoming a city:
It is not mere brick and stone.
Whispering to the Void,
Those homeless, unheard voices of the past
Seekmine, where men gather.
Through shadows, those dark pilgrims march to light.
Leaving the cavern of my mind,
All unbodied dreams race out and thirsting for Form They
start to cross the dark desert.
How many shall take shape in the ineffable light?
On that day shall be forgotten
Whence they spread their wings.
What poet unawares shall find them?
That palace still unseen,
From what sacred ground shall it arise?
And from what canon smoke
Shall come his triumphant call?

oleLsl-16-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Crossing
-72—

When my heart did not kiss thee in love,
O world, thy light missed its full splendour
and thy sky watched through the long night

with its lighted lamp.

My heart came with her songs to thy side,

whispers were exchanged,
and she put her wreath on thy neck.
I know she has given thee something
which will be treasured with thy stars.

& G-t
HALSL-17-1916
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I have loved the world
And have wrapped it within my heart
in numberless folds.
The light and shadow of night and morn
Have flooded my consciousness,
Till my life and my world have become one.
I have loved the light of the world,
Therefore I love this life.

Yet I know, I shall have to take leave of it one day.
My voice will no more blossom in this air,
Nor my eyes bathe in this light.

My heart will not rush forth to greet the early dawn,
Nor will the starry night whisper her secrets
Into my ears,

One day, I shall have to see her for the last time,
And whisper to her my parting words.

To long for her so ardently
Is as real as to have to renounce her Utterly!
Between Life and Death
There must somewhere be a harmony ;
Otherwise the world
Could not have borne through the ages,
Smiling such a cruel deceit,

And all the lights of her stars would have darkened!

olalsl-19-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Let the strains of jubilant song play on my flute of pain, And
the loosed bark sway in the sea of tears.
The driving wind has risen, oh risen,
And thc whole night through no sleep has come.

To the wild laughter of the waters dances my heart ;
O friend unknown, play out a tune on my flute of pain.
O thou Unknown, play strange, new melodies
On my flute of pain, And let my bark drift
In the rising wind.

In my heart rings the call from him
Whom I have never known;

So wonderfully am I called, how can I stay at home?
The hope for a home has gone,

And in the blue abundance I have plunged.

You madcap, play out some strange melody,

On my flute of pain.

olELsl-20-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O ye, ye could not wait!
The winter is not yet gone.
Hearing whose call have ye broken out in songs?
O mad Chapa, O crazy Bakul,
For whom have ye rushed out in eager wonder?
Ye are the first who rush to death.
Ye do not pause to think
That your time has not yet come.
There is tumult in the branches,
Colour and scent blaze through the woodland.
Jostling each other in loud laughter,
Ye bud, ye bloom ; ye drop, ye fall.
Spring will arrive in time.
Borne on the flood-tide of the south wind.
Ye did not wait to count the days
But straightaway piped your flutes!
What ye possessed, ye scattered along the path
In tears, in laughter.

O ye mad, ye thriftless, hearing his footfall from afar,
Ye rushed into death to cover the dust along the path.

Ye tarried not to see him with your eyes,
But all your fetters vanished
Before hearing, before seeing.

oleLsl—-21-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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At the beginning of Creation,
Out of the churning of the oceans, merged two women- The
one, Urbashi, the peerless Beauty,

The nymph of heaven, Queen in the realm of Desire ;
The other, Lakshmi, the Good, The Mother of the World,
The Goddess enthroned in heaven.

The One, filling the cup
With the wine of fiery, boisterous Spring,

Steals the hearts of men, breaking their meditation,
And scatters them wild
Among the blossoming flowers
And songs of sleepless Youth.

The Other bathes his passion
In the cool dew of tears,

And brings him back to the peace of autumn’s fullness,
To the benediction of the heavens,

To the temple of the Eternal,

Where mingle the rivers of Life and Death.

olalsl-23-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O brother, do you know where heaven is?
It has no beginning, it has no end,
Nor is it any country.

In virtue of good deeds performed in former lives,
I have at last been born in the lap of Mother Earth.
Heaven therefore is fulfilled today in my body,
In my loves and affections, in the sighs of my heart,
In the joys and sufferings of my being.

She plays in ever new colours
On the wave of life and death.

In my heart Heaven finds her home,

And in my songs her melodies.

She seeks me in the joy that floods the sky.
Therefore the trumpet resounds
In the four comers of the earth
And echoes in the Seven Seas ;
Therefore the flowers blossom
And there is joyous commotion
In waterfall and forest leaves.
Heaven has come to birth in the lap of Mother Earth,
And in glad response
These tidings are lifted in the wind.
odLsl-24-1916

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Lover’s Gift
—-33—
The boisterous spring,
who once came into my life with its lavish laughter,
burdening her hours with improvident roses,
setting skies aflame
with the red kisses of new-born ashoka leaves,
now comes stealing into my solitude
through the lonely lanes

along the brooding shadows heavy with silence,
and sits still in my balcony gazing across the fields,

where the green of the earth swoons exhausted

in the utter paleness of the sky.

A olld Al
AALs-25-1916
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Lover’s Gift
-11-

It was only the budding of leaves in the summer,
the summer that came in the garden by the sea.
It was only a stir and rustle in the south wind,

a few lazy snatches of songs,
and then the day was done.
But let there be flowering of love
in the summer to come in the garden by the sea.
Let my joy take its birth and clap its hands and dance
with the surging songs,
and make the morning open its eyes wide
in sweet amazement.

A6 SRR (B
oLALS-26-1916
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When you were alone, you did not know yourself;
There was then no waiting by the wayside,
And the winds charged with tears
did not blow from this bank to the other.

I Came and your sleep Vanished,

And flowers of joy blossomed everywhere.
You made me bloom in countless flowers and rocked me in a
cradle of many forms.

Scattering me amidst the countless stars
you gathered me up again in your lap.
Hiding me behind the curtain of death
you find me ever anew.

I came, and your heart trembled.

I came, and with it came your sorrows
And your fiery joy and ardent spring,
Raising storms of life and death.

I came, and therefore you came too.

Seeing me, and touching me, you felt your own touch.
In my eyes is shame and in my heart fear,
and a veil covers my face.

I tremble to look at you.

Yet I know, O Lord, You are longing to meet me;
Otherwise all suns and stars were created in vain.

AALsl-29-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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On this tiny raft I shall cross the river of life.
When twilight descends,
I shall discard and heed it no more.
Let it drift away.
Then what shadows, what lights!
I am a pilgrim of the Unknown- that is my joy.
It raises and resolves all my conflicts.

No sooner has the Known bound me fast in her net,
than appears the Unknown and it bewilders me!
The Unknown is my helmsman, my deliverance!

With him is my covenant.

His love is terrible, with his terror he breaks my fear
He heeds not the caution of the old.
Breaking the shell, he frees the pearl.

Perhaps you brood and ask if the past returns,
And the raft pulls alongside the old pier.
No, it will not.

You are afraid of what lies ahead.

Are you so poor that only the past is you?
All fetters shall break, shall tear.

O poet! The hour has struck;

End thy banquet.

The waves flow in the flood tide.

He has not yet shown his Face,
Therefore my heart throbs.

In what form shall The Unknown come to me?
In what new colours, at the shore of what sea?

olalsl-30-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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With all its riches,

Your universe lies at your feet.
There is no want.

In yourself, you are complete.

Yet all your riches and honour bring you no joy.
You shall make your treasure my own,
And thus shall they become ever new to you.
You buy anew your sunrise through my eyes.
Thus you come to know
The touchstone of your love,
Turning my heart into gold.

adLsl-31-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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The sunset sky put a jewel in her glistening hair Reld ?.L?-IIQ‘\'L"LL UL el ANLSAL AUNML Wi A .
At the end of the day ; . Qa2 R 3 el A 9
I thread it on my stringless necklace . AL QUIAAlL el r“"”: Sl URIY R At
Hidden within me. et ustitl Bt uR Glel A el Wil AuA -
Over the still Padma shores flying, 203l "Lpt i;q\gjll 05\ aaf il AR ?R@, _

The evening touched my face-
Touched me with flowers I brought to your feet-

A Ald Well U a3l Wl sl

And floated on the still waters 2 W Acell A2 U2 A2 .
Such a fleet of stars, AL ue wR sl 2 stou eldL R A,
And spread on the face of the night BLLscll ULl 2ox50L 24 id (e Adl
Her golden cloth.
Riding its black steed 25 5[AAL sUN UR Hsdl S el A, Yg sl
Along the shadowy path of the Seven Saints. U AL uSal udl el 5 uedl usail <.
She raised dust of fire S U

Andhtlogrlfeh;z;ff e 89l Aoy WAL 2N R, AR 2UAd,
She left on his forehead a touch g olslld, A (A .
Tender in its infinity.
Such an evening has never been,
Nor will it ever be again.
Thus, O Lord,
Into the fragile moment’s cup
Pouring the fairest heavenly wine,
You make it freshly new.

olalsl-32-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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My footsteps I knew you hear night and day.
Your pleasure blooms in the purple of Autumn’s dawn,
Sparkles in the springtime shower of blossoms.
The nearer I come to you on your path,
The livelier dances the sea.

Like lotus-petals my life unfolds
From birth to birth,

And your crowding suns and stars
Circle mc in wonder.

The blossom of the world woven of light
Fills your offering hands,

And your shy heaven
Unfolds its love,

Petal by petal, in my sky.

olalsl-33-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Today,

The window of mymind opens suddenly towards you,

And I, remaining and gazing still,
Bathed in the morning light,
Forget my work.

The name with which you always call me,

Echoed in the trembling of the April leaves.

Therefore I remain, and gazing still
Now in the morning light,
Forget my work.
In the morning light
Through your universe I breathe out songs,
Echoes of your own.

These I learn, sitting at your feet.
Therefore I remain, and gazing still
Now in the morning light,

Forget my work.

AdLsl-34-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When dew falls as tears from the morning sky,
When riverside trees sparkle in sunlight,

So close in my heart their shadows fall,
Then I know The Universe is a floating lotus
In the holy lake of my mind.

Then I know
I am the voice within the Voice,

The song within the Song,

The life within the Life,

The light breaking through the heart of Darkness.

oleLsl-35-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Glimmering in evening’s colours,
Jhelum’s curved stream faded in the dark,
like a sheathed curved sword.

The day ebbed. Night, in full flood, rushed in,
star-flowers afloat in its black waters.

In the darkened valley deodars stood in rows.
Creation, it seemed, had something to say in its sleep, but
couldn’t speak clearly:
clumps of inarticulate sound moaned in the dark.
Suddenly that instant I heard a sound’s lightning-flash
in the evening sky:

It darted across that tract of empty space,
then receded - further, further - till it died.

Wild birds, how your wings
drunk on the wine of violent gales
raised billows of surprise
and merriment’s loud laughter in the sky!

That sumptuous whoosh -
it was a sonorous nymph of the heavens swishing across,
disturbing stillness seated in meditation.

They quivered with excitement -
the mountains sunk in darkness, the deodar-glen.
What those wings had to say seemed to conduct
just for an instant velocity’s Passion
Into the very heart of thrilled stillness.

The mountain wished to be Baishakh’s vagrant cloud.
The trees - they wanted to untie themselves
from the earth, to spread wings
and follow the line of that sound,
to lose themselves in the quest for the sky’s limit.

(continued)
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The dream of that evening burst and ripples rose,
waves of yearning for what was far, far away.
Vagabond wings!

How the universe cried with longing -

‘Not here, no, not here, somewhere else!

Wild birds,

You've lifted the lid of stillness for me tonight.
Under the dome of silence in land, water, air
I can hear the noise of wings - mad, unquiet.

The grass beat their wings on their own sky - the earth.
Millions of seed-birds spread their sprouting wings
from unknown depths of subterranean darkness.
Yes, I can see these mountains, these forests
travelling with outspread pinions from island to island, from
one unknown to another.

Darkness is troubled by light’s anguished cries
as the wrings of the very stars vibrate.

Many are the human speeches I've heard
migrating in flocks, dying on invisible tracks
from obscure pasts to distant inchoate futures.
And within myself I've heard day and night
In the company Of countless birds a homeless bird speeding
through light and dark
from one unknown shore to yet another.

On cosmic wings a refrain echoes through Space:
‘Not here, no, but somewhere, somewhere else!’

oAaLsl-36-1916
Srinagar, autumn 1915 (Kartik 1322)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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This yearning of my body- what does it want to say?
Into my heart have come the new and the fresh,
Therefore I have put on this new veil.

It is like the wave of the new flooding my body;
it is bordered with song to draw around my breast.
I have given myself to him; yet ever anew offer this gift. In
my eyes sparkles new Light, Blooms a smile;

And with it my new veil brings my body afresh to him.
The light of the moon shall shine on the forest’s shadow
through the tearful songs of my eyes.

Then we two, as the folds of my new veil
whisper each to the other,

Shall meet in the midst of the Universe. .
Ah, my heart is like an evening sky,
The wild riot of colours does not cloy.
Therefore I change my man veils,
From colour to colour.

Look, Today my veil is blue like rain-washed sky.
The hue of the sky is bewildering blue,
Merging with the forest’s shade.

Today over my body blows the seaward wind
and the new veil brings me
the message of the rain-drenched sky.

odLsl-38-1916

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Lover’s Gift
—-39—

There is a looker-on who sits behind my eyes.
It seems he has seen things in ages and worlds
beyond memory’s shore,
and those forgotten sights glisten on the grass
and shiver on the leaves.

He has seen under new veils the face of the one beloved,
in twilight hours of many a nameless star.
Therefore his sky seems to ache
with the pain of countless meetings and partings,
and a longing pervades this spring breeze,
~the longing that is full of the whisper
of ages without beginning.

ATeA W &sd Uid
oLSI-40-1916
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The Fugitive— 19197
—-56—
I have looked on this picture in many a month of March
when the mustard is in bloom,
- this lazy line of water and the grey of the sand across,
the rough path along the river bank
carrying the comradeship of the field to the village heart.
I have tried to capture in rhyme
the wistfulness of the idle whistle of the wind,
the sound of the oar-strokes of a passing boat.
I have wondered in my mind
how simply it stands before me, this great world,
with what fond and familiar ease it fills my heart,
this meeting of the Eternal Stranger.

A s, oufAd s
oldLs—41
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You, I have humiliated, again and again.
You came in the morning with a song;
Because you disturbed my sleep, I threw stones at you
Next moment you were lost in the crowd.
Like a beggar you came to my door,
but I turned you away.
In the evening you came, torch in hand,
Dim and strange like an evil dream.
Taking you to be an enemy, I barred all my doors.
A shiver ran through the darkness.
For this you came, my unknown friend,
So that I might refuse you,
Turn you back, and strike you.

Then at the dead of night, when the lamp goes out,
I shall feel lonely without him whom I turned away.
In this life, those whom I have welcomed
with great honour and eagerness
Will vanish and merge into darkness.

He I ignored, did not know, did not understand;
His face shall appear again before my sleepless eyes
In the light of the stars.

In the perfume of the Rajanigandha;
His many departures shall echo in my heart
as many returns.

oelsl-42-1916
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Poems
—-62—
I shall not wait and watch in the house for thy coming,
but will go forth into the open,
for the petals fall from the drooping flowers
and time flies to its end.
The wind is up, the water is ruffled,
Be swift and cut the rope,
let the boat drift in the midstream,
for the time flies to its end.
The night is pale,
the lonely moon is plying its ferry of dreams
across the sky.
The path is unknown, but I heed it not,
My mind has the wings of freedom
and I know that I shall cross the dark.
Let me but start on my journey,
for the time flies to its end.
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The Last Establishment

/7

They always say; “has gone”, “Has gone away”.
Yet let me add this: don’t say he or she is not.
That's a lie.

Therefore I can’t endure it.

It hurts my soul.

Coming and going to men are so clearly partitioned
that their language bears but half a hope.
But I would unite myself to that ocean
where is and is not,
in their fullness,
are equipoised.

A el
Yelldsl-1918.
English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson.
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When I see the world as a song,
I know and comprehend him the best of all.
Then the language of his love fills the sky with light.

Then every particle of dust speaks to me with his voice.

Then He stands aloof no longer,

but takes His seat within my soul,
then my heart quivers in ecstasy

with all the blades of grass that He has made.
Then the beauty of form overflow the limit of its lines
and dissolves in an ocean of joy.
And the whole world whispers to me
its innermost secrets.

U2 (A2 B vt - 1eic
oflllGueliA-
English translation by Ksitish Roy.
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The Fugitive—1919?
-78—
Breakmy door-lock
and take me out with thee into freedom, my Friend.
My days pass and my nights
and my heart is weary with watching .
Is that the morning light
which touches the far end of my path,
and is it time
when thy chariot may carry thee to my door?
Night waits at the roadside of the dawn
to offer up her lights,
and through the dark I feel that flowers are opening
and the first note trembles
in all the golden strings of the sky.

Qo WR 8wl - ¥.q.a¢ac
A alBdid-1-58
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I couldn’t keep them in the golden cage -
my days, my many-coloured days.
They couldn’t take it - the bondage of laughter and tears -
my days, my many-coloured days.

The language of my heart’s very own songs
they might pick up: even such was my hope.
But they flew away before learning all the words -
my days, my many-coloured days.

Now I dream that expecting someone there,
they hop around that broken cage of mine -
my days, my many-coloured days.

So much feeling - could it have been in vain?
Were they all made of shadows - those birds?
did they take nothing at all with them to the skies -
my days, my many-coloured days.

(Boyf@ W2 AU viiAA - 1918/1919
Songs—11
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson

100

Yol [ogy 2, A Avil 212l
(RaRdl, HRL 2216120( [aRil.
215120 U, Sl A BAIRYAL 6lU-Al,
(2aRdl, HRL 2216129( (aRil.

AL Sl Wil ol eumL
Alwial A sel, 2l el Wil 2.
ual Gl 2 d, ellval uddl yau alsel.
(RaRdl, HRL 216L20( [aRil.

Ay Il 5 AS L U,
Q222 d HRL e [Maga+l QR
2l § %l AL
(RaRdl, H2L 216029( [aRil.

9, oiell o e, wtedl ol del ?
€ sl e, o uull ?

A2l d aS oL SIS duell 0 2usal.
(2aRdl, *RL 2216129( (2aRil.

101



The Question

wad
The father returned from the cemetery. (el W9l 2Ll 343Ul
The boy of seven-his body bare, ’ NN
2 gold amulet round his neckwas Al AL €913, e AR U Al 2903 UL
alone by the window above the lane. %lca é,c-ll, AR RN
He was unaware of his own thoughts. el Wkl Qa0 2, 21902 S,
Th i had j h ~ 5
. ¢ morning sun had just touched . AW E1RelL sl oLsell A2 U2
the tip of the neem tree in front of the house opposite. N -
A man selling green mangoes came to the lane, Adl-Al YA usiall 28l edl.

called several times, then went away. SAL 53 dAdL 25 HLlA el ),
The father came and took his little boy in his arms.

The boy asked: “Where’s Mummy?” 4 OL‘-D‘ ud, el 28,

The father lifted his head upwards and said: “In heaven.” el 2udls die "I.Lj'l,3$|, é],gu& Glasl lel.
That night the father, weary with grief, €51 YR, UL SUL RV

sobbed intermittently in his sleep.

, Azl Bu A s8], ML
A lantern glimmered by the door. 31 2L & uell ke [
A pair of lizards kept watch on the wall. o UA, §Ud %L%C-LL L,

The room faced an open terrace. Gle™L AR S5l HRdl Sl

At some point GURRLL WA s Sl olng, ¢,
the little boy went outside and stood there. &, ool dlae 14 sadl edl
All around him the houses with their extinguished lights IRIAL sldld YR AL Sl Sl

looked like guards at a giant’s palace, 3l el vedl 2ouell edl.

sleeping in a standing position.

915 IR %S 2oulMl GLedl 8l

The naked child stood staring at the sky. Qlf\). oLy @,@LC‘tL 61'2!1, Gl HSl-,

His bewildered mind was asking a question of someone:

AR {3l Glow, Blew Glandl A{l %l ddldl dl.
“Where's the road to heaven?” N - - - N
The sky didn't answer; vical AR Gleldl s s dLsl el g,

only the stars trembled with the dumb darkness’s tears.

de, dAdldd, s, SIS Yl 28 ¢,
us - RAs-1922 QAL ellell 2l sUL €2 ?
English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson. LSl YU Q&\:L.
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The Fugitive
2—4
While stepping into the carriage
she turned her head
and threw me a swift glance of farewell.
This was her last gift to me.

But where can I keep it safe from the trampling hours?
Must evening sweep this gleam of anguish away,
as it will the last flicker of fire from the sunset?
Ought it to be washed off by the rain,
as treasured pollen is from heart-broken flowers?
Leave kingly glory and the wealth of the rich to death.
But may not tears keep ever fresh
the memory of a glance
flung through a passionate moment?

“Give it to me to keep,” said my song;

“I never touch kings” glory or the wealth of the rich,
but these small things are mine forever.”

A5 WBA - ARS-1922 2-4
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The Flute

The voice of the flute is the voice of eternity.
It is like the flow of Ganges
from Shiva’s matted hair onto this earth;
the child of heaven playing on the dust of earth.
By the roadside I hear the flute and my mind is moved,
in a way that no words can express.
That pain I try to compare with joys and sorrows
that are known - but they cannot, I find, be reconciled.
It is brighter than any smile, than any tears we know.
And I feel that what is known is not real - the
unknown is Reality. Rising early in the morning,

I hear the flute playing in the home of the bride.
Where is the harmony between the melody played on this first
day of marriage and that of daily life?

Hidden discontent; neglect, humiliation and weariness;
meanness of petty desires; the strife of ugly callousness;
the wound inflicted by baseness that cannot forgive;
the dust-covered poverty of common living -
in the celestial voice of the flute, there was no trace of all these!
The melody of the song tore away
the curtain of these familiar happenings of everyday life.
Under the blood-red veil,
the bride and bridegroom exchanged their first,
shy, blessed look, whose tremor was echoed in the flute.
As the flute played, while the couple exchanged garlands,
I cast a glance at the bride - on her neck was a
golden necklace; on her feet, anklets; and she stood, as it were,
on the lotus of joy, floating on a sea of tears.
Swayed in the melody of the flute,
she did not seem to belong to the world of everyday.
That girl of the well-known home
was transformed into the bride of the Unknown home.
The flute says that this is Reality.

ollell - [QRs-1922, English translation by Aurobindo Bose

106

ol
GlATAL AlE 2L € Aellctetell laley —
nQl 21s{l samiell dcll U dedl dlouHdl uals -
ARl 4] QML ™g, ol elns,
], AMoud) iUl 2, qdl Blsg, WY 2id -
An s sdL Al SIS es Wl WA,
2 derdld § AU, € YU 2 g1 4G WA -
uRL ¥ Aldl © 5 dell A5 o A .,
2 8 qf Gordn — SIS uel Rid s, SIS uLL 2y, Sl
U @l © 5 o onellal ¢l d Y, e, dedlds <l
2l © dlldsdl.
adell UdR Blsdi Al 2 ¢ Ayl eiudldied.
A2l UAH, (B dldtdl 20 Ynald
2 AWEL WAL © SS Al ?
AR AAAN, AASAAL, 2UUHIA, L5, A5RA, L s, 563U
oAl derdl, WM e, YAy ellked -
21 Gl 21QRR ULl oA AAUES el -2,
Awel wa-- nelldl eedl uell siae Adl od-l sidla,
alues geedl A uddl diz AN 4% Haddl 4y,
A dell 23Sl UEL AMOUAL GIATMI.
ol A Yad Aselond ududl dmon
2, W3 %3 ud Ay -
el QUM Scll Alellell 2L, Aell UAAML WAL,
2, A w2l Gl el AL A U dRcll Vsl $HA UR.
iUl Yl e, d L) A ¢dl AWeL WAL ial.
215 onRlldl 8l s WRddd ag ¢d sid B+l dgml.
oAl oled) odl, @ o & daldsdl’

107



Night and Morning

Here the night descends. O Lord, the sun!
To what country, to what ocean’s shore has your morning gone?
Here, in the dark, the Rajanigandha trembles
like the newly- wed bride
who has unveiled herself before the bridal chamber.
Where blossoms the Kanak-chapa flower of early dawn?
Who has awakened, extinguishing the lamp lit in the evening,
throwing away the garland woven in the night?
Here, one by one, the doors are locked -
there, the windows open.
Here, the boats are moored and the boatman sleeps-
there, the boats are spread out in the wind.
They have come out of the inn and,
with faces turned eastwards they march.
Their foreheads are touched by the morning light,
and their boat for the last crossing is not yet gone.
For them, in window after window,
black eyes tender with longing
are looking out with steadfast gaze.
The road unfolds before them the red letter of invitation, saying :
‘For you everything is ready.’
In their hearts, to the rhythm of their blood,
sounds the drum of victory.

Here, everybody in the dusky light has made their last crossing.
In the courtyard of the inn they have spread out their beds -
some are alone, some have tired companions.

What lies in front of the road, they cannot see;
what lies behind, they whisper of to one another.

While talking, the words come to a stop and they grow silent.
Then, looking into the sky, they see the seven saints.

O Sun, the Lord !

To your left is night, to your right is the morning -
bring them together.

Let the shadow of the one take upon its lap
the light of the other and imprint upon it one gentle kiss.
Let the melody of morn bless the melody of night and pass away.

A 2, ueld - RAS-1922

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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First Sorrow

The path that wound along the forest
is overgrown with grass today.
In that solitude, from behind me, someone said :
‘Can’t you recognise me?’
I turned and looked at her. I said :
‘I vaguely remember,
but I can’t exactly recall your name.’
She said : ‘I was yours long ago -
that sorrow of yours when you were twenty-five.”
The corners of her eyes were slightly moist,
like the reflection on the moon on the lake’s
waters. Astonished, I stood still and said :
‘That day I saw you dark, like the clouds of July;
today you look like the golden image of Autumn.
Have you lost all the tears of that day?’

She said nothing - only a slight smile illumined her
face. I understood; everything was said in that smile.
The cloud of rainy July
had learnt the smile of Autumn’s Shiuli flower.

I asked : “Have you still preserved within you
the youth I was at twenty-five?’

She replied : ‘Look at my necklace.

I saw : not one petal of that spring garland
had withered.

I said : “‘Everything else of mine has withered away.
But on your neck
my youth of twenty-five has not grown pale.”
Slowly she placed the garland on my neck and said:
‘Do you remember, that day you said
you wanted no consolation, but only sorrow?’

(continued)

110

YAH, deell

2119, a2l (AL 2, Glafl 21, € =,
2 AsidHl W weondl AS o), wlavial 4 wd?
W 3, Al WA AS § ollel,

LY, VUL ALE Ald, O URL A ALE A2l g,
2 &), ‘aoll dul udal § il edl -
Rl L gdl, @R+l il el

2+l vl vl efl-l gdl -
dvueel WMl usdl Agel WioL %l
2adAB add § olledl, A [BaMl AS dl dq,
2Lel dlen ogdl — LM,
2% g, suld 9 e Al AR %],
2 [BaRlll 24>y, el geous dAuL?

A siS olldl gl 25 208 RHA drll ASA YR YAAS oY,
¢ A AL 2 RAAHL otf], o sSAS Y,
Ul dled AREAL WRAAAL gl Bd aMAs 1Y, ¢,
A yeod, A vl L Yaid d Al 97
A8l detl AUl §12 ds vt ).
4oy, dl o o s uel wind 58 4 edl
4 58, ‘oflo o1, o s 1Y
YRL IR 9L, AAUAEG HIY, Aldet B, A2l 2’
¢ndgl) W3 oldL €12 udud), d elldl, ‘ws €,

d [BaRl 58, ¢, dil 5 2l AS ASIqMQ — Wt dgAL?

(U2

111



Ashamed, I replied : ‘I did.
But after that countless years passed away, and I
forgot! She said : “That bridegroom,
the god who resides in the heart of man -
he has not forgotten.
Since then, hidden,
I have been waiting in the forest glade.
Welcome me back.’
I took her hands in mine and said :
‘What wondrous, ineffable beauty is this
I behold today!
She said :
“What was sorrow, is transformed today into peace.’

wa 2lls - @AMRs-1922
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Story Telling

As soon as the child could speak, he said :
‘Tell me a story.
Granny began : ‘One king’s son, one watchman’s
son, one merchant’s son...”
The tutor roared : “Three times four is twelve.’
But just at that moment,
the demon in the story gave a louder roar :
‘Fee-fo-fum! I like man’s flesh -/
and the roar of the multiplication table
could not reach the child ‘s ear.

The moralist shut the boy in his room and said:
“Three times four equals twelve - this is truth;
but one king’s son, one watch- man’s son,
one merchant’s son - that is not truth, therefore...I
The child has now crossed that lake of the mind
whose location cannot be found on any map.
The slender raft of ‘three times four equals twelve’
tries hard to follow the child’s flight -
but with its rudder of arithmetical tables
it cannot catch him.

The moralist thinks that
this is nothing but a child’s sheer naughtiness -
it should be cured with a whipping.
Seeing the tutor acting this way, granny grows
silent. But troubles never end - as soon as one
disappears another takes its place.

The storyteller came and took his seat.

He began with the story of the Princess
exiled to the Forest.

When the story reached the point where the
she-demon’s nose is being chopped of, the moralist
said : ‘“There is no historical proof of this;
what can be proved is that
three times four equals twelve!

(continued)
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Meanwhile, in the story,
Hanuman has given a great leap into the sky -
a leap so high that History cannot keep up with it.
From primary to secondary school,
and from there to college -
the purging of the boy’s mind went on.
But however much the purging continued,
his childish longing to be told a story could not be
killed. It is clear from this that,
not only in childhood but at every age,
Man is a creature who is nourished by
‘storytelling’ . Therefore all over the world,
in every home, in every epoch, in every tongue,
there is a gathering of stories
which surpasses all else that Man gathers.
The moralist overlooks one fact -
the intoxication of storytelling
is the intoxication of the Creator.
If He cannot be corrected,
then there is no hope of correcting Man.

One day, in his workshop, the Creator became
busy, making Water from fire, earth from water.
Creation was drenched in sweat
and filled with vapours.

The lumps of metal were just taking solid form;
all the raw ingredients were lying scattered about,
and there was a din of hammers.

If, that day, one had taken a look at the Creator,
one would never have thought
that there was any trace of childishness in Him.
Then - who knows when - life’s play began :
the grass grew, trees raised their heads, animals
ran, birds flew.

Some, rooted to the ground, raised their cupped
hands in adoration to the sky;

(continued)
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some, at liberty,
spread themselves across the earth in all directions;
some, under the veil of the waters,
encompassed the world in a silent dance;
others, spreading their wings in the sky -
that great carpet spread out for the Sun god -
were busy composing their songs of worship .
Thus aeons and aeons passed. Then, on a sudden
whim, forty nine vapours were summoned
to the Creator’s workshop.
Mingling them all, he created Man.
After countless ages,
his age of story- telling began at last.
Long aeons had been spent in Science,
in Craftsmanship; now began his age of Literature.
He made Man blossom forth in story after story.
The life of animals and birds
consists in eating, sleeping and rearing the young;
but Man’s life is one of storytellingso
much endured, so much experienced, joy and
sorrow, the action and reaction of good and evil;
such a whirlpool raised by the clash of will against
will, of one against ten, of desire against reality,
of nature against aspiration.
Just as the river is the flow of water,
so Man is the flow of a story.

So, when man meets man, the first question asked is
: “What is the news? What has happened? What
next?” This ‘what next’ added to “what next’
weaves the story of Man.

This makes life’s story, Man’s history.

(continued)
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History composed by God, and story composed by

man - from their mixture man’s daily world is created.

Asoka’ s story and Akbar’s story
are not the only true ones for Man;
the story of the prince who,
in search of the treasure of seven kings
crosses the seven seas, is no less true;
and so is the story of the simple heroism
of the devoted Hanuman,
who did not hesitate to uproot Ravana’s mountain.
For Man, Duryodhan is as true as Aurangzib.
The point is not,
which event has the greater truth on its side;
that story is truest which, for him,
has the greatest ring of truth.

In God’s world of literature, Man is man;
therefore he is made neither of pure matter
nor of pure philosophy -
for all his efforts
the moralist could not make man forget this truth.
At last, in despair, he tried to make a compromise
between morality and story,
but he never succeeded.

In the end the story is spoilt, and morality limps
while rubbish accumulates.

oy, - [ARs-1922
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Heaven and Earth

The lamp of earth burns in the lap of Mother Earth.
The evening star looks down upon her wistfully,
to watch her light.

That light is like the anxious look of the beloved,
lost to itself;
it flickers like a fear that throbs within a mother’s heart.
That light burns within the heart of the green earth,
and trembles with pain in the restless wind.
The voice of the evening star descends from the
skies, bringing benediction,
and the immortal flame is athirst
to burn up in a mortal flame.

lud - [@QRs-1922

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Life and Mind

In front of my window the red path winds its way
to some distant villages on the horizon.
The bullock cart, loaded with goods,
squeaks along this road, the Santal maidens,
carrying bundles of straw on their heads,
go to the village market and return in the evening,
making the air resonant with their laughter.
But today my mind is not fixed on that highway
where the traffic of humanity is carried along.
That part of life which is restless,
troubled with worries and busy with human
activities, lies dormant today -
for my body is ill and my mind is unattached.
The stormy sea is only the sea of the upper layers;
deep down, where lies the womb of the earth,
the waves cannot carry her message.
When the waves die down,
then alone does the ocean realize its undivided
oneness, of the visible with the invisible,
of the upper with the deeper layers!
Similarly, as soon as I took leave of my active life,
I found my place in that deeper life
where all the cosmic forces have their play.
As long as I was hustling along the road,
I had no time to throw a glance at the banyan tree,
standing silently by the wayside.
Taking leave of the road,
I have come to my window today,
and now our mutual exchange of talk can begin.
Gazing silently at me for hours,
it seems as if the banyan suddenly becomes restless,
as if he wants to say;
‘Can you not understand it all?’

(continued)
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I console him by saying :
“Yes, I understand it perfectly. Don’t be so restless.’
For a time the banyan quietens down.

Then, suddenly, he seems to become restless again -
the same trembling, rustling and shivering all over.
Again I soothe him :

“Yes, yes! Don’t worry - I'm your playmate.

In this playground of Mother Earth,
through aeons and aeons of time,

I too have drunk my fill of the sunlight
and shared with you the milk of her breast.’
Then suddenly, I hear the breeze caressing him,
and he stammers : “Yes ! Yes! Yes.

The message that dances in my blood
and vibrates in the light of the sky
comes to me through the music of the tremulous
leaves. That symphony is the music of the whole Universe.
The main note in that symphony is :

‘T am, I exist, we all exist.”

It is a joyous message !

Every particle of the Universe is thrilling with that
joy - the joy of sheer existence!

Today, with the banyan tree,

I have ban exchanging just that message of joy.
The Banyan asks : “Are you there?

I reply : “Yes, | am here my friend.

II

When my friendship with the banyan
began in the spring, its leaves had just sprouted
and the rays of the sunlight, like truant boys,
could peep through the chinks in the leaves
and play hide and seek with the shadows of the earth.
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Then came the rains of July,
pouring down upon the earth.
The leaves of the banyan also took on a sombre hue,
like the monsoon clouds,
and through the thick foliage
the sun’s rays found no path to enter.
In Spring the tree was bare like a penniless girl,
today it is full like a woman from a well-to-do
home - the very picture of perfect contentment.
This morning the banyan asked me :
‘Why are you sitting encased in bricks and mortar?
Why do you not come out into the open
and spread your branches like me?’

I replied : “‘Man has to harmonize his inner and his outer
world.” The tree shook himself and said : ‘I can’t
follow you.”

‘T have two worlds, the inner and the outer.”
‘Inner world! Where is this inner world?’
‘Within my own barrier.”

‘“What do you do there?

‘I create.

‘Create inside your barrier !

I just don’t understand the meaning of your words.’
‘Just as a river is formed within the barriers of a
bank, similarly creation can only take place
within the limitations of the finite.

The primordial matter caught within an enclosure
becomes a gem here, a banyan tree there.
‘What kind of a thing is this,
this barrier that surrounds you?’

‘It is my Mind. All that is caught within it,
is transformed into Creation.”

‘Besides our suns and moons,
how small must your creation look! ’

‘One cannot measure it by the suns and moons,
for these belong to the outer world.
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‘By what scale then will you measure it?’
‘By happiness - but, more so, by Sorrow.’
“This breeze blowing from the East
speaks to me in whispers,
and my whole being answers back in response.
But what you said -
not a syllable of it could I comprehend.’
‘How can I make it clear?

As soon as your Eastern wind is enmeshed
within the strings of the Vina,
it becomes another creation.

In what vast sky of remembrance
this new creation finds its place, I do not know.
I feel as if there is another sky, a sky where pain reigns.’
‘And its Time?’

‘Its time is not the time reckoned by events,
but by suffering. Therefore, that Time is
measureless.

“You are indeed an unique creature,
inhabiting two skies and reckoning two Times !
You are beyond my understanding.’
‘Need you understand?’

‘Do you really understand the language of my
world, what you call the outer world?’
When your language is transformed by my inner
world, if you want to call it understanding,
then it is understanding;
if you want to call it song, then it is song;
if imagination, then imagination.”

I

The tree, raising all its branches, said to me :
‘Stop a moment, the trouble with you is :
you think too much and you talk too much.’
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Hearing this, I thought to myself :
‘It is quite true!” I said :

“To learn to be quiet, that is why I come to you.
But, due to habit, even when I am silent
my arguing and debating do not stop,
just like one who walks even while asleep.’

I cast away my pen and paper and sat silent,
looking at the tree.

His tender leaves, like the fingers of an expert
musician, struck out melodies from the Vina of light
flooding the skies.

Suddenly my Mind raised its voice :

” Where is the connecting link
between what you are seeing and what I am
thinking? ’

I chid it sharply : “Again your questions !
Will you stop now.”

I remained silent, gazing at the banyan.
Hour after hour passed away.

The tree said : “Well, have you at last understood? ’
I replied : “Yes, I have.’

1Y
That day passed away in silent contemplation.
Next day my Mind asked me :
“Yesterday, while gazing at the tree,
you suddenly exclaimed :
‘I have understood’.
Can you tell me what you have understood?’
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I replied : ‘Inside him,
the Mind of man has become turbid
through worries and anxieties.

Therefore, to see Life in its pristine purity,

he has to turn to this grass, to yonder tree.

‘And what did you see?
‘I saw what joy Life has in itself.
In its leaves, its flowers, and Its fruits -
what deslgns has it not drawn,
what colours has it not painted,
what scents has it not spread! ’
Therefore, gazing silently at the banyan tree,
I exclaimed :

O King of forests ! the first paean of joy
that came out of the heart of Mother Earth
at her very birth is echoing in all your branches.
The smile of that primeval Age
is glistening in your tremulous leaves.

In me I feel the stir of that primal Life:

I was a prisoner in the net of my own worries,
you called out to me :

‘Come out into the open life where blows the wind
and, like me, ring forth your brush of form,
your palette of colours and your cup of nectar.”
My Mind remained quiet for a while,
then said a little saddened :

“You always run into ecstasies
when you start speaking of Life.

The things I garnered with such care,
why do you not embellish them? ’
‘What can I say about them?

With their worries and their complications
they have pierced the heart of earth with pain
and made the sky shriek with their demands.
Layer after layer is being added,
knot after knot is being tied.
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Where will it all end? The tree has an answer to it.
‘Indeed! What, may I enquire?’
I said: “As long as there is no life within,
all your garnerings are a mere heap, a burden.
As soon as Life touches them,
they blend into one and become beautiful.
That beauty you see in this tree,
and in the strains of the music
you hear playing under his shadow .
\%
It was the early hour of a far-away dawn.
Life left its bed of sleep.
It came out into the arid, lifeless world
and set out for the Unknown.
In its body there were as yet no traces of langour,
in its mind no worries.
In its armour,
there were no traces of dust nor any dents.
That unwearied, calm, unconquerable Life
I saw revealed this rainy morning in my banyan
tree. Shaking his branches he said: ‘Good
Morning.
I replied :
‘Prince, how goes your battle against that giant,
the desert?’
‘Fine ! Just look around you.
I looked, and I saw :
to the North the ground tinged green with grass,
to the East, ears of corn sprouting,
to the South, rows of Palms along the bank,
and to the West, trees of Mango, Coconut and

Mohua, so dense that one could not see the horizon.

I said : ‘Prince, you are thrice blessed!
You are tender, you are young,
while that giant is as hard as he is old;
you are tiny, and so are your bows and arrows.
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Those of the giant are huge, his armour is thick,
his club big!
And yet, I see, it is your flag that is flying

everywhere; you have your foot on the prostrate giant,

and even the bare rock has owned defeat.’
" Where did you see all these triumphs?’
asked the banyan.
“Your fight I see as peace, your work as rest,
your triumph as gentleness.
That is why the Sadhak comes to meditate
under your shade,
to find the secret of your effortless victory.
In the forest, little schools have sprung up
to teach how Life works.
Therefore those who are tired rest under your
shade, those who are distraught seek your message.’
Hearing my praises,
the inner life-spirit of the tree seemed to be pleased
and said : ‘I have come out to give battle to the giant,
the desert.
But I have a little brother,
where has he disappeared in the din of the battle?
A few moments ago, were you not speaking of him?’
“Yes, it is he whom we have named “Mind” ’

‘He is more restless than I ! Nothing satisfies him.
Can you give me news of this restless fellow?’
“Yes, I can a little. You battle to survive, he to

acquire. And beyond this, another battle is raging -
the one for giving up.
Your fight is against inert matter,
his against penury.
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There is one last struggle -
the war against accumulation.
While the battle rages,
the result sways in the balance!
In this confusion,
your green flag gives courage to the warriors.
It sings : “Victory, victory to Life! ’
Higher and higher rises the pitch,
from one octave to another.
Amid this medley of tunes,
your tambura plays
the basic tune of the primeval Life-Spirit, saying :
all melodies will one day merge with a paean of joy
into the profound melody of Beauty !
All receiving and all giving will blossom
like flowers, ripen like fruits.”

wem - (Q[si-1922
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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One Day

I remember that afternoon.
From time to time the rain would slacken,
then a gust of wind would madden it again.
It was dark inside the room,
and I couldn’t concetrate on work.
I took my instrument in my hand
and began a monsoon song in the mode of Mallar.
She came out of the next room
and came just up to the door.

Once more she came and stood outside the door.
After that she slowly came in and sat down.
She had some sewing in her hand;
with her head lowered, she kept working at it.
Later she stopped sewing
and sat looking at the blurred trees outside the
window.

The rain stopped, my song came to an end.
She got up and went to braid her hair.
Nothing but this.

Just that one afternoon twined with rain and song
and idling and darkness.

Stories of kings and wars
are cheaply scattered in history.

But a tiny fragment of an afternoon story stays
hidden
in time’s box like a rare jewel.
Only two people know of it.

AR B - 1916-[QAQAK-1922.

English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson.
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Grief’s Ingratitude %\-l.&{l gul
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‘Everything’s unreal,” said my mind, AHAAAAL UAL Sl WAL 4 HA 3@
attempting an explanation. - ’
‘Why?’ - I asked in a cross mood - el o AR B
‘Aren’t these all real -the sewing-box on the table, SYP— Y AW UL, 11@92&, W, "l%i, AR, o l?

the flower-pot on the roof terrace, A sl 0L wouslsi 64
the name-inscribed hand-fan on the bed?’ = HY U M OARIAL AHIUL, UL §3,

My mind replied, ‘But still you have to consider that -’ el U udd A quidl dlosel ?

‘Stop it,” | interrupted. ‘Look at that book of stories N N g an N0 s
with a hair-pin stuck half-way through the pages. AL et et 2Anall, WA i [dARg A,

Clearly she hadn’t finished reading it. Yy W, A AUAR, o 58],
Is that unreal as well? Wettel], 42 Wil QL uviell 2 2udl .
If so, why should she be even more unreal than that?’ . N
My mind fell silent. el 2yl difl ueL el 2L weL WU 97
A friend came and said, “What’s good is real Al Utdl Q el wel AR BUMUA O P
and never perishes. . . N~ A -
The whole world cherishes it, H'Lg\ H"‘_QL:L A4S oy, Q}L_‘f’ E:L'it Q"‘tcﬂ"t sedl @l
keeping it on its breast like a jewel in a chain.’ A O d o A & el Al 2L 42l adl.
. ,HOW do you know?’ - I,asked angrily - , 20{l g[AAL Al 2l Hgs ol el AV 8.
Isn’t the body good? Where’s that body gone? . .
As a little boy in an angry mood ‘A 2l voR? | SRR
vents his violence on his mother, ‘st AR %U& 420 ? 2 AR sl OL?:L P
I began to lash out - L 9163, A1), o130l L 6 N
against whatever was my refuge in this universe. ) TH Al 89. <l #Q’w* "U* "R Sle i
“This world’s a traitor,” I said. A uel 2 gAML % AS H3 Sq, drll YR 259 sl
Suddenly something startled me. W C‘[LOH', 3 2 gRaL o BoUGN .
It seemed to me that someone whispered, N ] . .
“Ungrateful!’ 258 SS lRell o, Ge’ 2, 2 Aleell § A,
Looking out of the window, I saw the moon, ol elelR Al 2 2uyal
the third of the waning phase, .
rising behind a casurina tree. —éNQLLL&-L-ﬂ Alogel 2g sl wesn Glodl sl
It was like the hide-and-seek of the laughter of her -l 5L Sl Q{cué;\gg[ ol

who had gone. . . N .o
A rebuke came to me from the star-sprinkled darkness, AR R viasiRHl 4 45 adl W &g,

‘That I had let myself be caught - was that illusory? A WA oA usdialL el edl- weL AU ¢dl?
And why this fanatical faith in the screen 21 AL O 429 20,

that’s come between us?’ . .
L ALARML 22l QAR WA Y
Sae Als-[ARs-1919, English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson.
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Seventeen Years

I had known her for seventeen years.
So many comings and goings, so many meetings,
so many tetes-a-tetes!
Surrounding those years, so many dreams,
so many conjectures, so many hints,
And then, sometimes, when half asleep,
the light of the morning star;
sometimes the scent of the Chameli flower
in the dusk of a rainy day;
sometime the tired strains of the Nahabat
in the last hours of the spring night!
All this had passed round his mind
in the course of those seventeen years !
And, mingling with it all, she used to call his name.
The person who responded to this name
was not merely the creation of God -
he was created
out of her seventeen years of knowing him.
Sometimes in love, sometimes in neglect,
sometimes in work, sometimes in leisure,
sometimes in the midst of all, sometimes in privacy
- thus was he built in the heart of one person.
After that, seventeen more years had gone by.
But those days and nights are no longer strung
together by the binding thread of that name - they
lie scattered. Therefore the days ask me daily :
‘Who shall call us together
and surround us with her presence! ’

I can give no answer - I pause and ponder.
But they, flying away with the wind, say :
‘We go searching.’

‘Whom?” They know not whom.

So they wander hither and thither.

Like aimless clouds, they sail across the sea of
darkness, and I can no longer see them.

AdRL o2 - [ARs-1922
English translation by Aurobindo Bose.
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A Cloudy Day

Each day is filled with work and all around me

there are crowds of people.

Daily I feel that in the day’s work,

in the day’s intercourse with people,
all that there is to say has been said -
nothing more remains.
One has no time to become aware of
what remains unsaid deep down in one’s heart.
This morning
the sky is heavy with mass upon mass of clouds.
Even today work lies ahead,
and men are all about me.

But I feel that what is within me

cannot be completely uttered
to the world outside.
Man has crossed the oceans,
climbed the mountains;
digging down into the depths of the netherworld,
he has stolen gems and precious stones
and brought them to the surface;

but to reveal completely the inmost utterance of his heart,

this he can never accomplish.
Today, in the cloudy dawn,

I hear that inner utterance shaking

the chains of the barred door.
I wonder : What am I to do?

(continued)
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Who is there at whose call my utterance,
scaling the barriers of my work,
with lamp of melody in hand,
shall set out to meet the universe it loves?

Who is there
at whose glance all my scattered sorrow
will be suddenly gathered
into a garland of perfect joy
and kindled in one flame?
Only to her, who looking at me
strikes the right melody, can I bring my gifts.
At what turn of the road is she waiting for me - that
mendicant who will take away all I possess?
The sorrow of my inner sanctuary
has put on her robes dyed in ochre
and wants to take to the open road,
the road that leads
beyond the confines of my work,
trembling with,
the tread of the unknown beloved of my heart.

Aaal B4 - @QAS-1922

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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A fire of flowers has hit the horizon.
a flame of fragrance in springtime has risen.
The sky is cozened,
thinks the sun’s there imprisoned.
Perhaps in the earth it seeks its consummation
and so as flowers in a mustard field has risen.
It is my ache that’s hit the blue horizon.

What I've wished to say for years has risen.

From some lost Phagun of mine a gusty wind
has returned with its unreason.

This Phagun, maybe, it seeks its consummation
and so as waves in a mustard field has risen.

19227
Songs—12
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Poems —-64—

—64— ue W | ALe Al

I cannot remember my mother, AS IR WL Wl WAL WA WM,
only sometime in the midst of play s ofld, sigw 6 O
a tune seems to hover over my playthings, 5 Olld 4w :

the tune of some song that she used to hum — o ofld, % HL HA ML A dudl ¢d.

while rocking my cradle.

A, W3l L Ale <.

I her,
cannot remember my mother vl uded addl Had

but when in the early autumn morning

the smell of the shiuli flowers floats in the air, wlemd{l @oiﬂ gl dddl ¢l cill,-i)_,
the scent of the morning service in the temple Hznil 2ad] ued-(l Yol yoiaml

comes to me as scent of my mother.
I cannot remember my mother,

ue |l Y 2d €,

only when from my bedroom window U Wil W e el
. . Y . . . . EN
I send my eyes into the blue of the distant sky, ugL 2R § ol GlaIR, 82 &2 HUSAML A% Bldld, &, R
I feel that the stillness of my mother’s gaze on my face u awdl © 3wl W ur edell well FRR A%,

has spread all over the sky. ol 3, 2 add 8
Wl wa '

Rig, ellal-le-1922
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Poems
—-65—
You ask me, mother, where I most wish to go.
It is there from where I first came to you.
But I never can remember the place.
My father smiles at my trouble and says,
“It is beyond the clouds in the land of the evening star.”
But I hear from you,
it is deep in the bosom of the earth,
from where the flowers come away seeking the sun.
“That land lies unseen,”
my auntie says,
“in the bottom of the sea,
hiding all the precious gems in its store.”
My brother pulls my hair and says,
“How can you find it, you stupid one,
for it is mingled in the air.”
It must be everywhere, it seems to me,
when I listen to you all.
Only my school-master shakes his head and says-
“It is nowhere.”

ARALS
Rug, ellel-e-1922
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Poems
-67-

My heart sings at the wonder of my place
in this world of light and life;
at the feel in my pulse of the rhythm of creation
cadenced by the swing of the endless time.
I feel the tenderness of the grass in my forest walk,
the wayside flowers startle me:
that the gifts of the infinite are strewn in the dust
wakens my song in wonder.
I have seen, have heard, have lived;
in the depth of the known have felt the truth
that exceed all knowledge
which fills my heart with wonder and I sing.

U MRA YA iU
uoula-1925
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Tonight the fire-flames burn in a million stars
beneath a sky without sleep.

That grand marquee of heaven, drunk on light -
there was I once a guest, in another age.
But my mind - my mind wouldn’t settle there.
So I sailed away across the ocean of time
beneath a sky without sleep.

Such dulcet whispers between land and water
in this green earth of ours.

Floral pigments dappling the grass,
light and darkness in their sylvan clasp.

I liked it here - yes, I liked it so much here
that I thought I'd stay and spend my days in play
in this green earth of ours.

L% AL AR Sl R xPH %
youls--1925
English translation by Ketaki Khushari Dyson
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Poems
—-68—
You have drunk the draught of songs
that I poured for you,
and accepted the garland of my woven dreams.
My heart straying in the wilderness
was ever touched by the pain that was your own touch.
When my days are done,
my leave-taking hushed in a final silence,
my voice will linger in the autumn light
and rain-laden clouds
with the message that we had met.

YR Al SUAR EURL
yoll3{l-1921
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Guest

Lady, you have filled these exile days of mine
with sweetness,
made a foreign traveller your own
as easily as these unfamiliar stars,
quietly, coolly smiling from heaven,
have likewise given me welcome.
When I stood at this window
and stared at the southern sky,
a message seemed to slide into my soul
from the harmony of the stars, a solemn music that
said, “We know you are ours - Guest of our light
from the day you passed from darkness into the
world, always our guest.”
Lady, your kindness is a star,
the same solemn tune in your gance seems to say,
‘I know you are mine.’
I do not know your language, but I hear your melody
‘Poet, guest of my love, my guest eternally.’

2R - 1wy
Yol - ey
English translation by William Radice
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Poems

—-74-
~74- A 2ud)l 2 H§ Rd-gep 2l s
She left me her flower of smile A SLedMl *ug, t-‘li."tl.i s Adl as.
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THE PHANTOM

When the lamp was out, and the night was dark,
when the door was shut - and I was lonely,
there was some one I thought outside the door
standing in the dark.

I could hear the steps, it seemed,
and there came with the night air
the soft jingle of bracelets.

For an instant I wished and wondered
if I should open the door.

A while after overcome by sleep I forgot.
Fitfully awake, later, as I lay,
the thought returned :

Perhaps some stranger still sat by the door
this lonely night?

‘What should it be, but an idle dream,’

I said to myself.

Deep in the silent night from my window
I saw the seven stars beckoning to me
out of the mid-heavens.

‘Why not leave the bed and light the lamp’

- I asked myself.

But I lay there indolent the lamp unlit,
and the hours passed by while the door remained shut.
Sudden arose the southern wind sending a thrill
across the heart of the woodland,
and the leaves set up a murmur like one talking in sleep.
Intermittently the fragrant jasmine
fell across my window as in a swoon,
touching my whole body with ecstasy.

For a while I was awake
until my eyes closed in lassitude.

Like a tear drop shed in the night of separation,
the morning star set in the eastern sky.

(continued)
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All of a sudden I seemed to hear

a mourning arise In the avenue of acacias,
and the dew-drenched grass shivered disconsolate.
When at last I left my bed and opened the door,
whose garland was it of fragrant jasmine
that I saw lying in the dust?

There in the distance, with downcast eyes,

a shadow in the shadowy forest,

I saw her, my forlorn visitor of yesternight,
vanish like a Phantom in the mist of the morning sun.
From today I shall keep the door open at night.
My lamp I shall keep burning by the window.
From today I shall keep a nightlong vigil, awaiting
the tread of her feet across the woodland path.
Will she come once again to my heart, even as the
fragrance of her garland of jasmine which returns
with the tide of yester night.

Buenos Aires 16 November, 1924
Sl - yrell
English translation by Ksitish Roy
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THE LAST SPRING

Before this day is done grant me my wish :
Let us go gathering spring flowers for the last time.
Out of many a spring that are yet to visit your
bower, give me one - I implored.

All this while I paid no heed to the time
that is lost and gone in vain.

In a flash of a twilight I have now read in your eyes
my time is near and I must go.

So, eagerly anxious I count one by one,
like a miser with his hoard
the last few days of spring left to me.

Have no fear; I shall not linger long
in be bloom of your garden,
when time comes for parting at the day’s end.

I shall not look for tears in your eyes
to bathe my memory in the dew of pity,

Ah! listen to me, do not go.

The sun is yet to set.

We can afford time to delude time- be not afraid.
Let the afternoon sun look through the foliage
and linger for a while
glistening on the dark stream of your hair.
Put the timid squirrel by the lake to sudden flight
by the peal of your laughter gushing forth
in unheeding joy.

I shall not seek to slacken your tripping feet
by whispering forgotten memories into your ear.

(continued)
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Go away, thereafter, if go you must,
trampling on fallen leaves in your hasty tread,
while the homing birds
make the close of the day clamorous with their cry.
In the deepening darkness,
your distant figure will recede
and then fade away
like the last faint notes of the even-song. .
When the night darkens sit by your window
as I walk past the road on my onward journey
leaving all behind.

If it pleases you, throw out to me the flowers
I gave you in the morning now wilted at the day’s end.
That will be the last and crowning gift,
your greetings of farewell.

Buenos Aires

21 November, 1924

AN olRid - yRoll

English translation by Ksitish Roy.
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Skeleton

There on the plain, on the way-side,
an animal’s skeleton is lying on the grass,
the same grass that had once given it strength and gentle rest.
They lie, bleached bones in a heap,
time’s loud dry laughter,
like death pointing its finger, insinuating:
Where the beast ends, there you end as well;
there’s no distinction;
in your case too, when life’s wine’s been drained,
the broken cup will be left like that in the dust.
I said: Death, I don’t believe what you say mocking of emptiness.
My life’s not the sort that becomes a total pauper
at its journey’s end,
that at the end of the day pays with hollow bones
its last bill of board and bed.
All that I've thought and known, spoken, heard with my ears,
all that has burst from me in sudden songs
were not contained in a life hemmed by death.
What I've received and what I've given back -
on this earth of mortals where can that be measured?
Many a time has my mind’s dance
transcended life and death,
and gone where beauty lives eternally.

Can it then stop for ever at the boundary of bones?
My true identity cannot be measured by flesh.
The hours and minutes don’t wear it out by their
kicks, nor does the wayside dust pauperise it.

For in the lotus of manifest form
I've drunk the honey of the formless,
in that bosom of suffering found the dwelling of joy,
heard within me the voice of eternal silence,
seen the way of stars through the dark empty spaces.
No, I'm not a big joke of the Creator,
not a grand holocaust built with infinite riches.

554 - Y06{l-1925 English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Hope
Getting involved in all these projects,
which are not all that difficult.
Travel all over the globe in the interest of mankind.
The crowd of colleagues swells.

Articles to read and write are numerous.
Discussions in languages innumerable,
controversies and compromises innumerable.
Step by step, knot over knot and the web is woven.
A brick is laid over another
and a mansion is built after another.

Some appreciate fame, others don’t.

Some come near with faith and others doubt.
Some genuine, some fake - items are collected
and something or the other is created.

But all these small aspirations are indeed sad.
They appear simple but simple they are not.

A little happiness -
in songs, in notes, mixed with the fragrance of
flowers, dreaming in the shade of a tree,
intoxication of oblivion-

I thought all this would be mine for asking.
But only when I wished for them did I realize
that there is no glimpse of this ever-flitting!
Amidst formless and endless vapours
with sky rendering efforts,
when the universe was created,
with the efforts of initial eons, the mountains grew
tall, and after dreams of eons,
the first bunch of flowers was delivered.

For many days I had aspired,
that in a corner of this earth, I'll live in my own way.
No wealth, no fame, only a home, I had aspired for.

(continued)
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Cool shade of a tree, a flowing river,
at sundown, view of evening star from my window,
fragrance of chameli from my window,
first rays of sun on the other side of river.
Amidst the caresses of all this,

a few days of my life will be filled with sobs and
smiles. No wealth, no fame, only a home, I had aspired for.
For many days I had aspired for
a complete language for my heart.

No wealth, no fame, only a language of my own,

I had aspired for.

As the setting sun paints with the colours of
imagination, a picture of end on every cloud,
in my play, I would create my own dreamworld
with light and shade, colour and nectar.
Amidst caresses of all this,

a few days of my life will be filled with smiles and
sobs. No wealth, no fame,
only a language of my own I had aspired for.
For many days I had aspired for your nectar
to quench the thirst of my soul.

No wealth, no fame, only a little love, I had aspired
for. Call one in a melody from the heart,
holding hands without reason,
sitting alone and thinking of one while going away,
coming back with a live gleam in one’s eyes.
Amidst caresses of all this,

a few days of my life will be filled with smiles and sobs.
No wealth, no fame, only love, I had aspired for.

AL-19-10-24
Y06{-1925, English version by Shailesh Parekh
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Gratittude

‘I won't forget,” I had said,
when your moist eyes had silently gazed at my face.
Forgive me if I did forget.
Ah, that was such along time ago!
On that day’s kiss so many madhabi petals
of early spring fell in layers and withered,
so many times noon’s dove-cooings pressed weary
sleep, going and returning.
Your black eyes” gaze had written on my spirit
that letter of love, so shy, so nervous!
On that autograph of your heart
restless lights and shadows
have through the hours waved their brush-strokes,
so many evenings have splashed golden oblivion,
so many nights have left their own dream-writings
in crisscrosses of faint lines, covering it quite.
Each minute, second going by
leaves its souvenir-script upon the mind,
like the deformed doodlings of a heedless boy,
each obscuring the other, weaving amnesia’s net.
If this Phalgun I have perchance forgotten
the message of that earlier Phalgun,
if the flame has silently died on grief’s lamp,
forgive me then.Yet I know, because you had once appeared,
harvests of song had ripened in my life, which
continue; once the light of your eyes had played its vina,
wringing the innermost notes from sunlight itself.
Gone is your touch,
but what a touchstone you have left within my
heart, which shows me still, at times,
the undying panorama of this universe,
makes me drink causeless joy’s full cup.
Forgive my oblivion.

(continued)
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I know you had once called me into your heart,
which is why I myself forgive my own fate,
forgetting all those miseries,
those griefs which it has heaped on my days;
how it has snatched thirst’s water-cup from my
lips, conned me with smiles, betrayed my confidence,

suddenly upset my laden ship within sight of shore:
all I forgive.
You are no more. You have hopelessly receded.
Evenings are mournful,
charged with your smothered vermilion.
My mateless life in an empty house has no grace.
All this I accept, and above all, that you were here once.

sdol - yroll - e’y
R.19.9eRY
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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-1-
On one sleepless and still night,
in a fit of passion, you kissed my palm
with head bent low and tears in your eyes
(and whispered:)

“If you are far removed from me,
with infinite weight of endless vaccum.
my world shall be dry as desert.
Indifference, spread all over the sky,
will rob my heart of all its peace.

The dark, still and joyless pathos
is a death worse than death.”

-

Hearing your words, I pulled your face to my chest
and whispered in your ears,

“If you go far away, your notes of pain
will flash in my songs like lightening
and my heart will startle with each flash.
Separation will play its own strange tricks
on my eyes and heart.

Dear, when you will find out
the nearest door to my innermost sanctum,
from far away,
you would have established
your absolute right over my world.”

(continued)
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—3—
This secret conversation between the two
was overheard by Saptarshi in the sky.
Slowly, the stream of words flowed
through the cluster of tuberoses.
Subsequently, silently came the final break
in the form of death.

Noone heard, nor was their vision anymore.
No speech nor touch from that endlass.
Yet the sky is not vacant.

It is full with painful vapour of fire.

All alone, I create a world of dreams
with songs lit by that fire.

yeldl-1.10.1924
YR0{l-1925
English version by Shailesh Parekh
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Poems
—-69-
My heart feels shy to bring to your vagrant mind
the lyric of my secret
lest its meaning be missed and its rhythm.
I shall wait for some auspicious hour
when the evening is compassionate,
your eyes drowned in its tender dimness,
and my voice reaches you in a profound calm of truth.
I shall turn my secret round and round
through my whisper at a lonely corner of your heart,
even as the cricket among the silent sal trees
turns single-toned beads of its chirping
in the rosary of night.

AUAHAL-1924
y06{-1925
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Poems
-70-
Pardon me, if in my pride,
O maiden of a century, yet to be born,

I picture you reading my poems,
while the moon fills the gaps in my verse
with its shower of silence.

I seem to feel your heart throb and hear you murmur,
“If he were alive today and had we met
he would love me.”

I know you say to yourself,

“Only for this night
let me light my lamp for him at my balcony,
though I know he may never come.”

ol s1e-1924
Y06{-1925
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So many times I've been along this trail
and never once lost my way.
Are its traces lost today?
Has the wild grass covered it all?
Still, in my mind I know there’s nothing to fear,

for a wind in my favour suddenly begins to blow.

I shall surely know you - the time will come -
for you know me.
Lamp in hand, I used to go alone.
Its flame’s gone out.
Yet in my mind I know the address is written
in the language of the stars.
The wayside flowers, I know,
will check my errors
and guide me gently
by their scents” secret codes.

UM-298
2L v WA % O - April 1926
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Poems
—75—

Do not call him to thy house, the dreamer,
who walks alone by the path in the night.
His words are those of a strange land,
and strange is the melody
played by him on his one-stringed lute.
There is no need for thee to spread a seat for him;
he will depart before day-break.

For in the feast of freedom he is asked to sing
the praise of the new-born light.

[BR-20¢
A Sl WOl A YAdR — 8.9.1926
Aflaloicdi-1926
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Poems
_76_

The flute-sound of a holiday music floats in the air.

It is not the time for me to sit and brood alone.
The shiuli branches shiver
with the thrill of an impending flower-time,
the touch of the dew is over the woodland.
On the fairy web in the forest path
the light and shadow feel each other.
The tall grass sends waves of laughter
to the sky in its flowers,
and I gaze upon the horizon, seeking for my song.

92 iRl elydl - 17.9.1926
oflclGtcin-1926
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Poems
-77-
Who is this captive that grieves within thee thirsting for light?
His lute is silent,
though life’s breath is abroad in the air;
His eyes do not see,
though morning lights the sky.
Birds sing of a new awakening to the forest,
the joy of new life breaks out in the tints of flowers,
the night beyond the wall has vanished,
yet the smoking lamp is still burning in the cell.
Alas, why is there this separation
between the home and the sky?

Yo0-149
AR [y 2ollaL 3 % - 18.9.1926
Aflaloidi-1926
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Poems
-78—
Fear not, for thou shalt conquer,
thy door will open, thy bonds break.
Often thou losest thyself in sleep,
and yet must find back thy world
again and again.
The call comes to thee from the earth and sky
the call from among men,
the call to sing of gladness and pain,
of shame and fear.
The leaves and the flowers,
the waters that fall and flow,
ask for thy notes to mingle with their own,
the darkness and light
to tremble in the rhythm of thy song.

AS AS MU SOl w6l wd — 18.9.1926
ofldlGtdi-1926
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Poems
-79—
The morning light aches
with the pain of parting.
Poet, take up thy flute!
Let be, if thou must depart, and go,
leaving thy song to the flowers
in this dew-dripping autumn.
Such a morning will come again
at the gold-tinted border of the East
with kunda flowers in her locks.
In the shady garden path,
plaintive with dove’s cooing,
tender with the caressing enchantment of the green,
will rise again the vision of this light,
her steps tinkling with the anklet of thine own songs.
Let be, if thou must depart.
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Poems
—-80-
Fill your eyes
with the colours that ripple on beauty’s stream,
vain is your struggle to clutch them.

That which you chase with your desire is a shadow,

that which thrills your life-chords is music.

The wine they drink at the assembly of gods

has no body, no measure.
It is in rushing brooks, in flowering trees,
in the smile that dances at the corner of dark eyes.
Enjoy it in freedom.
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Poems
-81-
Thou art a glimmer of gold
from the dawn on my life’s shore,

a dew-drop on the first white flower of autumn.

Thou art a rainbow
from the distant sky bending o’er the dust,
a dream of the crescent moon
touched with a white cloud,
thou art a secret of paradise
revealed by chance to the earth.

Thou art my poet’s vision,
appearing from the days of my forgotten birth,
thou art the word that is never for utterance,
a freedom that comes in the form of a bondage,
for thou openest the door for me
to the beauty of a living light.
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Poems
—-82—
I ever go seeking for this self of mine;
but how can I know the fugitive,
who flits in dreams in changing forms and guises?
Often have I listened to its voice
in the heart of my own songs,
but never know I where it dwells.
The hours pass, the light fades,
the farewell tune is wafted
in the evening breeze from the flute of a passer-by.
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Poems
—-83—
For what great reward of my merit,
O Beautiful,
had I, a meadow-flower,
once taken my place in the chain on thy neck?
The newly awakened eyes of the earth
were glad on that day,
and the lute, at the touch of the Ever-new,
broke out in the melodies of dawn.
If that flower fades and drops to the earth
at the dim hour of the day,
when the bird’s songs are languid,
let the evening wind sweep it away across the dark,
following thy departing steps,
never leaving it to be trodden to the dust
by the careless moments.
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Poems
—84—

Feel thy release in the air, O bird,
let not thy wings be timid.
Yield not to the lure of the nest,
to the enchantment of the night.

Dost thou not feel the hidden hope
that hums in thy dream when thou sleepest
and in the expectant dark of the dawn
the silent promise that reveals itself
as it rends the veil from the face of the bud.
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Poems
—85—
I have played my flute along the path,
I have sung at thy gate,

I have offered my tunes before thy temple’s outer
screen decorated with endless forms and colours.
Today have come to me
from everywhere
the words that speak of the End.

They ask me to break the bond of the road,
to come to the farther shore of the pilgrimage
by crossing the endless refrain of meetings and partings.

U4-24
Al 2R oend A B - 24.11.1926
NIRRT

216

_8 5_
Rl W o]l aoud 9. di ey A Afld)l du .
2B SR AL 20, LU
ARL 1B w3elll elalR A WL oldl aal €.
2 AR olgell 2dedl dldl sl A6l U Astoud 6,
Rl Gl LA,
e 214 [Qetall il e wr 53,
AlstleAl gL (el YR ol We,
d He ollend) 8 €.

217



Poems
—-86—
Let the links of my shackles snap
at every step of thy dance,
O Lord of Dancing,
and let my heart wake in the freedom
of the eternal voice.
Let it feel the touch of that foot
that ever sets swinging the lotus-seat of the muse,
and with its perfume maddens the air through ages.
Rebellious atoms are subdued
into forms at thy dance-time,
the suns and planets, - anklets of light, -
twirl round thy moving feet,
and, age after age, Things struggle to wake
from the dark slumber,
through pain of life, into consciousness,
and the ocean of thy bliss
breaks out in tumults of suffering and joy.
Befor I leave, tinge my heart in secret
with thine own colour, the colour of the young smile,
of tears shaded with ancient sadness.
Let it tinge my thoughts, my deeds,
the flame of my evening lamp,
the waking moment of my midnight.

Before I leave, rouse my heart
with the swing of thy dancing feet,
the swing that wakens stars in the deep of the night,
frees the stream from the rocky cave,
gives voice to clouds in thunder and rain,
- the swing by which the balance in the centre of
existence is swayed in endless cycle of movement.
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Poems
—-87-

Early winter spreads her filmy veil over midnight stars,
and the call comes from the deep,
“Man, bring out your lamp.”

The forests are bare of flowers,
the birds have ceased to sing
the river-side grass has shed its blossoms.
Come, Dipali, waken the hidden flames
out of the desolate dark,
and offer symphony of praise to eternal light.
The stars are dimmed
the night is disconsolate,
and the call comes from the deep,
“Man, bring out your lamp.”
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The two of us had swung in the forest that day,
swing-ropes twined with chains of flowers.
Recall it, please, from time to time!
Never forget it, never!

That day the wind was laced , you know,
with my mind’s delirious chatter,
and in the heavens, scattered in plenty,
were similes of your laughter.

As we walked along the path that evening,
the full moon rose in all its lustre.

Ah, what a splendid hour it was
when you and I met together!

Now I have no time of my own.

I'm far from you and must bear it alone.
But the friendship’s thread I tied to your heart -
never untie it, never!

Ak g

w-1ce

17.10.1927

English translation by Ketaki Khushari
Dyson—(Songs—18)
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Disappearance

On the canvas of disappearance I see your eternal form.
You've finally arrived in my invisible inner domain.
The jewel of everlasting touch have I obtained.
You've yourself filled the gap made by your absence.
When life darkened,

I found you’d left within me evening’s chapel-lamp.
Through separation’s sacrificial fire
passion becomes worship, lit by suffering’s light.

el - HGL ~ 1929
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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The moon’s laughter’s dam has burst:
light spills out.
Tuberose, pour your odour.

The crazy wind - he can’t make out
who calls him and whence;
whomever he visits in the flower-garden
he fancies straight away, he does.
Sandal smothers the blue sky’s forehead
and Saraswati’s swans have escaped.
Moon, what d’you think you are doing,
strewing the earth with all this parijat pollen?
Which of you women in Indra’s heaven
have lit yourself this nuptial lamp?

U4-94-1929 7
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English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Poems
—-9(0-

We two lay sunk in the dusk of dreams;
the time of awakening has come
waiting for the last word from you.
Turn your face to me
and with a tear-dimmed glance
make the sorrow of parting ever beautiful.
The morning will appear
with its early star on the far-distant sky of
loneliness.

The pain of this farewell night
has been captured in my vina-strings,
the lost glory of love will remain woven in my
visions. Open with your own hands
the door towards final separation.

UH-160
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Poems
—90_

Once again I wake up when the night has waned,
when the world opens all its petals once more,
and this is an endless wonder.

Vast islands have sunk in the abyss unnamed,
stars have been beggared of the last flicker of their
light, countless epochs have lost all their ladings.
World conquerors have vanished
into the shadow of a name behind dim legends,
great nations raised their towers of triumph
as a mere offering
to the unappeaseable hunger of the dust.
Among this dissolving crowd of the discarded
my forehead receives the consecration of light,
and this is an endless wonder.

I stand for another day with the Himalayas,
with the constellations of stars.

I am here where in the surging sea-waves
the infuriate dance of the terrible
is rhythmed with his boisterous laughter.
The centuries on which
have flashed up and foundered kingly crowns
like bubbles have left their signature
on the bark of this aged tree,
where I am allowed to sit under its ancient shade
for one more day,
and this is an endless wonder.
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uestion

God, again and again through the ages
you have sent messengers to this pitiless world
They have said, ‘forgive everyone’,
they have said, ‘Love one another
- rid your hearts of evil.’

They are revered and remembered,
yet still in these dark days
we turn them away with hollow greetings,
from outside the doors of our houses.

And meanwhile I see secretive hatred
murdering the helpless under cover of night;
And justice weeping silently and furtively
at power misused, no hope of redress.

I see young men working themselves into a frenzy,
in agony dashing their heads against stone to no avail.
My voice is choked today, I have no music in my flute:
Black moonless night has imprisoned my world,
plunged it into nightmare.

And this is why, with tears in my eyes, I ask:
Those who have poisoned your air,
those who have extinguished your light,
can it be that you have forgiven them?

Can it be that you love them?

n
uRaN-1932
English translation by William Radice
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The Last Letter

The empty house seems displeased with me.
I've done something wrong
and its keeping its face averted.
I wander from room to room, feeling unwanted ,
come out panting with exhaustion.

I'm going to let this house and go off to Dehra Dun.
For such a long time I couldn’t go into Amli’s room:
it would twist my heart.

Now that the tenant will come,
the room must be cleared,
so I undo the padlock and go in.

A pair of Agra shoes, a comb, hair oil,

a bottle of perfume.

On a shelf her school-books. A small harmonium.
A scrap-book covered with cut-and-pasted pictures.
On a clothes-rack towels, dresses,
saris of homespun cotton.

In a small glass cabinet a variety of dolls, bottles,
empty powder tins.

I sit silent on the seat in front of the table.
There’s the red leather case
she used to take to the school.

From it I pick up an exercise book,

a maths one, as it happens.

Out slips an envelope, unopened,
with my own address in Amli’s childish hand.

(continued)
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They say when a man drowns,
pictures from the past in one moment
press before his eyes.

So does that letter in my hand in an instant
bring back so many things to my mind.
Amala was seven when her mother died.

The fear that she wouldn’t live long began to haunt me.
For there was something sad about her face,
as if the shadows of an untimely parting
had tumbled backwards from a future time
to fall on her big black eyes.

I was so afraid to leave her alone.
Working at my office, I would suddenly wonder
if something awful had happened at home.
From Bankipore came her mother’s sister on holiday;
She said, ‘The girl’s education’s in a mess.
Who's going to bear the burden of an ignorant girl
in this day and age?

Ashamed to hear her words, I blurted out,

‘T'll get her admitted to Bethune School tomorrow.”
Admitted she was,
but her holidays seemed to grow more in number
than days of academic work.

There were days
when the school bus came and went without her.
Her father was involved in those plots.

The following year her aunt came on holiday again.
“This just won’t do,” she said,

‘I'll take her with me
and put her in a boarding-school in Benares,
for she must be saved from her father’s loving excess.’

(continued)
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So she went away with her aunt, dry-eyed,
but deeply hurt because I let her go like that.
I set out on a pilgrimage to Badrinath
in a sudden desire to run away from myself.
For four months there was no communications.
Thanks to my guru, I reckoned,
the knot that tied me had slackened.

In my mind I placed my daughter in God’s hands
and my chest felt lightened.

After four months I came home.

I was running to Benares to see Amli,
but on my way got a letter.

What's there to say? -

It was God who had taken her.

But I don’t want to talk about those things.
Sitting in Amala’s room,

I opened the unopened letter and read:

‘I want to see you so much.

There’s nothing else on the paper.

A2 1932.

English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Writing a Letter
You gave me a gold-capped fountain-pen
and so many accessories to writing.

The little desk made of walnut-wood.
Notepaper with printed heads in different sizes.
A paper-cutter of enamelled silver.
Scissors, pen-knife, sealing-wax, reel of red tape.
Paper-weights of glass.

Pencils - red, blue, and green.

You said I must write you a letter every other day.
Here I am, sitting down, ready to write you a letter.
I've had my bath already, - earlier in the morning.
I can’t think of a subject to write about.
There’s only one piece of news;
you've gone away.

That's an item of news known to you too.

Yet it seems you may not know it that well.
Well then, what about letting you know
that you've gone away.

But each time I begin to write I find that piece of news
by no means easy to report.

I am no poet:

I cannot give language a voice
or put into it the way eyes look.

The more I write, the more I tear up.

Past ten o’clock.

Time for your nephew Boku to go to school.
Let me go and give him his meal.

Before I go, let me write this for the last time:
you've gone away.

The rest are scribbles and doodles on the blotting-paper.

Yrl#-1932,
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Poems
Introductory

Here I send you my poems
densely packed in this writing book
like a cage crowded with birds.

The blue space, the infinity around constellations,
through which flocked my verses, is left outside.
Stars, torn from the heart of night,
and tightly knit into a chain
may fetch a high price
from some jeweller in the suburb of paradise,
but the gods would miss from it the ethereal value
of the divinely undefined.

Imagine a song suddenly flashing up like a flying fish,
from the silent depth of time !

Would you care to catch it in your net
and exhibit it in your glass vessel
among a swarm of captives ?

In the expansive epoch of lordly leisure,
the poet read his poems day by day
before his bounteous sovereign,
when the spirit of the printing press was not there
to smear with black dumbness
the background of a resonant leisure,
alive with the natural accompaniment of the irrelevant;
when the stanzas were not ranged into
perfect packets of alphabets,
to be silently swallowed.

Alas, the poems which were for the listening ears
are tied today as chained lines of slaves
before their masters of critical eyes,

(continued)
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and banished into the greyness of tuneless papers,
and those that are kissed by eternity
have lost their way in the publishers” market.
For it is a desperate age of hurry and hustle
and the lyric muse has to take her journey
to her tryst of hearts
on trams and buses.
I sigh and wish that I had lived
in the golden age of Kalidasa,
that your were, - but what is the use of
wild and idle wishing ?

I am hopelessly born in the age of the
busy printing press, - a belated Kalidasa,
and you, my love, are utterly modern.
Listlessly you turn the pages of my poems
reclining in your easy chair,
and you never have the chance to listen
with half-shut eyes to the murmur of metre
and at the end to crown your poet with a rose-wreath.
The only payment you make
is the payment of a few silver coins
to the keeper of the bookstall
in the College Square.

Uz
Yl 21932
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Poems
—-97—

A veil of thousand years dropped between you and me
when you turned your face and merged in a past
where spectre-like dwell they
who missed love’s path in a timorous dusk of doubt.
The space is but narrow that divides us,

- a tiny stream weaving in its murmur
the memory of our parting moment
the pathos of your passing footsteps.

And all that I can offer to you
is the music of an unspoken love
for it to follow you and vanish.

(Grels
CRMAW-1933
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Poems
—-96—
Though I know, my friend, that we are different
my mind refuses to own it.
For we two woke up in the same sleepless night
while the birds sang,
and the same spell of the spring entered our hearts.
Though your face is towards the light
and mine in the shade
the delight of our meeting is sweet and secret,
for the flood of youth in its eddying dance
has drawn us close.
With your glory and grace you conquer the world,
my face is pale.
But a magnanimous breath of life
has carried me to your side
and the dark line of our difference
is aglow with the radiance of a dawn.

ude-BIRMAA-1933
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As I turn to look far back at the Past,
I can see throng upon throng of travellers;
I know them all, I remember their names.
Today I see them as they really were:
Shadows in the sunset light,
actors come from behind the stage
wearing the body’s disguise.
In the endless drama of Life
they spent their days and nights
saying their lines and playing their parts as fate dictated
- now laughing, now weeping, their gestures varied,
their moods diverse.
His part done, each disappeared behind the scenes, flung off the
dress he wore - his body -
and was lost to the sight forever.
Some meaning there may be somewhere
in the part each came to play,
known to the great World-poet.
Actor and actress, all took their tears and laughter,
the joy and pain of everyday, as absolutely real,
as long as they wore
the costume and the make-up of their roles.
At last the curtain fell, one by one the lights went out,
the glow of pain and powder paled,
the noise and bustle ceased.
In the gloom and silence
where they went from the stage,
praise and blame are one, and good and bad,
the shapes of joy and sorrow meaning]less,
light and darkness are the same
and shame and fear have lost all purport.
The loving hand that fought so hard to rescue Sita,
built her pyre the moment after.
That tragic play is ended, its poignant sorrow has spent itself;
that drama lives in the poet’s lines, in the minstrel’s song,
in the joyous gifts of Art.

"U,Z?lslbt, ofllAsL - English translation by Somnath Maitra.
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When I called you in your garden
mango blooms were rich in fragrance -
why did you remain so distant,
keep your door so tightly fastened?
Blossoms grew into ripe fruit-clusters -
you rejected my cupped handfuls,
closed your eyes to perfectness.

In the fierce harsh storms of Baisakh
golden ripened fruit fell tumbling -
‘Dust,” I said, ‘defiles such offerings;

Let your hands be heaven to them.

Still you showed no friendliness.
Lampless were your doors at evening,
pitch-black as I played my vina.

How the starlight twanged my heartstrings!
How I set my vina dancing!

You showed no responsiveness.

Sad birds twittered sleeplessly,
calling, calling lost companions.

Gone the right time for our union -
low the moon while still you brooded,
sunk in lonely pensiveness.

Who can understand another!

Heart cannot restrain its passion.

I had hoped that some remaining tear-soaked memories
would sway you, stir your feet to lightsomeness.
Moon fell at the feet of morning,
loosened from night’s fading necklace.
While you slept, O did my vina lull with its heartache?
Did you dream at least of happiness?

YAS-1934
ofl[A51-1935

English translation by William Radice
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So sure was I that you were mine
that it never even came to my mind
to check the real value of your gifts.
Nor did you claim a price.
Day went after day, night after night.
You gave, emptying your baskets.
Glancing sideways, with an absent mind
I would put them away in my store
and not remember them the next day.
The new spring’s madhabi
added its presence to your gifts;
the post-rains full moon lent them its special touch.
Covering my feet with your black hair’s flood, you said,
‘What I give you
is much less than the revenue due to your realm;
more I cannot give for I have no more.’
As you spoke, your eyes filled with tears.
Now you are gone.
Day comes after day, night after night,
but you don’t come.

After all these days I've opened my treasure-chest.
I'm looking at the jewelled necklaces you gave me,
pressing them to my breast.

My pride that partook of indifference
is bent to the ground -
there, where your two feet have left their imprints.
In pain I pay you now the price of your love,
and thus, having lost you, I have you fully at last.

A6l 1932), AN Alds-1

from English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Days of Poush are coming to an end.
Inquisitive dawnlight pushes fog’s wrap aside.
Suddenly I see on the dew-moist shaddock tree

budding new leaves.
The tree looks astonished at itself.
As once Valmiki, on Tamasa’s edge,
was himself amazed at his own breathed out metre,
so looks this tree to me.

From a long silent neglect into the crimson light
these few leaves have brought their unabashed speech,
like those few words which you alone could have said

but left unsaid when you left.

Then was spring near and between you and me
hung the curtain of unfamiliarity.
Sometimes it fluttered;
sometimes a corner went flying;
but the south wind, though it grew bold,
never blew it off entirely.

Unshackled interval didn’t come to pass.

The bell tolled and at the day’s end
you went away into the unspoken’s darkness.
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In the dawn half-light the koel’s intermittent calls
are like fireworks of sound.
Torn clouds disperse,
on each a fragment of a golden script.
Market day.

Bullock carts trundle on the track that crosses the field.
Sacks of rice, fresh cane molasses in pitchers,
and carried on the hip-baskets of village girls,
kochu greens, green mangoes, shajina sticks.

Six a.m. in the school clock.
The bell’s ding-dong

and the tint of the young sunshine merge with my mind.

By the wall of my little garden
I sit on a chair under an oleander.
From the east
the sun’s strength casts an oblique shadow on the grass.
Two coconut trees standing side by side
toss their branches uniquely in the breeze
like twin children making an enormous fuss.
Sheltered by shiny green,
young fruit peep from the pomegranate tree.
The month of Chaitra’s moored to its last week.
The sail slackens in the sky-floating raft of spring.
The grass is starved and thin;
by the gravel path the European seasonal flowers
have lost their bloom and are withered.
A west wind blows, a foreigner in Chaitra’s yard.
Reluctantly I wrap myself .
The water shivers in the pond with the paved surround;
the leaves of the water-lilies tremble;
the few red fish grow restless.
The lemon-grass is rampant in the rockery.
From the leafage peeps a figure,

(continued)
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four-faced, in ochre stone.
On the far margin of flowing time it lives,
indifferent, untouched by seasons.
Art’s language it speaks,
which has no likeness to what the trees have to say.
The care that seeps from earth’s inner rooms
day and night to all branches and leaves -
that statue there stands outside the limits of that vast kinship.
A long time ago man immured in it his own secret
speech like a spirit-guarded hoard of buried treasure;
with nature it cannot communicate.
The clock strikes seven.
The scattered clouds have gone.

The sun climbs above the wall: tree-shadows shorten.
Through the back gate a girl enters the garden.
Tasselled plaits swing on her back;
in her hands is a slender bamboo stick.

She’s brought a pair of swans and their young ones to feed.
The swans look grave, aware of their responsibilities as a pair.
Even greater is the responsibility of the girl,
in whose young mother-mind love’s liquid throbs
to the demands of living creatures.

I've wished to preserve this fragment of a morning.

So easily it came and will so easily leave,

He who sent it has paid for it already from his own treasury
of joy.

AN Ads-11(1935)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Under the cascading stream I place my pitcher
and sit all morning, sari-end tucked in to waist,
dangling my legs on a mossy slippery stone.
In an instant the pitcher fills
and after that it just overflows.
Curling with foam, the water has its holiday play
in the light of the sun
and my own play leaps with it from my brimming mind.
The green-forest-enamelled valley’s cup of blue sky.
Bubbling over its mountain-bordered rim,
falls the murmuring sound.
In their dawn sleep the village girls hear its call.
The water’s sound crosses
the violet-tinted forest’s bounds
and descends to where the tribal people come
for their market day,
leaving the tracks of the Terai villages,
climbing the curves of the winding uphill path,
with the ting-a-ling-a-ling of the bells of their bullocks carrying
packs of dry twigs on their backs.
Thus I while away the day’s first part.
Red’s the colour of the morning’s young sunshine;
then it grows white.
Herons fly over the mountains towards the marshes.
A white kite flies alone within the deep blue,
like a silent meditative verse in the far-away mind of the peak
with its face upturned.
Around noon they send me word from home.
They are cross with me and say, "Why are you late?’
I say nothing in reply.
Everyone knows that to fill a pitcher it doesn’t take long.
Wasting time which overflows with no work -
who can explain to them the strange passion for that?
AY AWs - 27 (1932)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Just one day among many days
had somehow got caught in a picture, metre, or song.
Time’s envoy had managed to keep it stranded
outside the path of traffic’s constant current.

In the image-immersion rituals of the epoch
many were the things that sped beyond the ghats.
No one knew when that one day got stuck
in a dry bend of the river.

In the Magh forests so many mango blossoms budded,
so many fell down.

In Phalgun flowered the polash and carpeted the ground.
Between the Chaitra sun
and the full-blown mustard-field in sky and earth
it was a contest between bards.

But no brush of any season
left its mark on that day of mine that got stuck.

I was once right in the middle of that day.

The day was recumbent amongst so many things,
all of which crowded round me, before me.

I saw them all without taking it all in.

I loved, but didn’t really know how much.

So much was wasted,
absent-mindedly left undrunk in the juice-cup.
That day, as I knew it then, has changed in looks.
So much is dishevelled, so much is topsy-turvy;
details have vanished.

(continued)
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She who emerges from it all - I see her today 2 AL Al % Q’Ué[& QA 9 A & 5\29‘& S 2 §2

against the background of distance:

a new bride of those days. &[%CLQ-&'{[ -Lc‘l‘qélq
Her body was slim and her sari-end, Uiy, Q.Sclé &-@ AR,
peacock-neck-coloured, reached her head ERIIRENIERE IR RTCER-EN AT KRR

just above the hair-coil.
I couldn’t make time to tell her everything.

ol ded sl AHY, AL WA,

Much was said at random now and then, o 5 A5 5 ol AHA 2UH, L 8Ll didl 430 éfﬂ,
but they were trivial things. yelL d o, el &d,
And soon fime was up. il uedl L A YRl As o,
Today her figure has reappeared, N N
quietly stood at the fence between shadow and light. 2% 53 2udl © d-ll ML%@.,
She seems to want to say something and can’t. 2 Glell 9 usiaL A sl QR
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but there’s no way to return. Coe e
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AN AAs—29
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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I'm letting the neighbourhood club
have use of my ground-floor room.

For that, they’ve praised me in the local paper,
called a meeting, put a garland round my neck.
For eight years now my home’s stood empty.
Now when I come back from work,

I find in a portion of that room
someone reading a newspaper, his legs thrust on a table,
others playing cards,
others locked in some furious argument.

The enclosed air gets stuffy with tobacco smoke;
ashtrays pile with ash, matchsticks,
burnt-out cigarette ends.

With such turbid conversation’s din day after day
in huge quantities I fill the emptiness of my evenings.
Then after ten p.m. a stretch of time
like a meal’s leftovers piled on dirty plates
is vacated for me once more.

The noise of passing tram-cars invades the room
and at such times I sometimes listen to songs
on the gramophone - the few records I have,
the same over and over again.

Today none of them are here.

They’ve all gone off to Howrah station to give an
ovation to someone who's just brought hand-clappings
from across the seas clipped to his own name.
I've turned off the lights.

What's called “current times” - after many days
that current time,
that herald of everyday isn’t in my room this evening.
Rather, I sense a lingering pain clinging to everything
from a touch that was air-dispersed,

a faint scent of hair that was here eight years ago.
My ears are alert, as if to receive a message.

(continued)
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The old empty seat with its floral cover
seems to have someone’s news.
An old muchukunda tree from my grandfather’s days
stands in front of the window
in the black night’s darkness.
In the scanty sky that there is
between this tree and the house on the road’s other side
a star shines brilliantly.

I stand staring at it and it begins to ache inside my
chest. How many evenings had seen that star reflected
in the flood-tide waters of our life together!
Amongst so many things one tiny incident
makes a special come—back.

That day I’d been too busy to read the paper
in the morning.

In the evening I’d at last sat down with it
in this very room, and on this armchair.

She came ever so quietly behind me
and quickly snatched the paper from my hands.
We tried to grab it from each other
with bursts of loud laughter.

I recovered my plundered property,
cheekily once more sat down to read it.
Suddenly she turned off the light.

That defeat—acknowledging darkness of mine
that evening envelopes me totally today
even as her victorious arms,
loaded with silent, teasing, mischievous laughter,
had encircled me in that light—turned—off seclusion.
Suddenly a wind rustles the tree’s branches.
The window creeks.

The doorway curtain flaps restlessly.
‘Love,’ I blurted out, ‘From death’s kingdom
have you come back to your very own home today
with your brown sari on?’

(continued)
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A breath brushes my body;
a strange voice speaks,
‘To whom can I return?’
I ask, “Can you not see me?’
I hear, "He whom I knew most intimately on this earth,
that ever-youthful lover of mine
I no longer find in this room.’
I ask, ‘Is he nowhere?’
Quietly she says, ‘He is precisely where I am
and nowhere else.’
An excited hubbub reaches me from the door.
They’ve come back from Howrah station.

AN At5-31(1935)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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I was then seven years of age.
Through the dawn window I would spy
the upper lid of darkness lifting,
a soft light streaming out
like a newly opened kantalichampa flower.
Leaving my bed, I would rush into the garden
before the crow’s first cry, lest I deprived myself
of the rising sun’s preliminary rites

among the trembling coconut branches.
Each day then was independent, was new.

The morning that came from the east’s golden ghat,
bathed in light, a dot of red sandal on its forehead,
came to my life as a new guest, smiled to me.
Not a trace of yesterday
would there be on its body’s wrap.

Then I grew older and work weighed me down.
The days jostled against one another,
losing the dignity that was unique to each.
One day’s thinking stretched itself to the next day.
One day’s job spread its mat on the next day to sit down.
Time, thus compacted, only expands,
never renews itself.

Age just increases without pause,
doesn’t return from time to time to its eternal refrain,
thus to re-discover itself.

(continued)
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Today it’s time for me to make the old new.

I've sent for the medicine-man: he’ll rid me of the ghost.
For the wizard’s letter every day I shall sit in this garden.
A new letter each day at my window when I awake.
Morning will arrive to get introduced to me;
will open its eyes, unblinking, in the sky and ask me,
‘Who are you?

What's my name today won't be valid tomorrow.
The commander sees his army, not the soldier;
sees his own needs, not the truth;
doesn’t see each person’s unique, creator-shaped form.
Thus have I seen the creation so far -
like an army of prisoners bound in one chain of need.
And in that same chain I have also bound myself.
Today I shall free myself.

Beyond the sea I can see the new shore before me.

I won't tangle it with baggage brought from this shore.
On this boat I'll take no luggage at all.

Alone I'll go, made new again, to the new.

AN Ads-46 (1935)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.

278

2% ¢d Uil Ad, oltlddldl UM 2l 8,
2L R M sledl L ¢luA ol .
AGAR-AL S2L0A W2 Ao HL (ML G{lL
2 AR QLA Ao sumil Adl o1 Al
AR el W3 vl 524,
2USIAHL 12§ HAL (AL, Aiv vl 2 Yeosl,
‘q 5L 8
WY, Loy UM Sl olsdlsS el
AU g2 8 2l A, AR ],
gul © Al Waldl 3RAU, A AT,

A2l oAl 2 sl ATy SR,

M, % W oY ¢ 2o Y A%

- or3Rad-l wsnel siender gl A o,

2, 2 o Aisul Gl © A w3 omdd.
2% § Yot 532l WA AdA.
2ol 8 ud dl o (312l ALl wR,
Al 48 NG UL 2L BetRAeAl AL
oAd, HIY Asdl,

Adl ulQ, Adl aal.

279



Eyes fill with sleep and from time to time I wake up.
As the water of a new monsoon’s first shower
seeps through the ground to tree—roots,
so has the light of the young autumn
trickled through my sleep
to my unconscious mind’s roots.

The day draws towards mid—afternoon.

This white wisps of clouds are about but still
in the Kartik sunshine —
paper boats made by the children of the gods.
From the west a fast wind begins to blow,
shaking the branches of the tamarind.

A road goes north to the neighbourhood of dairymen:
from there bullock—carts spread saffron dust
on the pale blue sky.

In the quiet of this afternoon
my mind drifts in the currents of non—-work
on the raft of a day without cares.

This day has torn its mooring from the world’s ghat:
to no need it is tied.

Crossing the river of colours,
in the evening it will vanish
into the black ocean of unruffled sleep.

In pale ink is this day’s mark left on time’s page
and will soon fade.

In man’s fate—writing it is the luck of some days
to be inscribed in the thickest alphabet:
between such scripts this is an empty space.

A tree’s withered leaves fall on the ground:
the tree too tries to pay its debt to the earth.
The fallen leaves of these lazy days of mine have given nothing
back to humanity’s forest.

Yet my mind says:
to accept is also a way of giving back.

I have accepted in body and mind
the juice of creation’s fountain dripping from skies.

(continued)
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The coloured stream has given its tint to my life,
as it has to rice fields, to forest leaves,
and to the wrap of the migrant cloud of the post—rains.
All of them together have filled today’s world—picture.
That a burst of light has flashed through my mind,
that autumn’s warm breath has ruffled the waters
where sleep and waking mingle, like Ganga and Jamuna —
aren’t these too to be found in the cosmic picture?
My gladness without reason
that gleams with the peepul’s restless leaves
in the juice—hall of water, land, and sky
may not leave its mark upon the history of this universe,
yet its art is among the universe’s expressions.
These moments, drowned in creativity’s juice,
are the seeds of my heart’s red lotus
being threaded into a chain in the seasons’ royal court —
a garland made of the gladness of all my life.
Nor has this not-famous day of an idle chap
left a gap in that chain:
this day too has witnessed the threading of a seed.
By this window I spent last night alone.
Stuck to the forest’s forehead was the moon’s curve —
the fifth of the waning phase.
The same universe was that,
save that the maestro had changed its melody
with the ascents and descents of hazy light.
The earth, that busy wayfarer, was then motionless,
sari—end spread on the yard,
no longer heeding the household by her side,
listening to the legends murmured by starlight.
Childhood memories came back —
from a far—off vaporous age.
The trees were still,
the massed embodiment of the night’s quiet,
their shadows cast in a row
on the obscure green of the grass.

(continued)
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In the daytime, by the road of daily living
those shadows had been nurses,
companions giving refuge to herdsmen,
peace from noon’s fire.

Now in the moonlit night,
with no more duties to discharge, they sat,
silhouetted in the night’s light:
brothers and sisters had together
made with brushes compositions
as their whims had dictated.

My diurnal mind had changed its sitar’s pitch.
I was like one transported to a neighbouring planet,
watching through a telescope.

The deep feeling that gathered mass in my mind
throughout creation I have dispersed.

That moon, those stars, those trees - clusters of darkness
- became one, became vast,
became complete in my consciousness.
That the cosmos has found me
and in me has found itself
is surely a triumph for an idle poet.

Autumn 1935
WAYe-7 (1936)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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To Rani Mahalanobis
Out of a joyless cage of bricks and timber
You invited my heart, which delights only in the skies,
With gentle service
Into your garden yard
fanned by the breeze from the coconut grove.
There the goddess of autumn plenty
Bedecks her plaited hair of clouds with garlands of gold
And the line of areca palms
Paints a picture on the canvas of the blue sky.
On the south are winding steps, broken in the middle,
Leading to the tank,
Its sloping banks covered with lilies.
Countless blossoms of the Jamrul tree
Have robbed young nymphs of their myriad earrings.
Bees flit about
Among the groves of jasmine creepers.

On the banks of the tank
Sweet-scented tuberoses scatter their fragrance.
Loose petals of the magnolia
keep dropping down on the grass,

While pumelo blossoms announce their presence
from behind the house.

A line of fat proud palms with heads raised arrogantly
Stands by the roadside like British sentinels.
When [ sit inthe balcony
I see a bank of water plants at a corner of the tank,
The afternoon light draws on the water
Lines of green and gold and black.

Light and shade shimmer secretly
Tracing the footprints of the passing breeze.

In the summer months
The eye turns to the mango boughs,
looking for their golden dower.

(continued)
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The lichi trees are filled with fruit

Shared alike by bats and guests, both by day and night.

Beyond the hedge
season flowers weave a dream of colours.
Through looking at them constantly from it
I have named my window ‘Netra-kona’.
Oraon gardeners, male and female,
work since early dawn,

Now digging the ground, now watering the trees.
Their smooth limbs look as if moulded of earth,
Their birth ties with the earth
Make them akin with trees and plants.

As soon as day dawns,
village milkman comes with two cows,
Their restless calves running about by them.
Near half past six
the sunlight streams straight into my room
While the newsboy is seen in the street on his bike.
Beyond the compound wall
there is an old two-storeyed house;
Women with flowing hair hang down their saris
From the parapet of its roof.

Village girls come to the tank steps to fetch water.
I pass the golden mornings
dippingmy eyes in the depth of green.

The heart of the sylvan Nature of Bengal
Created here away from the cities
A corner surrounded by shade.

Along with it a housewife of Bengal
With her own gentle hands
Offered me soothing comforts filled with silent service;
It is joy thereof which has surrendered itself in verse.

(continued)
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I have heard that this time from your temporary abode
You will be going away.
The play of clouds and sunshine on the bank of that tank
Will shrink in shame when seen by the soulless rich.
I will give in to the play of time,
leave no regrets in my heart,
The rich cannot rob me of my memory of this picture.
In your garden
I have seen you like the goddess of the woods;
It is this memory which
In winter sunlight or in nights of noisy rain
Like a bird without a nest
Will mingle with the clouds.

Santiniketan
1st Bhadra 1343
_udl-1936

English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Duality
You were then between darkness and light,
standing at the world’s portals of beauty,
one foot stretched
towards the earth end of the Creator’s dreamland.
Like a slight gesture of dawn,
a faint stir in the leaves of the Sal’s forest,
an oblique glance of light before the break of day
raising shivers of delight,
when dawn is self-forgetful,
before she finds her pet name in bird’s calls,
on mountain peaks, in the writing of clouds.
Then she comes down to earth;

From over her face the shadow-veil of infinity
rustles down on the rose-pink edge of the sea of sunrise.
The earth dresses her up
in her own green-gold garments,
clothes her in coloured robes of her own air.
Thus too you brought the outlines of your portrait
on the canvas horizon of my heart.

I am a colleague of your Creator,

I too was to draw the brush of my mind
over your beauty, give fulness to your form.
Day by day I have painted you
in the tints of my emotions.

I have made the breath of my own life
blow all around you,
now with the fury of a storm,
now in gentle sway.

(continued)
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Once in your privileged solitude you were unattainable,
belonging only to your Creator, segregated in the one.
I have tied you with the knot of duality.

Your creation binds with me, your pain with mine.
Today you have known yourself
through my knowing you.

My wondering eyes
have touched you with a wand of gold,
awakening visions of beauty in your own consciousness.

(23.5.1936)
RuUHedl-1936
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.

294

2sEL I 2sld d 20090 edl,

q WAL L A%s) el — 09l udl edl sl
olell © A dd ol Sdl.
dld A% oliflg, dd Wl w1,
Al deria Wl 2w,
2% del IR ALBUSIR WA de el
3 2 ABd 20l WAl de Al ds el

2, oolladl Aledd, e Al Wil Adei.

295



At the Last Watch

Pity, in place of love, that pettiest of gifts,
is but a sugar-coating over neglect.

Any passer-by can make a gift of it to a street beggar,
only to forget the moment the first corner is turned.
I had not hoped for anything more that day.

You left during the last watch of night.

I had hoped you would say goodbye,
just say ‘Adieu” before going away,
what you had said another day,
what I shall never hear again.

In their place, just that one word,
bound by the thin fabric of a little compassion
would even that have been too much for you to bear?
When I first awoke from sleep
my heart fluttered with fear lest the time had been over.
The distant church clock chimed half past twelve.

I sat waiting near the door of my room
resting my head against it,
facing the porch through which you would come out.
Even that tiniest of chances
was snatched away by fate from hapless me;

I fell asleep shortly before you left.

Perhaps you cast a sidelong glance at my reclining body
like a broken boat left high and dry.

Perhaps you walked away with care
lest you wake me up.

Awaking with a start I knew at once
that my vigil had been wasted.

(continued)
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I realised, what was to go went away in a moment,
what was to stay behind stayed on for all time.
Silence everywhere like that of a birds’ nest
bereft of birds on the bough of a songless tree.
With the lifeless light of the waning moon
was now blended the pallor of dawn
spreading itself over the greyness of my empty life.
I walked towards your bedroom for no reason.
Outside the door burnt a smoky lantern
covered with soot,
the porch smelt of the smouldering wick.
Over the abandoned bed
flaps of the rolled up mosquito-net
fluttered a little in the breeze.

Seen in the sky outside through the window
was the morning star,
witness of all sleepless people bereft of hope.
Suddenly I found you had left behind by mistake
your gold-mounted ivory walking stick.
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(May 23, 1936)
umdl
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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I
My consciousness has coloured
the emerald green, the ruby red.
I opened my eyes to the heavens.
Light flamed up in east and west.
I looked at the rose and said-'Beautiful’.
It became beautiful.
You will say this is philosophy, not a poet’'s words.
I will say - this is true, that is why it is poetry.
This is my pride, pride on behalf of mankind.
The creation of the Creator
is on the canvas of man’s proud consciousness.
The philosopher repeats with each single breath,
‘No, no, no. No-emerald, no-ruby,
no-light, no-rose, no-you, no-I".

On the other side the Infinite realises Himself
within the limits of the human world, calling man
“Myselt”.

In the depths of that ‘I' darkness met light,
beauty appeared and sweetness.
Negation suddenly become assertion as by magic
in line and colour, in joy and sorrow.

Do not call this philosophy;

My heart fills with joy
when my hands lift brush and colour bowl
in the creation hall of that universal “1”.

(continued)
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The scientist says
- The old moon, his smile cruel and crafty,
comes crawling like a messenger of death
towards the ribs of the earth.
One day it will exercise its final pull on our seas and mountains;
In the land of the mortals,
in the new ledger of the god of destruction
one cipher will fill a whole page,
swallowing up the daily accounts of income and expense.
Man'’s deeds will lose the pretence of immortality,
his history will be besmeared with the black ink of eternal night.
Man’s eyes on that day of his departure
will wipe away all colour from the universe,
man’s mind on the day of his departure
will strain out all its sweetness.
The vibrations of strength will pass from sky to sky.
No lights will burn anywhere.
In the hall bare of harps the musician’s fingers will play,
no tune will be heard.
That day the Creator bereft of poetry
will sit alone in a sky devoid of blue,
wrapped in the mathematics of impersonal existence.
Then in the great universe from distance to distance
in the far away eternal myriad worlds
these words will nowhere be heard -
“You are beautiful”, “I love you”.

Will the Creator sit again in meditation through the ages?
Will He repeat in the evening of the day of destruction,
“Speak, Oh speak”?

Will He say-"Say, - “You are beautiful,”

Will He say - “Say, -'I love you” “?

RUUA-1936(May 29, 1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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An Address

Everyday I call you by your name, I call you Charu.
Suddenly I wanted to call you something else,
to “address” you, as it is called.
As lovers did in the golden age.
The easiest form of address is “dearest”.
I had repeated that silently in my mind;
I heard your loud laughter in reply -also in my mind.
And realised that soft gentle smiles
belong not to this age,
for this is neither Avanti nor Ujjayini.
What is wrong with my everyday name?
This is your question.
Then let me explain.
Work had been light and I returned home early.
The afternoon paper in my hand,

I sat in the verandah with feet up resting on the railing.
Suddenly my eyes noticed in the adjacent room
the rites of your afternoon toilet.

You were doing your hair before the mirror,
plaiting and pinning the coils.

I had not observed you with such attention
for a long time,
seen your head like this
in the fine workmanship of your coiffure,
such comradeship of your two hands
in time with your jangling bangles.

At last the broad end of your soft green sari
you loosened at some points and tightened at others,
at places pulled it slightly downwards
as poets change their metres with little twists and turns.

(continued)
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Today did I first realised that
for this man of slender means
my bride of use and wont
has been dressing herself each day
in a freshly valued form.

This cannot be my Charu as seen every day.
Just like this would have appeared
Avantika of another age,
dressed exquisitely to please the startled eyes of love.
Into the quatrains of the Amaru-Sataka,
either in the metre Shikharini or Sragdhara,
would she have fitted perfectly.

From her dressing room to the sitting room
there comes the tryster;

She comes into the present age
like a message of the past.

I went down into the garden.

I decided that I too would honour my love
with an artistically got up address.
When [ invite you into my room
it shall be like a formal address of welcome.
The creeper before me is covered with white flowers,
they have a foreign name I cannot remember,
I have named them the shower of stars;
Their fragrance at night
is like the delirium of a flower garden.
Now it has flowered out of season
without waiting till the end of winter.

I have brought you a bunch of those flowers,
a signature of theirs will endorse my offering.

(continued)
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In this auspicious twilight hour
you are Charuprabha of the classic age
and I Ajitkumar of the classic times.

I will say a few words today,
words deliberately arranged;

You may laugh if you like.

I have built up those words in my mind
as you have prepared your coiffure,

I will say,

“Beloved,
this bunch of foreign flowers
was searching for a spring night.

I took pity on them
and brought them here for that black hair of yours.”

~UNl-1936(30.5.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Dream
The night is pitch dark,
The rainy wind
Blows about at random in all directions.
Thunder rumbles,
The doors shake,
Shutters rattle.
I'look out and see
The line of areca and coconut palms
Wave their heads restlessly.
On the thick-leaved boughs of the jackfruit tree
Sway lumps of darkness
Like a dense crowd of ghosts.
From the road a slant of light has fallen
On a corner of the pond,
Twisted like a snake.
I remember that verse -
“The thunder rumbled deep on a dark July night
... Then I had a dream.”
There must have been a certain girl that day
Behind the picture of Radhika
Before the poet’s eyes,
That shy girl
With love budding in her heart
And eyes darkened with collyrium,
Who came from the bathing ghat in a blue sari,
‘Wringing water’ from it as she walked.
On this windy night
I want to bring her back to my mind
As in her mornings and in her evenings,
In her words and her thoughts,
In the glance of her eyes,
That Bengali girl known to the poet
Of three hundred years ago.
I cannot see her clearly.

(continued)
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No such picture was there
Before that poet of three hundred years ago,
Of those behind whose shadow she is hidden today,
The way they tie the ends of their saris
On their shoulders,
And coil their hair
Sliding down their backs
With what clear eyes they look at one’s face.
Yet “the thunder rumbles deep on a dark July night
.... Then I had a dream -”
On that July night like today blew
The rainy wind;
there is a harmony
Between dreams of the past and dreams of today.

30.5.1936 - RUHA-1936
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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The Sap of Life
Let me listen, my ears are waiting to hear.
The day sinks to rest;
Birds sing out at the end of day
the songs that empty their throats of music.
They have drawn away my body and mind
to the many-tuned, many-coloured joyful abode of life.
Their history is mute save for this
- we are, we are alive, alive at this wonderful moment.
These words reached the depths of my heart.
As in the afternoon
girls fill their pitchers with water and carry them home
so I dip my mind in the skies,
filling it with the murmur of life.
Give me a little time; My mind waits eagerly.
In this ebbing hour of the day,
in the afternoon light strewn over the grass
there is silent joy in the trees,
joy hidden in their very pith,
joy scattered from leaf to leaf.
My heart spreads itself out in the wind
to feel the touch of the world spirit
strained through consciousness.
Now let me sit quietly with eyes open.
You come with logic.
Today in the receding sun at the end of the day
I have a little leisure;
In it is neither good nor evil, neither praise nor blame,
confusion or hesitation
-but only the green of the forest, the sparkle of water,
on the surface of the tide of life a slight tremor,
a little gurgle, a little ripple.
This little leisure of mine is flying along
like a short-lived butterfly
in the sunset sky to finish its last play of coloured

(continued)
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Do not argue in vain.
Useless are all your demands.
I sit with my back to the present
on the banks sloping towards the past,
life driven about by many pains had once played here
in the lattice-work of light and shade
woven by branches of those forest trees.
In the autumn moon on this quivering grass
in the thicket of Kasha reeds
beyond the meadow
the conversation of winds amongst themselves
fills the pauses made by the harp of my life.
The web of doubt that twisted and coiled about life
has no knots left.
The travellers on their way have left behind
no preparation, anxiety or desire;

Only in the shivering of leaves this message endures
-they too were alive, truer than that they are no more.
Today I only feel a shade of the colour of their garments.
The air stirred by them as they pass by,
the message of their eyes, the rhythm of love,
in the eastward stream of the Ganga of this life
the westward current of their life’s Yamuna.

RUHA-1936(1.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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The Lost Heart
You stand outside
Wondering whether you would come in.
Once I heard a little tinkle of your bangles.
A tiny piece of the edge of your terracotta sari
Is seen fluttering in the breeze
Outside the door.
I cannot see you;
I see, the sun of the western sky
Has stolen your shadow
And cast it on the floor of my room.
I see from under the black border of your sari
The hesitancy of your fair golden feet
On my doorstep.
Today I will not call you.

Today my light consciousness has spread itself
Like a nebula in a dark moonless sky,
Like fading white clouds after a shower
Against the autumn blue.

My love
Is like a field with boundary marks broken down,
Abandoned long since
By its tiller;

Absent-minded Nature
Opver it has spread her own rights
Unknown to herself.

It is overgrown by grass,

By saplings of nameless trees,

And has merged into the surrounding wilderness.
It is like the morning star before daybreak
Which dips in the morning light
Its own pitcher of light.

(continued)
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Today my mind has no boundaries; 2% HIRL Ul S8 Al A2l W2 ) SIS UMy AS A,
So perhaps you will misunderstand me. dlandl, 2L Gle o ot ':L(‘{Ca
All its past impressions have been wiped out; c N Ao e . N
You cannot make me one with you anywhere, 4 Hr S5 otaell eudll 4l as

Bind me with any ties. 5 w3l WA s 44l as as.

RUMA-1936(1.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.

320 321



Farewell Greetings
With heavy wind soaked by nightlong rain
the morning stands still;
The eyelids of the gloomy sky seem almost closed
with the weariness of its vigil.

Along paths made slippery by rain tiptoe the hours;

Flitting shadows of various ideas
fly in swarms around my mind,
spreading a colour of faint melancholy.
The mind wants to capture them;
I would make them captive in writing;
But words slip past.
They are not tears nor smiles
nor thoughts nor philosophy;
They are all the forms that have faded away,
scents that have evaporated,
songs whose words are forgotten,
the shot silk of memory and oblivion,
both without anguish,
forming altogether a dream picture
with face turned away
like a piqued woman with a veil drawn over her.
My heart cries -call her, call her,
who is adrift in the ferry boat, call her back once,
hold up the evening lamp towards her face;
Offer her a farewell greeting,
Say, “You are true, you are sweet,
It is your pain which plays hide and seek
between the flowering of spring
and the falling of flowers.

Your writing in pictured letters lies everywhere,
in blue, in green, in gold, in the red dye of blood”.
So my heart has floated today
on glossy waves of the Palash groves,
on a sudden burst of sunshine brimming over
the edge of broken clouds.

RUHA-1936(3.6.1936), English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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The Tamarind Blossom
In my life I have missed many riches,
They were beyond my reach;

I have lost many more
Through not asking for them.
Amidst familiar surroundings

Like an unpolished village beauty
Was this blossom with its face veiled.
Scornfully has it neglected neglect,
This tamarind blossom.

A stunted tree by the wall
It could not thrive on the miserly soil;
It s shaggy boughs have risen hugging the ground.
It has aged unperceived.

Nearby blossoms the lime.

The champak is covered with flowers,
The bauhinia in the corner is in bloom,
The kurchi boughs are all white
With flowers in meditation.

Clear is their speech,

They have called me aloud and conversed with me.
Today suddenly I thought I heard
Whispered words from under a veil.

I found on the roadside in a corner of the tamarind
bough
A shy blossom
Of a pale-yellow shade,

Faintly perfumed,

Petals delicately traced.

(continued)
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In our town house there is an ancient tamarind tree
we have known from our childhood,
Standing like a sentinel of the skies
In the north-west corner
As if it was an old retainer of the family,
Contemporary of my great-grandfather.

At chapter after chapter of lives and deaths in the family
Has it stood silently like a dumb court historian.

Of those who had absolute possession of that tree at
different times,

The names of many
Are more faded than its fallen leaves,

Their memories are fainter than its shadow.
Under it once there was a stable
Restless with the clatter of hooves,

Housed in a tiled shed.

Long over is the noisy shouting of the grooms,
Gone that age of horse-drawn carriages beyond history
Still is the horses” neighing today,

The colours have changed in the picture of time.
The carefully dressed beard of the head coachman,
His arrogant stride, whip in hand,

Have gone with the fashionable pageant of those days
Into the great greenroom behind the scenes.

At ten o’clock in the morning sun
From under that tamarind tree
With unfailing regularity each day
Came a carriage for school.

It dragged along the helpless load of a boy’s unwillingness
Through the crowded streets.

(continued)
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Today no longer will that boy be recognised
In body, mind or manner.
But all along has stood
That tamarind tree self-absorbed,
Wholly unconcerned
About the rise and fall of human destinies.
I remember one day’s incident.
It rained incessantly all night long;
At dawn the sky wore the hue
Of the pupils of a madman’s eyes.
The random wind blew aimlessly.
In an invisible cage encasing the whole world
A giant bird
Flapped its wings violently on all sides.
The streets were under water,
The yard was flooded,
From the verandah I saw that tree
Like an angry recluse, raise its head to the skies,
Reproach in all its boughs.
On both sides of the lane the brick-built houses stood
helplessly.
Against the tyranny of the skies
They had no words of protest.
In the agitation of the leaves of that tree alone
Was there a message of rebellion,
A defiant curse.
Midst the dumb inertia of the endless mass of bricks and
timber
It stood alone, sole representative of the forests.
That day did I see its turbulent grandeur against the
pale monsoon horizon.

(continued)
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But when spring has followed spring,
The Ashok and the Bakul have been honoured;
I have known it but as a sentinel,
arrogant and unconcerned,
At the outer gate of the king of seasons.
Who knew then
The softness of beauty within that rough bulk?
Who knew its proud lineage in the court of Spring?
Knowing it from its blossoms, I see it today
Like the Gandharva Chitraratha,

The great warrior who vanquished Arjun,
Practising his songs alone by himself,
Crooning beside the shadows of the woods of Nandan.
If in the eyes of the adolescent poet of those days
The secret intoxication of that ageing tree
Was revealed at the right moment,

I think then
In the young morning of some wonderful day
When bees” wings were delirious with delight,

I would have stolen a bunch of its blossoms
And put them with trembling fingers
On somebody’s ears which would redden with joy.
If she had asked its name,

Perhaps I would have said -

“That piece of sunlight which has fallen on your chin,
If your lips can give it a name,

That name I shall give to this blossoms as well.”

RUHA-1936(7.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Untimely Sleep
I came unasked, I had wanted to have some fun,
To surprise her and obstruct her untimely

While she was busy with household work,

The sari ends tucked about her waist.

Stepping across her door, my eyes were struck
By the picture of her untimely sleep
As she lay relaxed on the floor.
In a distant neighbourhood where there was a wedding,

The flute played in the Sarang tune.

The first half of the morning was over,

Drooping in the hot summer sun.

Her hands were under her cheek. one upon the other,
She was sleeping, her body limp,
Exhausted with the festivities of the previous night,
Beside her unfinished household chores.

The stream of work lay without a ripple on her limbs,
Like the trace of tired water at the end of the Ajay
At the time of a drought.

On her slightly parted lips reposed
The sweet insouciance of flowers about to close.
The dark shadow of the lashes of two sleeping eyes
Had fallen on her pale cheeks.

The tired world tiptoes past her open window
In time with her gentle breathing.

The signalling timepiece
Ticks away on a corner table of the unheeding room.
A calendar flutters in the breeze against the wall.
The passing moments lost their movement
In her suspended consciousness,

They merged into one breathless moment
Which spread its invisible wings over her profound slumber.
The pathetic grace of her tired form lies stretched on the floor
Like the sleepless lethargic moon on a full moon night
Seen in the morning at the far end of a treeless field.
Her tame cat reminding her of its need of milk
Mewed near her ears.

Startled she awoke and saw me; (continued)
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She said to me in reproach, “For shame -
Why didn’t you wake me so long?”
Why? I gave her no correct reply.

Even those whom we know we know not entirely -
This truth is discovered suddenly by accident.
When laughter and conversation are suspended,
When in the mind pauses the wind of life,

Then from the depths of that something unspoken
What is this that reveals itself today?

Is it that pathos of existence which cannot be fathomed?
Is it that voiceless question
The answer to which plays hide and seek in one’s blood?
Is it that pain of separation without history?

Is it that sleep-walking through strange paths
At the call of the unknown?

Under the transparent sky of sleep
Before what speechless mystery did I in silence ask her -
“Who are you?

In what world will your real self be revealed?”
That morning in the primary school across the lane
Boys were repeating aloud multiplication tables;
Jute-laden buffalo carts
Twisted the air with the painful creaking of their wheels;
Workmen were hammering the roof at a house nearby;
In the garden beneath the window at the foot of a Chalta tree
A crow pulled at the stone of a sucked mango.
Today over all this has spread
the magic light of that distant past.

In the sluggish sun of a commonplace noon
Which history will not remember
They have framed with exquisite sweetness
A picture of untimely sleep.

RUMEL-1936(10.6.1936)

English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Kani
We were neighbours.

At all times crossing the boundary between our houses
Kani would go about doing as she pleased,
A bare-foot girl in a short frock;

Her mischievous eyes
Seemed strewn with sparks of black fire.
Slim was her body,

Her tangled hair refused to stay in order.
In plaiting it her mother had difficulty.

At her heels would jump about all the time
A curly haired dog of a stunted species;
The two were like a couplet united in rhyme.

I was a good scholar, the showboy of the class.
This excellence of mine was of no value in her eyes.
The year I got promoted two classes higher
I ran to tell her;

She said, “That’s nothing much, isn’t it so, Tommy?”
Her dog barked out - “Yap.”

She loved suddenly to humiliate my pride,

To infuriate the gentle boy,

As she loved to burst fish bladders with a bang.
Trying to curb her was like flinging pebbles at a spring.
The gurgling flow of her laughter
Nothing could obstruct.

I sat memorising Sanskrit declensions
Reading them aloud, nodding my head in time;
She would suddenly come and bang her fist on my back
In a very un-Sanskritic way.

The vulgarised form of Sanskrit
Did not come out of my lips
Before she ran away with a wave of her pigtails.
The age for relishing laughing insults from a girl
Was still a little away from me.

(continued)
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So the chastiser ran in pursuit
But rarely caught his quarry;
Her receding penetrating laughter
I heard from a distance;
Within my reach I did not find a responsible creature,
A being one could hurt.

Such was the first period of our acquaintance,
Much troubled by a little girl’s pranks.
The untameable I wanted to punish
in my manly impatience;
in response to my vain efforts I heard
In a sharp and sweet voice -

“You are beaten! You are beaten!”
When the number of my outward defeats
Went on increasing
My victories then perhaps commenced from within.
That wireless receiver was not yet operating,
Through proof piled up of such messages.
Meanwhile our costumes had changed
On the stage of life.

She had taken to wearing a sari,
Pinned a brooch on her shoulder and
Coiled up her plait in a modern coiffure.

I had started wearing khaki shorts
And a sports shirt
In imitation of a football-playing Balaram.
Inside too our emotions had begun to change;
Some evidence of it was to be had.

One day Kani's father sat reading an English weekly.
I was much attracted by that illustrated paper.
Stealthily I was looking from behind
At the design of an aeroplane.
Discovering this he had laughed out.

He used to think, “That boy is very proud of his learning.’

As he too had a similar pride,
He could not stand it in others.

(continued)
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Holding up the paper he said,

“Can you explain these few lines, my lad?
Let me sound your knowledge of English.”
Staring at the cruel letters
I perspired , my face red with shame.
Kani was playing with some cowrie shells
Sitting in a corner of the room.

The earth did not open up to hide me,

Heartless as ever the world around remained unmoved.

The next morning on waking I found
That paper on my table,
Sivaram Babu’s illustrated paper,
Where lay the spring of rich feeling
behind such supreme adventure,
What was its value,

Could not be comprehended
by the foolish boy at that time.

I thought that to impress me Kani was only showing off.

We grew older day by day, unnoticed by us two;
For this we were not responsible.
That growing up was an offence
Had not been noticed by me,
But it had been by Sivaram Babu.
Kani’s mother was fond of me;
Her explanation made her husband’s protests
sharp and strong.

One day making pointed fun of my looks
Sivaram Babu was saying to his wife,
Which I overheard,

“A lad beautiful like a ripe mango rots before long,
The inside being full of worms.”
Noticing his attitude towards me
Father would often say in anger,

“Why on earth do you go to their house?”

(continued)
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Feeling ashamed I would say through clenched teeth,
“I will never go there again.”

But again in a few days I had to go
Secretly through the lane by the Kool tree.
With her face turned away Kani would sit
Offended at my absence of even two days.

Suddenly she would say,
“Never, never will I play with you again.”
I would say, “Who cares?”

And look towards the sky, twisting my head.
A day came for both our families to move house.
Sivaram Babu, engineer, would go westwards
to join an electric lighting firm in some town.
We were for Calcutta,

The village school was not to father’s liking.
Two days before going away
Kani came and said, “Come into our orchard.”
I asked, “Why?”

Kani said, “We will steal together,

For we shall never again have a day like this.”
I said, “But your father -”

Kani said, “Coward!”

I'said, twisting my head, “Certainly not.”
Sivaram Babu'’s cherished orchard was full of fruits.
Kani asked, “What fruit do you like best?”

I said, “Those Muzaffarpur lichis.”

Kani said, “Climb up the tree and go on plucking them,
Here I am holding the basket.”

The basket was nearly full
When suddenly there was a roar - “Who is there?”
It was Sivaram Babu himself.

He said, “You will learn nothing else, my lad,
Your only hope is in the art of stealing.”

He went away taking the basket
Lest my criminal attempts might succeed.
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From Kani’s eyes tears in big drops fell silently.
Leaning against the trunk of a tree
She wept without a stir as [ never saw her before.
Then there was a big interval.

Returning from England I found, Kani was married.

the red border of a sari adorned her head.
On her forehead a mark of koom-koom;
There was a quiet depth in the look of her eyes,
Her voice had deepened.
In Calcutta in a chemical works
I manufactured medicines.
My days followed one another
With harsh noise of the pitiless wheel of work.
One day a letter came from Kani
Entreating me to meet her.
Her niece was to be married at her village home,
Her husband did not get leave;
She had come alone to her mother.

Har father had gone away to Hoshiarpur
Through spite over a difference of opinion
about the marriage.

After a long time I returned to the village.
To the home of my girl neighbour,

On the sloping bank of the tank beside the steps

Leaned down the same Hijal tree towards the water.

From the tank came
The same old sweet smell of moss;
And from the bough of the Sisu tree hung
That swing even today.
Bending down before me in salute Kani said,
“Amal-dada, I live far away;

Of meeting you on Brother’s day I have no hope.
Today out of date I wish to fulfil my heart’s desire,
Whence this invitation.”

In the orchard a small carpet-square was spread
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On the platform at the foot of the Ashwattha tree.
The rites were performed;
Near my feet Kani placed a basket,
It was filled with lichis.
She said, “Those lichis.”
I said, “Perhaps not quite those lichis.”
Kani said, “I don’t know,”
And quickly walked away.

RUM1-1936(12.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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The Flute-player
“O flute-player, Play on your flute,
Let me hear my new name” -
That is how I wrote you my first letter,
Do you remember?

I am a daughter of your Bengal.
The creator did not spare full time
To mould me into a human being,

He left me half-finished.

My inside and my outside do not fit each other,
There is no consistency between my past and my present,
No harmony between my pains and my intelligence,
No union of my capacity and my will.

Ha has not lifted me on to the ferry boat of the present;
Stranded, He has left me
On sand banks beyond the current of time.
From there I see
The distant world hazy in fierce light.
Without cause my mendicant mind gets restless;

I stretch out both hands
But cannot reach anything anywhere.

My time hangs heavy,

I sit gazing at the tide waters;

Floats past the ferry boat
towards the shores of deliverance,

Floats by barges of the rich,

Slides past the light and shade of passing time.
Then sounds your flute filled with the music of life.
Into the veins of the dying day
Throbbing rushes back the impulse of life.

(continued)
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What tune do you play?

I know not what chord of pain it strikes in whose heart.
Perhaps you play in the Panchama Raga
A boatman’s song of the south wind’s youth.
Listening to it I feel about myself as if
The heart of what was a tickling stream
at the foot of a hill
Has suddenly been darkened
By a wild swirl of the unbearable current
Knocking against obstinate boulders.
Your tune brings into my blood
the call of the storm, the call of floods, the call of fire,
The call of the sea of death
Dashing against the ribs,
the call of the insouciant wind
rattling knockers on the doors.

Like a highwayman the full current
Rushes with a wild call
Into the narrow channel of the incomplete
As if to snatch, to flood away.
Around my limbs
Twists the angry remonstrance of the forest
Struck by a whirling nor ‘wester.

God gave me no wings;

Your song has given to my dreams
The wilderness of life flying through wind-swept skies.
At home I drudge quietly;

All call me good.

They see, my will has no strength,

My desires no sign of existence;
When storms beat upon my head
I trail in the dust.

I'lack the courage
to knock down with a reckless blow
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I'lack the courage
to knock down with a reckless blow
the guarding wall of prohibitions;
I know not to love intensely,
But only to weep,
To sink down at one’s feet.
Flute-player,

Of a sudden sounds your flute
Calling me to the land without death;
There in its own glory
My head stands high.

There my life is the young sun
Which tears apart the veils of mist.
There my uncontrolled eagerness
Spreads out wings of fire;

It flies through space along unknown paths
Like Garuda desperate in his first hunger.
Awakes the rebel woman in me,
With her piercing oblique eyes she expresses disgust
At the surrounding crowd of cowards,
At the cowardice of the lean crooked world.
Flute-player,

Perhaps you have wanted to see me.

I know not the exact place where
Nor the correct time when
Nor how you would know me.

On a lonely July night vibrant with the noise of cicadas
Like a shadowy form
Has that woman gone to your tryst
Along paths hidden from the eyes.
During how many springs have you
Garlanded that unknown with rhymes
Whose flowers will never fade?
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At your call one day
Out of her dark corner
A home-keeping lifeless girl came out-
A woman unveiled.
Like Valmiki’s new-found song
She struck even you with wonder.
She will not come down from her seat of song;
She will write to you
Sitting in the flitting shadow of your tunes.
You will not know her address.
Oh flute-player,
Let her remain at the distance of your flute’s melody.

RUH1-1936(16.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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The Break
You came with the soft grace of unripe life,
you brought the first marvel into my heart,
into my blood its first tidal bore.
Love’s sweetness in imperfect acquaintance
was like the fine gold-work on the black veil of dawn,
the cover under which wedded eyes first meet.
In our minds till then
distinct had not been the song of birds;
the murmur of the forests sounded at times
and at times died away.
Midst a family of many people quietly began
to be created a secluded world of us two.
As birds day after day gather sticks and straws
to build their nests
so simple were the materials that made up our world.
It was built with floating bits dropped off
from the fleeting moments.
Its value was in its construction,
not in richness of material.
Then one day you slipped away alone unnoticed
from the boat rowed by us two;
I floated down with the current,
you stayed sitting on the bank across the stream.
Your hands no longer met mine in work or play.
The brick-work of our lives broke away at their joint.
As an island
whose green picture has been freshly painted
on the canvas of playful waves of the sea
is wiped out by the wild storm of one tidal wave,

so vanished away our young world with its green beauty

wherein joys and sorrows were sprouting afresh.
Many days have passed since then.
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356

Q¢

2URUsA GHR-l A5 2 Reldl adq ¢ 2udl edl,

adldl ¢dl, WA esuml udd, 2
2 WIRAL Ml uddl M.
2843 vloeneml Bl Hoial,
—o09l uRledl S0 gae U Gl Yol 4sll.-
ofeil 1AL A @t ues|
uddl R el Asellond Al
Al YHL ULl HetHL Wuflel, oudell
SIS W Ais Adl 4 &l
2, ddsdl aiell 5815 aRLd) dl s€ls dleud.
215 Hlal geoill a2 YuY Al @l
el ol veuasl A,
ogu, qufl €13, Hl dervial clal 53wl olifl ©
a1l Ml uAg, &, UM, oL,
R Al aslxie] udal solel A o,
ALAAAHAML AL, 2l Al el A4l
2, Ul 2Rl ol 2 Alamil s (Baw,
A o 2usell wel {Lso.
€ naleul dddl 2all.
d, ML B2 ldl 26
WRL ML 5 SRAUTUL ARl 12 L &l
UL R, ARLAR d2d, 8,

357



On a threatening monsoon evening
when I picture you in mind, I see,
you are surrounded by the charm
of that same freshness of youth.
Your youth stands still.
The mango blossom of your spring of those days
announce the same fragrance.
That midday of yours
is still as steeped in the melancholy of separation
through cooing of doves.
For me your memory has stayed
amongst these relics of Nature.

The lines of your beauty are defined for ever,
established you are on unchanging ground.
The current of my life stayed still nowhere.

Through the difficult and the profound,
through conflicts of good and evil,
through thought, service and desire,
sometimes in success, sometimes in frustration,
I have drifted away far beyond the limits you knew;
There I am a foreigner to you.
If the same you should on this thunder-filled evening
come and sit before me,
you would find in my eyes
the look of one who has lost all bearings,
gazing beyond the sea of unknown skies
at a path through the blue forest.
Will you sit byme and repeat left-overs
of the whispered past?
But the waves roar, vultures screech,
thunder rumbles in the sky,
the dense sal forest sways its head.
Your words will be a toy raft in a whirling maelstrom.
Then my entire heart blended with yours;
(continued)
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Hence new song found expression

in the first joy of creation.

I felt, the longings of ages were fulfilled in you and me.
Then each morning
brought a welcome song of new light,
like a star opening its eye at the beginning of time.
Today my lyre carries hundreds of strings,
none known to you.

The tunes I practised in those days will feel out of place

if played on these strings.

What was then writing inspired
will today be mere calligraphy.

Still my eyes fill with tears.
On this lyre descended the first affection of your fingers,

it still retains their magic.

You gave the first push to this boat
from the green shores of adolescence;
It still retains that impulse.
Today in midstream when I sing the boatmen’s song

unaware will your name be there caught up in its tune.

R_UHA-1936(20.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Last Night
Last night in the haunted darkness of the monsoons
the pattering delirium of rain
had drowned the meditative hymn of the ascetic night.
I was overcome with lethargy, I was starving;
My strength lay limp in the dust.
Crouched on my chest
sat the loneliness of the entire sky.
“I want”, “I want”, cried out my heart
at each watch of the night, like some nocturnal bird.
Mendicancy under various guises
had driven its crooked roots of indecent lament
into the blind layers of the heart.
It went grasping at empty space
like one night-blind, not knowing whom it wanted.
At last in an angry roar it cried out-
“Nowhere, nowhere, he is nowhere.”
Out of the cave of empty untruth
a host of snakes of black desire emerged
and twined themselves around the mendicant,
the manacled slave of negation whose back is bent,
whose head is bowed with the load of futility. Day dawned.
On a July morning, shattered by a sudden gust of wind,
the ramparts of thick-set clouds fell crumbling down,
the unshackled light of morning came rushing out.
The joyful proclamation of liberty sounded
from sky to sky in the language of fire.
Inside the small soft bodies of birds
wild became the eager rhythm of life.
The archery of their songs went on
from throat to throat, from bough to bough,
like a sitar played in a quick tempo,
like light glittering from leaf to leaf.
The mind stood up and said, “I am full”

(continued)
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It was crowned, washed by its own tumultous waves.

Its own company did it surround
as a spring encircles a rock;
Overflowing, it went to merge itself
in everything all around.
Between my consciousness and light
there was no barrier left.

Inside the morning sun I saw myself a golden spirit;
I climbed over the enclosure of the body,
went past the limits of time ans sang out,

“I want nothing”, “I want nothing”,
as sings the ruby glow of red lotus,
as sings the waves of the sea,
the peace of the evening star,
the solitude of mountain peaks.

(June 23, 1936)
RuUHl-1936
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Accidental Meeting
In a railway compartment we met by chance,
I never thought it would be possible.
Often before I had seen her in red saris
-red like pomegranate blossoms;
Today she is in black silk, the sari raised to her head,
draped about the champa-like beauty
of her fair bright face.
Through the black colour she seemed to surround
herself with a profound remoteness,
the remoteness of the far end of mustard fields
yielding to the blue of collyrium of sal forests.
My entire mind stopped with a jolt;

I saw a known person in the reserve of the unknown.
Suddenly throwing away her newspaper she greeted me
with folded palms.

The path of social intercourse was opened;

I started conversation
- How are you? How goes the world? And so on.
She remained looking out of the window
with a look as of avoiding contact
with the days of our closer acquaintance.

She gave one or two very brief replies,
some questions she never answered at all.

She communicated with the impatience of her hands
- why all this talk?

It would be far better to remain silent.

I was in another seat with her companions.
Once she beckoned me towards her with her fingers.
Her daring seemed considerable;

I sat on the same seat with her.

(continued)
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Screened by the noise of the train
she said to me in a low voice,

“Please do not mind; Where is there time to waste?
I have to get down at the very next station;
You will go far away;

We shall never meet again.

So the answer to a question
that has remained unanswered till now
I want to hear from your lips.

You will speak the truth, won’t you?”

I said, “I will.”

Still looking out towards the sky she asked,
“Are our past days gone for good? Is nothing left?”
For a little while I remained silent;

Then I said,

“All the stars of the night
remain behind the depth of the light of the day.”
I had doubts if I had made it up.

She said, “All right, now go to the other side.”
They all got down at the next station,

I went on alone.

RUNA-1936(24.6.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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Incomprehensible

As the professor tried to explain
the meaning of the drama,
It became incomprehensible.
Here is the story of that drama of mine.
The title of the book is “Patralekha”.
The hero Kushalsen.

Taking leave of Nabani he went to Europe.
Four years later on his return they would be married.
Nabani cried in her bed burying her face in it;

To her it seemed like a death sentence for four years.
Kushal needed not Nabani by way of love,

She was needed to make easy his way to Europe.
This Nabani knew;

She had vowed to win his heart by utmost endeavour.
Kushal at times
Stumbling over taste and intelligence
addressed her roughly;

She bore this in silence,

Admitting herself as unworthy;

Her complaint was against herself alone.

She had hoped
through humility itself finally she would win
As grass day by day covers mountain sides.

It would be a work of art that her love would fashion,
Invoking beauty into the pitiless stone, breaking it up
With ceaseless blows of her aching heart.
Today that treasured object of Nabani’s constant
attention has gone far away.

The plate of her sorrows had been filled

(continued)
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with offerings wet with her tears;
From today her sorrows would remain
but not the offerings made of them.

Now the only line of their communication would be
Through the bridge of correspondence across the seas.
But Nabani knew not to arrange her thoughts in writing;
She knew only to flavour her service with sincere care,
To make orchids glow in flower vases
Unseen by Kushal,

To spread in secret
A carpet-square made with her own hands
Where Kushal would place his feet.

Kushal returned home
And fixed the date of wedding.

The ring he had brought from England
he went to slip around her finger.

He found Nabani had gone away,
leaving no address behind.

In her diary was written,

“The one I loved was a different person,
He is not the one revealed in the letters.”
Now Kushal believed
His letters were a prose version of the
“Cloud-Messenger”,

The eternal treasure of separated lovers.
Today he had lost his beloved,

He did not want to lose his letters;

His Mumtaz had gone, the Taj Mahal remained.
Anonymously he published his letters
Under the title of “The Bewildered Lover”.
Nabani’s character
Was much analysed and interrupted.

(continued)
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Some said,

The writer had been leading a Bengali girl forward
towards Ibsen’s message of deliverance;
Others said, towards perdition.

Many came to me with questions;

I said, “What do I know?”

I said, “The scriptures say even the gods know it not.”
My reader-friend said -

“I may keep silent about women’s character,
Following the bewildered gods;

But what about the man?

Is his unseen life also veiled in eternal mystery?
What magic words suddenly tamed that man?”
I'said -

“Be it man or woman, neither is clearly seen;

All that is clear is the happiness or sorrow
which they cause.

Do not question.

Read what Kushal says.”

Kushal sys, “For four years Nabani was out of my sight,
She seemed to go down right away from my world;
It was her sweetness alone which remained in mymind,
All else was of little import.

Easy became writing letters to her in beautiful style
Whenever in need I made demands.

My boundless faith in her love
Sweetened my mind,

Made it proud.

In every letter I let my own words fool myself.
The ornaments cast through the warmth of my writing
Bedecked the image of her memory like a goddess.
She was created anew.

This is why the Christian scripture says -

(continued)
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‘In the beginning was theWord.””
My reader friend asked again,
“Did he speak in earnest?

Or was it the play-acting of a hero?”
I said, “What do I know?”

RUH-1936(5.7.1936)
English translation by Sheila Chatterjee.
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