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Poems
-106-

Behind an infinite secrecy of the dark
from which the world of prying lights was shut out
there walked in the Destroyer,
and underneath the pall of an ominous hush
rehearsed reparation in the deep of my being.
At last the stage was made vacant
for the new act of life’s play,
when a fiery finger from the sky
touched a fringe of the darkness
and a lightening thrill pierced the immensity of sleep
breaking it to pieces.
A stream of awakening
began to course through the veins of a blind inertness -
as the first flood of the rainy June
pursues its branching path
amidst the emptiness of a dry river-bed.
Big boulders of shadows barricaded the passage of light
and created confusion -
till they were swept away,
and the spirit of new life unbared herself
in a luminous horizon of peace.
This body of mine - the carrier of the burden of a past -
seemed to me like an exhausted cloud
slipping off from the listless arm of the morning.
I felt freed from its clasp
in the heart of an incorporeal light
at the furthest shore of evanescent thigs.

25 Sept. 1937
uifds-1
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As the invisible blow tore away the tangled net
That bound me to the earth,

I saw spread out before me the land-
Solitary passionless, pitiless!
Suddenly from destruction’s tower-gate
The great Solitary Being
Sent out his call to the lonely one.
Amidst the silence of countless stars
I opened my eyes and knew:

The lonely have no fear-

Fear reigns only amidst the crowd;
The lonely have no shame-
Shame reigns only amidst the many !
Lonely is the Creator,

And his call comes to me to join in his work
In the hidden land
That lies in the shadow of his throne.
Leaving behind my withered past
That is doomed to perish,

I must, empty-handed, create new life
In the wide empty spaces.

29 Sept. 1937
wilds-3

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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The truth of me is plastered by the daubing of the world.
Through neglect, through disregard,
My pristine form is lost- imperishable though it be-
And the stamp of God erased.
I stood by the crossroads,
On my forehead the stamp, saying I was for sale.
Then at the hour
When light and shadow mingle,
And temple bells ring by the sea-
Peace descends upon the din of hoping and expecting;
Gone is the bustle of the market.
Then do I feel,
With Setar in hand I must go to the silent temple’s door,
Wiping away the me that is stamped
With the values of the crowd.
At Creation” s beginning, the Joy that took form in me,
Lies covered in the dust
Smeared by the smoke of sleepless hungers.

That form I carry Along the holy shore of the river of Death,
To the waters that sprang at Creation’s dawn.
Perhaps this journey is towards that pure Beginning
Which appears ever again in Creation’s flow-
Sometimes in the thunderous voice of Destruction,
Sometimes with sudden wonder In the light of the stars!

1 October 1937
wilds—4

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O Past, you are the mate of the backward-looking gaze,
The shadowy figure of unsated desires!
You keep me company,

Coming from the region of departed spirits.
Like humming bees from dowerless forests,
You play your Setar with eager zeal
And cast long shadows on twilight’s parting.
O Past, Tear away the fetters of dreams!
From the claims of Death
You have stolen
The treasures of anguish,

The vanity of desires- Give them back to Death!
Today in the cloudless sky,

On the flute of the wanderer, a tune is struck-
That tune will I follow.

4 Oct. 1937
IRERS

English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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One by one the lamps on the stage blow out,
The meeting place empties, and a dark stain
Blots out my dream-images like deep sleep,
Hushes mymind like a raised forefinger. The guise
In which I have all along projected myself,
Since the curtain first rose, seems suddenly
Futile. The various marks of my individuality,
Embellished in many colours for the multitude,
Are obliterated; and I look into my depths
And am astonished - as is the boundless sky
When at the close of the day, at sunset’s obsequies,
It gazes at earth’s darkling landscapes and is awed
By the luminous self-projection of its stars.

uilds-8-1938
English translation by Krishna Dutta and Andrew

Robinson.
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I saw, in the twilight of flagging consciousness,
my body floating down an ink-black stream
with its mass of feelings, with its varied emotion,
with its many-coloured life-long store of memories,
with its flutesong.

And as it drifted on and on its outlines dimmed,
and among familiar tree-shaded villages on the banks,
the sounds of evening worship grew faint,
boats were moored to the ghats.

Crossings from either side of the stream stopped;
night thickened;

From the forest-branches fading birdsong offered
self-sacrifice to a huge silence.

Dark formlessness settled
over all diversity of land and water.

As shadow, as particles, my body fused
with endless night.

I came to rest at the altar of the stars.

Alone, amazed, I stared upwards with hands clasped
and said: ‘Sun, you have removed your rays:
show now your loveliest , kindliest form
that I may see the Person who dwells in me as in you.’

uild5-9-1938
from English translation by William Radice
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King of Death, your fatal messenger came to me
suddenly from your durbar.
He took me to your vast courtyard.
My eyes saw darkness;
I did not see the invisible light
in the depth and layers of your darkness,
the light that is the source of the universe;
my vision was clouded by my own darkness.
That a great hymn to light should swell
from the inmost cavern of my being
and reach to the realm of light at the edge of creation -
that was why you sent for me.
I sang, aiming in my melody
to bring to the theatre of physical existence
the poetic glory of the spirit.

But my vina could not play the music of destruction,
could not compose a raga of silent wrath;
My heart could not engender
a serene image of the terrible.

And so you sent me back.

The day will come when my poetry,
silently falling like a ripened fruit
from the weight of its fullness of joy,
shall be offered up to eternity.

And then at last I shall pay you in full,
finish my journey, meet your call.

uifds-10-1938
English translation by William Radice.
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O Poet,
Take your last ablution in the limpid waters of the
emergent night.
This toiling earth has served you, has nourished you,
But do not cling to her.
She has no hesitation
To take away what once she gave you.
The reward that you received at the outer gate-
Do not clutch it to your heart.
The gilding of the coin will wear away with time,
Revealing the stain within.
If you have cultivated the fruit in your orchard,
Let it find its end dropping to the earth.
The season of flowers is ended-
So let also end
Your being swayed by the breath of human flattery.
While marching forward,
Do not turn back and stretch out your hands.
In life,

What you gave truly, insult it not by asking for a price.
Let your begging bowl be your last offering,
Like withered leaves that greet the Spring.
That for which you are waiting
With hope in your heart, is not glory
It is the silent call of dawn to the new life;

It is the crown of morning light
On the brow of the newly awakened.

8 Dec. 1937
uilds-12
English translation by William Radice.
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O New-comer,

This birth has given you value beyond all price.

With the sun and the stars
You have received the unique gift of Form.
The light that travels along the Milky Way
And touches the green brow of this earth,
Has kissed your eyes
And tied you forever in bonds of friendship
With the Universe.
From ages past the Great Message
Has come down the stream of Time,
And at this blest moment pays you homage.
In front of you lies the Soul’s path,
Stretching toward Infinity;
Along that path you are the solitary traveller-
This great wonder is without end!

19 December 1937

English translation by William Radice.
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Time for the bird to go.

Soon its nest, stripped, dislodged, song-silenced,
will slip to the dust in the forest’s tumult.
With dry leaves and withered flowers
at dawn I'll fly to the trackless emptiness
beyond the sunset -sea.

For long has this earth been host to me.
Heady with mango blossoms, greetings have come to
me, sweet with Phalgun’s gifts;
ashok-buds have sign-solicited my tunes
and I've given them, love-juice-filled;
while at times Baishakh’s storms have gagged me
with hot dust, maimed my wings.

Yet with all that I'm blest with the honour of being
alive.

And when this shore’s tiring journey ends,
back-glancing for a moment, I'll honour, before I go,
in humble salutation
the divdnity that inhabited this incarnation.

uilds-14 (1938)
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Poems —107-

When my mind was released from the black cavern of
oblivion and woke up into an intolerable surprise
it found itself at the crater of a volcanic hell-fire
that spouted forth a stifling fume of insult to Man;
it witnessed
the long-drawn suicidal agony of the Time-spirit
passing through convulsions of a monstrous deformity
worse than death.
On its one side a defiant savagery
and the growl of homicidal drunkenness,
on the other timid powers
tied to the load of their carefully guarded hoardings,
meekly settling down to a silent safety of acquiescence
after miscalculated bursts of impatience.
At the old nations’ council-chambers
plans and protests are pressed flat
between the tight-shut prudent lips.
In the meanwhile across the sky
rush with their blazing blasphemy
the soulless swarms of vulture-machines
carrying their missiles of ravenous
passion for human entrails.
Give me power, O awful Judge,
sitting on the throne of Eternity,
give me a voice of thunder, that I may hurl imprecation
upon this cannibal whose gruesome hunger
spares neither women nor children,
that my words of reproach may ever rock
upon the heart-throbs of a history humiliated by itself,
till this age choked and chained
finds the bed of its final rest in its ashes.

wifds—17
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Everywhere
The serpents exhale their poisonous breath;
To speak of gentle peace sounds like mockery.
Let me therefore, before I depart,
Send my last greetings to those
Who everywhere are making ready
To give battle to the Monster of Evil.

Christmas Day, 1937
uilds-18
English translation by Aurobindo Bose.
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Poems —104-

Entangled in the meshes
woven by countless gazing eyes,
he is drawn into a whirl of noise, the man of fame.
Alas, he has lost his rank among those
who are privileged to remain unaware of the date of
their birth,
whose recognition in the world is slight,
even as the leaves are that lightly swing on the branches
and drop on the dust unnoticed.

He lives in his solitary cell among the crowd
with a chain of honour ever jangling round his limbs.
Take pity and free him in the world of cool light, green
shade and sweet reticence, in the unbound dust,
-the primeval playground of the eternal child.
When the ferry boat from the dark brought him to the
landing on the shore of fresh knowledge,
he had nothing to cover him from the light
that touched his nakedness
as it touches the sail unfurled in the air.

In the simple freedom of that morning
flowers without fame bloomed in the grass,
and the spring hour spread its golden wings,
in an immensity of leisure.

In that holiday’s solitude his name received its infinite
worth from a sweet voice whose farawaymusic makes
him wistful
in the langurous afternoon of March
and whose date is lettered today
in this glistening quiver of asath leaves.

He had his poet’s welcome from the river Padma
and the morning star
through the intervals of bamboo leaves on her bank.
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The dark masses of cloud had spread before him
a purple shadow on the distant rain-dimmed forest;
his eyes had followed the track of noisy girls
to the river along the shady village lane
and enjoyed the duet of colours under the sunset sky
in the blossoming field
of mustard and linseed sown together.
He gazed and said, “I love it”,
and wished that this love of his remained behind him,
even when his big endeavours had come to nothing,
and that his salutation carrying his lifelong wonder
should leave a lasting memory of his touch
on the dust of this earth.
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Poems —109-
My birthday!
With Death’s passport in hand
it has emerged from its dive into the chasm of

nothingness to breathe a while on the outskirts of existence.

From the worn-out chain have dropped
the beads of the past years
and with this newest birthday
begins the counting of the days of a new-born life.
The welcome offered me today to me, a passer-by,
who tries to con the signal of the morning
of an unknown star
beckoning him towards an uncharted voyage,
is shared equally by his birthday and the time of his
death, who mingle their lights
like those of the morning star and of the waning moon.

And I shall sing the same chant to both, to death and to life.

Grant me, Mother Earth,
that my life’s mirage born of burning thirst
may recede in the farthest horizon

and my unclean beggar’s bowl empty

into the dust its accumulated defilements;
and as I start my crossing to the unrevealed shore
let me never look back with longing

on the last leavings of the feast of life.

Now when in this sleep-laden dusk of the day’s end
the meaning is lost of the keen bladed hunger
with which you had goaded me to drag life’s chariot
you begin to withdraw your gifts from me one by one.
Slight has grown your need of me
and slight have you made my use
and set on my forehead the stamp of the discarded.

(continued)
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I feel it all and yet I know,
all this contumely of yours
will not reduce my worth to nought.
Cripple me, if you will, shut out all light from my eyes,
shroud me in the shadow of infirmity,
yet in the dilapidated temple of my being
the ancient god will remain enthroned.
Work your havoc and pile up the wreck,
yet in the midst of this ruin
the luminous spot of inward joy will burn bright as ever.
For it was fed day after day on the heavenly wine
which the gods pour on earth
through every sight and sound.

I had loved them all and sung of that love.
That love has lifted me above your bounds,
the love that shall abide,
even though its words grow feeble,
defaced by constant use.

On this love of mine have traced their autographs
the pollen of mango-blossom,
and the dew-cooled fragrance of the sephalika,
the twittering of the doels in early dawn
and the rapturous touch of the beloved.
When I take my leave of you, O Earth,
take back from me, carefully reckoning,
all that you had vouchsafed to me,
the outfit and provisions for a life’s sojourn.

Yet never think that I hold your gifts but slight.
Ever grateful am I to this clay-cast mould
through which I have had my introduction to the Formless.
Whenever I have approached your doors
with the mind free from all covering,

I have been made welcome to your heart.

I know your gifts are not for the greedy,
that you withhold the nectar hidden in your earthen pot

(continued)
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from the ravenous lips of those that hunger obscenely.
You are waiting, O Earth,
with your immortal gifts,
to welcome the wayfarer
who treads the arduous path of detachment.
The gluttons who lust for flesh,
the traffickers in festering carrion,
have banded today in their orgies of violence,
day and night.
Yet mockery tempts my smile, as of old,
at the pompous folly of the learned,
at the tyranny of the beggarly rich,
at the hideous make-up of the showy,
at the blasphemy that lampoons the divine in Man.
Enough of this.
The bell tolls the last hour at your porch,
and my heart responds
to the creaking of the opening gates of farewell.
In this deepening gloom of the twilight,
I will gather what flickering flame remains
to light my fading consciousness,
to offer my last worship to you, O Earth,
under the gaze of the Seven Rishis.
And the incense of my last silent song
will float around you.
Behind me will remain
the nagkeshar plant that has yet to flower,
the anguished heart of this shore
yearning in vain for a ferry across,
and love’s self-reproach at its tired memory vanishing
behind the screen of daily task.
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In the eyes of a peacock Wl 4%
The here I sit . Ca \
¢ terrace where 11 ¢ o Ul 6l €9, Ul dRidAll ARAL g8l el 2uadl.

is screened from the midsummer dawn sunshine.
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The peacock bends his head to this side and that
with unthinking natural restlessness.
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a poet must have written poems,
and universal nature took no account whatsoever.
The peacock is still to be found
in the balance-sheet of life,
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and green mangoes still hang from branches;
Their value in the gamut of nature
from blue sky to green woods will not diminish at all.
But the poet of Mohenjodero is completely excluded
from the wayside grass,
from the dark night’s fireflies.
I expand my consciousness
into the endless time and vast earth;
I absorb the huge detachment of nature’s own
meditations into my own mind;
I regard the letters in my note-book
as a autumnal flocks of insects
-I conclude that if I were to tear out the pages today
I would merely be advancing the ultimate cremation
awaiting them anyway.

Suddenly I hear a voice - “Grandfather, are you writing?”
Someone else has come - not a peacock this time
but Sunayani, as she is called in the house,
but whom I call Sunayani because she listens so well.
She has the right to hear my poems before anyone else.
I reply, “This won't appeal to your sensitive ears;
its verse libre.”

A wave of furrows plays across her forehead
- “T'll put up withit,” she says.

Then adds a little flattery: “Prose, when you recite it,
can take on the colour of poetry.”

And she throws her arms round my neck and hugs me.
I quip,

“Are you trying to transfer some of that poetic colour
from my throat into your arms?”

She answers, “That’s not how a poet should talk:
I'm the one
who passes the touch of poetry into your voice:
I'may even have awoken the song.”

(continued)
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I listen in silence, too happy to reply.
I say to myself - The aloofness of nature is constant,
like a mountain it looks down loftily
from numberless years.
But my Sunayani, morning star,
can lightly and suddenly scale its immensity;
And time’s great disregard surrenders to that instant.
Poet of Mohenjodero,
your evening star has passed through its setting
to surmount again the crest of morning here in my life.

YR e
2ULs12MEM-1939
English translation by William Radice.
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Her colour a luminous dark,

a coral necklace round her neck.
In amazement I had gaped.

She’d been staring too, without a trace of
embarrassment,
her big eyes lampblack-stained,
a girl approaching adolescence, close to my age.
Clearly I recall the scene.

The room’s south door open to the morning sun.
The nut tree’s crown with its fine thick foliage
against the sky’s pale blue.

Her young tender body draped in white,
the black border encircling her limbs,
then falling at her feet.

Two gold bangles ringed her shapely wrists.
Such was the reflection that fell on the stories
I read in vacation noontides.

At times she beckoned me to lands
where the creator’'s whims in many guises
weave unattainable mirages skirting a boy’s dreams.
A bodied enchantment cast its invisible shade
on my body and mind, subtle yet tactile.

I dared not speak to her.

My heart ached with the softest tune that hummed -
‘She’s far, far away,
as far as the shirish tree’s furthest branches
from where slowly the faint scent drips
to our inner depths.’

(continued)
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One day she left me a card
inviting me to her doll’s wedding.
Boisterously merry were her guests,
while I, a shy lad, dreadfully embarrassed, kept to a corner
The evening passed in vain,
and I can’t even recall what I had to eat at the party,
but I observed how her nimble feet
went busily back and forth
with the black border dancing round their movements.
From the corner of my eyes I noticed
how her bangles seemed to have tied
the solid sun to her hands.
Her gentle, coaxing voice I also heard,
which, when I came home,
echoed in my head for half the night.
Then one day I got to know her without impediments.
One day I called her by her pet name.

My awe went and even banter was exchanged.
Sometimes we made up charges against each other
and made angry scenes - all in pretence.
Sometimes cruel jokes in cutting words hurled real hurt.
Sometimes she gave me a bad name, calling me careless.
Sometimes I saw her in casual disarray,
busy with cooking, quite unembarrassed.

How many of my male follies she would deride
with her sharp, female, pride!
One day she said, ‘I know how to read palms.’

My hand in hers, her head lowered, she read the lines,
then said, “Your temperament shows a poverty in love.”
I gave no rejoinder at all.

False calumny it was,
but the sting was anaesthetised by her touch,

my true prize.

(continued)
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Yet the pain of incomplete knowing still remained.

Beauty’s distance never seems to wane -
so near, and yet so far, without end.
On the western horizon the days fade,
mixed with gladness and with sadness’s shade.
The essence of blue was distilled by Chaitra skies,
and now this Ashwin light plays
its holiday shanai in the gold rice-fields.
Slowly drifts the boat, to no port, weighed with dreams.

QAL - 2USIAMEN-1939
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Three green mangoes were lying under the tree
in the mild sunshine of the Chaitra morning.
When [ saw them, my hands didn’t itch
to get them with a restless impatience.
Then I knew, sipping my tea,
how the wind had changed on my sails,
how the ferry-ghat in the east had dimmed.
Once upon a time,
the chance getting of a green mango or two
was a golden key,
unlocking the secret cell of a whole day’s gladness.
Now there’s no such padlock, nor is a key required.
Let me begin at the beginning.

For the first time in my life
a bride was coming from another family to ours.
My mind, which was then like a boat at anchor,
was suddenly tossed by a flood-tide.
Overflowing the bounds of what I'd been allotted
came fate’s bounty to me,
shaking off all those old, torn, mundane
days and nights from the whole house.
Three times a day,
for some days the wedding music played,
changing the daily language around us,
and in all the rooms the lights made a fuss
in lanterns and chandeliers.

The marvellous opened in the midst of the too familiar.
Decked in colours, feet dyed in lac, someone came,
hinting she wasn’t a person of limited value,
belonging to this world, but was unique, past compare.
For the first time to the boy’s eyes was revealed
something that could be seen, but couldn’t be known.
The flutes stopped playing, but not what they implied:
our bride remained, girded by marvel’s invisible rays.
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Her treaties, quarrels, sports
were all with her groom’s sister.
Conquering shyness, I would try to get a little close,
my mind in a whirl because of her sari’s stripes,
but her frowns would soon let me know I was just a kid,
nor was I a female, but of a different tribe.
She was just a month or two older
or perhaps younger than I was.
Yet I had to concede
we were made with different ingredients.
How I yearned to build a bridge towards her
with something, no matter what!

One day this unfortunate fellow acquired
from somewhere some gaudy handwritten books.
He thought they would stun her, but she laughed,

and said, “What shall I do with these?’
Such tragedies, ignored by history,
cannot draw sympathy from any source.
This one crushed the boy,
heaping on him humiliation for whole days and nights.
Who was the judge who could assess
and declare the value of those handwritten books?
Despite all that, I found that the lady of rank
was quite interested in claiming her petty dues:
there her wooden seat was at floor-level.
She loved to eat green mangoes

mixed with shulpo greens and chillies.
There was a tiny door through which

such treats could be shared even by a boy

and a mere kid like me.

Climbing trees was strictly forbidden.
Whenever the wind blew, I would rush into the garden
and if, by a stroke of luck,
found even one fruit snatched from its minor rarity,
I would see how green, how shapely, how beautiful,

(continued)
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what a wonderful gift of nature it was.
The glutton who splits and eats it
hasn’t seen its incomparable beauty.
One day I gathered mangoes in the middle of a
hailstorm.
She said, “And who asked you to fetch these?’
I said, “Nobody,’
left the whole basket on the floor and went off.
Another time I got stung by bees.
She said, ‘There’s no need to take so much trouble to get
fruit.’
I kept quiet.
I grew in years.
Once I got a gold ring from her;
there was something memorable inscribed on it too.
I lost it, bathing in the Ganges, couldn’t recover it.
Even now the green mangoes fall under the trees,
year after year.
There’s no way I can find her again.

Sl M - LSAUEMN-1939
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Take the last song’s diminuendo with you.
Speak the last word as you go.
Darkness falls, there’s little time.
In the dim twilight the farer loses his way.
The sun’s last rays now fade from the western sky.
From the tamal grove comes the last peacock-cry.
Who is she who searches the unknown
and for the last time opens my garden-gate?

ugld - 433

A oURS 2@ RA il - 1939

English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
Song—24
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You gave me the monsoon’s first kadamba flower.
I've brought you a present, my Srabon song.
I've kept it wrapped in the dark shadows of clouds,
this sheaf from my music’s field, its first golden corn.
You bring me a gift today; you mightn’t tomorrow.
Your branches of flowers may be bare by then, -
who knows?

But this my song will ride your amnesia’s tide,
return each Srabon, boat bearing you ovation.

U RRLEL

oled [ WU SEU §4 - 30-7-1939
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
Song—23
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Poems
-112-

Those who struck him once in the name of their rulers,
are born again in this present age.

They gather in their prayer-halls in a pious garb,
they call their soldiers,
“Kill, kill”, they shout;

in their roaring mingles the music of their hymns,

while the Son of Man in His agony prays,
“O God, fling, fling far away
this cup filled with the bitterest of poisons.”

A5 2R HARA
25.12.1939
28U S-14
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Love came with such quiet steps,
I thought her a dream.
I didn’t ask her to sit down.
When she took her leave,
no sooner had she opened the door
than I heard the sound.
I rushed out to call her back.
By then she was a bodiless dream
fading into the night’s dark,
in the far path her lamp-flame a reddish mirage.

28.3.1940
BURAL-AALA-AAS-1940
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Last Tryst
Ink-black clouds banked in the north-east:

The force of the coming storm latent in the forest,
waiting as quietly as the bats hanging in the branches.
Darkness blanketing dense leaves that are still and
silent as a crouching tiger intent on its prey.
Flocks of crows suddenly aloft in a craze of fear,
like tattered shreds of darkness
littered over the void of a cosmos broken into chaos.
Where have you come from today in the guise of a
storm, your unbound hair scented with past wild flowers?
In my youth you came once before on another day,
first messenger of the freshly shining spring.

You brought the first flowering Jasmine of Asarh,
you were indescribably lovely.

You blossomed in my heart, in my boundless wonder:
I do not know
from what radiant world unseen you came
into the light of vision.

You meet me today by a path no less mysterious.
How potent your face
appears in the brief lightening-flame!

How novel its expressions seem!

Is the path by which you come today
the same as I knew before?

I see sometimes its faint outline;
Sometimes not the slightest hint or glimmer can be seen.
You have brought in your basket
flowers recalled or forgotten,
but others I have never hitherto known;

And in your fragrance
you carry the message of a season new to me.
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A deathly-dark suffusion obscures its coming revelation.
O honour me with its garland,
place it around my neck
in this dimly starlit palace of silence.
Let this our last tryst carry me into the infinite night
beyond all earthly limit;
Let it make me one with the not known.

AN AR
AUAUS-1940
English translation by William Radice.
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Ceaseless life floats on the stream of ceaseless death.
To reach what nameless, purposeless shore
Does this tiny raft cross the perilous sea?
What unseen helmsman in my heart Is issuing
commands without end?

I know only that millions are moving on-
Stopping, as they go, to sell their goods.

He too who stays to receive,

Vanishes also in a little while,

All frauds are swallowed ceaselessly by death
And yet life is not all fraud!

Something remains, when all is ended.

The supreme wealth of existence is gathered in a pitcher
Whose bottom is riddled with holes.

What ceaselessly it receives it loses drop by drop-
This constant wastage removes the indolence of
accumulation, And gathers strength as it goes.
The formless, ever-moving God,

Who is and is not,

Whose quality is in being and non-being,
Who is both open and hidden:

In the flow of existence
By what name shall I call Him,

In Whom my name After its fleeting emergence Shall
merge again?

Adlaleznd -2
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Poems
-113-
Once you had lent to my eyes
a generous portion from your limitless store of light ;
now at the day’s end you have come to reclaim it,
my master,
and I know for certain that I must make good my debt.
But why cast shadow before my evening lamp?
I am but a guest for a few days in this world
that has come of your light,
but if out of its abundance
a few fragments of that light are left behind,
let them remain in careless neglect

at the last trace of your chariot.

Let me glean from that dust
some scattered lights and shadows,
some gleam of coloured illusion
with which to build my own little world
as a slight remnant of your debt,
not worth gathering for good.

ALY 4
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Under the dome of the Universe
The wheel of suffering revolves,
Crushing to fragments the stars and planets.
The sparks flying in all directions
Seek tumultuously to encircle
The suffering of existence
In the net of destruction.
From what workshop of suffering,

From what threshold of inflamed consciousness,
Come the darts of pain and the bleeding wound?
Tiny is man’s body,

But how infinite his power of suffering!

In the world of Creation and Destruction,
Why does blood-red madness
Drench the earthen vessel of this body with tears?
Man'’s unconquerable soul gives to the body
Every moment, its infinite value.

Into the sacrificial fire,

She throws the offering of the tortured body.
Is there anywhere in the whole Universe such sacrifice?
Such unconquered courage?

Such fearless endurance?

Such defiance of death?

Towards what nameless, anguished shrine
Moves this triumphal journey,

Seeking the end of suffering?

From the fiery cave issue springs
Bearing the waters of healing,

That sustain love
And have no end.

4 Nov. 1940, A°LARUA-S
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O my day-break sparrow -
in my last moments of sleepiness,
while there is still some darkness,
here you are tapping on the window-pane,
asking for news and then dancing and twittering
just as your whim takes you.
Your pluckily bobbing tail
cocks a snook at all restrictions.
When magpie-robins chirrup at dawn, poets tip them.
When a hidden koel-bird hoots all day
its same unvarying fifth, so high is its rating,
it gets the applause of Kalidasa ahead of all other birds.
You couldn’t care less - you never keep to the scale -
to enter Kalidasa’s room
and chatter and mess up his metres amuses you greatly.
Whenever you perch
on a pillar at the court of Vikramaditya
and bards spout, what are their songs to you?
You are closer to the poet’s mistress:

You happily join in her round-the-clock prattle.
You do not dance under contract from the Spring -
you strut any old how, no discipline at all.

You do not turn up politely
at woodland singing -contests;

You gossip with the light in broad vernacular -
its meaning is not in the dictionary -
only your own throbbing little chest knows it.

(continued)
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Slanting your neck to right or left, how you play about -
so busy all day for no apparent reason,
scrabbling at the ground, bathing in the dust -
you are so unkempt,
the dirt doesn’t show on you, worry you at all.

You build your nest in the corner of the ceiling
of even a king’s chamber, you are so utterly brazen.
Whenever I spend painful, sleepless nights,

I always look forward to your first tap-tap at my door.
The brave, nimble, simple life’s message that you bring -
give it to me,
that the sunlight by which all creatures dwell may call me,
O my day-break sparrow.

DERIETER
from English translation by William Radice.
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Poems -115-
-115-

When in the depth of the night el AR — AoLaAL AABS UsLAML

in the phantasmal light of the sick-bed el el B slagdl didl
appears your wakeful presence, A adld U 5 dat Y, sl sl 8l W3l
It seems to me adl (sl [QaR
that the countless suns and stars
have guaranteed my little life: ool 2usia A (B eal.
then I know that you will leave me &y — Ad{l QleRlldil MAs ¢!

and the fear spreads from sky to sky,
the fear of the terrible indifference of the All

ALRAUA-T-1940
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O ancient night,
Amidst the pervading gloom of my illness I see,
in Time’s first hazy dawm, you are meditating over Creation!
You are dumb, you are blind, and terrible is your loneliness!
I see reflected in the skies
The distressed effort of the sick body labouring to create.
From the unplumbed depths of slumber
cry out the crippled;
In the fire of the molten furnace
Glows the hunger for self-expression,
And, in trance, your fingers weave
The enchantment of Art.
Out of the womb of primeval ocean
Rise suddenly massive shapes:

Malformed and imperfect-

Products of dreams!
They are waiting in the dark
To attain their perfection
At the touch of Time’s hand.
What is misshapen and ugly shall take perfect form
In the new sunlight.
The image-maker will recite the spell,
And slowly shall be revealed God’s most secret plan!

13 Nov. 1940—morning
Adlalznd-9
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When the last shadows of my days
Merge into the dying melody,
Only a whispering murmur shall remain-
Its meaning forgotten !

When the weary traveller shall tarry by the wayside,
The mournful intimations of this melody
Will touch his heart,

And with bowed head he will listen.
Nothing will he grasp, but only this:
In some rare moment of a forgotten age
Someone has lived-

One, of whom men knew nothing,
Has been revealed to him.

13 Nov. 1940: morning
Ad1212-10
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Through the ages the world has been gathering
Its pile of Unforgivingness.
If, unseen, there is an error of even a line,
Then it deletes itself one day-
Though it be after the lapse of ages.
The foundations that seemed eternal,

Shake under the earthquake’s dance of destruction.
So many species appeared on the stage of life
Endowed with limitless strength;

But that very strength was their undoing-

Its weight became unbearable
And brought them to extinction.

Nobody knows at what corner of the Universe
Is gathering every moment relentless Unforgivingness
A fault lying hidden snaps the string
That binds all things together.

One mistake in the flash that gives the signal,
And the way for retreat is barred for ever.

This cruel destruction is but the will of the Perfected Whole.

What creation, wondrous and new,

Shall emerge at the end!

The stubborn earth will be pulverized to dust,
All obstacles removed,

And the seed will blossom:, bearing new life.

O Unforgivingness!
In the realm of Creation
You are the Supreme Force;
The thorns that lie on the path of Peace
Are crushed ever anew
Under the trampling of your feet.

13 Nov. 1940, dlara-11
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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If the night of sorrow has ended her last journey
On the shores of the Past-
May a fresh question arise with wonder ,
In a new morn,
In the world of eternal childhood.
To the old questions
(Which the intellect could not solve,
Drawing on itself but ridicule)
May I find an answer,
As a child finds his
In playful mirth and simple faith -
The faith that finds content in itself,
That does not dispute,
That with the touch of Joy brings certainty.

15 Nov. 1940: morning
AdLgre-13
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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The sick mind bears within him a voice imprisoned;

In the fading light that feeble voice

Creates a prison out of things dim and obscure.

When the waterfall rushes in full force
To conquer the impossible, the far-away,
It denies kinship with the confined cave
And proclaims its right to the Universe.

When in the scorching drouth of April

The stream grows weak and thin,
And loses herself in many shallow pools,
Her own identity becomes lost to herself.
So too my feeble voice has lost its pride,

And has not the strength to censure
The accumulated humiliation of existence.

The mist of inner tormented life

Veils from it the vision of the Universe.
O Sun of early dawn!

I shall behold my most radiant form
In the centre of your luminous heart;
[llumine my meditation with your power,
And with your golden abundance
Remove the penury of my feeble spirit,
Along with the humiliation of defeated night.

21 Nov. 1940
Adlalad-15
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Over the dense forest of his heart
Silently descends the dusk of Autumn,
When the light is weary.
Through every moment
flows the stream of silent nursing;
Along the dark caves
Flow sluggishly
The hopeless hours of the night
Towards the morning star,
Caressed by the dewy scented breeze.
The faded glow of twilight
Is transformed by the morning light
Into a form benign and good.

I saw blessing quietly borne to me,
With Sefali flowers
On a tray of light.

AdLeAA-16
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Amid the impenetrable darkness of my sick-room,

The- light that peers through -
What is its meaning?

Just as the passing traveller
Through the slit of a window sees
Imperfectly the lights of festivity,

So does the ray that reaches my heart,
Reveal to me
That when this thick curtain is lifted,
Then shall that primal light shine forth
Beyond time and space !
The eternal sea of Unfolding,

Into which the sun dips for its evening bath,
And from which the stars rise like bubbles-
My pilgrim’s journey leads me
To that sea of Supreme Consciousness
At the end of the night.

24 Nov. 1940: morning
AdLaLead-20
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When I woke up this morning
there was a rose in my flower-vase:
The question came to me -
the power that brought you through cyclic time
to final beauty,
dodging at every turn
the torment of ugly incompleteness,
is it blind, is it abstracted,
does it, like a world-denying sanyasi,
make no distinction
between beauty and the opposite of beauty?
Is it merely rational, merely physical,
lacking in sensibility?
There are some who argue
that grace and ugliness take equal seats
at the court of Creation,
that neither is refused entry by the guards.
As a poet I cannot enter such arguments -

I can only gaze at the universe in its full, true form,

at the millions of stars in the sky
carrying their huge harmonious beauty -
never breaking their rhythm or losing their tune,
never deranged and never stumbling -
I can only gaze and see, in the sky,
the spreading layers
of a vast, radiant, petalled rose.

vl 21
English translation by William Radice.
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In the noontide between sleep and wake,
perhaps in a dream, I saw the sheath of my being slip
and fall in the stream of an unknown river,
carrying with it my name, my reputation,
all of a miser’s heap,
shameful memories signed by delicious moments.
Glories and infamies floated away on the waves,
couldn’t be brought back.

Then did I, ego-less, argue with myself:
of all my losses which one hurt me the most?

It wasn’t my past,
with which in joy and sorrows
my days and nights had passed.

It was my future, which I'd never had,
in which my desires, like seeds within the earth’s womb,
had, with their sprouting hopes,
dreamt through the long night
of the light that hadn’t arrived.

24-11-1940
vl ~22-1940
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Poems
-119-
On my way to recovery
when I received Nature’s earliest friendly greetings,
she held before my eyes
her precious gift of endless first surprise.
And those trees and the blue sky
bathed in morning light
though ancient and ever-known
revealed to me in them
creation’s everlasting first moment
and I felt that this one birth of mine
is woven in the web of many births
of many changing forms
and like the sunlight composed of varied rays
every appearance in its unity
is blended with countless invisible other ones.

AdLUA-23
25.11.1940
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In the pure light of early dawn

I saw the Universe consecrated with the crown of Peace.

With bowed heads the trees uttered their benediction.
The Peace
That is firmly established at the heart of the Universe,
Preserves herself
Through all the strife and pain of the Ages.
In this distracted world that Peace manifests herself
At the beginning and at the end of the day.
O Poet, the herald of the Good,
You surely have received her invitation.
If ignoring that call,
You become the mouthpiece of despair,
The emissary of the deformed,
And on the broken harp, playing a false tune,
Distort the eternal Truth of the Universe-
Then what purpose was there in your being born?
In the rice-fields why do thistles thrive
To affront Man’s hunger?
If the sick consider illness to be the ultimate truth,
Far better is it silently to end one’s life_

Shall the poet in Man become only an object of disgrace:

By following the paths of unchaste fancy
And donning a shameless mask
Must he dim the lustre of Man’s countenance?

26 Nov. 1940: Morning
AdteL2-24
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Through all the sorrows and sufferings of life,
The message of the sages glows bright in my heart:
“The Immortal Being manifests himself in Joy.

To prove the contrary is nothing but empty cleverness,
Trying to belittle the Great.

He who sees Supreme Truth
Beyond Time and Space, in its entirety-

For him alone has life a meaning.

28 Nov. 1940: morning
AdLe1A-25
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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I have no faith in my fame.
I know that it will be washed away
by the daily onslaught of the waves of time.
I trust only myself.
Twice have I tasted
the everlasting nectar of the universe.
Love of every moment is stored in it.
Sorrow does not destroy it,
dust cannot tarnish its image.
I know that when I leave the stage of this world,
flowers shall vouch in every season
that I have loved the world.
That love is the Truth and the gift of my life.
When I leave,
that unblemished Truth shall not accept death.

28-11-1940
AdLe1AA-26
English translation by Shailesh Parekh.
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Open the door-

Let the blue sky pour in unhindered,
And the scent of the flowers enter my room.
Let the first rays of the sun
Bathe my whole being and lave my nerves.
‘I am alive’-this message of welcome
Rustles in the forest leaves-

Let me hear it.

Let the morning wrap me in her veil,

As she wraps the green earth decked in tender grass.
The love that I received in my life-

Her silent voice I hear in the sky ,

In the wind.

In her pure waters I take my ablution
And see life’s Truth sparkling like a gem
In the heart of the blue.

28 Nov. 1940 morning
Adlalzyd-27
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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The flame of consciousness
That burns bright in my heart
Is not a fortuitous prisoner
Within the narrow confines of life.

That flame, which at the beginning rises from the Void,
And at the end encounters meaningless death,
Nlumines the interval And gives it significance.

This consciousness throbs through the skies
As Supreme Joy-
Its message echoes in my heart
And holds together sun and stars
In constant rhythm
Through the endless festival of Creation!

28 Nov. 1940: morning
AolLzy-28
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When I see Man Helpless within the walls
Of his unbearable suffering,

I do not know where he will find consolation.

I know the root of this suffering
Is his riotous living, Is in his folly.
But this knowledge brings no comfort.
When I know The Truth that is hidden
In Man’s spiritual striving
Is beyond pleasure and pain-
Then do I realize
That those Seekers who make fruitful
This truth in their lives,
Are the ultimate goal of Man’s destiny.

28 Nov. 1940 morning
AdteL2y-29
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Every morning in the gracious touch of light
I receive the homage of Existence-
My blood-stream merges in the stream of light,
And its message echoes silently
In my body, in my mind!
Like cupped hands in supplication,
My eyes turn heavenwards.
This light gave me life’s first welcome,
And my life’s last offering
Shall be placed on the altar of light,
Behind the shores of the sunset sea.
I feel that all has not been said-
Yet all words are in vain!

The melody of my heart has not been tuned perfectly

To the melody of the sky-
And I have not found my voice.

1 Dec. 1940: morning
AdlLead-32
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When I was tuning the harp to my fitful melody,
You were far away beyond my ken.
How should I know, those songs were seeking you
On the shores of the Unknown?
As soon as you came near me,
My songs danced to the rhythm of your steps-
As if in this union
The breath of supreme joy spread through the world
And the flowers bloomed, year after year.
In the song of the poet
His Muse stretches out her cupped hands
To receive the gift of what is yet to be.
In this Universe
The Known plays hide-and-seek with the Unknown.

2 Dec. 1940: morning
Adrare-34
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Just as after a storm,
The sky in her silent blue depths
Makes free the path for the rays of the rising sun,
So may life become free from the mists of my past,
And trumpets announce the new awakening
At the threshold of my new birth.
I am hoping that the blur of colours
May be wiped away from the light,
This fruitless play with life should end,
And through self-surrender
Selfless love find its supreme value.
As I float in light and darkness
Along the stream of life,
Let me not look back to my past deeds.
The self that is soiled with joy and suffering-
May I be able to place it outside myself,
In the same category
As all the drifting events of life;
And with eyes free from fear or desire,

Look upon this exiled self As having no relation to me.

And this be my last prayer-
May the infinite purity make complete my being.

3 Dec. 1940 Morning
DEFIIEECE
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When the clasp of my arms is loosened
From all things that I have ardently desired;
It is then that with a vision I see the Whole,

lumined by the morning light.

The Void is not mere emptiness!
Then do I grasp the message of the sages-
“None could live or move,

If the all-pervading joy filled not the sky.’

3 Dec. 1940: Morning
Adlale2Ud-36
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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In the dusky twilight I saw suddenly
That the right arm of Death
is twined round the neck of Life,
And bound to it with threads of blood.
Then, instantly, I recognized them both-
I saw that the bride of Death, taking
The supreme gift from her bridegroom,
And bearing it in her arms,
Travels towards the New Age.

4 Dec. 1940: Morning
Adlale—37
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O Lord of Death,

When you gave your command to destroy,
Man took upon himself the task of self-destruction.
In anguish I muse-

Why has not lost and ill1-starred Man
Destroyed in one vast funeral-pyre his whole kind?
Then I think-

If, through slow suffering, sin does not die,

Its seed will lie dormant in the charred field of
destruction
And sprout forth anew in the heart of new creation.

5 Dec. 1940: Morning
Adlalead-38
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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When I do not see you,
I think in my oppressed imagination
That the world is silently conspiring
to vanish beneath my feet.
Then in terror I throw out my arms
To clasp the empty space!
With a shock I awake from my dream,
And find that with bowed head
You are seated beside me, weaving your cloth
And upholding the changeless peace of Creation.

5 Dec. 1940 Morning
AdlaLzad -39
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Captivating is this sky
and captivating is the dust of this earth.
This great truth or message of life,
I have inscribed in my heart.
The grace of the gift or Truth that I had received,
does not diminish day by day.
This great truth resonates
even on the other side of land of death.
Forgetting all flaws, joy rules supreme in the heart.
When I touch this earth
for the last time before leaving, I shall say,
“Mark of your dust crowns my forehead,
From behind the veil of Maya,
have I had the glimpse of light of Eternal,
The joyous form of Truth has taken shape in your dust
and hence, I leave my salutation in this dust

14.2.1941
SIRIERES
English version by Shailesh Parekh.
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Bathed in morning light
All things are made holy and beautiful.
The formless One, the limitless,
With its touchstone creates forms Joy.
Under the altar of the ever-old
Is consecrated the ever-new.
In sunshine and shadow,

Is woven the cloth of earth
With threads of green and blue.
The leaves dance in rhythm
With the heart-beat of the sky.
From forest to forest,

On the neck of morning
Sparkles the necklace of diamond.
The random songs of birds
Chant their praises to the goddess of life.
The love in the heart of man,
Joined to all these,

Gives them the touch of immortality-
It makes sweet the dust of earth
And spreads over it
The throne of Eternal Man.

12 Jan. 1941: Noon
2104 -2
English translation by Aurobindo Bose

130

UG USIAHL -, Ad 4L, WA, Yer.
Ras2, AL WUl A%ldl el 2USIR.
Ryl A€l u vieg(d At -t
dss, 91d3, dld, sRunl deudd deidl dRA{R.
el AAd-t atl tss ddl.
de, del, UGl AN Rddl ElRsSIR.
aa-gddi-l 2gfd uviloud,
WAdRHAUAE B MO ML,
gl Al AL -

22l 1y GAYQ 2047 Adl Adlde HWedds], Rigiu.

131



Solitary is the sick-room.
Through the door, shadows fall aslant on my bed.
In the warmth of the wintry morn,
The drowsy hours flow sluggishly
Like a stream choked with weeds.
From time to time,
A sigh from the distant past
Sweeps over the cornless fields.
On this solitary morn with peaceful gaze,
I recite my wordless chant to the Sun-
‘Begetter of this earth!
In whose glorious light
Man first beheld the veritable form of God-
If full-throated I could chant the Vedic hymns,
Then my praise
Would have mingled with all this light.”
But words fail;
I only gaze at the Far Beyond,
And spread my silence over the pale midday sky.

1 Feb. 1941
AU -3
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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In this deserted room,
On this silent morn, I sit before my window.

One hears the song of the green pouring out in rhythm.

Under the light of the blue sky
The mind floats on the stream
That flows from the fount of immortality.
To whom shall I send my hymn of praise-
This yearning of my heart?
It seeks voice to give value
To that which is beyond all value-
But it remains silent.
It only says: ‘I am happy.
The rhythm comes to a stop,
But its cadence says: ‘I am blest.”

28 Jan. 1941: Afternoon
A0Y-5
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Silently comes the fierce night,
batters down the sapped body’s enfeebled door-bolt,
enters within, commences to ravish
life’s glorious loveliness,
till the mind, under darkness’s attack,
acknowledges it’s beaten.
When the shame of that defeat,
that infirmity’s ignominy have done their worst,
suddenly upon the horizon appears the day’s banner,
drawn in golden rays,
and as if from some far centre of the firmament
arises the clamour - “Lies! All lies!
In the morning’s serene light I see myself
as one who has conquered suffering,
on the tower of the exhausted body’s fortress.

27-1-1941
AHRAA-7-1941
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Sitting alone by the window at the world’s end,
I see the world bathed in blue,
Speaking to me in the language of eternity.
Light comes meshed with shadows.

I hear the refrain: ‘It is not far, not far away.’
The path disappears behind the hill of sunset.
At the day’s end I stand silent before the inn;
Far away glitters the temple spire-
There sounds the song of the dying day.

In its melodymingles all that is beautiful
And that touches life, along the pilgrim’s path,
With the gesture of perfection.

I hear the refrain:

‘It is not far, not far away.’

3 Feb. 1941: Afternoon
2120048
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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In creation’s vast field the play of fireworks in the skies
with suns and stars is on a cosmic scale.
I too came from the invisible without beginning
with a minute fire-particle
to a tiny spot of space and time.

Now as I enter the last act, the lamp’s flame flickers,
the shadows reveal the illusory nature of play.
Joys and sorrows, dramatic disguises,
slowly become slack.

Hundreds of actors and actresses through the ages
have left their many-coloured costumes
outside the door of the theatre.

I look and see
in the greenroom of hundreds of extinguished stars
the king of the theatre standing still, alone.

3-2-1941
H1RAA-9-1941
English translation bt Ketaki Kushari Dyson.

140

AL [Aau &, elailsHl AA,
U512 Y-l 2idiene.
2l ¢l § Ul R, 2ieeumial,
28 Al devll A, As AN, AHA-L sl [Glg Ul
¢d UL 9¢ell vis A3 AT YAl O,
glalell otlld Bels
2 i Wl WA U UENAML BUU, 6.,
e e S, Al2slU danaal, of, % dd, ©.
gald2dl AR A2, U2 du-L [AAaR2( Wlausl
Azl GLIR Yl dlL €.
2011, Sldidell diRAAAL ARIIUSEHL
U gulIY, €, AlzadleHl A,
Glelal Asal, AU,

141



Lazily afloat on time’s stream,
my mind turns to the sky.
As I cross its empty expanses
shadowy pictures form in my eyes
of the many ages of the long past
and the many peoples that have hurtled forward,
confident of victory.
The Pathans came, greedy for empire;

And the Moghuls, brandishing victory-banners,
the wheels of their conquering chariots
raising webs of dust.

I'look at the sky - no sign of them now today:
Through the ages the light of sunrise and sunset
continues to redden the sky’s pure blue
at dawn and dusk.

Then others came,
along tracks of iron in fire-breathing vehicles -
the mighty British,
scattering their power beneath the same sky.

I know that time will flow along their road too,
float off somewhere
the land-encircling web of their empire.

I know their merchandise-bearing soldiers
will not make the slightest impression
on planetary paths.

But the earth when I look at it makes me aware

of the hubbub of a huge concourse of ordinary people

led along many paths and in various groups
by man’s common urges,
from age to age, through life and death.
They go on pulling at oars, guiding the rudder,
sowing seeds in the fields.
Cutting ripe paddy.
They work - in cities and in fields.
Imperial canopies collapse, battle-drums stop,

(continued)
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victory-pillars, like idiots,
forget what their own words mean;
Battle-crazed eyes and blood-smeared weapons

live only in children’s stories, their menace veiled.

But people work - here and in other regions,
Bengal, Bihar, Orissa,
by rivers and shores,
Punjab, Bombay, Gujarat -
filling the passage of their lives
with a rumbling and thundering
woven by day and night -
the sonorous rhythm of life’s liturgy
in all its pain and elation, gloom and light.

Over the ruins of hundreds of empires, the people work.

HRAA-10-1941
English translation by William Radice.
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My mind was wide open,
When suddenly the dart of pain pierced it.
At the shock,

The strength that lay hidden in me was released.

In a moment the song of victory descended,
And piercing the dark clouds
Spread the joyous light into my heart.
The humiliation of my sick-room vanished;
On the carpet spread out for the world,

I found my place In the world of Bliss.
My mind tasted Joy supreme,

And with gladness
Found her home in the realm
Where man is freed from bondage.
There all shadows disappear-

The shadows of sorrow that wound
And bring weariness to the heart.

14 Feb. 1941: Noon
IR0 -12
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Love came to me in my youth
Like the babbling gladness of a waterfall.
It came from the distant peaks
With a frown and a laugh;
It overflowed the rocks that barred its way:
In the midst of the Known
It brings the language of the Unknown,
Of the never-thought-of,
The mysterious;

Around all that is fixed, limited, and of everyday,
It brings its turbulent current of revolt.
Today that love,

With the tender solace of Silence,

Lies concealed in the depths;

It unites effortlessly
With the Peace that pervades the entire universe.
Its light is in the light of the stars,

Its loveliness in the flowers that deck the forest
With worship.

30 Jan. 1941: Noon
2URAY-13
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Crossing the sea of good and evil fame,
In life’s evening I have arrived at the landing-stage
For my departure.
I kept boundless faith in this body.
Now with age it laughs at itself
And denies me control over it.
Those who keep watch night and day,
To protect me from such indignity,

And stand by me, at the day’s last preparation-
They are in my heart, though nameless they abide.
They have brought me life’s last good fortune,
And make me forget the frail body’s defeat.
They stand witness
That fame and glory are for the great and the strong,
While the best gift remains for the weak.
Fame demands hard tribute from life
And allows no respite;

But the need that draws to itself the offering of love
Bears the stamp of infinity.

9 Jan. 1941: morning
AU -15
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Day after day I sit silently,
Wondering what of life’s gift remain to me
After all my saving and waste.

I spent so much in haste,

Have I received my due, given what I owed,
Kept some provision for the final road?
Some came near me, others went to far places;
Which of my melodies bears their traces?

To some I was unwittingly blind;

Their departing steps sound vainly in my mind.
Perhaps these unknowns went away unheard
But pardoned me without a word.

If I have made mistakes, will some be sore,
Aggrieved, even when I am no more?
Many threads have snapped in my life’s patchwork
But there is no more time to repair any break.
In the love that has sustained my life to its end,
If any disrespect of mine has made a wound,
May death’s touch heal its pain -

On this thought I dwell again and again.

AA-16-1941
English translation by Krishna Dutta and Andrew

Robinson
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By my sick. bed
Sluggishly flows the stream of life.
With weeds I create little shapes of beauty.
They have no great value:
And yet some recognition of life cleaves to them,
Though slight their value.

23 Jan. 1941: morning
10U -24
English translation by Aurobindo Bose

154

el dddl -l udis, W3l 300 A Wl
Qe Bsdl § i, Ye 2SR,
ell A e,
YRl 9 ML Wdssll LR -
& v Al A yeu,

155



The unuttered words in the vast mind of Man
Wander through space like nebulae.
Striking against the boundary of my mind,
They condense, take form,

And revolve round my study.

3 Dec. 1940: Morning
212194 -25
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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In this life, I have been blessed by the Beautiful
and I have tasted the nectar of the same
in the love of man.
On a day of unbearable pain,
I have known the invincible and unconquerable soul.
Even when I have experienced
the shadow of impending death,
I have not been defeated by fear.
I have not been deprived by the touch of the Great
and I have accumulated and stored
His nectar-like words of wisdom in my heart.
In this life, whatever grace 1 have received
from the navigator of life,
I have put it in the script of memory with a grateful heart.

28.1.1941
21219429
English version by Shailesh Parekh
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Poems
-122-

Momently I feel the time comes near for me to leave.

With quiet sunset glow screen the parting day.
Let the time be peaceful, let it be silent.
Let not any pomp of memorial meeting

create sorrow’s trance.
May the forest trees at the gate of departure
raise the earth’s chant of peace
in the dumb cluster of foliage.
May the night’s wordless blessings descend,
and the seven stars’ gracious light.

12104 -31-1941
English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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I know the joy that, hidden in the heart of light AL SLEUL WAl e 243ldl U
Touches me, e .~ a .
2 NG, 9 § 5 Bl 2 WA AU WA,

Is one with my own soul.

I have been anointed in the holy waters uslall Al dedl Adsi-i Wz well
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T . .~ .
at flow from the font of Agnt, 2 AR 4l u Bed 3 A 200
And have my share of immortality. - : ~ .S .
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I can be united with the Supreme Me
And enter the paths of Bliss.

AU -32
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Let the veil of self dissolve!
Piercing the haze, let the white lustre of Consciousness
Reveal Truth’s imperishable form
In the midst of all men
Let a ray from the heart of Eternal Man
Radiate into my consciousness.
The Peace that reigns in the region of Silence,
Above the turmoil of this world-
May I see it before I go!

The tangled complexities of life That have no meaning,
And carry with them false values of this world-
May I brush them all aside
And before passing the borderline of life,

May her true meaning be revealed
To my eyes.

about 25 Jan. 1941
2IR9Y-33
English translation by Aurobindo Bose

164

2210l €l AL BAReicdl W
lelA gag, g, Ad-ldl Ad dogHl,
Uil €l A, VU A3,
ogetigellll 2R, Arlldel Hirldll Sl
A5 (3o worzdl el W3l AdeHL.
2L %3ldAL slelserdl R,

Qrtell, oL Uaddl AL e ua, v,
Qe ddL uddl.
ogaldell R gl
aaetell, Al LA el YSl,
Al WAL 28 AE § I 2,
@eolldl A WR 5l ual.

165



Poems
-123-

In the vessel of my birthdays
sacred waters from many pilgrimages have I gathered,
this I remember.
Once I went to the land of China,
those whom I had not met put the mark of friendship
on my forehead, calling me their own.

The garb of a stranger slipped from me unknowing,
the inner man appeared who is eternal
revealing a joyous relationship unforeseen.

A Chinese name I took, dressed in Chinese clothes.
This I knew in my mind
wherever I find my friend there I am born anew,
Life’s wonder he brings.

In the foreign fields blossom flowers unknown,
foreign is their name, a foreign soil is their motherland,
yet in soul’s joyful realm
their kinship finds unbarred welcome.

o f2A-3-1941

English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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Poems
-124-

Once again returns the day of festival,
with spring’s lavish honour
the branches at the poet’s balcony
fill the basket of a new birthday.
In a closed room I remain at a distance futile,

this year, is the invitation of the flowering palash.

In vasant-bahar I want to sing,
but the dream of impending separation
gathers in my mind.
My birthday, I know,
will soon merge with one unvarying day,
and be lost in the markless sequence of Time.
This melancholy does not fill with tenderness
the shadow of flowering avenues,
memory’s pain does not sound
in the murmur and hum of the forest.
Unmerciful joy will play on this festive flute
brushing aside, on the road, the pain of parting.
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English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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Reaching eighty I muse in wonder :
As the stream of light runs down
the fire-fall of a billion stars
flooding the pointless void,
So have I,
like some sudden flash in Creation’s sacrificial fire
risen from the night’s unfathomed heart.
To that earth I have come
where slime - in the ocean’s womb through long ages - has
come to blossom into life,
showing a multitude of forms.

That shadow of half-light immersed in illusion
hung, for ages, over the world of beasts -
Creation still incomplete!”

At whose ardent waiting, at the end of many days,
came man onto the stage of life!

One by one, new lamps are lit,
new meanings find their voice.

Man, in wondrous light,
beholds his future’s unique shape;

On earth’s stage, act by act,
awareness grows in gradual unfolding.

I too have dressed myself to play within that play-obeying a
call from Fate
to work at tearing this veil away.

This is my greatest wonder!

Bearing what deep secret aim
rolls the sun around the world -
mortal home of souls -
around the sky, the light, the air,
earth’s surface, peaks and sea!

Wound in that mysterious thread
I came into the world Eighty years ago.

And a few years from now I shall depart.
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o235, English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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How little I know of this world!
How many lands, cities, capitals, how many rivers,
mountains, deserts, seas
and many great deeds of men,
and how many creatures and many trees
remain unknown to me!

In this universe so much effort, so many provisions.
My mind, within all this, holds but a small niche.
Dismayed, I greedily read books of travel
that are imbued with vigour that never wears away!
Bright pictures of the world, wherever I find them
I pick them up,
trying with alms to fill my mind’s poverty.

I am a poet of this earth.

All its sounds, in the tunes of my flute,
should find their echo -
yet so many sounds are untouched, missing,
in this practising of tunes.

Through fancy and through imagination,
with the concert of the world’s music
I, in hushed moments, often filled my mind.
Often, through the unheard song they sing,
remote and snowy peaks,
in that silent, boundless blue sent me their invitation.
The unknown star that shines, solitary,
in the Southern sky, has touched my sleepless eyes

with wondrous light.

(continued)
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The mighty, flooding waterfall of the far-away,
sent down its melody to the forest of my mind.
From all sides, into this stream of nature’s music
many poets have poured their song;
with them all, this alone binds me :
I have their company, I share their joy,
receive the blessing of Gitabharati
and the taste of the universe’s son .
But Man, innately inward, is most difficult to reach,
having no measure in the outer world;
when heart mingles with heart,
the inner man is known!
I do not always find its door -
barriers built by my way of life bar the way.
The ploughman plows. The weaver weaves.
The fisherman casts his nets -
Their labour, which is manifold, is spread out wide
and sustains the life of the world.
In a little corner, in the eternal exile honour bestows,
I take a high seat in society.
Sometimes I have set foot
on the threshold of their quarter,
but had not the strength to enter;
life must be joined to life or the cargo of songs is in vain.
Therefore I accept the charge that is brought against me
- the incompleteness of my songs.
I know my songs,
though they have walked on many paths,
have not moved everywhere.

(continued)
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That poet who is the peasant’s friend,
who has earned his trust through word and deed,
and who is nearer the earth -
his singing it is I wait to hear.
To the feast of songs
what I cannot give I take from others” store -
only let that song ring true
and not with gestures alone delude the world.
Come, Poet, of the unknown, the inglorious,
of the speechless and the dumb,
give voice to the agony within their hearts!
In this lifeless, songless land -
where contempt has dried up everything -
fill, with your life-giving sap that joyless desert,
free the spring that’s buried in their hearts!
Give those a place who play but a one-stringed harp,
at the banquet of the Muse.

Those who are dumb in joy, in sorrow,
those who stand bowed before the world,
those near and yet remote -
let me, O gifted One, hear within your songs, their voice.
Remain their kinsman,
in your honour, let them find honour -

I salute you again and again.

21 January, 1941
o= [z-10

English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Standing on the threshold
where Creation’ s drama unfolds,
I see in sudden flashes the realm beyond darkness,
where immersed
I lay in consciousness of the Great Being -
unexpressed is He, unperceived, unknown!

In this dawn the words of the Rishis arise in my mind:
‘Oh Sun! Remove the veil that covers your light!
In your perfect light may I see my true self.
The self that at journey’s end,
mingles its breath with the air,
and transforms the body to dust -
may it not disguised as truth,
cast a shadow on life’s path!

In the playground of this world,
in joy, in suffering, I have beheld in sudden flash,
the Infinite, behind the veil of the finite.
Have comprehended:

The meaning of this birth lay in that Beauty ineffable,
in that song inexpressible!

When the drama ends,

I shall leave behind in this earth’s temple -
my salutation, my worship,
whose value death cannot grasp.

23 January, 1941
o fzA-13

English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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In days long gone,
when history was not noisy with the day’s news,
in the age of silent fame,
those who, on a morning that pulsed with life,
set forth on the death-threatening way
to give immortal food of the Atma -
to remote strangers;
Those who in hundreds failed to reach the goal,
but, tortured with thirst,
left their bones amid the desert sands,
or whose traces the sea washed away -
their lives, on the unattained path,
have not been in vain.
They have become one
with that great and bodiless Being
who, unseen, gives strength to the Eternal Man.
Today, in this morning light,
I receive the touch of their compassion,
and I bow to them.

12, December, 1940
og=fzr-17

English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Today I imagine the words of countless languages
to be suddenly fetterless -
after long incarceration in the fortress of grammar,
suddenly up in rebellion,
maddened by stamp-stamping
of unmitigated regimented drilling.
They have jumped the constraint of sentence
to seek free expression in a world of intelligence,
snapping the chains of sense
in sarcasm and ridicule of literary decorum.
Liberated thus,
their queer postures and cries appeal only to the ear.
They say,
‘We who were born of the gusty tuning
of the earth’s first outbreathing came into our own
as soon as the blood’s beat impelled
man’s mindless vitality to break into dance in his
throat. We swelled his infant voice
with the babble of the world’s first poem,
the original prattle of existence.
We are kin to the wild torrents
that pour from the mountains
to announce the month of Shraban:
we bring to human habitations Nature’s incantations -’
The festive sound of leaves rustling in forests,
the sound that measures the rhythm
of approaching tempests,
the great night-ending sound of day-break -
from these sound-fields man has captured words,
curbed them like a breakneck stallion
in complex webs of order
to enable him to pass on his messages
to the distant lands of the future.
By riding words that are bridled and reined
man has quickened the pace of time’s slow clocks:

(continued)
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The speed of his reason has cut through material blocks,
explored recalcitrant mysteries;
with word-armies drawn into battle-lines
he resists the perpetual assault of imbecility.
But sometimes they slip like robbers
into realms of fantasy,
float on ebbing waters of sleep, free of barriers,
lashing any sort of flotsam and jetsam into metre.
From them, the free-roving mind
fashions artistic creations of a kind
that do not conform to an orderly universe -
whose threads are tenuous, loose, arbitrary,
like a dozen puppies brawling, scrambling
at each other’s necks to no purpose or meaning;:
Each bites another - they squeal and yelp blue murder,
but their bites and yelps carry no true import of enmity,
their violence is bombast, empty fury.
In my mind I imagine words thus shot of their meaning ,
hordes of them running amuck all day,
as if in the sky
there were nonsense nursery syllables booming -
Horselum, bridelum, ridelum, into the fray.

g 2-20-1941

English translation byWilliam Radice.
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Poems
-130-

In front lies the ocean of peace.
Launch the boat, O Captain.
You will be the companion ever,
Take O take him in your lap.
The flame of the star of Dhruva
will light the endless path.

Donor of deliverance, your remission, your mercy
will be wealth inexhaustible in the long journey.
May the mortal bonds perish,
may the vast world spread its arms,

And may the fearless heart know
The Great Unknown.

AuAv-1

English version by Shailesh Parekh.
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Death cannot swallow life, which is immortal;

It only casts its shadow like Rahu
This I know for certain.
There is no plunderer
Hiding in the secret caves of the Universe
Who can defraud love of its value-
This I know for certain.
What was the ultimate Truth for me,
Was nothing but a disguise
In which the ultimate Falsehood hid itself-
This disgrace of Existence
The law of the Universe could never bear,
This I know for certain.
Everything is driven
By the ceaseless movement of change-
This is but the law of Time.
That death is not
The ultimate expression of the changeless-
This I know for certain.
The self said: “The world is!
That truth is verified
By the supreme truth of the ‘I" within me-
This I know for certain.

7 May 1940

English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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O bird, from time to time why do you forget your song?
Why do you not send out your call?
Without your songs the morning is profitless-

Do you not know that?

The first rays of early dawn touch the trees,

In the trembling of the leaves your melody awakes;
You are a friend of the morning light ———

Do you not know that?

The goddess of Awakening is sitting
With robe trailed loose beside my bed-

Do you not know that?

Do not deprive her of your songs.

Into the dreams of Sorrow’s night
Your morning hymns bring the message of new Life-
Do you not know that?

11 Feb. 194 1 : Afternoon:
ANAvI-3
English Translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Poems
-125-

The sunlight blazes hot, this lonely mid-day.
At the empty chair I glance,
no trace of consolation is there.
Filling its heart
words of despair seem to rise in lament,
the voice of emptiness laden with compassion
whose inmost meaning cannot be grasped.
Like a dog looking with sad eyes for his lost master,
his heart wailing with a blind sorrow,
not knowing what happened and why,
seeking everywhere with unavailing eyes:
More tender and sore even than his pain
seems the voice of the chair,
its dumb pain of emptiness
pervading the room bereft of the dear one.

26.3.1941

ANAUI-4
English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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One more time, if I may, I would like to find that seat

on the lap of which is spread a caress from a foreign land.

Runaway dreams from the past may flock there yet
again and with their inchoate hummings
build a nest for me once more.
Resurrecting the happy hours,
it may make my waking sweet
and to the flute that has fallen silent
restore the melodious airs.

At the window, arms outstretched,
it may waylay the scents of spring
as the great silence’s pacing is heard
in the midnight universe.

It will lock for ever in my ears
the whispers of that beloved woman
who has spread this seat for me
with her love from a foreign land.

It will keep for ever unsleeping that message,
so sad, so tender,
of that woman whose language 1 did not know
but whose eyes were eloquent.

6—4-41
ANAvI-5
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.
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Now has come Man Supreme
Man after God’s own heart!
The world is a-tremble with wonder
And the grass quivers.

In heaven resounds the couch,
On earth plays the drum of Victory-
The sacred moment has come
That brings the Great Birth!

The gates guarding the moonless night have fallen
The hill of sunrise rings with the call ‘Fear not’
And ushers in the dawn of a new life!

The heavens thunder the son of Victory:
‘Man has come!’

Apr. 1941
SRIEIE
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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I know life is sacred.

One knows not by what unseen path she has come,
Rising from the fountain of the Unknown,
And taken form in wondrous reality .

Filing his golden pitcher
The sun bathes and purifies life each morning.
This life has given voice To the day, to the night;
It decks with flowers the temple
For the worship of the Unseen,

And in silent twilight
Kindles the lamp of evening.

Her first love Life offered to the world.

At her golden touch all my daily loves blossom forth-
I have loved my beloved,

I have loved the flowers of this world;
Whatever she touches, She makes it her very own.
With a book she enters the world:

At first the pages are bare,

Gradually they fill,

And when the day ends
The picture becomes clear
And the beads of self-knowledge are strung together.
Then the heedless artist
Draws a black line
Through the letters;

But a few remain-

Those in letters of gold.

They shine along with the Pole-Star-

A delight to the heavens.

25 Apr. 1941
AnAvL-7
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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On this birthday of mine, my self is lost.
As I leave, I wish for the last gift of life,
served with love of this earth,
by the touch of the hands of loved ones.
As I leave, I wish for final blessings of men.
Today, my purse is empty.

All that I could give, has been given.

If T can get something in return -

A little love, some remission -

I would like to take it with me
when I leave in a boat taking me to the other shore
for the final wordless festival.

6.5.1941
ANAMI-10
English version by Shailesh Parekh.
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Poems
-126-

On the bank of Rup-Narain, I arise, awake;
this world, I realise, is not a dream.

In words writ in blood I saw my being manifest,
my own self I knew through repeated hurts and pain.
Hard is truth, that hardness I loved, never it deceives.

Death-long tapasya of suffering is this life,
to win truth’s terrible value,
and to pay all debts in death.

AuAvI-11

English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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Your birthday is a festival of gifts—
At this festival, early dawn
Decorates herself in many colours.
In flowers and leaves
Life pours out its gifts with abandon.
From time to time
Nature tests her treasure-house -
You have given her that chance.
The Lord is eager to bring together
Him who gives, and him who receives.
Today that wish of His is fulfilled
And in joyous wonder
The Poet of the universe blesses you.
In this rain-washed, clear sky of July
You stand witness to His Poetry.

13 July 1941 © morning
ANAI-12
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Poems
-127-

The first day’s Sun
asked at the new manifestation of being-
Who are you,

No answer came.
Year after year went by,
the last sun of the day
the last question utters
on the western sea-shore,
in the silent evening-
Who are you,

He gets no answer.

Andv-13
English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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The dark night of Sorrow
Has come again and again to my door.
Her only weapon was-
The troubled appearance of suffering,
The frightened gesture of fear,
The dark disguise of deception!

Each time I believed in her mask of terror,
Each time [ suffered meaningless defeat!
This play of losing and winning,
This false magic of life,

This terror at every step -

Bound up with life from childhood-

Is full of the taunts of suffering.

The skilled hands of Death spread through darkness.
This restless picture of many-hued terror.

29 July 1941
ANAv-14
English translation by Aurobindo Bose
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Poems
-129-

Your creation’s path
you have covered with a varied net of wiles,
Thou Guileful One.
False belief’s snare you have laid
with skilful hands in simple lives.
With this deceit have you left a mark on Greatness;
for him kept no secret night.
The path that is shown to him by your star
is the path of his own heart ever lucid,
which his simple faith makes eternally shine.
Crooked outside yet it is straight within,
in this is his pride.
Futile he is called by men.
Truth he wins in his inner heart washed with his own
light. Nothing can deceive him,
the last reward he carries to his treasure-house.
He who has easefully borne your wile
gets from your hands the unwasting right to peace.

AuAY-15

English translation by Dr. Amiya Chakravarty.
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Crossing

In this moment

I see you seated upon the morning’s golden carpet.

The sun shines in your crown,
the stars drop at your feet,
the crowds come and bow to you and go,
and the poet
sits speechless in the corner.
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Crossing
—-67-
When my first early songs woke in my heart
I thought they were the playmates
of the morning flowers.
When they shook their wings
and flew into the wilderness
it seemed to me that they had the spirit of the summer
which comes down

with a sudden thunder roar to spend its all in laughter.

I thought that they had the mad call of the storm
to rush and lose their way beyond the sunset land.
But now when in the evening light
I see the blue line of the shore,

I know my songs are the boat

that has brought me to the harbour across the wild sea.
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Crossing =70-
~70- a9aril 2001 U2 Iy Adlld Aot § 2,
I have seen thee play thy music in life’s dancing hall; A, Bradl dauead d.l.é, @ ™ML G‘Uﬂg & A
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thy laughter has come to greet me;
and lying among field flowers WaL ML oUas A4S U ABell U aud),

I have heard in the grass thy whisper. N . N N
L A3l A4S d] AMdHA dRul LRl Wl
The child has brought to my house the message of thy hope,

and the woman the music of thy love. ¢d AIRA2 Udlal sl @il del HldHL
Now I am waiting on the seashore to feel thee in death, i, 2ledlefl artAL %‘RLQ\{'Q« ARAL el ol

to find life’s refrain back again in the star songs of the night.
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Crossing

It has fallen upon me, the service of thy singer.

In my songs I have voiced thy spring flowers,

and given rhythm to thy rustling leaves.

I have sung into the hush of thy night
and peace of thy morning.

The thrill of the first summer rains

has passed into my tunes,

and the waving of the autumn harvest.

Let not my song cease at last,
my Master,

when thou breakest my heart to come into my house,

but let it burst into thy welcome.
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