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Introduction

The Works of Rabindranath Tagore consist of poems, novels, short stories,
dramas, and essays that Bengali poet and Brahmo philosopher Rabindranath
Tagore created over his lifetime. This ebook presents a collection of all major
works of Tagore. A dynamic table of contents allows you to jump directly to the
work selected.

Tagore’s literary reputation is disproportionately influenced very much by
regard for his poetry; however, he also wrote novels, essays, short stories,
travelogues, dramas, and thousands of songs. The poems of Rabindranath
Tagore are among the most haunting and tender in Indian and in world literature,
expressing a profound and passionate human yearning. His ceaselessly inventive
works deal with such subjects as the interplay between God and the world, the
eternal and transient, and with the paradox of an endlessly changing universe
that is in tune with unchanging harmonies. Poems such as ‘Earth’ and ‘In the
Eyes of a Peacock’ present a picture of natural processes unaffected by human
concerns, while others, as in ‘Recovery 14’°, convey the poet’s bewilderment
about his place in the world.

Tagore introduced new prose and verse forms and the use of colloquial
language into Bengali literature, thereby freeing it from traditional models based
on classical Sanskrit. He was highly influential in introducing the best of Indian
culture to the West and vice versa, and he is generally regarded as the
outstanding creative artist of modern South Asia.



About the Author

Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) was the youngest son of Debendranath
Tagore, a leader of the Brahmo Samaj. He was educated at home and although at
seventeen he was sent to England for formal schooling, he did not finish his
studies there. In his mature years, in addition to his many-sided literary
activities, he managed the family estates, a project which brought him into close
touch with common humanity and increased his interest in social reforms. He
also started an experimental school at Shantiniketan where he tried his
Upanishadic ideals of education. From time to time he participated in the Indian
nationalist movement, though in his own non-sentimental and visionary way;
and Gandhi, the political father of modern India, was his devoted friend. Tagore
was knighted by the ruling British Government in 1915, but within a few years
he resigned the honour as a protest against British policies in India.

Tagore had early success as a writer in his native Bengal. With his translations
of some of his poems he became rapidly known in the West. In fact, his fame
attained a luminous height, taking him across continents on lecture tours and
tours of friendship. For the world he became the voice of India’s spiritual
heritage; and for India, especially for Bengal, he became a great living
institution.

Although, Tagore wrote successfully in all literary genres, he was first of all a
poet. Among his fifty and odd volumes of poetry are Manasi (1890) {The Ideal
One}, Sonar Tari (1894) {The Golden Boat}, Gitanjali (1910) {Song Offerings},
Gitimalya (1914) {Wreath of Songs}, and Balaka (1916) {The Flight of Cranes}.
The English renderings of his poetry, which include The Gardener (1913), Fruit-
Gathering (1916), and The Fugitive (1921), do not generally correspond to
particular volumes in the original Bengali; and in spite of its title, Gitanjali: Song
Offerings (1912), the most acclaimed of them, contains poems from other works
besides its namesake. Tagore’s major plays are Raja (1910) {The King of the
Dark Chamber}, Dakghar (1912) {The Post Office}, Achalayatan (1912) {The
Immovable}, Muktadhara (1922) {The Waterfall}, and Raktakaravi (1926) {Red
Oleanders}. He is the author of several volumes of short stories and a number of
novels, among them Gora (1910), Ghare-Baire (1916) {The Home and the



World}, and Yogayog (1929) {Crosscurrents}. Besides these, he wrote musical
dramas, dance dramas, essays of all types, travel diaries, and two
autobiographies, one in his middle years and the other shortly before his death in

1941. Tagore also left numerous drawings and paintings, and songs for which he
wrote the music himself.



Poetry



1. Ama and Vinayaka

Night on the battlefield: AMA meets her father VINAYAKA.

AMA : Father!

VINAYAKA : Shameless wanton, you call me “Father”! You who did not shrink
from a Mussulman husband!

AMA : Though you have treacherously killed my husband, yet you are my father;
and I hold back a widow’s tears, lest they bring God’s curse on you. Since we
have met on this battlefield after years of separation, let me bow to your feet and
take my last leave!

VINAYAKA : Where will you go, Ama? The tree on which you built your impious
nest is hewn down. Where will you take shelter?

AMA : I have my son.

VINAYAKA : Leave him! Cast never a fond look back on the result of a sin
expiated with blood! Think where to go.

AMA : Death’s open gates are wider than a father’s love!

VINAYAKA : Death indeed swallows sins as the sea swallows the mud of rivers.
But you are to die neither to-night nor here. Seek some solitary shrine of holy
Shiva far from shamed kindred and all neighbours; bathe three times a day in
sacred Ganges, and, while reciting God’s name, listen to the last bell of evening
worship, that Death may look tenderly upon you, as a father on his sleeping child
whose eyes are still wet with tears. Let him gently carry you into his own great
silence, as the Ganges carries a fallen flower on its stream, washing every stain
away to render it, a fit offering, to the sea.

AMA : But my son VINAYAKA : Again I bid you not to speak of him. Lay
yourself once more in a father’s arms, my child, like a babe fresh from the womb
of Oblivion, your second mother.

AMA : To me the world has become a shadow. Your words I hear, but cannot
take to heart. Leave me, father, leave me alone! Do not try to bind me with your
love, for its bands are red with my husband’s blood.

VINAYAKA : Alas! No flower ever returns to the parent branch it dropped from.
How can you call him husband who forcibly snatched you from Jivaji to whom
you had been sacredly affianced? I shall never forget that night! In the wedding




hall we sat anxiously expecting the bridegroom, for the auspicious hour was
dwindling away. Then in the distance appeared the glare of torches, and bridal
strains came floating up the air. We shouted for joy: women blew their conch-
shells. A procession of palanquins entered the courtyard: but while we were
asking, “Where is Jivaji?” armed men burst out of the litters like a storm, and
bore you off before we knew what had happened. Shortly after, Jivaji came to
tell us he had been waylaid and captured by a Mussulman noble of the Vijapur
court. That night Jivaji and I touched the nuptial fire and swore bloody death to
this villain. After waiting long, we have been freed from our solemn pledge to-
night; and the spirit of Jivaji, who lost his life in this battle, lawfully claims you
for wife.

AMA : Father, it may be that I have disgraced the rites of your house, but my
honour is unsullied; I loved him to whom I bore a son. I remember the night
when I received two secret messages, one from you, one from my mother; yours
said: “I send you the knife; kill him!” My mother’s: “I send you the poison; end
your life!” Had unholy force dishonoured me, your double bidding had been
obeyed. But my body was yielded only after love had given me—Iove all the
greater, all the purer, in that it overcame the hereditary recoil of our blood from
the Mussulman.

Enter RAMA, Ama’s mother.

AMA : Mother mine, I had not hoped to see you again. Let me take dust from
your feet.

RAMA : Touch me not with impure hands!

AMA : I am as pure as yourself.

RAMA : To whom have you surrendered your honour?

AMA : To my husband.

RAMA : Husband? A Mussulman the husband of a Brahmin woman?

AMA : I do not merit contempt: I am proud to say I never despised my husband
though a Mussulman. If Paradise will reward your devotion to your husband,
then the same Paradise waits for your daughter, who has been as true a wife.
RAMA : Are you indeed a true wife?

AMA : Yes.

RAMA : Do you know how to die without flinching?

AMA : I do.

RAMA : Then let the funeral fire be lighted for you! See, there lies the body of
your husband.



AMA : Jivaji?

RAMA : Yes, Jivaji. He was your husband by plighted troth. The baffled fire of
the nuptial God has raged into the hungry fire of death, and the interrupted
wedding shall be completed now.

VINAYAKA : Do not listen, my child. Go back to your son, to your own nest
darkened with sorrow. My duty has been performed to its extreme cruel end, and
nothing now remains for you to do.—Wife, your grief is fruitless. Were the
branch dead which was violently snapped from our tree, I should give it to the
fire. But it has sent living roots into a new soil and is bearing flowers and fruits.
Allow her, without regret, to obey the laws of those among whom she has loved.
Come, wife, it is time we cut all worldly ties and spent our remainder lives in the
seclusion of some peaceful pilgrim shrine.

RAMA : I am ready: but first must tread into dust every sprout of sin and shame
that has sprung from the soil of our life. A daughter’s infamy stains her mother’s
honour. That black shame shall feed glowing fire to-night, and raise a true wife’s
memorial over the ashes of my daughter.

AMA : Mother, if by force you unite me in death with one who was not my
husband, then will you bring a curse upon yourself for desecrating the shrine of
the Eternal Lord of Death.

RAMA : Soldiers, light the fire; surround the woman!

AMA : Father!

VINAYAKA : Do not fear. Alas, my child, that you should ever have to call your
father to save you from your mother’s hands!

AMA : Father!

VINAYAKA : Come to me, my darling child! Mere vanity are these man-made
laws, splashing like spray against the rock of heaven’s ordinance. Bring your son
to me, and we will live together, my daughter. A father’s love, like God’s rain,
does not judge but is poured forth from an abounding source.

RAMA : Where would you go? Turn back!—Soldiers, stand firm in your loyalty
to your master Jivaji! Do your last sacred duty by him!

AMA : Father!

VINAYAKA : Free her, soldiers! She is my daughter.

SOLDIERS : She is the widow of our master.

VINAYAKA : Her husband, though a Mussulman, was staunch in his own faith.
RAMA : Soldiers, keep this old man under control!

AMA : I defy you, mother!—You, soldiers, I defy!—for through death and love I

win to freedom.
sk



A painter was selling pictures at the fair; followed by servants, there passed the
son of a minister who in youth had cheated this painter’s father so that he had
died of a broken heart.

The boy lingered before the pictures and chose one for himself. The painter
flung a cloth over it and said he would not sell it.

After this the boy pined heart-sick till his father came and offered a large price.
But the painter kept the picture unsold on his shop-wall and grimly sat before it,
saying to himself, “This is my revenge.”

The sole form this painter’s worship took was to trace an image of his god
every morning.

And now he felt these pictures grow daily more different from those he used to
paint.

This troubled him, and he sought in vain for an explanation till one day he
started up from work in horror, the eyes of the god he had just drawn were those
of the minister, and so were the lips.

He tore up the picture, crying, “My revenge has returned on my head!”

sk
The General came before the silent and angry King and saluting him said: “The
village is punished, the men are stricken to dust, and the women cower in their
unlit homes afraid to weep aloud.”

The High Priest stood up and blessed the King and cried: “God’s mercy is ever
upon you.”

The Clown, when he heard this, burst out laughing and startled the court. The
King’s frown darkened.

“The honour of the throne,” said the minister, “is upheld by the King’s prowess
and the blessing of Almighty God.”

Louder laughed the Clown, and the King growled,—“Unseemly mirth!”

“God has showered many blessings upon your head,” said the Clown; “the one
he bestowed on me was the gift of laughter.”

“This gift will cost you your life,” said the King, gripping his sword with his
right hand.

Yet the Clown stood up and laughed till he laughed no more.

A shadow of dread fell upon the Court, for they heard that laughter echoing in
the depth of God’s silence.






2. Baul Songs 1

1. The Bauls are a sect of religious mendicants in Bengal, unlettered and unconventional, whose songs are
loved and sung by the people. The literal meaning of the word “Baul” is “the Mad.”

1

This longing to meet in the play of love, my Lover, is not only mine but yours.
Your lips can smile, your flute make music, only through delight in my love;
therefore you are importunate even as I.

2

I sit here on the road; do not ask me to walk further.

If your love can be complete without mine let me turn back from seeking you.

I refuse to beg a sight of you if you do not feel my need.

I am blind with market dust and mid-day glare, and so wait, in hopes that
your heart, my heart’s lover, will send you to find me.

3

I am poured forth in living notes of joy and sorrow by your breath.

Mornings and evenings in summer and in rains, I am fashioned to music.

Should I be wholly spent in some flight of song, I shall not grieve, the tune is
so dear to me.

4

My heart is a flute he has played on. If ever it fall into other hands let him
fling it away.

My lover’s flute is dear to him, therefore if to-day alien breath have entered it
and sounded strange notes, let him break it to pieces and strew the dust



with them.

5

In love the aim is neither pain nor pleasure but love only.

While free love binds, division destroys it, for love is what unites.

Love is lit from love as fire from fire, but whence came the first flame?

In your being it leaps under the rod of pain.

Then, when the hidden fire flames forth, the in and the out are one and all
barriers fall in ashes.

Let the pain glow fiercely, burst from the heart and beat back darkness, need
you be afraid?

The poet says, “Who can buy love without paying its price? When you fail to
give yourself you make the whole world miserly.”

6

Eyes see only dust and earth, but feel with the heart, and know pure joy.

The delights blossom on all sides in every form, but where is your heart’s
thread to make a wreath of them?

My master’s flute sounds through all things, drawing me out of my lodgings
wherever they may be, and while I listen I know that every step I take is in
my master’s house.

For he is the sea, he is the river that leads to the sea, and he is the landing-
place.



Strange ways has my guest.

He comes at times when I am unprepared, yet how can I refuse him?

I watch all night with lighted lamp; he stays away; when the light goes out
and the room is bare he comes claiming his seat, and can I keep him
waiting?

I laugh and make merry with friends, then suddenly I start up, for lo! He
passes me by in sorrow, and I know my mirth was vain.

I have often seen a smile in his eyes when my heart ached, then I knew my
sorrow was not real.

Yet I never complain when I do not understand him.

8

I am the boat, you are the sea, and also the boatman.

Though you never make the shore, though you let me sink, why should I be
foolish and afraid?

Is reaching the shore a greater prize than losing myself with you?

If you are only the haven, as they say, then what is the sea?

Let it surge and toss me on its waves, I shall be content.

I live in you whatever and however you appear. Save me or kill me as you
wish, only never leave me in other hands.

9

Make way, O bud, make way, burst open thy heart and make way.
The opening spirit has overtaken thee, canst thou remain a bud any longer?



Hari Ki Diye Pujibo Bolo — Baul Song written by Rabindranath Tagore



3. Collected Poems



3.1. Boro-Budur

The sun shone on a far-away morning, while the forest murmured its hymn of
praise to light; and the hills, veiled in vapour, dimly glimmered like earth’s
dream in purple.

The King sat alone in the coconut grove, his eyes drowned in a vision, his
heart exultant with the rapturous hope of spreading the chant of adoration
along the unending path of time:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’

His words found utterance in a deathless speech of delight, in an ecstasy of
forms.

The island took it upon her heart; her hill raised it to the sky.

Age dfter age, the morning sun daily illumined its great meaning.

While the harvest was sown and reaped in the near-by fields by the stream,
and life, with its chequered light, made pictured shadows on its epochs of
changing screen, the prayer, once Uttered in the quiet green of an ancient
morning, ever rose in the midst of the hide-and-seek of tumultuous time:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’

The King, at the end of his days, is merged in the shadow of a nameless night
among the unremembered, leaving his salutation in an imperishable rhythm
of stone which ever cries:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’

Generations of pilgrims came on the quest of an immortal voice for their
worship; and this sculptured hymn, in a grand symphony of gestures, took
up their lowly names and uttered for them:

‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’
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The spirit of those words has been muffled in mist in this mocking age of
unbelief, and the curious crowds gather here to gloat in the gluttony of an
irreverent sight.

Man to-day has no peace, his heart arid with pride. He clamours for an ever-
increasing speed in a fury of chase for objects that ceaselessly run, but
never reach a meaning.

And now is the time when he must come groping at last to the sacred silence,

which stands still in the midst of surging centuries of noise, till he feels
assured that in an immeasurable love dwells the final meaning of Freedom,

whose prayer is:
‘Let Buddha be my refuge.’




3.2. The Child

‘What of the night?’ they ask.

No answer comes.

For the blind Time gropes in a maze and knows not its path or purpose.

The darkness in the valley stares like the dead eye-sockets of a giant, the
clouds like a nightmare oppress the sky, and the massive shadows lie
scattered like the torn limbs of the night.

A lurid glow waxes and wanes on the horizon, is it an ultimate threat from an
alien-star, or an elemental hunger licking the sky?

Things are deliriously wild, they are a noise whose grammar is a groan, and
words smothered out of shape and sense.

They are the refuse, the rejections, the fruitless failures of life, abrupt ruins of
prodigal pride, fragments of a bridge over the oblivion Of a vanished
stream, godless shrines that shelter reptiles, marble steps that lead to
blankness.

Sudden tumults rise in the sky and wrestle and a startled shudder runs along
the sleepless hours.

Are they from desperate floods hammering against their cave walls, or from
some fanatic storms whirling and howling incantations?

Are they the cry of an ancient forest flinging up its hoarded fire in a last
extravagant suicide, or screams of a paralytic crowd scourged by lunatics
blind and deaf?

Underneath the noisy terror a stealthy hum creeps up like bubbling volcanic
mud, a mixture of sinister whispers, rumours and slanders, and hisses of
derision.

The men gathered there are vague like torn pages of an epic.

Groping in groups or single, their torchlight tattoos their faces in chequered
lines, in patterns of frightfulness.



The maniacs suddenly strike their neighbours on suspicion and a hubbub of
an indiscriminate fight bursts forth echoing from hill to hill.

The women weep and wail, they cry that their children are lost in a
wilderness of contrary paths with confusion at the end.

Others defiantly ribald shake with raucous laughter their lascivious limbs
unshrinkingly loud, for they think that nothing matters.

2

There on the crest of the hill stands the Man of faith amid the snow-white
silence, He scans the sky for some signal of light, and when the clouds
thicken and the night birds scream as they fly he cries, ‘Brothers, despair
not, for Man is great.’

But they never heed him, for they believe that the elemental brute is eternal
and goodness in its depth is darkly cunning in deception.

When beaten and wounded they cry, ‘Brother, where art thou?’

The answer comes, ‘I am by your side.’

But they cannot see in the dark and they argue that the voice is of their own
desperate desire, that men are ever condemned to fight for phantoms in an
interminable desert of mutual menace.

3

The clouds part, the morning star appears in the East, a breath of relief
springs up from the heart of the earth, the murmur of leaves ripples along
the forest path, and the early bird sings.

“The time has come,’ proclaims the Man of faith.

‘The time for what?’

‘For the pilgrimage.’

They sit and think, they know not the meaning, and yet they seem to
understand according to their desires.

The touch of the dawn goes deep into the soil and life shivers along through
the roots of all things.

‘To the pilgrimage of fulfilment,” a small voice whispers, nobody knows
whence.

Taken up by the crowd it swells into a mighty meaning.

Men raise their heads and look up, women lift their arms in reverence,



children clap their hands and laugh.

The early glow of the sun shines like a golden garland on the forehead of the
Man of faith, and they all cry: ‘Brother, we salute thee!’

4

Men begin to gather from all quarters, from across the, seas, the mountains
and pathless wastes, They come from the valley of the Nile and the banks of
the Ganges, from the snow-sunk uplands of Thibet, from high-walled cities
of glittering towers, from the dense dark—tangle of savage wilderness.

Some walk, some ride on camels, horses and elephants, on chariots with
banners vieing with the clouds of dawn, The priests of all creeds burn
incense, chanting verses as they go.

The monarchs march at the head of their armies, lances flashing in the sun
and drums beating loud.

Ragged beggars and courtiers pompously decorated, agile young scholars
and teachers burdened with learned age jostle each other in the crowd.

Women come chatting and laughing, mothers, maidens and brides, with
offerings of flowers and fruit, sandal paste and scented water.

Mingled with them is the harlot, shrill of voice and loud in tint and tinsel.

The gossip is there who secretly poisons the well of human sympathy and
chuckles.

The maimed and the cripple join the throng with the blind and the sick, the
dissolute, the thief and the man who makes a trade of his God for profit and
mimics the saint.

“The fulfilment!’

They dare not talk aloud, but in their minds they magnify their own greed,
and dream of boundless power, of unlimited impunity for pilfering and
plunder, and eternity of feast for their unclean gluttonous flesh.

The man of faith moves on along pitiless paths strewn with flints over
scorching sands and steep mountainous tracks.

They follow him, the strong and the weak, the aged and young, the rulers of
realms, the tillers of the soil.

Some grow weary and footsore, some angry and suspicious.



They ask at every dragging step, ‘How much further is the end?’

The Man of faith sings in answer; they scowl and shake their fists and yet
they cannot resist him; the pressure of the moving mass and indefinite hope
push them forward.

They shorten their sleep and curtail their rest, they out-vie each other in their
speed, they are ever afraid lest they may be too late for their chance while
others be more fortunate.

The days pass, the ever-receding horizon tempts them with renewed lure of
the unseen till they are sick.

Their faces harden, their curses grow louder and louder.

6

It is night.

The travellers spread their mats on the ground under the banyan tree.

A gust of wind blows out the lamp and the darkness deepens like a sleep into
a swoon.

Someone from the crowd suddenly stands up and pointing to the leader with
merciless finger breaks out: ‘False prophet, thou hast deceived us!’

Others take up the cry one by one, women hiss their hatred and men growl.

At last one bolder than others suddenly deals him a blow.

They cannot see his face, but fall upon him in a fury of destruction and hit
him till he lies prone upon the ground his life extinct.

The night is still, the sound of the distant waterfall comes muffled and a faint
breath of jasmine floats in the air.

7

The pilgrims are afraid.

The woman begins to cry, the men in an agony of wretchedness shout at them
to stop.

Dogs break out barking and are cruelly whipped into silence broken by
moans.

The night seems endless and men and women begin to wrangle as to who
among them was to blame.

They shriek and shout and as they are ready to unsheathe their knives the
darkness pales, the morning light overflows the mountain tops.



Suddenly they become still and gasp for breath as they gaze at the figure
lying dead.

The women sob out loud and men hide their faces in their hands.

A few try to slink away unnoticed, but their crime keeps them chained to their
victim.

They ask each other in bewilderment, ‘Who will show us the path?’

The old man from the East bends his head and says: ‘The Victim.’

They sit still and silent.

Again speaks the old man, ‘We refused him in doubt, we killed him in anger,
now we shall accept him in love, for in his death he lives in the life of us all,
the great Victim.’

And they all stand up and mingle their voices and sing, ‘Victory to the
Victim.’

8

‘“To the pilgrimage’ calls the young, ‘to love, to power, to knowledge, to
wealth overflowing,’

‘“We shall conquer the world and the world beyond this,’ they all cry exultant
in a thundering cataract of voices, The meaning is not the same to them all,
but only the impulse, the moving confluence of wills that recks not death
and disaster.

No longer they ask for their way, no more doubts are there to burden their
minds or weariness to clog their feet.

The spirit of the Leader is within them and ever beyond them the Leader who
has crossed death and all limits.

They travel over the fields where the seeds are sown, by the granary where
the harvest is gathered, and across the barren soil where famine dwells and
skeletons cry for the return of their flesh.

They pass through populous cities humming with life, through dumb
desolation bugging its ruined past, and hovels for the unclad and unclean, a
mockery of home for the homeless.

They travel through long hours of the summer day, and as the light wanes in
the evening they ask the man who reads the sky: ‘Brother, is yonder the
tower of our final hope and peace?’

The wise man shakes his head and says: It is the last vanishing cloud of the
sunset.’



‘Friends,’ exhorts the young, ‘do not stop.

Through the night’s blindness we must struggle into the Kingdom of living
light.”

They go on in the dark.

The road seems to know its own meaning and dust underfoot dumbly speaks
of direction.

The stars celestial way farers sing in silent chorus: ‘Move on, comrades!’

In the air floats the voice of the Leader: ‘The goal is nigh.’

9

The first flush of dawn glistens on the dew-dripping leaves of the forest.

The man who reads the sky cries: ‘Friends, we have come!’

They stop and look around.

On both sides of the road the corn is ripe to the horizon, the glad golden
answer of the earth to the morning light.

The current of daily life moves slowly between the village near the hill and
the one by the river bank.

The potter’s wheel goes round, the woodcutter brings fuel to the market, the
cow-herd takes his cattle to the pasture, and the woman with the pitcher on
her head walks to the well.

But where is the King'’s castle, the mine of gold, the secret book of magic, the
sage who knows love’s utter wisdom?

‘The stars cannot be wrong,’ assures the reader of the sky.

“Their signal points to that spot.’

And reverently he walks to a wayside spring from which wells up a stream of
water, a liquid light, like the morning melting into a chorus of tears and
laughter.

Near it in a palm grove surrounded by a strange hush stands a leaf—thatched
hut, at whose portal sits the poet of the unknown shore, and sings: ‘Mother,
open the gate!’

10

A ray of morning sun strikes aslant at the door.
The assembled crowd feel in their blood the primaeval chant of creation:
‘Mother, open the gate!’



The gate opens.

The mother is seated on a straw bed with the babe on her lap, Like the dawn
with the morning star.

The sun’s ray that was waiting at the door outside falls on the head of the
child.

The poet strikes his lute and sings out: ‘Victory to Man, the new-born, the
ever-living.’

They kneel down, the king and the beggar, the saint and the sinner, the wise
and the fool, and cry: ‘Victory to Man, the new-born, the ever-living.’

The old man from the East murmurs to himself: ‘I have seen!’



3.3. Freedom

Freedom from fear is the freedom I claim for you, my Motherland!—Fear, the
phantom demon, shaped by your own distorted dreams; Freedom from the
burden of ages, bending your head, breaking your back, blinding your eyes
to the beckoning call of the future; Freedom from shackles of slumber
wherewith you fasten yourself to night’s stillness, mistrusting the star that
speaks of truth’s adventurous path; Freedom from the anarchy of destiny,
whose sails are weakly yielded to blind uncertain winds, and the helm to a
hand ever rigid and cold as Death; Freedom from the insult of dwelling in a
puppet’s world, where movements are started through brainless wires,
repeated through mindless habits; where figures wait with patient

obedience for a master of show to be stirred into a moment’s mimicry of
life.



3.4. From Hindi Songs of Jnanadas

Where were your songs, my bird, when you spent your nights in the nest?
Was not all your pleasure stored therein?

What makes you lose your heart to the sky—the sky that is boundless?
Answer

While I rested within bounds I was content. But when I soared into vastness I
found I could sing.

2

Messenger, morning brought you, habited in gold.

After sunset your song wore a tune of ascetic grey, and then came night.
Your message was written in bright letters across black.

Why is such splendour about you to lure the heart of one who is nothing?
Answer

Great is the festival hall where you are to be the only guest.

Therefore the letter to you is written from sky to sky, and I, the proud servant,
bring the invitation with all ceremony.

3

I had travelled all day and was tired, then I bowed my head towards thy
kingly court still far away.

The night deepened, a longing burned in my heart; whatever the words 1
sang, pain cried through them, for even my songs thirsted. O my Lover, my
Beloved, my best in all the world!

When time seemed lost in darkness thy hand dropped its sceptre to take up



the lute and strike the uttermost chords; and my heart sang out, O my
Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the world!

Ah, who is this whose arms enfold me?

Whatever I have to leave let me leave, and whatever I have to bear let me
bear. Only let me walk with thee, O my Lover, my Beloved, my best in all
the world!

Descend at whiles from thine audience hall, come down amid joys and
sorrows; hide in all forms and delights, in love and in my heart; there sing
thy songs, O my Lover, my Beloved, my best in all the world!



3.5. Fulfilment

The overflowing bounty of thy grace comes down from the heaven to seek my
soul only, wherein it can contain itself.

The light that is rained from the sun and stars is fulfilled when it reaches my
life.

The colour is like sleep that clings, to the flower which waits for the touch of
my mind to be awakened.

The low that tunes the strings of existence breaks out in music when my heart
is won.



3.6. Krishnakali

I call her my Krishna flower though they call her dark in the village.

I remember a cloud-laden day and a glance from her eyes, her veil trailing
down at her feet her braided hair loose on her back.

Ah, you call her dark; let that be, her black gazelle eyes I have seen.

Her cows were lowing in the meadow, when the fading light grew grey.

With hurried steps she came out from her hut near the bamboo grove.

She raised her quick eyes to the sky, where the clouds were heavy with rain.

Ah, you call her dark! Let that be, her black gazelle eyes I have seen.

The East wind in fitful gusts ruffled the young shoots of rice.

I stood at the boundary hedge with none else in the lonely land.

If she espied me in secret or not She only knows and know.

Ah, you call her dark! Let that be, her black gazelle eyes I have seen.

She is the surprise of cloud in the burning heart of May, a tender shadow on
the forest in the stillness of sunset hour, a mystery of dumb delight in the
rain-loud night of June.

Ah, you call her dark! Let that be, her black gazelle eyes I have seen.

I call her my Krishna flower, let all others say what they like.

In the rice-field of Maina village I felt the first glance of her eyes.

She had not a veil on her face, not a moment of leisure for shyness.

Ah, you call her dark! Let that be.



3.7. The New Year

Like fruit, shaken free by an impatient wind from the veils of its mother
flower, thou comest, New Year, whirling in a frantic dance amid the
stampede of the wind-lashed clouds and infuriate showers, while trampled
by thy turbulence are scattered away the faded and the frail in an eddying
agony of death.

Thou art no dreamer afloat on a languorous breeze, lingering among the
hesitant whisper and hum of an uncertain season.

Thine is a majestic march, o terrible Stranger, thundering forth an ominous
incantation, driving the days on to the perils of a pathless dark, where thou
carriest a dumb signal in thy banner, a decree of destiny undeciphered.



3.8. Raidas, the Sweeper

Raidas, the sweeper, sat still, lost in the solitude of his soul, and some songs
born of his silent vision found their way to the Rani’s heart, the Rani Jhali
of Chitore.

Tears flowed from her eyes, her thoughts wandered away from her daily
dudes, till she met Raidas who guided her to God’s presence.

The old Brahmin priest of the King’s house rebuked her for her desecration
of sacred law by offering homage as a disciple to an outcaste.

‘Brahmin,’ the Rani answered, ‘while you were busy tying your purse—
strings of custom ever tighter, love’s gold slipped unnoticed to the earth,
and my Master in his divine humility has picked it up from the dust.

‘Revel in your pride of the unmeaning knots without number, harden your
miserly heart, but I, a beggar woman, am glad to receive love’s wealth, the
gift of the lowly dust, from my Master, the sweeper.’



3.9. Santiniketan Song

She is our own, the darling of our hearts, Santiniketan.

Our dreams are rocked in her arms.

Her face is a fresh wonder of love every time we see her, for she is our own,
the darling of our hearts.

In the shadows of her trees we meet in the freedom of her open sky.

Her mornings come and her evenings bringing down heaven'’s kisses, making
us feel anew that she is our own, the darling of our hearts.

The stillness of her shades is stirred by the woodland whisper; her amlaki
groves are aquiver with the rapture of leaves.

She dwells in us and around us, however far we may wander.

She weaves our hearts in a song, making us one in music, tuning our strings
of love with her own fingers; and we ever remember that she is our own, the
darling of our hearts.




Tagore in Shantiniketan



3.10. Shesher Kobita

Can you hear the sounds of the journey of time?

Its chariot always in a flight Raises heartbeats in the skies And birth-pangs of
stars In the darkness of space Crushed by its wheels.

My friend!

I have been caught in the net Cast by that flying time It has made me its mate
In its intrepid journey And taken me in its speeding chariot Far away from
you.

To reach the summit of this morning I seem to have left behind many deaths
My past names seem to stream In the strong wind Born of the chariot’s
speed.

There is no way to turn back; If you see me from afar You will not recognize
me my friend, Farewell!

If in your lazy hours without any work The winds of springtime Brings back
the sighs from the past As the cries of shedding spring flowers Fill the skies
Please see and search If in a corner of your heart You can find any
remnants of my past; In the evening hours of fading memories It may shed
some light Or take some nameless form As if in a dream.

Yet it is not a dream It is my truth of truths It is deathless It is my love.

Changeless and eternal I leave it as my offering to you In the ever changing
flow of time Let me drift.

My friend, farewell!

You have not sustained any loss.

If you have created an immortal image Out of my mortal frame May you
devote your self In the worship of that idol As the recreation of your
remaining days Let your offerings not be mired By the touch of my earthly
passion.

The plate that you will arrange with utmost care For the feast of your mind 1
will not mix it with anything That does not endure And is wet with my tears.



Now you will perhaps create Some dreamy creation out of my memories
Neither shall I feel its weight Nor will you feel obliged.
My friend, farewell!

Do not mourn for me, You have your work, I have my world.

My vessel has not become empty To fill it is my mission.

I shall be pleased If anybody keeps waiting Anxiously for me.

But now I shall offer myself to him Who can brighten the darkness with light
And see me as I am Transcending what is good or bad.

Whatever I gave you It is now your absolute possession.

What I have to give now Are the hourly offerings from my heart.

You are incomparable, you are rich!

Whatever I gave you It was but your gift You made me so much indebted As
much as you took.

My friend, farewell!



3.11. The Son of Man

From his eternal seat Christ comes down to this earth, where, ages ago, in
the bitter cup of death He poured his deathless life for those who came to
the call and those who remained away.

He looks about Him, and sees the weapons of evil that wounded His own age.

The arrogant spikes and spears, the slim, sly knives, the scimitar in
diplomatic sheath, crooked and cruel, are hissing and raining sparks as
they are sharpened on monster wheels.

But the most fearful of them all, at the hands of the slaughterers, are those on
which has been engraved His own name, that are fashioned from the texts
of His own words fused in the fire of hatred and hammered by hypocritical
greed.

He presses His hand upon His heart; He feels that the age-long moment of
His death has not yet ended, that new nails, turned out in countless numbers
by those who are learned in cunning craftsmanship, pierce Him in every
joint

They had hurt Him once, standing at the shadow of their temple; they are
born anew in crowds.

From before their sacred altar they shout to the soldiers, ‘Strike!’

And the Son of Man in agony cries, ‘My God, My God, why hast Thou
forsaken me?’



3.12. This Evil Day

Age dafter age, hast Thou, O Lord, sent Thy messengers into this pitiless
world, who have left their word: ‘Forgive all. Love all. Cleanse your hearts
from the blood-red stains of hatred.’

Adorable are they, ever to be remembered; yet from the outer door have I
turned them away to-day-this evil day with unmeaning salutation.

Have I not seen secret malignance strike down the helpless under the cover of
hypocritical night?

Have I not heard the silenced voice of Justice weeping in solitude at might’s
defiant outrages?

Have I not seen in what agony reckless youth, running mad, has vainly
shattered its life against insensitive rocks?

Choked is my voice, mute are my songs to-day, and darkly my world lies
imprisoned in a dismal dream; and I ask Thee, O Lord, in tears: ‘Hast Thou
Thyself forgiven, hast even Thou loved those who are poisoning Thy air,
and blotting out Thy light?’



3.13. W.W. Pearson

Thy nature is to forget thyself; but we remember thee.

Thou shinest in self-concealment revealed by our love.

Thou lendest light from thine own soul to those that are obscure.
Thou seekest neither love nor fame; Love discovers thee.



4. Fruit-Gathering



I

Bid me and I shall gather my fruits to bring them in full baskets into your
courtyard, though some are lost and some not ripe.

For the season grows heavy with its fulness, and there is aplaintive
shepherd’s pipe in the shade.

Bid me and I shall set sail on the river.
The March wind is fretful, fretting the languid waves into murmurs.

The garden has yielded its all, and in the weary hour of evening the call
comes from your house on the shore in the sunset.



I1

My life when young was like a flower—a flower that loosens a petal or two
from her abundance and never feels the loss when the spring breeze comes
to beg at her door.

Now at the end of youth my life is like a fruit, having nothing to spare, and
waiting to offer herself completely with her full burden of sweetness.



II1

Is summer’s festival only for fresh blossoms and not also for withered leaves
and faded flowers?

Is the song of the sea in tune only with the rising waves?

Does it not also sing with the waves that fall?

Jewels are woven into the carpet where stands my king, but there are patient
clods waiting to be touched by his feet.

Few are the wise and the great who sit by my Master, but he has taken the
foolish in his arms and made me his servant forever.



IV

I woke and found his letter with the morning.

I do not know what it says, for I cannot read.

I shall leave the wise man alone with his books, I shall not trouble him, for
who knows if he can read what the letter says.

Let me hold it to my forehead and press it to my heart.

When the night grows still and stars come out one by one I will spread it on
my lap and stay silent.

The rustling leaves will read it aloud to me, the rushing stream will chant it,
and the seven wise stars will sing it to me from the sky.

I cannot find what I seek, I cannot understand what I would learn; but this
unread letter has lightened my burdens and turned my thoughts into songs.



A\

A handful of dust could hide your signal when I did not know its meaning.
Now that I am wiser I read it in all that hid it before.

It is painted in petals of flowers; waves flash it from their foam; hills hold it
high on their summits.

I had my face turned from you, therefore I read the letters awry and knew not
their meaning.



VI

Where roads are made I lose my way.
In the wide water, in the blue sky there is no line of a track.
The pathway is hidden by the birds’ wings, by the star-fires, by the flowers of

the wayfaring seasons.
And I ask my heart if its blood carries the wisdom of the unseen way.



VII

Alas, I cannot stay in the house, and home has become no home tome, for the
eternal Stranger calls, he is going along the road.

The sound of his footfall knocks at my breast; it pains me!

The wind is up, the sea is moaning. I leave all my cares and doubts to follow
the homeless tide, for the Stranger calls me, he is going along the road.



VIII

Be ready to launch forth, my heart! And let those linger who must.

For your name has been called in the morning sky.

Wait for none!

The desire of the bud is for the night and dew, but the blown flower cries for
the freedom of light.

Burst your sheath, my heart, and come forth!



IX

When I lingered among my hoarded treasure I felt like a worm that feeds in
the dark upon the fruit where it was born.

I leave this prison of decay.

I care not to haunt the mouldy stillness, for I go in search of everlasting
youth; I throw away all that is not one with my life nor as light as my
laughter.

I run through time and, O my heart, in your chariot dances the poet who
sings while he wanders.



X

You took my hand and drew me to your side, made me sit on the high seat
before all men, till I became timid, unable to stir and walk my own way;
doubting and debating at every step lest I should tread upon any thorn of
their disfavour.

I am freed at last!

The blow has come, the drum of insult sounded, my seat is laid low in the
dust.

My paths are open before me.

My wings are full of the desire of the sky.

I go to join the shooting stars of midnight, to plunge into the profound
shadow.

I am like the storm-driven cloud of summer that, having cast of fits crown of
gold, hangs as a sword the thunderbolt upon a chain of lightning.

In desperate joy I run upon the dusty path of the despised; I draw near to
your final welcome.

The child finds its mother when it leaves her womb.

When I am parted from you, thrown out from your household, I am free to see
your face.



XI

It decks me only to mock me, this jewelled chain of mine.

It bruises me when on my neck, it strangles me when I struggle to tear it off.
It grips my throat, it chokes my singing.

Could I but offer it to your hand, my Lord, I would be saved.

Take it from me, and in exchange bind me to you with a garland, for I am
ashamed to stand before you with this jewelled chain on my neck.



XII

Far below flowed the Jumna, swift and clear, above frowned the jutting bank.

Hills dark with the woods and scarred with the torrents were gathered
around.

Govinda, the great Sikh teacher, sat on the rock reading scriptures, when
Raghunath, his disciple, proud of his wealth, caine and bowed to him and
said, “I have brought my poor present unworthy of your acceptance.”

[Transcriber’s note: In the above verse, the word ‘caine’ does not fit in, the
word ‘came’ makes more sense]

Thus saying he displayed before the teacher a pair of gold bangles wrought
with costly stones.

The master took up one of them, twirling it round his finger, and the
diamonds darted shafts of light.

Suddenly it slipped from his hand and rolled down the bank into the water.

“Alas,” screamed Raghunath, and jumped into the stream.

The teacher set his eyes upon his book, and the water held and hid what it
stole and went its way.

The daylight faded when Raghunath came back to the teacher tired and
dripping.

He panted and said, “I can still get it back if you show me where it fell.”

The teacher took up the remaining bangle and throwing it into the water said,
“It is there.”



X111

To move is to meet you every moment, Fellow-traveller!

It is to sing to the falling of your feet.

He whom your breath touches does not glide by the shelter of the bank.

He spreads a reckless sail to the wind and rides the turbulent water.

He who throws his doors open and steps onward receives your greeting.

He does not stay to count his gain or to mourn his loss; his heart beats the
drum for his march, for that is to march with you every step, Fellow-

traveller!



XIV

My portion of the best in this world will come from your hands: such was
your promise.

Therefore your light glistens in my tears.

I fear to be led by others lest I miss you waiting in some road corner to be my
guide.

I walk my own wilful way till my very folly tempts you to my door.

For I have your promise that my portion of the best in this world will come
from your hands.



XV

Your speech is simple, my Master, but not theirs who talk of you.
I understand the voice of your stars and the silence of your trees.
I know that my heart would open like a flower; that my life has filled itself at

a hidden fountain.
Your songs, like birds from the lonely land of snow, are winging to build their
nests in my heart against the warmth of its April, and I am content to wait

for the merry season.



XVI

They knew the way and went to seek you along the narrow lane, but I
wandered abroad into the night for I was ignorant.

I was not schooled enough to be afraid of you in the dark, therefore I came
upon your doorstep unaware.

The wise rebuked me and bade me be gone, for I had not come by the lane.

I turned away in doubt, but you held me fast, and their scolding became
louder every day.



XVII

I brought out my earthen lamp from my house and cried, “Come, children, I
will light your path!”

The night was still dark when I returned, leaving the road to its silence,
crying, “Light me, O Fire! For my earthen lamp lies broken in the dust!”



XVIII

No: it is not yours to open buds into blossoms.

Shake the bud, strike it; it is beyond your power to make it blossom.

Your touch soils it, you tear its petals to pieces and strew them in the dust.
But no colours appear, and no perfume.

Ah! It is not for you to open the bud into a blossom.

He who can open the bud does it so simply.

He gives it a glance, and the life-sap stirs through its veins.

At his breath the flower spreads its wings and flutters in the wind.
Colours flush out like heart-longings, the perfume betrays a sweet secret.
He who can open the bud does it so simply.



XIX

Sudas, the gardener, plucked from his tank the last lotus left by the ravage of
winter and went to sell it to the king at the palace gate.

There he met a traveller who said to him, “Ask your price for the last lotus,—
I shall offer it to Lord Buddha.”

Sudas said, “If you pay one golden masha it will be yours.

The traveller paid it.

At that moment the king came out and he wished to buy the flower, for he was
on his way to see Lord Buddha, and he thought, “It would be a fine thing to
lay at his feet the lotus that bloomed in winter.”

When the gardener said he had been offered a golden mdsha the king offered
him ten, but the traveller doubled the price.

The gardener, being greedy, imagined a greater gain from him for whose
sake they were bidding. He bowed and said, “I cannot sell this lotus.”

In the hushed shade of the mango grove beyond the city wall Suddas stood
before Lord Buddha, on whose lips sat the silence of love and whose eyes
beamed peace like the morning star of the dew-washed autumn.

Sudas looked in his face and put the lotus at his feet and bowed his head to
the dust.

Buddha smiled and asked, “What is your wish, my son?”

Sudas cried, “The least touch of your feet.”



XX

Make me thy poet, O Night, veiled Night!

There are some who have sat speechless for ages in thy shadow; let me utter
their songs.

Take me up on thy chariot without wheels, running noiselessly from world to
world, thou queen in the palace of time, thoudarkly beautiful!

Many a questioning mind has stealthily entered thy courtyard and roamed
through thy lampless house seeking for answers.

From many a heart, pierced with the arrow of joy from the hands of the
Unknown, have burst forth glad chants, shaking the darkness to its
foundation.

Those wakeful souls gaze in the starlight in wonder at the treasure they have
suddenly found.

Make me their poet, O Night, the poet of thy fathomless silence.



XXI

I will meet one day the Life within me, the joy that hides in my life, though the
days perplex my path with their idle dust.

I have known it in glimpses, and its fitful breath has come upon me, making
my thoughts fragrant for a while.

I will meet one day the Joy without me that dwells behind the screen of light
—and will stand in the overflowing solitude where all things are seen as by
their creator.



XXII

This autumn morning is tired with excess of light, and if your songs grow
fitful and languid give me your flute awhile.

I shall but play with it as the whim takes me,—now take it on my lap, now
touch it with my lips, now keep it by my side on the grass.

But in the solemn evening stillness I shall gather flowers, to deck it with
wreaths, I shall fill it with fragrance; I shall worship it with the lighted
lamp.

Then at night I shall come to you and give you back your flute.

You will play on it the music of midnight when the lonely crescent moon
wanders among the stars.



XXIII

The poet’s mind floats and dances on the waves of life amidst the voices of

wind and water.
Now when the sun has set and the darkened sky draws upon the sea like
drooping lashes upon a weary eye it is time to take away his pen, and let his

thoughts sink into the bottom of the deep amid the eternal secret of that

silence.



XXIV

The night is dark and your slumber is deep in the hush of my being.

Wake, O Pain of Love, for I know not how to open the door, and I stand
outside.

The hours wait, the stars watch, the wind is still, the silence is heavy in my
heart.

Wake, Love, wake! Brim my empty cup, and with a breath of song ruffle the
night.



XXV

The bird of the morning sings.

Whence has he word of the morning before the morning breaks, and when the
dragon night still holds the sky in its cold black coils?

Tell me, bird of the morning, how, through the twofold night of the sky and
the leaves, he found his way into your dream, the messenger out of the east?

The world did not believe you when you cried, “The sun is on his way, the
night is no more.”

O sleeper, awake!

Bare your forehead, waiting for the first blessing of light, and sing with the
bird of the morning in glad faith.



XXVI

The beggar in me lifted his lean hands to the starless sky and cried into
night’s ear with his hungry voice.

His prayers were to the blind Darkness who lay like a fallen god in a desolate
heaven of lost hopes.

The cry of desire eddied round a chasm of despair, a wailing bird circling its
empty nest.

But when morning dropped anchor at the rim of the East, the beggar in me
leapt and cried: “Blessed am I that the deaf night denied me—that its coffer
was empty.”

He cried, “O Life, O Light, you are precious! And precious is the joy that at
last has known you!”



XXVII

Sanatan was telling his beads by the Ganges when a Brahmin in rags came to
him and said, “Help me, I am poor!”

“My alms-bowl is all that is my own,” said Sandatan, “I have given away
everything I had.”

“But my lord Shiva came to me in my dreams,’
counselled me to come to you.”

Sanatan suddenly remembered he had picked up a stone without price among
the pebbles on the river-bank, and thinking that someone might need it hid
it in the sands.

He pointed out the spot to the Brahmin, who wondering dug up the stone.

The Brahmin sat on the earth and mused alone till the sun went down behind
the trees, and cowherds went home with their cattle.

Then he rose and came slowly to Sandtan and said, “Master, give me the
least fraction of the wealth that disdains all the wealth of the world.”

And he threw the precious stone into the water.
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said the Brahmin, “and



XXVIII

Time after time I came to your gate with raised hands, asking for more and
yet more.

You gave and gave, now in slow measure, now in sudden excess.

I took some, and some things I let drop; some lay heavy on my hands; some I
made into playthings and broke them when tired; till the wrecks and the
hoard of your gifts grew immense, hiding you, and the ceaseless expectation
wore my heart out.

Take, oh take—has now become my cry.

Shatter all from this beggar’s bowl: put out this lamp of the importunate
watcher: hold my hands, raise me from the still-gathering heap of your gifts
into the bare infinity of your uncrowded presence.



XXIX

You have set me among those who are defeated.

I know it is not for me to win, nor to leave the game.

I shall plunge into the pool although but to sink to the bottom.

I shall play the game of my undoing.

I shall stake all I have and when I lose my last penny I shall stake myself, and
then I think I shall have won through my utter defeat.



XXX

A smile of mirth spread over the sky when you dressed my heart in rags and
sent her forth into the road to beg.

She went from door to door, and many a time when her bowl was nearly full
she was robbed.

At the end of the weary day she came to your palace gate holding up her
pitiful bowl, and you came and took her hand and seated her beside you on
your throne.



XXXI

“Who among you will take up the duty of feeding the hungry?” Lord Buddha
asked his followers when famine raged at Shravasti.

Ratndkar, the banker, hung his head and said, “Much more is needed than
all my wealth to feed the hungry.”

Jaysen, the chief of the King’s army, said, “I would gladly give my life’s
blood, but there is not enough food in my house.”

Dharmapaal, who owned broad acres of land, said with a sigh, “The drought
demon has sucked my fields dry. I know not how to pay King’s dues.”

Then rose Supriya, the mendicant’s daughter.

She bowed to all and meekly said, “I will feed the hungry.”

“How!” they cried in surprise. “How can you hope to fulfil that vow?”

“I am the poorest of you all,” said Supriya, “that is my strength. I have my
coffer and my store at each of your houses.”



XXXII

My king was unknown to me, therefore when he claimed his tribute I was
bold to think I would hide myself leaving my debts unpaid.

I fled and fled behind my day’s work and my night’s dreams.

But his claims followed me at every breath I drew.

Thus I came to know that I am known to him and no place left which is mine.

Now I wish to lay my all before his feet, and gain the right to my place in his
kingdom.



XXXIII

When I thought 1 would mould you, an image from my life for men to
worship, I brought my dust and desires and all my coloured delusions and
dreams.

When I asked you to mould with my life an image from your heart for you to
love, you brought your fire and force, and truth, loveliness and peace.



XXXIV

“Sire,” announced the servant to the King, “the saint Narottam has never
deigned to enter your royal temple.

“He is singing God’s praise under the trees by the open road. The temple is
empty of worshippers.

“They flock round him like bees round the white lotus, leaving the golden jar
of honey unheeded.”

The King, vexed at heart, went to the spot where Narottam sat on the grass.

He asked him, “Father, why leave my temple of the golden dome and sit on
the dust outside to preach God’s love?”

“Because God is not there in your temple,” said Narottam.

The King frowned and said, “Do you know, twenty millions of gold went to
the making of that marvel of art, and it was consecrated to God with costly
rites?”

“Yes, I know it,” answered Narottam. “It was in that year when thousands of
your people whose houses had been burned stood vainly asking for help at
your door.

“And God said, ‘The poor creature who can give no shelter to his brothers
would build my house!’

“And he took his place with the shelterless under the trees by the road.

“And that golden bubble is empty of all but hot vapour of pride.”

The King cried in anger, “Leave my land.”

Calmly said the saint, “Yes, banish me where you have banished my God.”



XXXV

The trumpet lies in the dust.

The wind is weary, the light is dead.

Ah, the evil day!

Come, fighters, carrying your flags, and singers, with your war-songs!

Come, pilgrims of the march, hurrying on your journey!

The trumpet lies in the dust waiting for us.

I was on my way to the temple with my evening offerings, seeking for a place
of rest dafter the day’s dusty toil: hoping my hurts would be healed and the
stains in my garment washed white, when I found thy trumpet lying in the
dust.

Was it not the hour for me to light my evening lamp?

Had not the night sung its lullaby to the stars?

O thou blood-red rose, my poppies of sleep have paled and faded!

I was certain my wanderings were over and my debts all paid when suddenly
I came upon thy trumpet lying in the dust.

Strike my drowsy heart with thy spell of youth!

Let my joy in life blaze up in fire. Let the shafts of awakening fly through the
heart of night, and a thrill of dread shake blindness and palsy.

I have come to raise thy trumpet from the dust.

Sleep is no more for me—my walk shall be through showers of arrows.

Some shall run out of their houses and come to my side—some shall weep.

Some in their beds shall toss and groan in dire dreams.

For tonight thy trumpet shall be sounded.

From thee I have asked peace only to find shame.

Now I stand before thee—help me to put on my armour!

Let hard blows of trouble strike fire into my life.

Let my heart beat in pain, the drum of thy victory.

My hands shall be utterly emptied to take up thy trumpet.



XXXVI

When, mad in their mirth, they raised dust to soil thy robe, O Beautiful, it
made my heart sick.

I cried to thee and said, “Take thy rod of punishment and judge them.”

The morning light struck upon those eyes, red with the revel of night; the
place of the white lily greeted their burning breath; the stars through the
depth of the sacred dark stared at their carousing—at those that raised dust
to soil thy robe, O Beautiful!

Thy judgment seat was in the flower garden, in the birds’ notes in springtime:
in the shady river-banks, where the trees muttered in answer to the
muttering of the waves.

O my Lover, they were pitiless in their passion.

They prowled in the dark to snatch thy ornaments to deck their own desires.

When they had struck thee and thou wert pained, it pierced me to the quick,
and I cried to thee and said, “Take thy sword, O my Lover, and judge
them!”

Ah, but thy justice was vigilant.

A mother’s tears were shed on their insolence; the imperishable faith of a
lover hid their spears of rebellion in its own wounds.

Thy judgment was in the mute pain of sleepless love: in the blush of the
chaste: in the tears of the night of the desolate: in the pale morning-light of
forgiveness.

O Terrible, they in their reckless greed climbed thy gate at night, breaking
into thy storehouse to rob thee.

But the weight of their plunder grew immense, too heavy to carry or to
remove.

Thereupon I cried to thee and said, “Forgive them, O Terrible!”

Thy forgiveness burst in storms, throwing them down, scattering their thefts
in the dust.

Thy forgiveness was in the thunder-stone; in the shower of blood; in the
angry red of the sunset.



XXXVII

Upagupta, the disciple of Buddha, lay asleep on the dust by the city wall of
Mathura.

Lamps were all out, doors were all shut, and stars were all hidden by the
murky sky of August.

Whose feet were those tinkling with anklets, touching his breast of a sudden?

He woke up startled, and the light from a woman’s lamp struck his forgiving
eyes.

It was the dancing girl, starred with jewels, clouded with a pale-blue mantle,
drunk with the wine of her youth.

She lowered her lamp and saw the young face, austerely beautiful.

“Forgive me, young ascetic,” said the woman; “graciously come to my
house. The dusty earth is not a fit bed for you.”

The ascetic answered, “Woman, go on your way; when the time is ripe I will
come to you.”

Suddenly the black night showed its teeth in a flash of lightning.

The storm growled from the corner of the sky, and the woman trembled in
fear.
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The branches of the wayside trees were aching with blossom.

Gay notes of the flute came floating in the warm spring air from afar.

The citizens had gone to the woods, to the festival of flowers.

From the mid-sky gazed the full moon on the shadows of the silent town.

The young ascetic was walking in the lonely street, while overhead the
lovesick koels urged from the mango branches their sleepless plaint.

Upagupta passed through the city gates, and stood at the base of the rampart.

What woman lay in the shadow of the wall at his feet, struck with the black
pestilence, her body spotted with sores, hurriedly driven away from the
town?

The ascetic sat by her side, taking her head on his knees, and moistened her
lips with water and smeared her body with balm.

“Who are you, merciful one?” asked the woman.

“The time, at last, has come to visit you, and I am here,” replied the young
ascetic.



XXXVIII

This is no mere dallying of love between us, my lover.

Again and again have swooped down upon me the screaming nights of storm,
blowing out my lamp: dark doubts have gathered, blotting out all stars from
my sky.

Again and again the banks have burst, letting the flood sweep away my
harvest, and wailing and despair have rent my sky from end to end.

This have I learnt that there are blows of pain in your love, never the cold

apathy of death.



XXXIX

The wall breaks asunder, light, like divine laughter, bursts in. Victory, O
Light!

The heart of the night is pierced!

With your flashing sword cut in twain the tangle of doubt and feeble desires!

Victory!

Come, Implacable!

Come, you who are terrible in your whiteness.

O Light, your drum sounds in the march of fire, and the red torch is held on
high; death dies in a burst of splendour!



XL

O fire, my brother, I sing victory to you.

You are the bright red image of fearful freedom.

You swing your arms in the sky, you sweep your impetuous fingers across the
harp-string, your dance music is beautiful.

When my days are ended and the gates are opened you will burn to ashes this
cordage of hands and feet.

My body will be one with you, my heart will be caught in the whirls of your
frenzy, and the burning heat that was my life will flash up and mingle itself
in your flame.



XLI

The Boatman is out crossing the wild sea at night.

The mast is aching because of its full sails filled with the violent wind.

Stung with the night’s fang the sky falls upon the sea, poisoned with black
fear.

The waves dash their heads against the dark unseen, and the Boatman is out
crossing the wild sea.

The Boatman is out, I know not for what tryst, startling the night with the
sudden white of his sails.

I know not at what shore, at last, he lands to reach the silent courtyard where
the lamp is burning and to find her who sits in the dust and waits.

What is the quest that makes his boat care not for storm nor darkness?

Is it heavy with gems and pearls?

Ah, no, the Boatman brings with him no treasure, but only a white rose in his
hand and a song on his lips.

It is for her who watches alone at night with her lamp burning.

She dwells in the wayside hut. Her loose hair flies in the wind and hides her
eyes.

The storm shrieks through her broken doors, the light flickers in her earthen
lamp flinging shadows on the walls.

Through the howl of the winds she hears him call her name, she whose name
is unknown.

It is long since the Boatman sailed. It will be long before the day breaks and
he knocks at the door.

The drums will not be beaten and none will know.

Only light shall fill the house, blessed shall be the dust, and the heart glad.

All doubts shall vanish in silence when the Boatman comes to the shore.



XLII

I cling to this living raft, my body, in the narrow stream of my earthly years.
I leave it when the crossing is over. And then?

I do not know if the light there and the darkness are the same.
The Unknown is the perpetual freedom:

He is pitiless in his love.

He crushes the shell for the pearl, dumb in the prison of the dark.
You muse and weep for the days that are done, poor heart!

Be glad that days are to come!

The hour strikes, O pilgrim!

It is time for you to take the parting of the ways!

His face will be unveiled once again and you shall meet.



XLIII

Over the relic of Lord Buddha King Bimbisdar built a shrine, asalutation in
white marble.

There in the evening would come all the brides and daughters of the King’s
house to offer flowers and light lamps.

When the son became king in his time he washed his father’s creed away with
blood, and lit sacrificial fires with its sacred books.

The autumn day was dying. The evening hour of worship was near.

Shrimati, the queen’s maid, devoted to Lord Buddha, having bathed in holy
water, and decked the golden tray with lamps and fresh white blossoms,
silently raised her dark eyes to the queen’s face.

The queen shuddered in fear and said, “Do you not know, foolish girl, that
death is the penalty for whoever brings worship to Buddha’s shrine?

“Such is the king’s will.”

Shrimati bowed to the queen, and turning away from her door came and
stood before Amitd, the newlywed bride of the king’s son.

A mirror of burnished gold on her lap, the newlywed bride was braiding her
dark long tresses and painting the red spot of good luck at the parting of
her hair.

Her hands trembled when she saw the young maid, and she cried, “What
fearful peril would you bring me! Leave me this instant.”

Princess Shukla sat at the window reading her book of romance by the light
of the setting sun.

She started when she saw at her door the maid with the sacred offerings.

Her book fell down from her lap, and she whispered in Shrimati’s ears,
“Rush not to death, daring woman!”

Shrimati walked from door to door. She raised her head and cried, “O
women of the king’s house, hasten!

“The time for our Lord’s worship is come!”

Some shut their doors in her face and some reviled her.

The last gleam of daylight faded from the bronze dome of the palace tower.

Deep shadows settled in street corners: the bustle of the city was hushed: the
gong at the temple of Shiva announced the time of the evening prayer.

In the dark of the autumn evening, deep as a limpid lake, stars throbbed with
light, when the guards of the palace garden were startled to see through the



trees a row of lamps burning at the shrine of Buddha.

They ran with their swords unsheathed, crying, “Who are you, foolish one,
reckless of death?”

“I am Shrimati,” replied a sweet voice, “the servant of Lord Buddha.”

The next moment her heart’s blood coloured the cold marble with its red.

And in the still hour of stars died the light of the last lamp of worship at the
foot of the shrine.



XLIV

The day that stands between you and me makes her last bow of farewell.

The night draws her veil over her face, and hides the one lamp burning in my
chamber.

Your dark servant comes noiselessly and spreads the bridal carpet for you to
take your seat there alone with me in the wordless silence till night is done.



XLV

My night has passed on the bed of sorrow, and my eyes are tired. My heavy
heart is not yet ready to meet morning with its crowd enjoys.

Draw a veil over this naked light, beckon aside from me this glaring flash
and dance of life.

Let the mantle of tender darkness cover me in its folds, and cover my pain
awhile from the pressure of the world.



XLVI

The time is past when I could repay her for all that I received.

Her night has found its morning and thou hast taken her to thy arms: and to
thee I bring my gratitude and my gifts that were for her.

For all hurts and offences to her I come to thee for forgiveness.

I offer to thy service those flowers of my love that remained in bud when she
waited for them to open.



XLVII

I found a few old letters of mine carefully hidden in her box—a few small toys
for her memory to play with.

With a timorous heart she tried to steal these trifles from time’s turbulent
stream, and said, “These are mine only!”

Ah, there is no one now to claim them, who can pay their price with loving
care, yet here they are still.

Surely there is love in this world to save her from utter loss, even like this
love of hers that saved these letters with such fond care.



XLVIII

Bring beauty and order into my forlorn life, woman, as you brought them into
my house when you lived.

Sweep away the dusty fragments of the hours, fill the empty jars, and mend
all that has been neglected.

Then open the inner door of the shrine, light the candle, and let us meet there
in silence before our God.



XLIX

The pain was great when the strings were being tuned, my Master!

Begin your music, and let me forget the pain; let me feel in beauty what you
had in your mind through those pitiless days.

The waning night lingers at my doors, let her take her leave in songs.

Pour your heart into my life strings, my Master, in tunes that descend from
your stars.



L

In the lightning flash of a moment I have seen the immensity of your creation
in my life—creation through many a death from world to world.

I weep at my unworthiness when I see my life in the hands of the unmeaning
hours,—but when I see it in your hands I know it is too precious to be
squandered among shadows.



LI

I know that at the dim end of some day the sun will bid me its farewell.

Shepherds will play their pipes beneath the banyan trees, and cattle graze on
the slope by the river, while my days will pass into the dark.

This is my prayer, that I may know before I leave why the earth called me to
her arms.

Why her night’s silence spoke to me of stars, and her day light kissed my
thoughts into flower.

Before I go may I linger over my last refrain, completing its music, may the
lamp be lit to see your face and the wreath woven to crown you.



LII

What music is that in whose measure the world is rocked?
We laugh when it beats upon the crest of life, we shrink in terror when it

returns into the dark.
But the play is the same that comes and goes with the rhythm of the endless

music.
You hide your treasure in the palm of your hand, and we cry that we are

robbed.
But open and shut your palm as you will, the gain and the loss are the same.

At the game you play with your own self you lose and win at once.



LIII

I have kissed this world with my eyes and my limbs; I have wrap tit within my
heart in numberless folds; I have flooded its days and nights with thoughts
till the world and my life have grown one,—and I love my life because I love
the light of the sky nonwoven with me.

If to leave this world be as real as to love it—then there must be a meaning in
the meeting and the parting of life.

If that love were deceived in death, then the canker of this deceit would eat
into all things, and the stars would shrivel and grow black.



LIV

The Cloud said to me, “I vanish”; the Night said, “I plunge into the fiery
dawn.”

The Pain said, “I remain in deep silence as his footprint.”

“I die into the fulness,” said my life to me.

The Earth said, “My lights kiss your thoughts every moment.”

“The days pass,” Love said, “but I wait for you.”

Death said, “I ply the boat of your life across the sea.”



LV

Tulsidas, the poet, was wandering, deep in thought, by the Ganges, in that
lonely spot where they burn their dead.

He found a woman sitting at the feet of the corpse of her dead husband, gaily
dressed as for a wedding.

She rose as she saw him, bowed to him, and said, “Permit me, Master, with
your blessing, to follow my husband to heaven.”

“Why such hurry, my daughter?” asked Tulsidas. “Is not this earth also His
who made heaven?”

“For heaven I do not long,” said the woman. “I want my husband.”

Tulsidas smiled and said to her, “Go back to your home, my child. Before the
month is over you will find your husband.”

The woman went back with glad hope. Tulsidas came to her everyday and
gave her high thoughts to think, till her heart was filled to the brim with
divine love.

When the month was scarcely over, her neighbours came to her, asking,
“Woman, have you found your husband?”

The widow smiled and said, “I have.”

Eagerly they asked, “Where is he?”

“In my heart is my lord, one with me,” said the woman.



LVI

You came for a moment to my side and touched me with the great mystery of
the woman that there is in the heart of creation.

She who is ever returning to God his own out flowing of sweetness; she is the
ever fresh beauty and youth in nature; she dances in the bubbling streams
and sings in the morning light; she with heaving waves suckles the thirsty
earth; in her the Eternal One breaks in two in a joy that no longer may
contain itself, and overflows in the pain of love.



LVII

Who is she who dwells in my heart, the woman forlorn forever?

I wooed her and I failed to win her. I decked her with wreath sand sang in
her praise.

A smile shone in her face for a moment, then it faded.

“I have no joy in thee,” she cried, the woman in sorrow.

I bought her jewelled anklets and fanned her with a fangem-studded; I made
her a bed on a bedstead of gold.

There flickered a gleam of gladness in her eyes, then it died.

“I have no joy in these,” she cried, the woman in sorrow.

I seated her upon a car of triumph and drove her from end to end of the
earth.

Conquered hearts bowed down at her feet, and shouts of applause rang in the
sky.

Pride shone in her eyes for a moment, then it was dimmed intears.

“I have no joy in conquest,” she cried, the woman in sorrow.

I asked her, “Tell me whom do you seek?”

She only said, “I wait for him of the unknown name.”

Days pass by and she cries, “When will my beloved come whom I know not,
and be known to me forever?”



LVIII

Yours is the light that breaks forth from the dark, and the good that sprouts
from the cleft heart of strife.

Yours is the house that opens upon the world, and the love that calls to the
battlefield.

Yours is the gift that still is a gain when everything is a loss, and the life that
flows through the caverns of death.

Yours is the heaven that lies in the common dust, and you are there for me,
you are there for all.



LIX

When the weariness of the road is upon me, and the thirst of the sultry day;
when the ghostly hours of the dusk throw their shadows across my life, then
I cry not for your voice only, my friend, but for your touch.

There is an anguish in my heart for the burden of its riches not given to you.

Put out your hand through the night, let me hold it and fill it and keep it; let
me feel its touch along the lengthening stretch of my loneliness.



LX

The odour cries in the bud, “Ah me, the day departs, the happy day of spring,
and I am a prisoner in petals!”

Do not lose heart, timid thing! Your bonds will burst, the bud will open into
flower, and when you die in the fulness of life, even then the spring will live
on.

The odour pants and flutters within the bud, crying, “Ah me, the hours pass
by, yet I do not know where I go, or what it is I seek!”

Do not lose heart, timid thing! The spring breeze has over heard your desire,
the day will not end before you have fulfilled your being.

Dark is the future to her, and the odour cries in despair, “Ah me, through
whose fault is my life so unmeaning?

“Who can tell me, why I am at all?” Do not lose heart, timid thing! The
perfect dawn is near when you will mingle your life with all life and know at
last your purpose.



LXI

She is still a child, my lord.

She runs about your palace and plays, and tries to make of you a plaything as
well.

She heeds not when her hair tumbles down and her careless garment drags in
the dust.

She falls asleep when you speak to her and answers not—and the flower you
give her in the morning slips to the dust from her hands.

When the storm bursts and darkness is over the sky she is sleepless; her dolls
lie scattered on the earth and she clings to you in terror.

She is afraid that she may fail in service to you.

But with a smile you watch her at her game.

You know her.

The child sitting in the dust is your destined bride; her play will be stilled and
deepened into love.



LXII

“What is there but the sky, O Sun, that can hold thine image?”

“I dream of thee, but to serve thee I can never hope,” the dewdrop wept and
said, “I am too small to take thee unto me, great lord, and my life is all
tears.”

“I illumine the limitless sky, yet I can yield myself up to a tiny drop of dew,”
thus the Sun said; “I shall become but a sparkle of light and fill you, and
your little life will be a laughing orb.”



LXIII

Not for me is the love that knows no restraint, but like the foaming wine that
having burst its vessel in a moment would run to waste.

Send me the love which is cool and pure like your rain that blesses the thirsty
earth and fills the homely earthen jars.

Send me the love that would soak down into the centre of being, and from
there would spread like the unseen sap through the branching tree of life,
giving birth to fruits and flowers.

Send me the love that keeps the heart still with the fulness of peace.



LXIV

The sun had set on the western margin of the river among the tangle of the
forest.

The hermit boys had brought the cattle home, and sat round the fire to listen
to the master, Guatama, when a strange boy came, and greeted him with
fruits and flowers, and, bowing low at his feet, spoke in a bird-like voice
—“Lord, I have come to thee to be taken into the path of the supreme
Truth.”

“My name is Satyakama.”

“Blessings be on thy head,” said the master.

“Of what clan art thou, my child? It is only fitting for a Brahmin to aspire to
the highest wisdom.”

“Master,” answered the boy, “I know not of what can I am. I shall go and
ask my mother.”

Thus saying, Satyakama took leave, and wading across the shallow stream,
came back to his mother’s hut, which stood at the end of the sandy waste at
the edge of the sleeping village.

The lamp burnt dimly in the room, and the mother stood at the door in the
dark waiting for her son’s return.

She clasped him to her bosom, kissed him on his hair, and asked him of his
errand to the master.

“What is the name of my father, dear mother?” asked the boy.

“It is only fitting for a Brahmin to aspire to the highest wisdom, said Lord
Guatama to me.”

The woman lowered her eyes, and spoke in a whisper.

“In my youth I was poor and had many masters. Thou didst come to thy
mother Jabala’s arms, my darling, who had no husband.”

The early rays of the sun glistened on the tree-tops of the forest hermitage.

The students, with their tangled hair still wet with their morning bath, sat
under the ancient tree, before the master.

There came Satyakama.

He bowed low at the feet of the sage, and stood silent.

“Tell me,” the great teacher asked him, “of what clan art thou?”

“My lord,” he answered, “I know it not. My mother said when I asked her, ‘I
had served many masters in my youth, and thou hadst come to thy mother



Jabala’s arms, who had no husband.’”

There rose a murmur like the angry hum of bees disturbed in their hive; and
the students muttered at the shameless insolence of that outcast.

Master Guatama rose from his seat, stretched out his arms, took the boy to
his bosom, and said, “Best of all Brahmins art thou, my child. Thou hast the
noblest heritage of truth.”



LXV

May be there is one house in this city where the gate opens forever this
morning at the touch of the sunrise, where the errand of the light is fulfilled.

The flowers have opened in hedges and gardens, and maybe there is one
heart that has found in them this morning the gift that has been on its
voyage from endless time.



LXVI

Listen, my heart, in his flute is the music of the smell of wildflowers, of the
glistening leaves and gleaming water, of shadows resonant with bees’
wings.

The flute steals his smile from my friend’s lips and spreads it over my life.



LXVII

You always stand alone beyond the stream of my songs.

The waves of my tunes wash your feet but I know not how to reach them.

This play of mine with you is a play from afar.

It is the pain of separation that melts into melody through my flute.

I wait for the time when your boat crosses over to my shore and you take my
flute into your own hands.



LXVIII

Suddenly the window of my heart flew open this morning, the window that
looks out on your heart.

I wondered to see that the name by which you know me is written in April
leaves and flowers, and I sat silent.

The curtain was blown away for a moment between my songs and yours.

I found that your morning light was full of my own mute songs unsung; I
thought that I would learn them at your feet—and I sat silent.



LXIX

You were in the centre of my heart, therefore when my heart wandered she
never found you; you hid yourself from my loves and hopes till the last, for
you were always in them.

You were the inmost joy in the play of my youth, and when I was too busy
with the play the joy was passed by.

You sang to me in the ecstasies of my life and I forgot to sing to you.



LXX

When you hold your lamp in the sky it throws its light on my face and its
shadow falls over you.

When I hold the lamp of love in my heart its light falls on you and I am left
standing behind in the shadow.



LXXI

O the waves, the sky-devouring waves, glistening with light, dancing with life,
the waves of eddying joy, rushing for ever.

The stars rock upon them, thoughts of every tint are cast up out of the deep
and scattered on the beach of life.

Birth and death rise and fall with their rhythm, and the sea-gull of my heart
spreads its wings crying in delight.



LXXII

The joy ran from all the world to build my body.

The lights of the skies kissed and kissed her till she woke.

Flowers of hurrying summers sighed in her breath and voices of winds and
water sang in her movements.

The passion of the tide of colours in clouds and in forests flowed into her life,
and the music of all things caressed her limbs into shape.

She is my bride,—she has lighted her lamp in my house.



LXXIII

The spring with its leaves and flowers has come into my body.

The bees hum there the morning long, and the winds idly play with the
shadows.

A sweet fountain springs up from the heart of my heart.

My eyes are washed with delight like the dew-bathed morning, and life is
quivering in all my limbs like the sounding strings of the lute.

Are you wandering alone by the shore of my life, where the tide is in flood, O
lover of my endless days?

Are my dreams flitting round you like the moths with their many-coloured
wings?

And are those your songs that are echoing in the dark eaves of my being?

Who but you can hear the hum of the crowded hours that sounds in my veins
to-day, the glad steps that dance in my breast, the clamour of the restless
life beating its wings in my body?



LXXIV

My bonds are cut, my debts are paid, my door has been opened, I go
everywhere.

They crouch in their corner and weave their web of pale hours, they count
their coins sitting in the dust and call me back.

But my sword is forged, my armour is put on, my horse is eager to run.

I shall win my kingdom.



LXXV

It was only the other day that I came to your earth, naked and nameless, with
a wailing cry.

To-day my voice is glad, while you, my lord, stand aside to make room that I
may fill my life.

Even when I bring you my songs for an offering I have the secret hope that
men will come and love me for them.

You love to discover that I love this world where you have brought me.



LXXVI

Timidly I cowered in the shadow of safety, but now, when the surge of joy
carries my heart upon its crest, my heart clings to the cruel rock of its
trouble.

I sat alone in a corner of my house thinking it too narrow for any guest, but
now when its door is flung open by an unbidden joy I find there is room for
thee and for all the world.

I walked upon tiptoe, careful of my person, perfumed, and adorned—but now
when a glad whirlwind has overthrown me in the dust I laugh and roll on
the earth at thy feet like a child.



LXXVII

The world is yours at once and for ever.
And because you have no want, my king, you have no pleasure in your

wealth.
It is as though it were naught. Therefore through slow time you give me what

is yours, and ceaselessly win your kingdom in me.
Day after day you buy your sunrise from my heart, and you find your love
carven into the image of my life.



LXXVIII

To the birds you gave songs, the birds gave you songs in return.

You gave me only voice, yet asked for more, and I sing.

You made your winds light and they are fleet in their service.

You burdened my hands that I myself may lighten them, and at last, gain
unburdened freedom for your service.

You created your Earth filling its shadows with fragments of light.

There you paused; you left me empty-handed in the dust to create your
heaven.

To all things else you give; from me you ask.

The harvest of my life ripens in the sun and the shower till I reap more than
you sowed, gladdening your heart, O Master of the golden granary.



LXXIX

Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers but to be fearless in facing
them.

Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain but for the heart to conquer it.

Let me not look for allies in life’s battlefield but to my own strength.

Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved but hope for the patience to win
my freedom.

Grant me that I may not be a coward, feeling your mercy in my success
alone; but let me find the grasp of your hand in my failure.



LXXX

You did not know yourself when you dwelt alone, and there was no crying of
an errand when the wind ran from the hither to the farther shore.

I came and you woke, and the skies blossomed with lights.

You made me open in many flowers; rocked me in the cradles of many forms;
hid me in death and found me again in life.

I came and your heart heaved; pain came to you and joy.

You touched me and tingled into love.

But in my eyes there is a film of shame and in my breast a flicker of fear; my
face is veiled and I weep when I cannot see you.

Yet I know the endless thirst in your heart for sight of me, the thirst that cries
at my door in the repeated knockings of sunrise.



LXXXI

You, in your timeless watch, listen to my approaching steps while your
gladness gathers in the morning twilight and breaks in the burst of light.

The nearer I draw to you the deeper grows the fervour in the dance of the
sea.

Your world is a branching spray of light filling your hands, but your heaven
is in my secret heart; it slowly opens its buds in shy love.



LXXXII

I will utter your name, sitting alone among the shadows of my silent thoughts.

I will utter it without words, I will utter it without purpose.

For I am like a child that calls its mother an hundred times, glad that it can
say “Mother.”



LXXXIII



I

I feel that all the stars shine in me. The world breaks into my life like a flood.

The flowers blossom in my body. All the youthfulness of land and water
smokes like an incense in my heart; and the breath of all things plays on my
thoughts as on a flute.



I1

When the world sleeps I come to your door.

The stars are silent, and I am afraid to sing.

I wait and watch, till your shadow passes by the balcony of night and I return
with a full heart.

Then in the morning I sing by the roadside; The flowers in the hedge give me
answer and the morning air listens, The travellers suddenly stop and look in
my face, thinking I have called them by their names.



II1

Keep me at your door ever attending to your wishes, and let me go about in
your Kingdom accepting your call.

Let me not sink and disappear in the depth of languor.

Let not my life be worn out to tatters by penury of waste.

Let not those doubts encompass me,—the dust of distractions.

Let me not pursue many paths to gather many things.

Let me not bend my heart to the yoke of the many.

Let me hold my head high in the courage and pride of being your servant.

LXXXIV. The Oarsmen

Do you hear the tumult of death afar,

The call midst the fire-floods and poisonous clouds— The Captain’s call to
the steersman to turn the ship to a nun named shore, For that time is over—
the stagnant time in the port— Where the same old merchandise is bought
and sold in an endless round, Where dead things drift in the exhaustion and
emptiness of truth.

They wake up in sudden fear and ask, “Comrades, what hour has struck?
When shall the dawn begin?”

The clouds have blotted away the stars— Who is there then can see the
beckoning finger of the day?

They run out with oars in hand, the beds are emptied, the mother prays, the
wife watches by the door; There is a wail of parting that rises to the sky,
And there is the Captain’s voice in the dark: “Come, sailors, for the time in
the harbour is over!”

All the black evils in the world have overflowed their banks, Yet, oarsmen,
take your places with the blessing of sorrow in your souls!

Whom do you blame, brothers? Bow your heads down!

The sin has been yours and ours.

The heat growing in the heart of God for ages— The cowardice of the weak,
the arrogance of the strong, the greed of fat prosperity, the rancour of the
wronged, pride of race, and insult to man— Has burst God’s peace, raging
in storm.

Like a ripe pod, let the tempest break its heart into pieces, scattering
thunders.



Stop your bluster of dispraise and of self-praise, And with the calm of silent
prayer on your foreheads sail to that unnamed shore.

We have known sins and evils every day and death we have known; They pass
over our world like clouds mocking us with their transient lightning
laughter.

Suddenly they have stopped, become a prodigy, And men must stand before
them saying:

“We do not fear you, O Monster! For we have lived every day by conquering
you,”

And we die with the faith that Peace is true, and Good is true, and true is the
eternal One!”

If the Deathless dwell not in the heart of death, If glad wisdom bloom not
bursting the sheath of sorrow, If sin do not die of its own revealment, If
pride break not under its load of decorations, Then whence comes the hope
that drives these men from their homes like stars rushing to their death in
the morning light?

Shall the value of the martyrs’ blood and mothers’ tears be utterly lost in the
dust of the earth, not buying Heaven with their price?

And when Man bursts his mortal bounds, is not the Boundless revealed that
moment?

LXXXYV. The Song of the Defeated

My Master has bid me while I stand at the roadside, to sing the song of
Defeat, for that is the bride whom He woos in secret.

She has put on the dark veil, hiding her face from the crowd, but the jewel
glows on her breast in the dark.

She is forsaken of the day, and God’s night is waiting for her with its lamps
lighted and flowers wet with dew.

She is silent with her eyes downcast; she has left her home behind her, from
her home has come that wailing in the wind.

But the stars are singing the love-song of the eternal to a face sweet with
shame and suffering.

The door has been opened in the lonely chamber, the call has sounded, and
the heart of the darkness throbs with awe because of the coming tryst.

LXXXVI. Thanksgiving



Those who walk on the path of pride crushing the lowly life under their tread,
covering the tender green of the earth with their footprints in blood; Let
them rejoice, and thank thee, Lord, for the day is theirs.

But I am thankful that my lot lies with the humble who suffer and bear the
burden of power, and hide their faces and stifle their sobs in the dark.

For every throb of their pain has pulsed in the secret depth of thy night, and
every insult has been gathered into thy great silence.

And the morrow is theirs.

O Sun, rise upon the bleeding hearts blossoming in flowers of the morning,
and the torchlight revelry of pride shrunken to ashes.



5. The Fugitive






The Fugitive I

1

Darkly you sweep on, Eternal Fugitive, round whose bodiless rush stagnant
space frets into eddying bubbles of light.

Is your heart lost to the Lover calling you across his immeasurable
loneliness?

Is the aching urgency of your haste the sole reason why your tangled tresses
break into stormy riot and pearls of fire roll along your path as from a
broken necklace?

Your fleeting steps kiss the dust of this world into sweetness, sweeping aside
all waste; the storm centred with your dancing limbs shakes the sacred
shower of death over life and freshens her growth.

Should you in sudden weariness stop for a moment, the world would rumble
into a heap, an encumbrance, barring its own progress, and even the least
speck of dust would pierce the sky throughout its infinity with a nun
bearable pressure.

My thoughts are quickened by this rhythm of unseen feet round which the
anklets of light are shaken.

They echo in the pulse of my heart, and through my blood surges the psalm of
the ancient sea.

I hear the thundering flood tumbling my life from world to world and form to
form, scattering my being in an endless spray of gifts, in sorrowing sand
songs.

The tide runs high, the wind blows, the boat dances like thine own desire, my
heart!

Leave the hoard on the shore and sail over the unfathomed dark towards
limitless light.



We came hither together, friend, and now at the cross-roads I stop to bid you
farewell.

Your path is wide and straight before you, but my call comes up by ways from
the unknown.

I shall follow wind and cloud; I shall follow the stars to where day breaks
behind the hills; I shall follow lovers who, as they walk, twine their days
into a wreath on a single thread of song, “I love.”

3

It was growing dark when I asked her, “What strange land have I come to?”

She only lowered her eyes, and the water gurgled in the throat of her jar, as
she walked away.

The trees hang vaguely over the bank, and the land appears as though it
already belonged to the past.

The water is dumb, the bamboos are darkly still, a wristlet tinkles against the
water-jar from down the lane.

Row no more, but fasten the boat to this tree,—for I love the look of this land.

The evening star goes down behind the temple dome, and the pallor of the
marble landing haunts the dark water.

Belated wayfarers sigh; for light from hidden windows is splintered into the
darkness by intervening wayside trees and bushes. Still that wristlet tinkles
against the water-jar, and retreating steps rustle from down the lane
littered with leaves.

The night deepens, the palace towers loom spectre—like, and the town hums
wearily.

Row no more, but fasten the boat to a tree.

Let me seek rest in this strange land, dimly lying under the stars, where
darkness tingles with the tinkle of a wristlet knocking against a water-jar.

4

O that I were stored with a secret, like unshed rain in summer clouds—a



secret, folded up in silence, that I could wander away with.

O that I had someone to whisper to, where slow waters lap under trees that
doze in the sun.

The hush this evening seems to expect a footfall, and you ask me for the cause
of my tears.

I cannot give a reason why I weep, for that is a secret still withheld from me.

5

For once be careless, timid traveller, and utterly lose your way; wide-awake
though you are, be like broad daylight enticed by and netted in mist.

Do not shun the garden of Lost Hearts waiting at the end of the wrong road,
where the grass is strewn with wrecked red flowers, and disconsolate water
heaves in the troubled sea.

Long have you watched over the store gathered by weary years. Let it best
ripped, with nothing remaining but the desolate triumph of losing all.

6

Two little bare feet flit over the ground, and seem to embody that metaphor,
“Flowers are the footprints of summer.”

They lightly impress on the dust the chronicle of their adventure, to be erased
by a passing breeze.

Come, stray into my heart, you tender little feet, and leave the everlasting
print of songs on my dreamland path.

7

I am like the night to you, little flower.

I can only give you peace and a wakeful silence hidden in the dark.

When in the morning you open your eyes, I shall leave you to a world a—hum
with bees, and songful with birds.

My last gift to you will be a tear dropped into the depth of your youth; it will
make your smile all the sweeter, and be mist your outlook on the pitiless
mirth of day.



Do not stand before my window with those hungry eyes and beg for my
secret. It is but a tiny stone of glistening pain streaked with blood-red by
passion.

What gifts have you brought in both hands to fling before me in the dust?

I fear, if I accept, to create a debt that can never be paid even by the loss of
all I have.

Do not stand before my window with your youth and flowers to shame my
destitute life.

9

If I were living in the royal town of Ujjain, when Kalidas was the king’s poet,
I should know some Malwa girl and fill my thoughts with the music of her
name. She would glance at me through the slanting shadow of her eyelids,
and allow her veil to catch in the jasmine as an excuse for lingering near
me.

This very thing happened in some past whose track is lost under time’s dead
leaves.

The scholars fight to-day about dates that play hide-and-seek.

I do not break my heart dreaming over flown and vanished ages: but alas and
alas again, that those Malwa girls have followed them!

To what heaven, I wonder, have they carried in their flower-baskets those
days that tingled to the lyrics of the king’s poet?

This morning, separation from those whom I was born too late to meet weigh
son and saddens my heart.

Yet April carries the same flowers with which they decked their hair, and the
same south breeze fluttered their veils as whispers over modern roses.

And, to tell the truth, joys are not lacking to this spring, though Kalidas sing
no more; and I know, if he can watch me from the Poets’ Paradise, he has
reasons to be envious.

10

Be not concerned about her heart, my heart: leave it in the dark.

What if her beauty be of the figure and her smile merely of the face? Let me
take without question the simple meaning of her glances and be happy.



I care not if it be a web of delusion that her arms wind about me, for the web
itself is rich and rare, and the deceit can be smiled at and forgotten.

Be not concerned about her heart, my heart: be content if the music is true,
though the words are not to be believed; enjoy the grace that dances like a
lily on the rippling, deceiving surface, whatever may lie beneath.

11

Neither mother nor daughter are you, nor bride, Urvashi. 2 Woman you are,

to ravish the soul of Paradise.
2. The dancing girl of Paradise who rose from the sea.

When weary-footed evening comes down to the folds whither the cattle have
returned, you never trim the house lamps nor walk to the bridal bed with at
remulous heart and a wavering smile on your lips, glad that the dark hours
are so secret.

Like the dawn you are without veil, Urvashi, and without shame.

Who can imagine that aching overflow of splendour which created you!

You rose from the churned ocean on the first day of the first spring, with the
cup of life in your right hand and poison in your left. The monster seaq,
lulled like an enchanted snake, laid down its thousand hoods at your feet.

Your unblemished radiance rose from the foam, white and naked as a
jasmine.

Were you ever small, timid or in bud, Urvashi, O Youth everlasting?

Did you sleep, cradled in the deep blue night where the strange light of gems
plays over coral, shells and moving creatures of dreamlike form, till day
revealed your awful fulness of bloom?

Adored are you of all men in all ages, Urvashi, O endless wonder!

The world throbs with youthful pain at the glance of your eyes, the ascetic
lays the fruit of his austerities at your feet, the songs of poets hum and
swarm round the perfume of your presence. Your feet, as in careless joy
they flit on, wound even the heart of the hollow wind with the tinkle of
golden bells.

When you dance before the gods, flinging orbits of novel rhythm into space,
Urvashi, the earth shivers, leaf and grass, and autumn fields heave and
sway; the sea surges into a frenzy of rhyming waves; the stars drop into the
sky—beads from the chain that leaps till it breaks on your breast; and the
blood dances in men’s hearts with sudden turmoil.



You are the first break on the crest of heaven’s slumber, Urvashi, you thrill
the air with unrest. The world bathes your limbs in her tears; with colour of
her heart’s blood are your feet red; lightly you poise on the wave-tossed
lotus of desire, Urvashi; you play forever in that limitless mind wherein
labours God’s tumultuous dream.

12

You, like a rivulet swift and sinuous, laugh and dance, and your steps sing as
you trip along.

I, like a bank rugged and steep, stand speechless and stock-still and darkly
gaze at you.

I, like a big, foolish storm, of a sudden come rushing on and try to rend my
being and scatter it parcelled in a whirl of passion.

You, like the lightning’s flash slender and keen, pierce the heart of the
turbulent darkness, to disappear in a vivid streak of laughter.

13

You desired my love and yet you did not love me.

Therefore my life clings to you like a chain of which clank and grip grow
harsher the more you struggle to be free.

My despair has become your deadly companion, clutching at the faintest of
your favours, trying to drag you away into the cavern of tears.

You have shattered my freedom, and with its wreck built your own prison.

14

I am glad you will not wait for me with that lingering pity in your look.

It is only the spell of the night and my farewell words, startled at their own
tune of despair, which bring these tears to my eyes. But day will dawn, my
eyes will dry and my heart; and there will be no time for weeping.

Who says it is hard to forget?

The mercy of death works at life’s core, bringing it respite from its own
foolish persistence.

The stormy sea is lulled at last in its rocking cradle; the forest fire falls to
sleep on its bed of ashes.



You and I shall part, and the cleavage will be hidden under living grass and
flowers that laugh in the sun.

15

Of all days you have chosen this one to visit my garden.

But the storm passed over my roses last night and the grass is strewn with
torn leaves.

I do not know what has brought you, now that the hedges are laid low and
rills run in the walks; the prodigal wealth of spring is scattered and the
scent and song of yesterday are wrecked.

Yet stay a while; let me find some remnant flowers, though I doubt if your
skirt can be filled.

The time will be short, for the clouds thicken and here comes the rain again!

16

I forgot myself for a moment, and I came.

But raise your eyes, and let me know if there still linger some shadow of
other days, like a pale cloud on the horizon that has been robbed of its rain.

For a moment bear with me if I forget myself.

The roses are still in bud; they do not yet know how we neglect to gather
flowers this summer.

The morning star has the same palpitating hush; the early light is enmeshed
in the branches that over brow your window, as in those other days.

That times are changed I forget for a little, and have come.

I forget if you ever shamed me by looking away when I bared my heart.

I only remember the words that stranded on the tremor of your lips; I
remember in your dark eyes sweeping shadows of passion, like the wings of
a home-seeking bird in the dusk.

I forget that you do not remember, and I come.

17

The rain fell fast. The river rushed and hissed. It licked up and swallowed the
island, while I waited alone on the lessening bank with my sheaves of corn



in a heap.

From the shadows of the opposite shore the boat crosses with a woman at the
helm.

I cry to her, “Come to my island coiled round with hungry water, and
takeaway my year’s harvest.”

She comes, and takes all that I have to the last grain; I ask her to take me.

But she says, “No”—the boat is laden with my gift and no room is left for me.

18

The evening beckons, and I would fain follow the travellers who sailed in the
last ferry of the ebb-tide to cross the dark.

Some were for home, some for the farther shore, yet all have ventured to sail.

But I sit alone at the landing, having left my home and missed the boat:
summer is gone and my winter harvest is lost.

I wait for that love which gathers failures to sow them in tears on the dark,
that they may bear fruit when day rises anew.

19

On this side of the water there is no landing; the girls do not come here to
fetch water; the land along its edge is shagqgy with stunted shrubs; a noisy
flock of saliks dig their nests in the steep bank under whose frown the
fisher-boats find no shelter.

You sit there on the unfrequented grass, and the morning wears on. Tell me
what you do on this bank so dry that it is agape with cracks?

She looks in my face and says, “Nothing, nothing whatsoever.”

On this side of the river the bank is deserted, and no cattle come to water.

Only some stray goats from the village browse the scanty grass all day, and
the solitary water-hawk watches from an uprooted peepal aslant over the
mud.

You sit there alone in the miserly shade of a shimool, and the morning wears
on.

Tell me, for whom do you wait?

She looks in my face and says, “No one, no one at all!”



The Fugitive II

“Why these preparations without end?”—I said to Mind—*“Is someone to
come?”

Mind replied, “I am enormously busy gathering things and building towers. I
have no time to answer such questions.”

Meekly I went back to my work.

When things were grown to a pile, when seven wings of his palace were
complete, I said to Mind, “Is it not enough?”

Mind began to say, “Not enough to contain—" and then stopped.

“Contain what?” I asked.

Mind dffected not to hear.

I suspected that Mind did not know, and with ceaseless work smothered the
question.

His one refrain was, “I must have more.”

“Why must you?”

“Because it is great.”

“What is great?”

Mind remained silent. I pressed for an answer.

In contempt and anger, Mind said, “Why ask about things that are not? Take
notice of those that are hugely before you,—the struggle and the fight, the
army and armaments, the bricks and mortar, and labourers without
number.”

I thought “Possibly Mind is wise.”

I1

Days passed. More wings were added to his palace—more lands to his
domain.



The season of rains came to an end. The dark clouds became white and thin,
and in the rain-washed sky the sunny hours hovered like butterflies over an
unseen flower. I was bewildered and asked everybody I met, “What is that
music in the breeze?”

A tramp walked the road whose dress was wild as his manner; he said,
“Harkto the music of the Coming!”

I cannot tell why I was convinced, but the words broke from me, “We have
not much longer to wait.”

“It is close at hand,” said the mad man.

I went to the office and boldly said to Mind, “Stop all work!”

Mind asked, “Have you any news?”

“Yes,” I answered, “News of the Coming.” But I could not explain.

Mind shook his head and said, “There are neither banners nor pageantry!”

II1

The night waned, the stars paled in the sky. Suddenly the touchstone of the
morning light tinged everything with gold. A cry spread from mouth to
mouth— “Here is the herald!”

I bowed my head and asked, “Is he coming?”

The answer seemed to burst from all sides, “Yes.”

Mind grew troubled and said, “The dome of my building is not yet finished,
nothing is in order.”

A voice came from the sky, “Pull down your building!”

“But why?” asked Mind.

“Because to-day is the day of the Coming, and your building is in the way.”

IV

The lofty building lies in the dust and all is scattered and broken.

Mind looked about. But what was there to see?

Only the morning star and the lily washed in dew.

And what else? A child running laughing from its mother’s arms into the
open light.

“Was it only for this that they said it was the day of the Coming?”

“Yes, this was why they said there was music in the air and light in the sky.”



“And did they claim all the earth only for this?”

“Yes,” came the answer. “Mind, you build walls to imprison yourself. Your
servants toil to enslave themselves; but the whole earth and infinite space
are for the child, for the New Life.”

“What does that child bring you?”

“Hope for all the world and its joy.”

Mind asked me, “Poet, do you understand?”

“I lay my work aside,” 1 said, “for I must have time to understand.”



The Fugitive II1

Come, Spring, reckless lover of the earth, make the forest’s heart pant for
utterance!

Come in gusts of disquiet where flowers break open and jostle the new
leaves!

Burst, like a rebellion of light, through the night’s vigil, through the lake’s
dark dumbness, through the dungeon under the dust, proclaiming freedom
to the shackled seeds!

Like the laughter of lightning, like the shout of a storm, break into the midst
of the noisy town; free stifled word and unconscious effort, reinforce our
flagging fight, and conquer death!

2

I have looked on this picture in many a month of March when the mustard is
in bloom—this lazy line of the water and the grey of the sand beyond, the
rough path along the river-bank carrying the comradeship of the field into
the heart of the village.

I have tried to capture in rhyme the idle whistle of the wind, the beat of the
oar-strokes from a passing boat.

I have wondered in my mind how simply it stands before me, this great world:
with what fond and familiar ease it fills my heart, this encounter with the
Eternal Stranger.

3

The ferry-boat plies between the two villages facing each other across the
narrow stream.
The water is neither wide nor deep—a mere break in the path that enhances



the small adventures of daily life, like a break in the words of a song across
which the tune gleefully streams.

While the towers of wealth rise high and crash to ruin, these villages talk to
each other across the garrulous stream, and the ferry-boat plies between
them, age after age, from seed-time to harvest.

4

In the evening after they have brought their cattle home, they sit on the grass
before their huts to know that you are among them unseen, to repeat in their
songs the name which they have fondly given you.

While kings’ crowns shine and disappear like falling stars, around village
huts your name rises through the still night from the simple hearts of your
lovers whose names are unrecorded.

5

In Baby’s world, the trees shake their leaves at him, murmuring verses in an
ancient tongue that dates from before the age of meaning, and the moon
feigns to be of his own age—the solitary baby of night.

In the world of the old, flowers dutifully blush at the make—believe of fairy
legends, and broken dolls confess that they are made of clay.

6

My world, when I was a child, you were a little girl-neighbour, a loving timid
stranger.

Then you grew bold and talked to me across the fence, offering me toys and
flowers and shells.

Next you coaxed me away from my work, you tempted me into the land of the
dusk or the weedy corner of some garden in mid-day loneliness.

At length you told me stories about bygone times, with which the present ever
longs to meet so as to be rescued from its prison in the moment.



How often, great Earth, have I felt my being yearn to flow over you, sharing
in the happiness of each green blade that raises its signal banner in answer
to the beckoning blue of the sky!

I feel as if I had belonged to you ages before I was born. That is why, in the
days when the autumn light shimmers on the mellowing ears of rice, I seem
to remember a past when my mind was everywhere, and even to hear voices
as of playfellows echoing from the remote and deeply veiled past.

When, in the evening, the cattle return to their folds, raising dust from the
meadow paths, as the moon rises higher than the smoke ascending from the
village huts, I feel sad as for some great separation that happened in the
first morning of existence.

8

My mind still buzzed with the cares of a busy day; I sat on without noting
how twilight was deepening into dark. Suddenly light stirred across the
gloom and touched me as with a finger.

I lifted my head and met the gaze of the full moon widened in wonder like a
child’s. It held my eyes for long, and I felt as though a love-letter had been
secretly dropped in at my window. And ever since my heart is breaking to
write for answer something fragrant as Night’s unseen flowers—great as
her declaration spelt out in nameless stars.

9

The clouds thicken till the morning light seems like a bedraggled fringe to the
rainy night.

A little girl stands at her window, still as a rainbow at the gate of a broken-
down storm.

She is my neighbour, and has come upon the earth like some god’s rebellious
laughter. Her mother in anger calls her incorrigible; her father smiles and
calls her mad.

She is like a runaway waterfall leaping over boulders, like the top most
bamboo twig rustling in the restless wind.

She stands at her window looking out into the sky.

Her sister comes to say, “Mother calls you.” She shakes her head.

Her little brother with his toy boat comes and tries to pull her off to play; she



snatches her hand from his. The boy persists and she gives him a slap on
the back.

The first great voice was the voice of wind and water in the beginning of
earth’s creation.

That ancient cry of nature—her dumb call to unborn life—has reached this
child’s heart and leads it out alone beyond the fence of our times: so there
she stands, possessed by eternity!

10

The kingfisher sits still on the prow of an empty boat, while in the shallow
margin of the stream a buffalo lies tranquilly blissful, its eyes half closed to
savour the luxury of cool mud.

Undismayed by the barking of the village cur, the cow browses on the bank,
followed by a hopping group of saliks hunting moths.

I sit in the tamarind grove, where the cries of dumb life congregate—the
cattle’s lowing, the sparrows’ chatter, the shrill scream of a kite overhead,
the crickets’ chirp, and the splash of a fish in the water.

I peep into the primeval nursery of life, where the mother Earth thrills at the
first living clutch near her breast.

11

At the sleepy village the noon was still like a sunny midnight when my
holidays came to their end.

My little girl of four had followed me all the morning from room to room,
watching my preparations in grave silence, till, wearied, she sat by the
doorpost strangely quiet, murmuring to herself, “Father must not go!”

This was the meal hour, when sleep daily overcame her, but her mother had
forgotten her and the child was too unhappy to complain.

At last, when I stretched out my arms to her to say farewell, she never moved,
but sadly looking at me said, “Father, you must not go!”

And it amused me to tears to think how this little child dared to fight the giant
world of necessity with no other resource than those few words, “Father,
you must not go!”

12



Take your holiday, my boy; there are the blue sky and the bare field, the barn
and the ruined temple under the ancient tamarind.

My holiday must be taken through yours, finding light in the dance of your
eyes, music in your noisy shouts.

To you autumn brings the true holiday freedom: to me it brings the
impossibility of work; for lo! You burst into my room.

Yes, my holiday is an endless freedom for love to disturb me.

13

In the evening my little daughter heard a call from her companions below the
window.

She timidly went down the dark stairs holding a lamp in her hand, shielding it
behind her veil.

I was sitting on my terrace in the star-lit night of March, when at a sudden
cry I ran to see.

Her lamp had gone out in the dark spiral staircase. I asked, “Child, why did
you cry?”

From below she answered in distress, “Father, I have lost myself!”

When I came back to the terrace under the star-lit night of March, I looked at
the sky, and it seemed that a child was walking there treasuring many lamps
behind her veils.

If their light went out, she would suddenly stop and a cry would sound from
sky to sky, “Father, I have lost myself!”

14

The evening stood bewildered among street lamps, its gold tarnished by the
city dust.

A woman, gaudily decked and painted, leant over the rail of her balcony, a
living fire waiting for its moths.

Suddenly an eddy was formed in the road round a street-boy crushed under
the wheels of a carriage, and the woman on the balcony fell to the floor
screaming in agony, stricken with the grief of the great white-robed Mother
who sits in the world’s inner shrine.

15



I remember the scene on the barren heath—a girl sat alone on the grass
before the gipsy camp, braiding her hair in the afternoon shade.

Her little dog jumped and barked at her busy hands, as though her
employment had no importance.

In vain did she rebuke it, calling it “a pest,” saying she was tired of it
sperpetual silliness.

She struck it on the nose with her reproving forefinger, which only seemed to
delight it the more.

She looked menacingly grave for a few moments, to warn it of impending
doom; and then, letting her hair fall, quickly snatched it up in her arms,
laughed, and pressed it to her heart.

16

He is tall and lean, withered to the bone with long repeated fever, like a dead
tree unable to draw a single drop of sap from anywhere.

In despairing patience, his mother carries him like a child into the sun, where
he sits by the roadside in the shortening shadows of each forenoon.

The world passes by—a woman to fetch water, a herd-boy with cattle to
pasture, a laden cart to the distant market—and the mother hopes that some
least stir of life may touch the awful torpor of her dying son.

17

If the ragged villager, trudging home from the market, could suddenly be
lifted to the crest of a distant age, men would stop in their work and shout
and run to him in delight.

For they would no longer whittle down the man into the peasant, but find him
full of the mystery and spirit of his age.

Even his poverty and pain would grow great, released from the shallow insult
of the present, and the paltry things in his basket would acquire pathetic

dignity.
18

With the morning he came out to walk a road shaded by a file of deodars,



that coiled the hill round like importunate love.

He held the first letter from his newly wedded wife in their village home,
begging him to come to her, and come soon.

The touch of an absent hand haunted him as he walked, and the air seemed to
take up the cry of the letter: “Love, my love, my sky is brimming with
tears!”

He asked himself in wonder, “How do I deserve this?”

The sun suddenly appeared over the rim of the blue hills, and four girls from
a foreign shore came with swift strides, talking loud and followed by a
barking dog.

The two elder turned away to conceal their amusement at something strange
in his insignificance, and the younger ones pushed each other, laughed
aloud, and ran off in exuberant mirth.

He stopped and his head sank. Then he suddenly felt his letter, opened and
read it again.

19

The day came for the image from the temple to be drawn round the holy town
in its chariot.

The Queen said to the King, “Let us go and attend the festival.”

Only one man out of the whole household did not join in the pilgrimage. His
work was to collect stalks of spear-grass to make brooms for the King’s
house.

The chief of the servants said in pity to him, “You may come with us.”

He bowed his head, saying, “It cannot be.”

The man dwelt by the road along which the King’s followers had to pass. And
when the Minister’s elephant reached this spot, he called to him and said,
“Come with us and see the God ride in his chariot!”

“I dare not seek God dfter the King’s fashion,” said the man.

“How should you ever have such luck again as to see the God in his
chariot?” asked the Minister.

“When God himself comes to my door,” answered the man.

The Minister laughed loud and said, “Fool! ‘When God comes to your door!’
Yet a King must travel to see him!”

“Who except God visits the poor?” said the man.

nNn



P4

Days were drawing out as the winter ended, and, in the sun, my dog played in
his wild way with the pet deer.

The crowd going to the market gathered by the fence, and laughed to see the
love of these playmates struggle with languages so dissimilar.

The spring was in the air, and the young leaves fluttered like flames. Agleam
danced in the deer’s dark eyes when she started, bent her neck at the
movement of her own shadow, or raised her ears to listen to some whisper
in the wind.

The message comes floating with the errant breeze, with the rustle and
glimmer abroad in the April sky. It sings of the first ache of youth in the
world, when the first flower broke from the bud, and love went forth seeking
that which it knew not, leaving all it had known.

And one afternoon, when among the amlak trees the shadow grew grave and
sweet with the furtive caress of light, the deer set off to run like a meteor in
love with death.

It grew dark, and lamps were lighted in the house; the stars came out and
night was upon the fields, but the deer never came back.

My dog ran up to me whining, questioning me with his piteous eyes which
seemed to say, “I do not understand!”

But who does ever understand?

21

Our Lane is tortuous, as if, ages ago, she started in quest of her goal,
vacillated right and left, and remained bewildered forever.

Above in the air, between her buildings, hangs like a ribbon a strip torn out
of space: she calls it her sister of the blue town.

She sees the sun only for a few moments at mid-day, and asks herself in wise
doubt, “Is it real?”

In June rain sometimes shades her band of daylight as with pencil hatchings.
The path grows slippery with mud, and umbrellas collide. Sudden jets of
water from spouts overhead splash on her startled pavement. In her dismay,
she takes it for the jest of an unmannerly scheme of creation.

The spring breeze, gone astray in her coil of contortions, stumbles like a
drunken vagabond against angle and corner, filling the dusty air with
scraps of paper and rag. “What fury of foolishness! Are the Gods gone



mad?” she exclaims in indignation.

But the daily refuse from the houses on both sides—scales of fish mixed with
ashes, vegetable peelings, rotten fruit, and dead rats—never rouse her to
question, “Why should these things be?”

She accepts every stone of her paving. But from between their chinks
sometimes a blade of grass peeps up. That bdffles her. How can solid facts
permit such intrusion?

On a morning when at the touch of autumn light her houses wake up into
beauty from their foul dreams, she whispers to herself, “There is a limitless
wonder somewhere beyond these buildings.”

But the hours pass on; the households are astir; the maid strolls back from
the market, swinging her right arm and with the left clasping the basket of
provisions to her side; the air grows thick with the smell and smoke of
kitchens. It again becomes clear to our Lane that the real and normal
consist solely of herself, her houses, and their muck-heaps.

22

The house, lingering on dfter its wealth has vanished, stands by the wayside
like a madman with a patched rag over his back.

Day after day scars it with spiteful scratches, and rainy months leave their
fantastic signatures on its bared bricks.

In a deserted upper room one of a pair of doors has fallen from rusty hinges;
and the other, widowed, bangs day and night to the fitful gusts.

One night the sound of women wailing came from that house. They mourned
the death of the last son of the family, a boy of eighteen, who earned his
living by playing the part of the heroine in a travelling theatre.

A few days more and the house became silent, and all the doors were locked.

Only on the north side in the upper room that desolate door would neither
drop off to its rest nor be shut, but swung to and fro in the wind like a self-
torturing soul.

After a time children’s voices echo once more through that house. Over the
balcony-rail women’s clothes are hung in the sun, a bird whistles from a
covered cage, and a boy plays with his kite on the terrace.

A tenant has come to occupy a few rooms. He earns little and has many
children. The tired mother beats them and they roll on the floor and shriek.

A maid-servant of forty drudges through the day, quarrels with her mistress,



threatens to, but never leaves.

Every day some small repairs are done. Paper is pasted in place of missing
panes; gaps in the railings are made good with split bamboo; an empty box
keeps the boltless gate shut; old stains vaguely show through new
whitewash on the walls.

The magnificence of wealth had found a fitting memorial in gaunt desolation;
but, lacking sufficient means, they try to hide this with dubious devices, and
its dignity is outraged.

They have overlooked the deserted room on the north side. And its forlorn
door still bangs in the wind, like Despair beating her breast.

23

In the depths of the forest the ascetic practised penance with fast-closed eyes;
he intended to deserve Paradise.

But the girl who gathered twigs brought him fruits in her skirt, and water
from the stream in cups made of leaves.

The days went on, and his penance grew harsher till the fruits remained
untasted, the water untouched: and the girl who gathered twigs was sad.

The Lord of Paradise heard that a man had dared to aspire to be as the
Gods. Time after time he had fought the Titans, who were his peers, and
kept them out of his kingdom; yet he feared a man whose power was that of
suffering.

But he knew the ways of mortals, and he planned a temptation to decoy this
creature of dust away from his adventure.

A breath from Paradise kissed the limbs of the girl who gathered twigs, and
her youth ached with a sudden rapture of beauty, and her thoughts hummed
like the bees of a rifled hive.

The time came when the ascetic should leave the forest for a mountain cave,
to complete the rigour of his penance.

When he opened his eyes in order to start on this journey, the girl appeared
to him like a verse familiar, yet forgotten, and which an added melody made
strange. The ascetic rose from his seat and told her that it was time he left
the forest.

“But why rob me of my chance to serve you?” she asked with tears in her
eyes.

He sat down again, thought for long, and remained on where he was.



That night remorse kept the girl awake. She began to dread her power and
hate her triumph, yet her mind tossed on the waves of turbulent delight.

In the morning she came and saluted the ascetic and asked his blessing,
saying she must leave him.

He gazed on her face in silence, then said, “Go, and may your wish be
fulfilled.”

For years he sat alone till his penance was complete.

The Lord of the Immortals came down to tell him that he had won Paradise.

“I no longer need it,” said he.

The God asked him what greater reward he desired.

“I want the girl who gathers twigs.”

24

They said that Kabir, the weaver, was favoured of God, and the crowd
flocked round him for medicine and miracles. But he was troubled; his low
birth had hitherto endowed him with a most precious obscurity to sweeten
with songs and with the presence of his God. He prayed that it might be
restored.

Envious of the repute of this outcast, the priests leagued themselves with a
harlot to disgrace him. Kabir came to the market to sell cloths from his
loom; when the woman grasped his hand, blaming him for being faithless,
and followed him to his house, saying she would not be forsaken, Kabir said
to himself, “God answers prayers in his own way.”

Soon the woman felt a shiver of fear and fell on her knees and cried, “Save
me from my sin!” To which he said, “Open your life to God’s light!”

Kabir worked at his loom and sang, and his songs washed the stains from
that woman’s heart, and by way of return found a home in her sweet voice.
One day the King, in a fit of caprice, sent a message to Kabir to come and
sing before him. The weaver shook his head: but the messenger dared not

leave his door till his master’s errand was fulfilled.

The King and his courtiers started at the sight of Kabir when he entered the
hall. For he was not alone, the woman followed him. Some smiled, some
frowned, and the King’s face darkened at the beggar’s pride and
shamelessness.

Kabir came back to his house disgraced, the woman fell at his feet crying,
“Why accept such dishonour for my sake, master? Suffer me to go back to



my infamy!”
Kabir said, “I dare not turn my God away when he comes branded with
insult.”



6. Gitanjali



Introduction

I A few days ago I said to a distinguished Bengali doctor of medicine, “I
know no German, yet if a translation of a German poet had moved me, I
would go to the British Museum and find books in English that would
tell me something of his life, and of the history of his thought. But though
these prose translations from Rabindranath Tagore have stirred my
blood as nothing has for years, I shall not know anything of his life, and
of the movements of thought that have made them possible, if some
Indian traveller will not tell me.” It seemed to him natural that I should
be moved, for he said, “I read Rabindranath every day, to read one line
of his is to forget all the troubles of the world.” I said, “An Englishman
living in London in the reign of Richard the Second had he been shown
translations from Petrarch or from Dante, would have found no books to
answer his questions, but would have questioned some Florentine banker
or Lombard merchant as I question you. For all I know, so abundant
and simple is this poetry, the new Renaissance has been born in your
country and I shall never know of it except by hearsay.” He answered,
“We have other poets, but none that are his equal; we call this the epoch
of Rabindranath. No poet seems to me as famous in Europe as he is
among us. He is as great in music as in poetry, and his songs are sung
from the west of India into Burma wherever Bengali is spoken. He was
already famous at nineteen when he wrote his first novel; and plays when
he was but little older, are still played in Calcutta. I so much admire the
completeness of his life; when he was very young he wrote much of
natural objects, he would sit all day in his garden; from his twenty-fifth
year or so to his thirty-fifth perhaps, when he had a great sorrow, he
wrote the most beautiful love poetry in our language”; and then he said
with deep emotion, “words can never express what I owed at seventeen
to his love poetry. After that his art grew deeper, it became religious and
philosophical; all the inspiration of mankind are in his hymns. He is the
first among our saints who has not refused to live, but has spoken out of
Life itself, and that is why we give him our love.” I may have changed his
well-chosen words in my memory but not his thought. “A little while ago



he was to read divine service in one of our churches — we of the Brahma
Samaj use your word ‘church’ in English — it was the largest in Calcutta
and not only was it crowded, people even standing in the windows, but
the streets were all but impassable because of the people.”

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

II I have carried the manuscript of these translations about with me for



days, reading it in railway trains, or on the top of omnibuses and in
restaurants, and I have often had to close it lest some stranger would see
how much it moved me. These lyrics — which are in the original, my
Indians tell me, full of subtlety of rhythm, of untranslatable delicacies of
colour, of metrical invention untranslatable delicacies of colour, of
metrical invention — display in their thought a world I have dreamed of
all my life 10ng. The work of a supreme culture, they yet appear as much
the growth of the common soil as the grass and the rushes. A tradition,
where poetry and religion are the same thing, has passed through the
centuries, gathering from learned and unlearned metaphor and emotion,
and carried back again to the multitude the thought of the scholar and of
the noble. If the civilization of Bengal remains unbroken, if that common
mind which — as one divines — runs through all, is not, as with us, broken
into a dozen minds that know nothing of each other, something even of
what is most subtle in these verses will have come, in a few generations,
to the beggar on the roads. When there was but one mind in England,
Chaucer wrote his Troilus and Cressida, and though he had written to be
read, or to be read out — for our time was coming on apace — he was sung
by minstrels for a while. Rabindranath Tagore, like Chaucer’s
forerunners, writes music for his words, and one understands at every
moment that he is so abundant, so spontaneous, so daring in his passion,
so full of surprise, because he is doing something which has never seemed
strange, unnatural, or in need of defence. These verses will not lie in little
well-printed books upon ladies’ tables, who turn the pages with indolent
hands that they may sigh over a life without meaning, which is yet all
they can know of life, or be carried about by students at the university to
be laid aside when the work of life begins, but, as the generations pass,
travellers will hum them on the highway and men rowing upon the
rivers. Lovers, while they await one another, shall find, in murmuring
them, this love of God a magic gulf wherein their own more bitter
passion may bathe and renew its youth. At every moment the heart of
this poet flows outward to these without derogation or condescension, for
it has known that they will understand; and it has filled itself with the
circumstance of their lives. The traveller in the read-brown clothes that
he wears that dust may not show upon him, the girl searching in her bed
for the petals fallen from the wreath of her royal lover, the servant or the
bride awaiting the master’s home-coming in the empty house, are images



of the heart turning to God. Flowers and rivers, the blowing of conch
shells, the heavy rain of the Indian July, or the parching heat, are images
of the moods of that heart in union or in separation; and a man sitting in
a boat upon a river playing upon a lute, like one of those figures full of
mysterious meaning in a Chinese picture, is God Himself. A whole
people, a whole civilization, immeasurably strange to us, seems to have
been taken up into this imagination; and yet we are not moved because
of its strangeness, but because we have met our own image, as though we
had walked in Rossetti’s willow wood, or heard, perhaps for the first
time in literature, our voice as in a dream.

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



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

—W.B. YEATS
September 1912



Chapter 1

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

This little flute of a reed thou hast carried over hills and dales, and hast
breathed through it melodies eternally new.

At the immortal touch of thy hands my little heart loses its limits in joy and
gives birth to utterance ineffable.

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



Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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



Chapter 3

I know not how thou singest, my master! I ever listen in silent amazement.

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

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



Chapter 4

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

I shall ever try to keep all untruths out from my thoughts, knowing that thou art
that truth which has kindled the light of reason in my mind.

I shall ever try to drive all evils away from my heart and keep my love in
flower, knowing that thou hast thy seat in the inmost shrine of my heart.

And it shall be my endeavour to reveal thee in my actions, knowing it is thy
power gives me strength to act.



Chapter 5

I ask for a moment’s indulgence to sit by thy side. The works that I have in hand
I will finish afterwards.

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

To-day the summer has come at my window with its sighs and murmurs; and
the bees are plying their minstrely at the court of the flowering grove.

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



Chapter 6

Pluck this little flower and take it. Delay not! I fear lest it droop and drop into
the dust.

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

Though its colour be not deep and its smell be faint, use this flower in thy
service and pluck it while there is time.



Chapter 7

My song has put off her adornments. She has no pride of dress and decoration.
Ornaments would mar our union; they would come between thee and me; their
jingling would drown thy whispers.

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



Chapter 8

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

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

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



Chapter 9

O fool, to try to carry thyself upon thy own shoulders! O beggar, to come to beg
at thy own door!

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

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



Chapter 10

Here is thy footstool and there rest thy feet where live the poorest, and lowliest,
and lost.

When I try to bow to thee, my obeisance cannot reach down to the depth where
thy feet rest among the poorest, and lowliest, and lost.

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

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



Chapter 11

Leave this chanting and singing and telling of beads! Whom dost thou worship
in this lonely dark corner of a temple with doors all shut? Open thine eyes and
see thy God is not before thee!

He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground and where the pathmaker
is breaking stones. He is with them in sun and in shower, and his garment is
covered with dust. Put off thy holy mantle and even like him come down on the
dusty soil!

Deliverance? Where is this deliverance to be found? Our master himself has
joyfully taken upon him the bonds of creation; he is bound with us all for ever.

Come out of thy meditations and leave aside thy flowers and incense! What
harm is there is thy clothes become tattered and stained? Meet him and stand by
him in toil and in sweat of thy brow.



Chapter 12

The time that my journey takes is long and the way of it long.

I came out on the chariot of the first gleam of light, and pursued my voyage
through the wildernesses of worlds leaving my track on many a star and planet.

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

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

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

The question and the cry, “Oh, where?” melt into tears of a thousand streams
and deluge the world with the flood of the assurance, “I am!”



Chapter 13

The song that I came to sing remains unsung to this day.

I have spent my days in stringing and in unstringing my instrument.

The time has not come true, the words have not been rightly set; only there is
the agony of wishing in my heart.

The blossom has not opened; only the wind is sighing by.

I have not seen his face, nor have I listened to his voice; only I have heard his
gentle footsteps from the road before my house.

The livelong day has passed in spreading his seat on the floor; but the lamp has
not been lit and I cannot ask him into my house.

I live in the hope of meeting with him; but this meeting is not yet.



Chapter 14

My desires are many and my cry is pitiful, but ever didst thou save me by hard
refusals; and this strong mercy has been wrought into my life through and
through.

Day by day thou art making me worthy of the simple, great gifts that thou
gavest to me unasked — this sky and the light, this body and the life and the mind
— saving me from perils of overmuch desire.

There are times when I languidly linger and times when I awaken and hurry in
search of my goal; but cruelly thou hidest thyself from before me.

Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy full acceptance by refusing me
ever and anon, saving me from perils of weak, uncertain desire.



Chapter 15

I am here to sing thee songs. In this hall of thine I have a corner seat.

In thy world I have no work to do; my useless life can only break out in tunes
without a purpose.

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

When in the morning air the golden harp is tuned honour me, commanding my
presence.



Chapter 16

I have had my invitation to this world’s festival, and thus my life has been
blessed. My eyes have seen and my ears have heard.

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

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



Chapter 17

I am only waiting for love to give myself up at last into his hands. That is why it
is so late and why I have been guilty of such omissions.

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

People blame me and call me heedless; I doubt not they are right in their
blame.

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



Chapter 18

Clouds heap upon clouds and it darkens. Ah, love, why dost thou let me wait
outside at the door all alone?

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

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

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



Chapter 19

If thou speakest not I will fill my heart with thy silence and endure it. I will keep
still and wait like the night with starry vigil and its head bent low with patience.
The morning will surely come, the darkness will vanish, and thy voice pour
down in golden streams breaking through the sky.
Then thy words will take wing in songs from every one of my birds’ nests, and
thy melodies will break forth in flowers in all my forest groves.



Chapter 20

On the day when the lotus bloomed, alas, my mind was straying, and I knew it
not. My basket was empty and the flower remained unheeded.

Only now and again a sadness fell upon me, and I started up from my dream
and felt a sweet trace of a strange fragrance in the south wind.

That vague sweetness made my heart ache with longing and it seemed to me
that it was the eager breath of the summer seeking for its completion.

I knew not then that it was so near, that it was mine, and that this perfect
sweetness had blossomed in the depth of my own heart.



Chapter 21

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

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

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

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



Chapter 22

In the deep shadows of the rainy July, with secret steps, thou walkest, silent as
night, eluding all watchers.
To-day the morning has closed its eyes, heedless of the insistent calls of the
loud east wind, and a thick veil has been drawn over the ever-wakeful blue sky.
The woodlands have hushed their songs, and doors are all shut at every house.
Thou art the solitary wayfarer in this deserted street. Oh, my only friend, my best
beloved, the gates are open in my house — do not pass by like a dream.



Chapter 23

Art thou abroad on this stormy night on thy journey of love, my friend? The sky
groans like one in despair.

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

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

By what dim shore of the ink-black river, by what far edge of the frowning
forest, through what mazy depth of gloom art thou threading thy course to come
to me, my friend?



Chapter 24

If the day is done, if birds sing no more, if the wind has flagged tired, then draw
the veil of darkness thick upon me, even as thou hast wrapt the earth with the
coverlet of sleep and tenderly closed the petals of the drooping lotus at dusk.

From the traveller, whose sack of provisions is empty before the voyage is
ended, whose garment is torn and dust-laden, whose strength is exhausted,
remove shame and poverty, and renew his life like a flower under the cover of
thy kindly night.



Chapter 25

In the night of weariness let me give myself up to sleep without struggle, resting
my trust upon thee.

Let me not force my flagging spirit into a poor preparation for thy worship.

It is thou who drawest the veil of night upon the tired eyes of the day to renew
its sight in a fresher gladness of awakening.



Chapter 26

He came and sat by my side but I woke not. What a cursed sleep it was, O

miserable me!
He came when the night was still; he had his harp in his hands, and my dreams

became resonant with its melodies.
Alas, why are my nights all thus lost? Ah, why do I ever miss his sight whose
breath touches my sleep?



Chapter 27

Light, oh, where is the light? Kindle it with the burning fire of desire!

There is the lamp but never a flicker of a flame, — is such thy fate, my heart?
Ah, death were better by far for thee!

Misery knocks at thy door, and her message is that thy lord is wakeful, and he
calls thee to the love-tryst through the darkness of night.

The sky is overcast with clouds and the rain is ceaseless. I know not what this
is that stirs in me, — I know not its meaning.

A moment’s flash of lightning drags down a deeper gloom on my sight, and my
heart gropes for the path to where the music of the night calls me.

Light, oh, where is the light? Kindle it with the burning fire of desire! It
thunders and the wind rushes screaming through the void. The night is black as a
black stone. Let not the hours pass by in the dark. Kindle the lamp of love with
thy life.



Chapter 28

Obstinate are the trammels, but my heart aches when I try to break them.

Freedom is all I want, but to hope for it I feel ashamed.

I am certain that priceless wealth is in thee, and that thou art my best friend,
but I have not the heart to sweep away the tinsel that fills my room.

The shroud that covers me is a shroud of dust and death; I hate it, yet hug it in
love.

My debts are large, my failures great, my shame secret and heavy; yet when I
come to ask for my good, I quake in fear lest my prayer be granted.



Chapter 29

He whom I enclose with my name is weeping in this dungeon. I am ever busy
building this wall all around; and as this wall goes up into the sky day by day I
lose sight of my true being in its dark shadow.

I take pride in this great wall, and I plaster it with dust and sand lest a least hole
should be left in this name; and for all the care I take I lose sight of my true
being.



Chapter 30

I came out alone on my way to my tryst. But who is this that follows me in the
silent dark?

I move aside to avoid his presence but I escape him not.

He makes the dust rise from the earth with his swagger; he adds his loud voice
to every word that I utter.

He is my own little self, my lord, he known no shame; but I am ashamed to
come to thy door in his company.



Chapter 31

“Prisoner, tell me, who was it that bound you?”

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

“Prisoner, tell me, who was it that wrought this unbreakable chain?”

“It was I,” said the prisoner, “who forged this chain very carefully. I thought
my invincible power would hold the world captive leaving me in a freedom
undisturbed. Thus night and day I worked at the chain with huge fires and cruel
hard strokes. When at last the work was done and the links were complete and
unbreakable, I found that it held me in its grip.”



Chapter 32

By all means they try to hold me secure who love me in this world. But it is
otherwise with thy love which is greater than theirs, and thou keepest me free.
Lest I forget them they never venture to leave me alone. But day passes by
after day and thou art not seen.
If I call not thee in my prayers, if I keep not thee in my heart, thy love for me
still waits for my love.



Chapter 33

When it was day they came into my house and said, “We shall only take the
smallest room here.”

They said, “We shall help you in the worship of your God and humbly accept
only our own share of his grace;” and then they took their seat in a corner and
they sat quiet and meek.

But in the darkness of night I find they break into my sacred shrine, strong and
turbulent, and snatch with unholy greed the offerings from God’s altar.



Chapter 34

Let only that little be left of me whereby I may name thee my all.

Let only that little be left of my will whereby I may feel thee on every side, and
come to thee in everything, and offer to thee my love every moment.

Let only that little be left of me whereby I may never hide thee.

Let only that little of my fetters be left whereby I am bound with thy will, and
thy purpose is carried out in my life — and that is the fetter of thy love.



Chapter 35

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

Where knowledge is free;

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

Where words come out from the depth of truth;

Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;

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

Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever-widening thought and action —

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



Chapter 36

This is my prayer to thee, my lord — strike, strike at the root of penury in my
heart.

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

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

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

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

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



Chapter 37

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

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



Chapter 38

That I want thee, only thee — let my heart repeat without end. All desires that
distract me, day and night, are false and empty to the core.

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

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



Chapter 39

When the heart is hard and parched up, come upon me with a shower of mercy.

When grace is lost from life, come with a burst of song.

When tumultuous work raises its din on all sides shutting me out from beyond,
come to me, my lord of silence, with thy peace and rest.

When my beggarly heart sits crouched, shut up in a corner, break open the
door, my king, and come with the ceremony of a king.

When desire blinds the mind with delusion and dust, O thou holy one, thou
wakeful, come with thy light and thy thunder.



Chapter 40

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

Send thy angry storm, dark with death, if it is thy wish, and with lashes of
lightning startle the sky from end to end.

But call back, my lord, call back this pervading silent heat, still and keen and
cruel, burning the heart with dire despair.

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



Chapter 41

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

The morning time is past, and the noon. In the shade of evening my eyes are
drowsy with sleep. Men going home glance at me and smile and fill me with
shame. I sit like a beggar maid, drawing my skirt over my face, and when they
ask me what it is I want, I drop my eyes and answer them not.

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

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

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



Chapter 42

Early in the day it was whispered that we should sail in a boat, only thou and I,
and never a soul in the world would know of this our pilgrimage to no country
and to no end.

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

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

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



Chapter 43

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

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

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



Chapter 44

This is my delight, thus to wait and watch at the wayside where shadow chases
light and the rain comes in the wake of the summer.

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

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

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



Chapter 45

Have you not heard his silent steps? He comes, comes, ever comes.

Every moment and every age, every day and every night he comes, comes,
ever comes. Many a song have I sung in many a mood of mind, but all their
notes have always proclaimed, “He come, come, ever comes”.

In the fragrant days of sunny April through the forest path he comes, comes,
ever comes.

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

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



Chapter 46

I know not from what distant time thou art ever coming nearer to meet me. Thy
sun and stars can never keep thee hidden from me for aye.

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

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

It is as if the time were come to wind up my work, and I feel in the air a faint
smell of thy sweet presence.



Chapter 47

The night is nearly spent waiting for him in vain. I fear lest in the morning he
suddenly come to my door when I have fallen asleep wearied out. Oh, friends,
leave the way open to him — forbid him not.

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

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

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



Chapter 48

The morning sea of silence broke into ripples of bird songs; and the flowers were
all merry by the roadside; and the wealth of gold was scattered through the rift of
the clouds while we busily went on our way and paid no heed. We sang no glad
songs nor played; we went not to the village for barter; we spoke not a word nor
smiled; we lingered not on the way. We quickened our pace more and more as
the time sped by.

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

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

The repose of the sun-embroidered green gloom slowly spread over my heart. I
forgot for what I had travelled, and I surrendered my mind without struggle to
the maze of shadows and songs.

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



Chapter 49

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

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

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



Chapter 50

I had gone a-begging from door to door in the village path, when thy golden
chariot appeared in the distance like a gorgeous dream and I wondered who was
this King of all kings!

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

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

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

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



Chapter 51

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

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

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

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

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

Open the doors, let the conch-shells be sounded! In the depth of the night has
come the King of our dark, dreary house. The thunder roars in the sky. The
darkness shudders with lightning. Bring out thy tattered piece of mat and spread
it in the courtyard. With the storm has came of a sudden our King of the fearful
night.



Chapter 52

I thought I should ask of thee — but I dared not — the rose wreath thou hadst on
thy neck. Thus I waited for the morning, when thou didst depart, to find a few
fragments on the bed. And like a beggar I searched in the dawn only for a stray
petal or two.

Ah me, what is it I find? What token left of thy love? It is no flower, no spices,
no vase of perfumed water. It is thy mighty sword, flashing as a flame, heavy as
a bolt of thunder. The young light of morning comes through the window and
spreads itself upon thy bed. The morning bird twitters and asks, “Woman, what
hast thou got?” No, it is no flower, nor spices, nor vase of perfumed water — it is
thy dreadful sword.

I sit and muse in wonder, what gift is this of thine. I can find no place where to
hide it. I am ashamed to wear it, frail as I am, and it hurts me when I press it to
my bosom. Yet shall I bear in my heart this honour of the burden of pain, this
gift of thine.

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

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



Chapter 53

Beautiful is thy wristlet, decked with stars and cunningly wrought in myriad-
coloured jewels. But more beautiful to me thy sword with its curve of lightning
like the outspread wings of the divine bird of Vishnu, perfectly poised in the
angry red light of the sunset.

It quivers like the one last response of life in ecstasy of pain at the final stroke
of death; it shines like the pure flame of being burning up earthly sense with one
fierce flash.

Beautiful is thy wristlet, decked with starry gems; but thy sword, O lord of
thunder, is wrought with uttermost beauty, terrible to behold or to think of.



Chapter 54

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

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

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



Chapter 55

Languors upon your heart and the slumber is still on your eyes.

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

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

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

Is there no joy in the deep of your heart? At every footfall of yours, will not the
harp of the road break out in sweet music of pain?



Chapter 56

Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full. Thus it is that thou hast come down to me.
O thou lord of all heavens, where would be thy love if I were not?

Thou hast taken me as thy partner of all this wealth. In my heart is the endless
play of thy delight. In my life thy will is ever taking shape.

And for this, thou who art the King of kings hast decked thyself in beauty to
captivate my heart. And for this thy love loses itself in the love of thy lover, and
there art thou seen in the perfect union of two.



Chapter 57

Light, my light, the world-filling light, the eye-kissing light, heart-sweetening
light!

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

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

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

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, and gladness without measure. The
heaven’s river has drowned its banks and the flood of joy is abroad.



Chapter 58

Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song — the joy that makes the earth
flow over in the riotous excess of the grass, the joy that sets the twin brothers,
like and death, dancing over the wide world, the joy that sweeps in with the
tempest, shaking and waking all life with laughter, the joy that sits still with its
tears on the open red lotus of pain, and the joy that throws everything it has upon
the dust, and knows not a word.



Chapter 59

Yes, I know, this is nothing but thy love, O beloved of my heart — this golden
light that dances upon the leaves, these idle clouds sailing across the sky, this
passing breeze leaving its coolness upon my forehead. The morning light has
flooded my eyes — this is thy message to my heart. Thy face is bent from above,
thy eyes look down on my eyes, and my heart has touched thy feet.



Chapter 60

On the seashore of endless worlds children meet. The infinite sky is motionless
overhead and the restless water is boisterous. On the seashore of endless worlds
the children meet with shouts and dances.

They build their houses with sand and they play with empty shells. With
withered leaves they weave their boats and smilingly float them on the vast deep.
Children have their play on the seashore of worlds.

They know not how to swim, they now not how to cast nets. Pearl fishers dive
for pearls, merchants sail in their ships, while children gather pebbles and scatter
them again. They seek not for hidden treasures, they know not how to cast nets.

The sea surges up with laughter and pale gleams the smile of the sea beach.
Death-dealing waves sing meaningless ballads to the children, even like a
mother while rocking her baby’s cradle. The sea plays with children, and pale
gleams the smile of the sea beach.

On the seashore of endless worlds children meet. Tempest roams in the
pathless sky, ships get wrecked in the trackless water, death is abroad and
children play. On the seashore of endless worlds is the great meeting children.



Chapter 61

The sleep that flits on baby’s eyes — does anybody know from where it comes?
Yes, there is a rumour that it has its dwelling where, in the fairy village among
shadows of the forest dimly lit with glow-worms, there hang two timid buds of
enchantment. From there it comes to kiss baby’s eyes.

The smile that flickers on baby’s lips when he sleeps — does anybody know
where it was born? Yes there is a rumour that a young pale beam of a crescent
moon touched the edge of a vanishing autumn cloud, and there the smile was
first born in the dream of a dew-washed morning — the smile that flickers on
baby’s lips when he sleeps.

The sweet, soft freshness that blooms on baby’s limbs — does anybody know
where it was hidden so long? Yes, when the mother was a young girl it lay
pervading her heart in tender and silent mystery of love — the sweet, soft
freshness that has bloomed on baby’s limbs.



Chapter 62

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

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

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

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



Chapter 63

Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew not. Thou hast given me
seats in homes not my own. Thou hast brought the distant near and made a
brother of the stranger.

I am uneasy at heart when I have to leave my accustomed shelter; I forget that
there abides the old in the new, and that there also thou abidest.

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

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



Chapter 64

On the slope of the desolate river among tall grasses I asked her, “Maiden, where
do you go, shading your lamp with your mantle? Me house is all dark and
lonesome, — lend me your light!” She raised her dark eyes for a moment and
looked at my face through the dusk. “I have come to the river,” she said, “to
float my lamp on the stream when the daylight wanes in the west.” I stood alone
among tall grasses and watched the timid flame of her lamp uselessly drifting in
the tide.

In the silence of gathering night I asked her, “Maiden, your lights are all lit —
then where do you go with your lamp? My house is all dark and lonesome, —
lend me your light.” She raised her dark eyes on my face and stood for a moment
doubtful. “I have come,” she said at last, “to dedicate my lamp to the sky.” I
stood and watched her light uselessly burning in the void.

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



Chapter 65

What divine drink wouldst thou have, my God, from this overflowing cup of my
life?

My poet, is it thy delight to see thy creation through my eyes and to stand at
the portals of my ears silently to listen to thine own eternal harmony?

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



Chapter 66

She who ever had remained in the depth of my being, in the twilight of gleams
and of glimpses; she who never opened her veils in the morning light, will be my
last gift to thee, my God, folded in my final song.

Words have wooed yet failed to win her; persuasion has stretched to her its
eager arms in vain.

I have roamed from country to country keeping her in the core of my heart, and
around her have risen and fallen the growth and decay of my life.

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

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

There was none in the world who ever saw her face to face, and she remained
in her loneliness waiting for thy recognition.



Chapter 67

Thou art the sky and thou art the nest as well.

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

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

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

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



Chapter 68

Thy sunbeam comes upon this earth of mine with arms outstretched and stands
at my door the livelong day to carry back to thy feet clouds made of my tears
and sighs and songs.

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

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



Chapter 69

The same stream of life that runs through my veins night and day runs through
the world and dances in rhythmic measures.

It is the same life that shoots in joy through the dust of the earth in numberless
blades of grass and breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers.

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

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



Chapter 70

It is beyond thee to be glad with the gladness of this rhythm? to be tossed and
lost and broken in the whirl of this fearful joy?

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

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



Chapter 71

That I should make much of myself and turn it on all sides, thus casting coloured
shadows on thy radiance — such is thy maya. Thou settest a barrier in thine own
being and then callest thy severed self in myriad notes. This thy self-separation
has taken body in me.

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

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

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



Chapter 72

He it is, the innermost one, who awakens my being with his deep hidden
touches.

He it is who puts his enchantment upon these eyes and joyfully plays on the
chords of my heart in varied cadence of pleasure and pain.

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

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



Chapter 73

Deliverance is not for me in renunciation. I feel the embrace of freedom in a
thousand bonds of delight.

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

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

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

Yes, all my illusions will burn into illumination of joy, and all my desires ripen
into fruits of love.



Chapter 74

The day is no more, the shadow is upon the earth. It is time that I go to the
scream to fill my pitcher.

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

I know not if I shall come back home. I know not whom I shall chance to meet.
There at the fording in the little boat the unknown man plays upon his lute.



Chapter 75

Thy gifts to us mortals fulfil all our needs and yet run back to thee undiminished.

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

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

Thy worship does not impoverish the world.

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



Chapter 76

Day after day, O lord of my life, shall I stand before thee face to face. With
folded hands, O lord of all worlds, shall I stand before thee face to face.

Under thy great sky in solitude and silence, with humble heart shall I stand
before thee face to face.

In this laborious world of thine, tumultuous with toil and with struggle, among
hurrying crowds shall I stand before thee face to face.

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



Chapter 77

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

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

Thou art the Brother amongst my brothers, but I heed them not; I divide not my
earnings with them, thus sharing my all with thee.

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



Chapter 78

When the creation was new and all the stars shone in their first splendour, the
gods held their assembly in the sky and sang, “Oh, the picture of perfection! the
joy unalloyed!”

But one cried of a sudden — “It seems that somewhere there is a break in the
chain of light and one of the stars has been lost.”

The golden string of their harp snapped, their song stopped, and they cried in
dismay — “Yes, that lost star was the best, she was the glory of all heavens!”

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

Only in the deepest silence of night the stars smile and whisper among
themselves — “Vain is this seeking! Unbroken perfection is over all!”



Chapter 79

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

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

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

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



Chapter 80

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

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

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



Chapter 81

On many an idle day have I grieved over lost time. But it is never lost, my lord.
Thou hast taken every moment of my life in thine own hands.

Hidden in the heart of things thou art nourishing seeds into sprouts, buds into
blossoms, and ripening flowers into fruitfulness.

I was tired and sleeping on my idle bed and imagined all work had ceased. In
the morning I woke up and found my garden full with wonders of flowers.



Chapter 82

Time is endless in thy hands, my lord. There is none to count thy minutes.

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

Thy centuries follow each other perfecting a small wild flower.

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

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

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



Chapter 83

Mother, I shall weave a chain of pearls for thy neck with my tears of sorrow.

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

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



Chapter 84

It is the pang of separation that spreads throughout the world and gives birth to
shapes innumerable in the infinite sky.

It is this sorrow of separation that gazes in silence all night from star to star and
becomes lyric among rustling leaves in rainy darkness of July.

It is this overspreading pain that deepens into loves and desires, into sufferings
and joys in human homes; and this it is that ever melts and flows in songs
through my poet’s heart.



Chapter 85

When the warriors came out first from their master’s hall, where had they hid
their power? Where were their armour and their arms?

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

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

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



Chapter 86

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

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

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

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



Chapter 87

In desperate hope I go and search for her in all the corners of my room; I find her
not.

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

But infinite is thy mansion, my lord, and seeking her I have come to thy door.

I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky and I lift my eager eyes
to thy face.

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

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



Chapter 88

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

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

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

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

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

Only the deity of the ruined temple remains un-worshipped in deathless
neglect.



Chapter 89

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

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

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

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



Chapter 90

On the day when death will knock at thy door what wilt thou offer to him?

Oh, I will set before my guest the full vessel of my life — I will never let him go
with empty hands.

All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and summer nights, all the
earnings and gleanings of my busy life will I place before him at the close of my
days when death will knock at my door.



Chapter 91

O thou the last fulfilment of life, Death, my death, come and whisper to me!

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

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

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



Chapter 92

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

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

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

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



Chapter 93

I have got my leave. Bid me farewell, my brothers! I bow to you all and take my
departure.

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

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



Chapter 94

At this time of my parting, wish me good luck, my friends! The sky is flushed
with the dawn and my path lies beautiful.

Ask not what I have with me to take there. I start on my journey with empty
hands and expectant heart. I shall put on my wedding garland. Mine is not the
red-brown dress of the traveller, and though there are dangers on the way I have
no fear in my mind.

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



Chapter 95

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

What was the power that made me open out into this vast mystery like a bud in
the forest at — midnight?

When in the morning I looked upon the light I felt in a moment that I was no
stranger in this world, that the inscrutable without name and form had taken me
in irs arms in the form of my own mother.

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

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



Chapter 96

When I go from hence let this be my parting word, that what I have see is
unsurpassable.

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

In this playhouse of infinite forms I have had my play and here have I caught
sight of him that is formless.

My whole body and my limbs have thrilled with his touch who is beyond
touch; and if the end comes here, let it come — let this be my parting word.



Chapter 97

When my play was with thee I never questioned who thou wert. I knew nor
shyness nor fear, my life was boisterous.

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

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

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



Chapter 98

I will deck thee with trophies, garlands of my defeat. It is never in my power to
escape unconquered.

[ surely know my pride will go to the wall, my life will burst its bonds in
exceeding pain, and my empty heart will sob out in music like a hollow reed,
and the stone will melt in tears.

[ surely know the hundred petals of a lotus will not remain closed for ever and
the secret recess of its honey will be bared.

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



Chapter 99

When I give up the helm I know that the time has come for thee to take it. What
there is to do will be instantly done. Vain this struggle.

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

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

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



Chapter 100

I dive down into the depth of the ocean of forms, hoping to gain the perfect pearl
of the formless.

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

And now I am eager to die into the deathless.

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

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



Chapter 101

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

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

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



Chapter 102

I boasted among men that I had known you. They see your pictures in all works
of mine. They come and ask me, “Who is he?” I know not how to answer them. I
say, “Indeed, I cannot tell.” They blame me and they go away in scorn. And you
sit there smiling.

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



Chapter 103

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

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

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

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



7. Kacha and Devayani

Young Kacha came from Paradise to learn the secret of immortality from a
Sage who taught the Titans, and whose daughter Devayani fell in love with
him.

KACHA : The time has come for me to take leave, Devayani; I have long sat at
your father’s feet, but to-day he completed his teaching. Graciously allow me to
go back to the land of the Gods whence I came.

DEVAYANI : You have, as you desired, won that rare knowledge coveted by the
Gods;—but think, do you aspire after nothing further?

KACHA : Nothing.

DEVAYANI : Nothing at all! Dive into the bottom of your heart; does no timid
wish lurk there, fearful lest it be blighted?

KACHA : For me the sun of fulfilment has risen, and the stars have faded in its
light. I have mastered the knowledge which gives life.

DEVAYANI : Then you must be the one happy being in creation. Alas! Now for the
first time I feel what torture these days spent in an alien land have been to you,
though we offered you our best.

KACHA : Not so much bitterness! Smile, and give me leave to go.

DEVAYANI : Smile! But, my friend, this is not your native Paradise. Smiles are
not so cheap in this world, where thirst, like a worm in the flower, gnaws at the
heart’s core; where baffled desire hovers round the desired, and memory never
ceases to sigh foolishly after vanished joy.



KACHA : Devayani, tell me how I have offended?

DEVAYANI : Is it so easy for you to leave this forest, which through long years has
lavished on you shade and song? Do you not feel how the wind wails through
these glimmering shadows, and dry leaves whirl in the air, like ghosts of lost
hope;—while you alone, who part from us, have a smile on your lips?

KACHA : This forest has been a second mother to me, for here I have been born
again. My love for it shall never dwindle.

DEVAYANI : When you had driven the cattle to graze on the lawn, yonder banyan
tree spread a hospitable shade for your tired limbs against the mid-day heat.
KACHA : I bow to thee, Lord of the Forest! Remember me, when under thy shade
other students chant their lessons to an accompaniment of bees humming and
leaves rustling.

DEVAYANI : And do not forget our Venumati, whose swift water is one stream of
singing love.

KACHA : I shall ever remember her, the dear companion of my exile, who, like a
busy village girl, smiles on her errand of ceaseless service and croons a simple
song.

DEVAYANI : But, friend, let me also remind you that you had another companion
whose thoughts were vainly busy to make you forget an exile’s cares.

KACHA : The memory of her has become a part of my life.

DEVAYANI : I recall the day when, little more than a boy, you first arrived. You
stood there, near the hedge of the garden, a smile in your eyes.

KACHA : And I saw you gathering flowers—clad in white, like the dawn bathed
in radiance. And I said, “Make me proud by allowing me to help you!”
DEVAYANI : I asked in surprise who you were, and you meekly answered that you
were the son of Vrihaspati, a divine sage at the court of the God Indra, and
desired to learn from my father that secret spell which can revive the dead.
KACHA : I feared lest the Master, the teacher of the Titans, those rivals of the
Gods, should refuse to accept me for a disciple.

DEVAYANI : But he could not refuse me when I pleaded your cause, so greatly he
loves his daughter.

KACHA : Thrice had the jealous Titans slain me, and thrice you prevailed on your
father to bring me back to life; therefore my gratitude can never die.

DEVAYANI : Gratitude! Forget all—I shall not grieve. Do you only remember
benefits? Let them perish! If after the day’s lessons, in the evening solitude,
some strange tremor of joy shook your heart, remember that—but not gratitude.
If, as someone passed, a snatch of song got tangled among your texts or the
swing of a robe fluttered your studies with delight, remember that when at



leisure in your Paradise. What, benefits only!—and neither beauty nor love
nor...?

KACHA : Some things are beyond the power of words.

DEVAYANI : Yes, yes, I know. My love has sounded your heart’s deepest, and
makes me bold to speak in defiance of your reserve. Never leave me! Remain
here! Fame gives no happiness. Friend, you cannot now escape, for your secret is
mine!

KACHA : No, no, Devayani.

DEVAYANI : How “No”? Do not lie to me! Love’s insight is divine. Day after day,
in raising your head, in a glance, in the motion of your hands, your love spoke as
the sea speaks through its waves. On a sudden my voice would send your heart
quivering through your limbs—have I never witnessed it? I know you, and
therefore you are my captive forever. The very king of your Gods shall not sever
this bond.

KACHA : Was it for this, Devayani, that I toiled, away from home and kindred, all
these years?

DEVAYANI : Why not? Is only knowledge precious? Is love cheap? Lay hold on
this moment. Have the courage to own that a woman’s heart is worth all as much
penance as men undergo for the sake of power, knowledge, or reputation.

KACHA : I gave my solemn promise to the Gods that I would bring them this lore
of deathless life.

DEVAYANI : But is it true you had eyes for nothing save your books? That you
never broke off your studies to pay me homage with flowers, never lay in wait
for a chance, of an evening, to help me water my flower-beds? What made you
sit by me on the grass and sing songs you brought hither from the assembly of
the stars, while darkness stooped over the river bank as love droops over its own
sad silence? Were these parts of a cruel conspiracy plotted in your Paradise?
Was all for the sake of access to my father’s heart?—and after success, were
you, departing, to throw some cheap gratitude, like small coins, to the deluded
door-keeper?

KACHA : What profit were there, proud woman, in knowing the truth? If I did
wrong to serve you with a passionate devotion cherished in secret, I have had
ample punishment. This is no time to question whether my love is true or not;
my life’s work awaits me. Though my heart must henceforth enclose a red flame
vainly striving to devour emptiness, still I must go back to that Paradise which
will nevermore be Paradise to me. I owe the Gods a new divinity, hard won by
my studies, before I may think of happiness. Forgive me, Devayani, and know
that my suffering is doubled by the pain I unwillingly inflict on you.



DEVAYANI : Forgiveness! You have angered my heart till it is hard and burning
like a thunderbolt! You can go back to your work and your glory, but what is left
for me? Memory is a bed of thorns, and secret shame will gnaw at the roots of
my life. You came like a wayfarer, sat through the sunny hours in the shade of
my garden, and to while time away you plucked all its flowers and wove them
into a chain. And now, parting, you snap the thread and let the flowers drop on
the dust! Accursed be that great knowledge you have earned!—a burden that,
though others share equally with you, will never be lightened. For lack of love
may it ever remain as foreign to your life as the cold stars are to the un-espoused
darkness of virgin Night!



8. Karna and Kunti

The Pandava Queen Kunti before marriage had a son, Karna, who, in
manhood, became the commander of the Kaurava host. To hide her shame
she abandoned him at birth, and a charioteer, Adhiratha, brought him up as
his son.

KARNA : I am Karna, the son of the charioteer, Adhiratha, and I sit here by the
bank of holy Ganges to worship the setting sun. Tell me who you are.

KUNTI : I am the woman who first made you acquainted with that light you are
worshipping.

KARNA : I do not understand: but your eyes melt my heart as the kiss of the
morning sun melts the snow on a mountain-top, and your voice rouses a blind
sadness within me of which the cause may well lie beyond the reach of my
earliest memory. Tell me, strange woman, what mystery binds my birth to you?
KUNTI : Patience, my son. I will answer when the lids of darkness come down
over the prying eyes of day. In the meanwhile, know that I am Kunti.

KARNA : Kunti! The mother of Arjuna?

KUNTI : Yes, indeed, the mother of Arjuna, your antagonist. But do not,
therefore, hate me. I still remember the day of the trial of arms in Hastina when
you, an unknown boy, boldly stepped into the arena, like the first ray of dawn
among the stars of night. Ah! Who was that unhappy woman whose eyes kissed
your bare, slim body through tears that blessed you, where she sat among the
women of the royal household behind the arras? Why, the mother of Arjuna!
Then the Brahmin, master of arms, stepped forth and said, “No youth of mean
birth may challenge Arjuna to a trial of strength.” You stood speechless, like a
thunder-cloud at sunset flashing with an agony of suppressed light. But who was
the woman whose heart caught fire from your shame and anger, and flared up in
silence? The mother of Arjuna! Praised be Duryodhana, who perceived your
worth, and then and there crowned you King of Anga, thus winning the
Kauravas a champion. Overwhelmed at this good fortune, Adhiratha, the
charioteer, broke through the crowd; you instantly rushed to him and laid your
crown at his feet amid the jeering laughter of the Pandavas and their friends. But
there was one woman of the Pandava house whose heart glowed with joy at the



heroic pride of such humility;—even the mother of Arjuna!

KARNA : But what brings you here alone, Mother of kings?

KUNTI : [ have a boon to crave.

KARNA : Command me, and whatever manhood and my honour as a Kshatriya
permit shall be offered at your feet.

KUNTI : I have come to take you.

KARNA : Where?

KUNTI : To my breast thirsting for your love, my son.

KARNA : Fortunate mother of five brave kings, where can you find place for me,
a small chieftain of lowly descent?

KUNTI : Your place is before all my other sons.

KARNA : But what right have I to take it?

KUNTI : Your own God-given right to your mother’s love.

KARNA : The gloom of evening spreads over the earth, silence rests on the water,
and your voice leads me back to some primal world of infancy lost in twilit
consciousness. However, whether this be dream, or fragment of forgotten reality,
come near and place your right hand on my forehead. Rumour runs that I was
deserted by my mother. Many a night she has come to me in my slumber, but
when I cried: “Open your veil, show me your face!” her figure always vanished.
Has this same dream come this evening while I wake? See, yonder the lamps are
lighted in your son’s tents across the river; and on this side behold the tent-
domes of my Kauravas, like the suspended waves of a spell-arrested storm at
sea. Before the din of tomorrow’s battle, in the awful hush of this field where it
must be fought, why should the voice of the mother of my opponent, Arjuna,
bring me a message of forgotten motherhood? And why should my name take
such music from her tongue as to draw my heart out to him and his brothers?
KUNTI : Then delay not, my son, come with me!

KARNA : Yes, I will come and never ask question, never doubt. My soul responds
to your call; and the struggle for victory and fame and the rage of hatred have
suddenly become untrue to me, as the delirious dream of a night in the serenity
of the dawn. Tell me whither you mean to lead?

KUNTI : To the other bank of the river, where those lamps burn across the ghastly
pallor of the sands.

KARNA : Am I there to find my lost mother forever?

KUNTI : O my son!

KARNA : Then why did you banish me—a castaway uprooted from my ancestral
soil, adrift in a homeless current of indignity? Why set a bottomless chasm
between Arjuna and myself, turning the natural attachment of kinship to the



dread attraction of hate? You remain speechless. Your shame permeates the vast
darkness and sends invisible shivers through my limbs. Leave my question
unanswered! Never explain to me what made you rob your son of his mother’s
love! Only tell me why you have come to-day to call me back to the ruins of a
heaven wrecked by your own hands?
KUNTI : I am dogged by a curse more deadly than your reproaches: for, though
surrounded by five sons, my heart shrivels like that of a woman deprived of her
children. Through the great rent that yawned for my deserted first-born, all my
life’s pleasures have run to waste. On that accursed day when I belied my
motherhood you could not utter a word; to-day your recreant mother implores
you for generous words. Let your forgiveness burn her heart like fire and
consume its sin.
KARNA : Mother, accept my tears!
KUNTI : I did not come with the hope of winning you back to my arms, but with
that of restoring your rights to you. Come and receive, as a king’s son, your due
among your brothers.
KARNA : I am more truly the son of a charioteer, and do not covet the glory of
greater parentage.
KUNTI : Be that as it may, come and win back the kingdom, which is yours by
right!
KARNA : Must you, who once refused me a mother’s love, tempt me with a
kingdom? The quick bond of kindred which you severed at its root is dead, and
can never grow again. Shame were mine should I hasten to call the mother of
kings mother, and abandon my mother in the charioteer’s house!
KUNTI : You are great, my son! How God’s punishment invisibly grows from a
tiny seed to a giant life! The helpless babe disowned by his mother comes back a
man through the dark maze of events to smite his brothers!
KARNA : Mother, have no fear! I know for certain that victory awaits the
Pandavas. Peaceful and still though this night be, my heart is full of the music of
a hopeless venture and baffled end. Ask me not to leave those who are doomed
to defeat. Let the Pandavas win the throne, since they must: I remain with the
desperate and forlorn. On the night of my birth you left me naked and unnamed
to disgrace: leave me once again without pity to the calm expectation of defeat
and death!

sk
When like a flaming scimitar the hill stream has been sheathed in gloom by the
evening, suddenly a flock of birds passes overhead, their loud-laughing wings
hurling their flight like an arrow among stars.



It startles a passion for speed in the heart of all motionless things; the hills
seem to feel in their bosom the anguish of storm-clouds, and trees long to break
their rooted shackles.

For me the flight of these birds has rent a veil of stillness, and reveals an
immense flutter in this deep silence.

I see these hills and forests fly across time to the unknown, and darkness thrill
into fire as the stars wing by.

I feel in my own being the rush of the sea-crossing bird, cleaving a way beyond
the limits of life and death, while the migrant world cries with a myriad voices,

“Not here, but somewhere else, in the bosom of the Faraway.”
sk

The crowd listens in wonder to Kashi, the young singer, whose voice, like as
word in feats of skill, dances amidst hopeless tangles, cuts them to pieces, and
exults.

Among the hearers sits old Rajah Pratap in weary endurance. For his own life
had been nourished and encircled by Barajlal’s songs, like a happy land which a
river laces with beauty. His rainy evenings and the still hours of autumn days
spoke to his heart through Barajlal’s voice, and his festive nights trimmed their
lamps and tinkled their bells to those songs.

When Kashi stopped for rest, Pratap smilingly winked at Barajlal and spoke to
him in a whisper, “Master, now let us hear music and not this new-fangled
singing, which mimics frisky kittens hunting paralysed mice.”

The old singer with his spotlessly white turban made a deep bow to the
assembly and took his seat. His thin fingers struck the strings of his instrument,
his eyes closed, and in timid hesitation his song began. The hall was large, his
voice feeble, and Pratap shouted “Bravo!” with ostentation, but whispered in his
ear, “Just a little louder, friend!”

The crowd was restless; some yawned, some dozed, some complained of the
heat. The air of the hall hummed with many-toned inattention, and the song, like
a frail boat, tossed upon it in vain till it sank under the hubbub.

Suddenly the old man, stricken at heart, forgot a passage, and his voice groped
in agony, like a blind man at a fair for his lost leader. He tried to fill the gap with
any strain that came. But the gap still yawned: and the tortured notes refused to
serve the need, suddenly changed their tune, and broke into a sob. The master
laid his head on his instrument, and in place of his forgotten music, there broke
from him the first cry of life that a child brings into the world.

Pratap touched him gently on his shoulder, and said, “Come away, our meeting
is elsewhere. I know, my friend, that truth is widowed without love, and beauty



dwells not with the many, nor in the moment.”
sk

In the youth of the world, Himalaya, you sprang from the rent breast of the earth,
and hurled your burning challenges to the sun, hill after hill. Then came the
mellow time when you said to yourself, “No more, no further!” and your fiery
heart, that raged for the freedom of clouds, found its limits, and stood still to
salute the limitless. After this check on your passion, beauty was free to play
upon your breast, and trust surrounded you with the joy of flowers and birds.
You sit in your solitude like a great reader, on whose lap lies open some
ancient book with its countless pages of stone. What story is written there, I
wonder?—is it the eternal wedding of the divine ascetic, Shiva, with Bhavani,

the divine love?—the drama of the Terrible wooing the power of the Frail?
sk

I feel that my heart will leave its own colour in all your scenes, O Earth, when I
bid you farewell. Some notes of mine will be added to your seasons’ melody,
and my thoughts will breathe unrecognised through the cycle of shadows and
sunshine.

In far-distant days summer will come to the lovers’ garden, but they will not
know that their flowers have borrowed an added beauty from my songs, nor that

their love for this world has been deepened by mine.
sk

My eyes feel the deep peace of this sky, and there stirs through me what a tree
feels when it holds out its leaves like cups to be filled with sunshine.

A thought rises in my mind, like the warm breath from grass in the sun; it
mingles with the gurgle of lapping water and the sigh of weary wind in village
lanes,—the thought that I have lived along with the whole life of this world and

have given to it my own love and sorrows.
sk

I ask no reward for the songs I sang you. I shall be content if they live through
the night, until Dawn, like a shepherd-maiden, calls away the stars, in alarm at
the sun.

But there were moments when you sang your songs to me, and as my pride
knows, my Poet, you will ever remember that I listened and lost my heart.

sk

In the morning, when the dew glistened upon the grass, you came and gave a
push to my swing; but, sweeping from smiles to tears, I did not know you.

Then came April’s noon of gorgeous light, and I think you beckoned me to
follow you.



But when I sought your face, there passed between us the procession of
flowers, and men and women flinging their songs to the south wind.

Daily I passed you unheeded on the road.

But on some days full of the faint smell of oleanders, when the wind was wilful
among complaining palm leaves, I would stand before you wondering if you

ever had been a stranger to me.
sk

The day grew dim. The early evening star faltered near the edge of a grey lonely
sky.

I looked back and felt that the road lying behind me was infinitely removed;
traced through my life, it had only served for a single journey and was never to
be re-travelled.

The long story of my coming hither lies there dumb, in one meandering line of
dust stretching from the morning hilltop to the brink of bottomless night.

I sit alone, and wonder if this road is like an instrument waiting to give up the

day’s lost voices in music when touched by divine fingers at nightfall.
sk

Give me the supreme courage of love, this is my prayer—the courage to speak,
to do, to suffer at thy will, to leave all things or be left alone. Strengthen me on
errands of danger, honour me with pain, and help me climb to that difficult mood
which sacrifices daily to thee.

Give me the supreme confidence of love, this is my prayer—the confidence
that belongs to life in death, to victory in defeat, to the power hidden in frailest
beauty, to that dignity in pain which accepts hurt but disdains to return it.



9. Lover’s Gift

You allowed your kingly power to vanish, Shajahan, 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

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, that like a
sudden wonder of sunset illumines, yet eludes.

For love’s gift is shy, it never tells its name, it flits across the shade, spreading
a shiver of joy along the dust. Overtake it or miss it forever. But a gift that can
be grasped is merely a frail flower, or a lamp with a flame that will flicker.

3

The fruits come in crowds into my orchard, they jostle each other. They surge up
in the light in an anguish of fullness.



Proudly step into my orchard, my queen, sit there in the shade, pluck the ripe
fruits from their stems, and let them yield, to the utmost, their burden of
sweetness at your lips.

In my orchard the butterflies shake their wings in the sun, the leaves tremble,
the fruits clamour to come to completion.

4

She is near to my heart as the meadow-flower to the earth; she is sweet to me as
sleep is to tired limbs. My love for her is my life flowing in its fullness, like a
river in autumn flood, running with serene abandonment.

My songs are one with my love, like the murmur of a stream, that sings with all
its waves and currents.

5

I would ask for still more, if I had the sky with all its stars, and the world with its
endless riches; but I would be content with the smallest corner of this earth if
only she were mine.

6

In the light of this thriftless day of spring, my poet, sing of those who pass by
and do not linger, who laugh as they run and never look back, who blossom in an
hour of unreasoning delight, and fade in a moment without regret.

Do not sit down silently, to tell the beads of your past tears and smiles,—do not
stop to pick up the dropped petals from the flowers of overnight, do not go to
seek things that evade you, to know the meaning that is not plain,—leave the
gaps in your life where they are, for the music to come out of their depths.

7

It is little that remains now, the rest was spent in one careless summer. It is just
enough to put in a song and sing to you; to weave in a flower-chain gently
clasping your wrist; to hang in your ear like a round pink pearl, like a blushing
whisper; to risk in a game one evening and utterly lose.



My boat is a frail small thing, not fit for crossing wild waves in the rain. If you
but lightly step on it I shall gently row you by the shelter of the shore, where the
dark water in ripples are like a dream-ruffled sleep; where the dove’s cooing
from the drooping branches makes the noonday shadows plaintive. At the day’s
end, when you are tired, I shall pluck a dripping lily to put in your hair and take
my leave.

8

There is room for you. You are alone with your few sheaves of rice. My boat is
crowded, it is heavily laden, but how can I turn you away? Your young body is
slim and swaying; there is a twinkling smile in the edge of your eyes, and your
robe is coloured like the rain-cloud.

The travellers will land for different roads and homes. You will sit for a while
on the prow of my boat, and at the journey’s end none will keep you back.

Where do you go, and to what home, to garner your sheaves? I will not
question you, but when I fold my sails and moor my boat, I shall sit and wonder
in the evening,—Where do you go, and to what home, to garner your sheaves?

9

Woman, your basket is heavy, your limbs are tired. For what distance have you
set out, with what hunger of profit? The way is long and the dust is hot in the
sun.

See, the lake is deep and full, its water dark like a crow’s eye. The banks are
sloping and tender with grass.

Dip your tired feet into the water. The noon-tide wind will pass its fingers
through your hair; the pigeons will croon their sleep songs, the leaves will
murmur the secrets that nestle in the shadows.

What matters it if the hours pass and the sun sets; if the way through the
desolate land be lost in the waning light.

Yonder is my house, by the hedge of flowering henna; I will guide you.

I will make a bed for you, and light a lamp. In the morning when the birds are
roused by the stir of milking the cows, I will waken you.

10



What is it that drives these bees from their home; these followers of unseen
trails? What cry is this in their eager wings? How can they hear the music that
sleeps in the flower soul? How can they find their way to the chamber where the
honey lies shy and silent?

11

It was only the budding of leaves in the summer, the summer that came into 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.

12

Ages ago when you opened the south gate of the garden of gods, and came down
upon the first youth of the earth, O Spring; men and women rushed out of their
houses, laughing and dancing, and pelting each other with flower-dust in a
sudden madness of mirth.

Year after year you bring the same flowers that you scattered in your path in
that earliest April. Therefore, to-day, in their pervading perfume, they breathe
the sigh of the days that are now dreams-the clinging sadness of vanished
worlds. Your breeze is laden with love-legends that have faded from all human
language.

One day, with fresh wonder, you came into my life that was fluttered with its
first love. Since then the tender timidness of that inexperienced joy comes
hidden every year in the early green buds of your lemon flowers; your red roses
carry in their burning silence all that was unutterable in me; the memory of lyric
hours, those days of May, rustles in the thrill of your new leaves born again and
again.

13

Last night in the garden I offered you my youth’s foaming wine. You lifted the
cup to your lips, you shut your eyes and smiled while I raised your veil, unbound
your tresses, drawing down upon my breast your face sweet with its silence, last



night when the moon’s dream overflowed the world of slumber.

To-day in the dew-cooled calm of the dawn you are walking to God’s temple,
bathed and robed white, with a basketful of flowers in your hand. I stand aside in
the shade under the tree, with my head bent, in the calm of the dawn by the
lonely road to the temple.

14

If I am impatient today, forgive me, my love. It is the first summer rain, and the
riverside forest is aflutter, and the blossoming kadam trees, are tempting the
passing winds with wine-cups of perfume. See, from all corners of the sky
lightning’s are darting their glances, and winds are rampant in your hair.

If today I bring my homage to you, forgive me, my love. The everyday world
is hidden in the dimness of the rain, all work has stopped in the village, the
meadows are desolate. In your dark eyes the coming of the rain finds its music,
and it is at your door that July waits with jasmines for your hair in its blue skirt.

15

Her neighbours call her dark in the village-but she is a lily to my heart, yes, a lily
though not fair. Light came muffled with clouds, when first I saw her in the
field; her head was bare, her veil was off, her braided hair hanging loose on her
neck. She may be dark as they say in the village, but I have seen her black eyes
and am glad.

The pulse of the air boded storm. She rushed out of the hut, when she heard her
dappled cow low in dismay. For a moment she turned her large eyes to the
clouds, and felt a stir of the coming rain in the sky. I stood at the corner of the
rice field,—if she noticed me, it was known only to her (and perhaps I know it).
She is dark as the message of shower in summer, dark as the shade of flowering
woodland; she is dark as the longing for unknown love in the wistful night of
May.

16

She dwelt here by the pool with its landing-stairs in ruins. Many an evening she
had watched the moon made dizzy by the shaking of bamboo leaves, and on
many a rainy day the smell of the wet earth had come to her over the young



shoots of rice.

Her pet name is known here among those date-palm groves, and in the court-
years where girls sit and talk, while stitching their winter quilts. The water in this
pool keeps in its depth the memory of her swimming limbs, and her wet feet had
left their marks, day after day, on the footpath leading to the village.

The women who come to-day with their vessels to the water, have all seen her
smile over simple jests, and the old peasant, taking his bullocks to their bath,
used to stop at her door every day to greet her.

Many a sailing boat passes by this village; many a traveller takes rest beneath
that banyan tree; the ferry boat crosses to yonder ford carrying crowds to the
market; but they never notice this spot by the village road, near the pool with its
ruined landing-stairs,—where dwelt she whom I love.

17

While ages passed and the bees haunted the summer gardens, the moon smiled to
the lilies of the night, the lightning’s flashed their fiery kisses to the clouds and
fled laughing, the poet stood in a corner, one with the trees and clouds. He kept
his heart silent, like a flower, watched through his dreams as does the crescent
moon; and wandered like the summer breeze for no purpose.

One April evening, when the moon rose up like a bubble from the depth of the
sunset; and one maiden was busy watering the plants; and one feeding her doe,
and one making her peacock dance, the poet broke out singing,—*O listen to the
secrets of the world. I know that the lily is pale for the moon’s love. The lotus
draws her veil aside before the morning sun, and the reason is simple if you
think. The meaning of the bee’s hum in the ear of the early jasmine has escaped
the learned, but the poet knows.’

The sun went down in a blaze of blush, the moon loitered behind the trees, and
the south wind whispered to the lotus, that the poet was not as simple as he
seemed. The maidens and youths clapped their hands and cried,—‘The world’s
secret is out.” They looked into each other’s yes and sang—‘Let our secret as
well be flung into the winds.’

18

Your days will be full of cares, if you must give me your heart. My house by the
cross-roads has its doors open and my mind is absent,—for I sing.



I shall never be made to answer for it, if you must give me your heart. If I
pledge my word to you in tunes now, and am too much in earnest to keep it
when music is silent, you must forgive me; for the law laid in May is best broken
in December.

Do not always keep remembering it, if you must give me your heart. When
your eyes sing with love, and your voice ripples with laughter, my answers to
your questions will be wild, and not miserly accurate in facts,—they are to be
believed forever and then forgotten for good.

19

It is written in the book, that Man, when fifty, must leave the noisy world, to go
to the forest seclusion. But the poet proclaims that only for the young is the
forest hermitage. For it is the birth-place of flowers, and the haunt of birds and
bees; and hidden nooks are waiting there for the thrill of lover’s whispers. There
the moonlight, that is all one kiss for the malati flowers, has its deep message,
but those who understand it are far below fifty.

And alas, youth is inexperienced and wilful, therefore it is but meet, that the
old should take charge of the household, and the young take to the seclusion of
forest shades, and the severe discipline of courting.

20

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the learned muddle the
summer breeze with their snuff; where dispute is unending if the oil depend
upon the cask, or the cask upon the oil; where yellow manuscripts frown upon
the fleet-footed frivolousness of life? My song cries out. Ah, no, no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the man of fortune
grows enormous in pride and flesh in his marble palace, with his books on the
shelves, dressed in leather, painted in gold, dusted by slaves, their virgin pages
dedicated to the god obscure? My song gasped and said, Ah, no, no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the young student sits,
with his head bent upon his books, and his mind straying in youth’s dream-land;
where prose is prowling on the desk, and poetry hiding in the heart? There
among that dusty disorder would you care to play hide-and-seek? My song
remains silent in shy hesitation.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the bride is busy in the



house, where she runs to her bedroom the moment she is free, and snatches,
from under her pillows, the book of romance so roughly handled by the baby, so
full of the scent of her hair? My song heaves a sigh and trembles with uncertain
desire.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the least of a bird’s
notes is never missed, where the stream’s babbling finds its full wisdom where
all the lute-strings of the world shower their music upon two fluttering hearts?
My song bursts out and cries, Yes, yes.

21

(From the Bengali of Devendranath Sen) Methinks, MY love, before the
daybreak of life you stood under some waterfall of happy dreams, filling your
blood with its liquid turbulence. Or, perhaps, your path was through the garden
of the gods, where the merry multitude of jasmine, lilies, and oleanders fell in
your arms in heaps, and entering your heart became boisterous.

Your laughter is a song whose words are drowned in the clamour of tune, a
rapture of odour of flowers that are not seen; it is like the moonlight breaking
through your lips’ window when the moon is hiding in your heart. I ask for no
reason, I forget the cause, I only know that your laughter is the tumult of
insurgent life.

22

I shall gladly suffer the pride of culture to die out in my house, if only in some
fortunate future I am born a herd boy in the Brinda forest.

The herd boy who grazes his cattle sitting under the banyan tree, and idly
weaves gunja flowers into garlands, who loves to splash and plunge in the
Jamuna’s cool deep stream.

He calls his companions to wake up when morning dawns, and all the houses
in the lane hum with the sound of the churn, clouds of dust are raised by the
cattle, the maidens come out in the courtyard to milk the kine.

As the shadows deepen under the tomal trees, and the dusk gathers on the
river-banks; when the milkmaids, while crossing the turbulent water tremble
with fear; and loud peacocks, with tails outspread, dance in the forest, he
watches the summer clouds.

When the April night is sweet as a fresh-blown flower, he disappears in the



forest with a peacock’s plume in his hair; the swing ropes are twined with
flowers on the branches; the south wind throbs with music, and the merry
shepherd boys crowd on the banks of the blue river.

No, I will never be the leader, brothers, of this new age of new Bengal; I shall
not trouble to light the lamp of culture for the benighted. If only I could be born,
under the shady Ashoka groves, in some village of Brinda, where milk is
churned by the maidens.

23

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

You loved the wooded bank where shadows were gathered in the arms of the
bamboo thickets; where women came with their vessels through the winding
lane.

The same river flowed between us, singing the same song to both its banks. I
listened to it, lying alone on the sand under the stars; and you listened sitting by
the edge of the slope in the early morning light. Only the words I heard from it
you did not know and the secret it spoke to you was a mystery for ever to me.

24

Your window half opened and veil half raised you stand there waiting for the
bangle-seller to come with his tinsel. You idly watch the heavy cart creak on in
the dusty road, and the boat-mast crawling along the horizon across the far-off
river.

The world to you is like an old woman’s chant at her spinning-wheel,
unmeaning rhymes crowded with random images.

But who knows if he is on his way this lazy sultry noon, the Stranger, carrying
his basket of strange wares. He will pass by your door with his clear cry, and you
shall fling open your window, cast off your veil, come out of the dusk of your
dreams and meet your destiny.

25

I clasp your hands, and my heart plunges into the dark of your eyes, seeking you,



who ever evade me behind words and silence.

Yet I know that I must be content in my love, with what is fitful and fugitive.
For we have met for a moment in the crossing of the roads. Have I the power to
carry you through this crowd of worlds, through this maze of paths? Have I the
food that can sustain you, across the dark passage gaping with arches of death?

26

If, by chance you think of me, I shall sing to you when the rainy evening loosens
her shadows upon the river, slowly trailing her dim light towards the west,—
when the day’s remnant is too narrow for work or for play.

You will sit alone in the balcony of the south, and I shall sing from the
darkened room. In the growing dusk, the smell of the wet leaves will come
through the window; and the stormy winds will become clamorous in the
coconut grove.

When the lighted lamp is brought into the room I shall go. And then, perhaps,
you will listen to the night, and hear my song when I am silent.

27

I filled my tray with whatever I had, and gave it to you. What shall I bring to
your feet tomorrow, I wonder. I am like the tree that, at the end of the flowering
summer, gazes at the sky with its lifted branches bare of their blossoms.

But in all my past offerings is there not a single flower made fadeless by the
eternity of tears?

Will you remember it and thank me with your eyes when I stand before you
with empty hands at the leave-taking of my summer days?

28

I dreamt that she sat by my head, tenderly ruffling my hair with her fingers,
playing the melody of her touch. I looked at her face and struggled with my
tears, till the agony of unspoken words burst my sleep like a bubble.

I sat up and saw the glow of the milky way above my window, like a world of
silence on fire, and I wondered if at this moment she had a dream that rhymed
with mine.



29

I thought I had something to say to her when our eyes met across the hedge. But
she passed away. And it rocks day and night, like a boat, on every wave of the
hours the word that I had to say to her. It seems to sail in the autumn clouds in an
endless quest and to bloom into evening flowers seeking its lost moment in the
sunset. It twinkles like fireflies in my heart to find its meaning in the dusk of
despair the word that I had to say to her.

30

The spring flowers breakout like the passionate pain of unspoken love. With
their breath comes the memory of my old day songs. My heart of a sudden has
put on green leaves of desire. My love came not but her touch is in my limbs,
and her voice comes across the fragrant fields. Her gaze is in the sad depth of the
sky, but where are her eyes? Her kisses flit in the air, but where are her lips?

31

(From the Bengali of Satyendranath Datta) My flowers were like milk and honey
and wine; I bound them into a posy with a golden ribbon, but they escaped my
watchful care and fled away and only the ribbon remains.

My songs were like milk and honey and wine, they were held in the rhythm of
my beating heart, but they spread their wings and fled away, the darlings of the
idle hours, and my heart beats in silence.

The beauty I loved was like milk and honey and wine, her lips like the rose of
the dawn, her eyes bee-black. I kept my heart silent lest it should startle her, but
she eluded me like my flowers and like my songs, and my love remains alone.

32

Many a time when the spring day knocked at our door I kept busy with my work
and you did not answer. Now when I am left alone and heart-sick the spring day
comes once again, but I know not how to turn him away from the door. When he
came to crown us with joy the gate was shut, but now when he comes with his
gift of sorrow his path must be open.



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 breeding shadows heavy with silence, and sits still in
my balcony gazing across the fields, where the green of the earth swoons
exhausted in the utter paleness of the sky.

34

When our farewell moment came, like a low-hanging rain cloud, I had only time
to tie a red ribbon on your wrist, while my hands trembled. Today I sit alone on
the grass in the season of mahua flowers, with one quivering question in my
mind, ‘Do you still keep the little red ribbon tied on your wrist?’

You went by the narrow road that skirted the blossoming field of flax. I saw
that my garland of overnight was still hanging loose from your hair. But why did
you not wait till I could gather, in the morning, new flowers for my final gift? I
wonder if unaware it dropped on your way,—the garland hanging loose from
your hair.

Many a song I had sung to you, morning and evening, and the last one you
carried in your voice when you went away. You never tarried to hear the one
song unsung I had for you alone and forever. I wonder if, at last, you are tired of
my song that you hummed to yourself while walking through the field.

35

Last night clouds were threatening and amlak branches struggled in the grips of
the gusty wind. I hoped, if dreams came to me, they would come in the shape of
my beloved, in the lonely night loud with rain.

The winds still moan through the fields, and the tear-stained cheeks of dawn
are pale. My dreams have been in vain, for truth is hard, and dreams, too, have
their own ways.

Last night when the darkness was drunken with storm, and the rain, like night’s
veil, was torn by the winds into shreds, would it make truth jealous, if untruth
came to me in the shape of my beloved, in the starless night loud with rain?

PN



My fetters, you made music in my heart. I played with you all day long and
made you my ornament. We were the best of friends, my fetters. There were
times when I was afraid of you, but my fear made me love you the more. You
were companions of my long dark night, and I make my bow to you, before I bid
you good-bye, my fetters.

37

You had your rudder broken many a time, my boat, and your sails torn to tatters.
Often had you drifted towards the sea, dragging anchor and heeded not. But now
there has spread a crack in your hull and your hold is heavy. Now is the time for
you to end your voyage, to be rocked into sleep by the lapping of the water by
the beach.

Alas, I know all warning is vain. The veiled face of dark doom lures you. The
madness of the storm and the waves is upon you. The music of the tide is rising
high. You are shaken by the fever of that dance.

Then break your chain, my boat, and be free, and fearlessly rush to your wreck.

38

The current in which I drifted ran rapid and strong when I was young. The spring
breeze was spendthrift of itself, the trees were on fire with flowers; and the birds
never slept from singing.

I sailed with giddy speed, carried away by the flood of passion; I had no time
to see and feel and take the world into my being.

Now that youth has ebbed and I am stranded on the bank, I can hear the deep
music of all things, and the sky opens to me its heart of stars.

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.

40

A message came from my youth of vanished days, saying, I wait for you among
the quivering of unborn May, where smiles ripen for tears and hours ache with
songs unsung.’

It says, ‘Come to me across the worn-out track of age, through the gates of
death. For dreams fade, hopes fail, the gathered fruits of the year decay, but I am
the eternal truth, and you shall meet me again and again in your voyage of life
from shore to shore.’

41

The girls are out to fetch water from the river—their laughter comes through the
trees, I long to join them in the lane, where goats graze in the shade, and
squirrels flit from sun to shadow, across the fallen leaves.

But my day’s task is already done, my jars are filled. I stand at my door to
watch the glistening green of the areca leaves, and hear the laughing women
going to fetch water from the river.

It has ever been dear to me to carry the burden of my full vessel day after day,
in the dew-dipped morning freshness and in the tired glimmer of the day fall.

Its gurgling water babbled to me when my mind was idle, it laughed with the
silent laughter of my joyous thoughts-it spoke to my heart with tearful sobs
when I was sad. I have carried it in stormy days, when the loud rain drowned the
anxious cooing of doves.

My day’s task is done, my jars are filled, the light wanes in the west, and
shadows gather beneath the trees; a sigh comes from the flowering linseed field,
and my wistful eyes follow the lane, that runs through the village to the bank of
the dark water.

42

Are you a mere picture, and not as true as those stars, true as this dust? They
throb with the pulse of things, but you are immensely aloof in your stillness,
painted form.



The day was when you walked with me, your breath warm, your limbs singing
of life. My world found its speech in your voice, and touched my heart with your
face. You suddenly stopped in your walk, in the shadow-side of the Forever, and
I went on alone.

Life, like a child, laughs, shaking its rattle of death as it runs; it beckons me on,
I follow the unseen; but you stand there, where you stopped behind that dust and
those stars; and you are a mere picture.

No, it cannot be. Had the life flood utterly stopped in you, it would stop the
river in its flow, and the footfall of dawn in her cadence of colours. Had the
glimmering dusk of your hair vanished in the hopeless dark, the woodland shade
of summer would die with its dreams.

Can it be true that I forgot you? We haste on without heed, forgetting the
flowers on the roadside hedge. Yet they breathe unaware into our forgetfulness,
filling it with music. You have moved from my world, to take seat at the root of
my life, and therefore is this forgetting-remembrance lost in its own depth.

You are no longer before my songs, but one with them. You came to me with
the first ray of dawn. I lost you with the last gold of evening. Ever since I am
always finding you through the dark. No, you are no mere picture.

43

Dying, you have left behind you the great sadness of the Eternal in my life. You
have painted my thought’s horizon with the sunset colours of your departure,
leaving a track of tears across the earth to love’s heaven.

Clasped in your dear arms, life and death united in me in a marriage bond.

I think I can see you watching there in the balcony with your lamp lighted,
where the end and the beginning of all things meet my world went hence through
the doors that you opened-you holding the cup of death to my lips, filling it with
life from your own.

44

When in your death you died to all that was outside me, vanishing from the
thousand things of the world, to be fully reborn in my sorrow, I felt that my life
had grown perfect, the man and the woman becoming one in me forever.

45



Bring beauty and order into my forlorn life, woman, as you brought them into
my house when you lived. Sweep away the dusty fragments of the hours, fill the
empty jars and mend all neglects. Then open the inner door of the shrine, light
the candle, and let us meet there in silence before our God.

46

The sky gazes on its own endless blue and dreams. We clouds are its whims, we
have no home. The stars shine on the crown of Eternity. Their records are
permanent, while ours are penciled, to be rubbed off the next moment.

Our part is to appear on the stage of the air to sound our tambourines and fling
flashes of laughter. But from our laughter comes the rain, which is real enough,
and thunder which is no jest. Yet we have no claim upon Time for wages, and
the breath that blew us into being blows us away before we are given a name.

47

The road is my wedded companion. She speaks to me under my feet all day, she
sings to my dreams all night.

My meeting with her had no beginning, it begins endlessly at each daybreak,
renewing its summer in fresh flowers and songs, and her every new kiss is the
first kiss to me.

The road and I are lovers. I change my dress for her night after night, leaving
the tattered cumber of the old in the wayside inns when the day dawns.

48

I travelled the old road every day, I took my fruits to the market, my cattle to the
meadows, I ferried my boat across the stream and all the ways were well known
to me.

One morning my basket was heavy with wares. Men were busy in the fields,
the pastures crowded with cattle; the breast of earth heaved with the mirth of
ripening rice.

Suddenly there was a tremor in the air, and the sky seemed to kiss me on my
forehead. My mind started up like the morning out of mist.

I forgot to follow the track. I stepped a few paces from the path, and my
familiar world appeared strange to me, like a flower I had only known in bud.



My everyday wisdom was ashamed. I went astray in the fairyland of things. It
was the best luck of my life, that I lost my path that morning, and found my
eternal childhood.

49

Where is heaven? You ask me, my child,—the sages tell us it is beyond the
limits of birth and death, unswayed by the rhythm of day and night; it is not of
this earth.

But your poet knows that its eternal hunger is for time and space, and it strives
evermore lo be born in the fruitful dust. Heaven is fulfilled in your sweet body,
my child, in your palpitating heart The sea is beating its drums in joy, the
flowers are a-tiptoe to kiss you. For heaven is born in you, in the arms of the
mother-dust.

50

(Translated from the Bengali of Dwijendralal Roy) ‘Come, Moon, come down,
kiss my darling on the forehead,’ cries the mother as she holds the baby girl in
her lap while the moon smiles as it dreams. There come stealing in the dark the
vague fragrance of the summer and the night-bird’s songs from the shadow-
laden solitude of the mango-grove. At a far-away village rises from a peasant’s
flute a fountain of plaintive notes, and the young mother, sitting on the terrace,
baby in her lap, croons sweetly, ‘Come, moon, come down, kiss my darling on
the forehead.” Once she looks up at the light of the sky, and then at the light of
the earth in her arms, and I wonder at the placid silence of the moon.

The baby laughs and repeats her mother’s call, ‘Come, moon, come down.’
The mother smiles, and smiles the moonlit night, and I, the poet, the husband of
the baby’s mother, watch this picture from behind, unseen.

51

The early autumn day is cloudless. The river is full to the brim, washing the
naked roots of the tottering tree by the ford. The long narrow path, like the
thirsty tongue of the village, dips down into the stream.

My heart is full, as I look around me and see the silent sky and the flowing
water, and feel that happiness is spread abroad, as simply as a smile on a child’s



face.

52

Tired of waiting, you burst your bonds, impatient flowers, before the winter had
gone. Glimpses of the unseen comer reached your wayside watch, and you
rushed out running and panting, impulsive jasmines, troops of riotous roses.

You were the first to march to the breach of death, your clamour of colour and
perfume troubled the air. You laughed and pressed and pushed each other, bared
your breast and dropped in heaps.

The Summer will come in its time, sailing in the floodtide of the south wind.
But you never counted slow moments to be sure of him. You recklessly spent
your all in the road, in the terrible joy of faith.

You heard his footsteps from afar, and flung your mantle of death for him to
tread upon. Your bonds break even before the rescuer is seen, you make him
your own ere he can come and claim you.

53

(Translated from the Bengali of Satyendranath Datta) I opened my bud when
April breathed her last and the summer scorched with kisses the unwilling earth.
I came half afraid and half curious, like a mischievous imp peeping at a hermit’s
cell.

I heard the frightened whispers of the despoiled woodland, and the Kokil gave
voice, to the languor of the summer; through the fluttering leaf curtain of my
birth-chamber I saw the world grim, grey, and haggard.

Yet boldly I came out strong with the faith of youth, quaffed the fiery wine
from the glowing bowl of the sky, and proudly saluted the morning, I, the
champa flower, who carry the perfume of the sun in my heart.

54

In the beginning of time, there rose from the churning of God’s dream two
women. One is the dancer at the court of paradise, the desired of men, she who
laughs and plucks the minds of the wise from their cold meditations and of fools
from their emptiness; and scatters them like seeds with careless hands in the
extravagant winds of March, in the flowering frenzy of May.



The other is the crowned queen of heaven, the mother, throned on the fullness
of golden autumn; she who in the harvest-time brings straying hearts to the smile
sweet as tears, the beauty deep as the sea of silence,—brings them to the temple
of the Unknown, at the holy confluence of Life and Death.

55

The noonday air is quivering, like gauzy wings of a dragon-fly. Roofs of the
village huts brood birdlike over the drowsy households, while a Kokil sings
unseen from its leafy loneliness.

The fresh liquid notes drop upon the tuneless toil of the human crowd, adding
music to lovers’ whispers, to mothers’ kisses, to children’s laughter. They flow
over our thoughts, like a stream over pebbles, rounding them in beauty every
unconscious moment.

56

The evening was lonely for me, and I was reading a book till my heart became
dry, and it seemed to me that beauty was a thing fashioned by the traders in
words. Tired I shut the book and snuffed the candle. In a moment the room was
flooded with moonlight.

Spirit of Beauty, how could you, whose radiance over brims the sky, stand
hidden behind a candle’s tiny flame? How could a few vain words from a book
rise like a mist, and veil her whose voice has hushed the heart of earth into
ineffable calm?

57

This autumn is mine, for she was rocked in my heart. The glistening bells of her
anklets rang in my blood, and her misty veil fluttered in my breath.

I know the touch of her blown hair in all my dreams. She is abroad in the
trembling leaves that danced in my life-throbs, and her eyes that smile from the
blue sky drank their light from me.

58

Things throng and laugh loud in the sky; the sands and dust dance and whirl like



children. Man’s mind is aroused by their shouts; his thoughts long to be the
playmates of things.

Our dreams, drifting in the stream of the vague, stretch their arms to clutch the
earth,—their efforts stiffen into bricks and stones, and thus the city of man is
built.

Voices come swarming from the past,—seeking answers from the living
moments. Beats of their wings fill the air with tremulous shadows, and sleepless
thoughts in our minds leave their nests to take flight across the desert of
dimness, in the passionate thirst for forms. They are lampless pilgrims, seeking
the shore of light, to find themselves in things. They will be lured into poet’s
rhymes, they will be housed in the towers of the town not yet planned, they have
their call to arms from the battlefields of the future, they are bidden to join hands
in the strifes of peace yet to come.

59

They do not build high towers in the Land of All-I-Have-Found. A grassy lawn
runs by the road, with a stream of fugitive water at its side. The bees haunt the
cottage porches abloom with passion flowers. The men set out on their errands
with a smile, and in the evening they come home with a song, with no wages, in
the Land of All-I-Have-Found.

In the midday, sitting in the cool of their courtyards, the women hum and spin
at their wheels, while over the waving harvest comes wafted the music of
shepherds’ flutes. It rejoices the wayfarers’ hearts who walk singing through the
shimmering shadows of the fragrant forest in the Land of All-1-Have-Found.

The traders sail with their merchandise down the river, but they do not moor
their boats in this land; soldiers march with banners flying, but the king never
stops his chariot. Travellers who come from afar to rest here awhile, go away
without knowing what there is in the Land of All-I-Have-Found.

Here crowds do not jostle each other in the roads. O poet, set up your house in
this land. Wash from your feet the dust of distant wanderings, tune your lute, and
at the day’s end stretch yourself on the cool grass under the evening star in the
Land of All-I-Have-Found.

60

Take back your coins, King’s Councillor. I am of those women you sent to the



forest shrine to decoy the young ascetic who had never seen a woman. I failed in
your bidding.

Dimly day was breaking when the hermit boy came to bathe in the stream, his
tawny locks crowded on his shoulders, like a cluster of morning clouds, and his
limbs shining like a streak of sunbeam. We laughed and sang as we rowed in our
boat; we jumped into the river in a mad frolic, and danced around him, when the
sun rose staring at us from the water’s edge in a flush of divine anger.

Like a child-god, the boy opened his eyes and watched our movements, the
wonder deepening till his eyes shone like morning stars. He lifted his clasped
hands and chanted a hymn of praise in his birdlike young voice, thrilling every
leaf of the forest. Never such words were sung to a mortal woman before; they
were like the silent hymn to the dawn which rises from the hushed hills. The
women hid their mouths with their hands, their bodies swaying with laughter,
and a spasm of doubt ran across his face. Quickly came I to his side, sorely
pained, and, bowing to his feet, I said, ‘Lord, accept my service.’

I led him to the grassy bank, wiped his body with the end of my silken mantle,
and, kneeling on the ground, I dried his feet with my trailing hair. When I raised
my face and looked into his eyes, I thought I felt the world’s first kiss to the first
woman,—Blessed am I, blessed is God, who made me a woman. I heard him say
to me, “‘What God unknown are you? Your touch is the touch of the Immortal,
your eyes have the mystery of the midnight.’

Ah, no, not that smile, King’s Councillor,—the dust of worldly wisdom has
covered your sight, old man. But this boy’s innocence pierced the mist and saw
the shining truth, the woman divine.

Ah, how the goddess wakened in me, at the awful light of that first adoration.
Tears filled my eyes, the morning ray caressed my hair like a sister, and the
woodland breeze kissed my forehead as it kisses the flowers.

The women clapped their hands, and laughed their obscene laugh, and with
veils dragging on the dust and hair hanging loose, they began to pelt him with
flowers.

Alas, my spotless sun, could not my shame weave fiery mist to cover you in its
folds? I fell at his feet and cried, ‘Forgive me.’ I fled like a stricken deer through
shade and sun, and cried as I fled, ‘Forgive me.” The women’s foul laughter
pressed me like a crackling fire, but the words ever rang in my ears, ‘What God
unknown is you?’



10. The Mother’s Prayer

Prince Duryodhana, the son of the blind Kaurava King Dhritarashtra, and of
Queen Gandhari, has played with his cousins the Pandava Kings for their
kingdom, and won it by fraud.

DHRITARASHTRA : You have compassed your end.

DURYODHANA : Success is mine!

DHRITARASHTRA : Are you happy?

DURYODHANA : I am victorious.

DHRITARASHTRA : I ask you again, what happiness have you in winning the
undivided kingdom?

DURYODHANA : Sire, a Kshatriya thirsts not after happiness but victory, that fiery
wine pressed from seething jealousy. Wretchedly happy we were, like those
inglorious stains that lie idly on the breast of the moon, when we lived in peace
under the friendly dominance of our cousins. Then these Pandavas milked the
world of its wealth, and allowed us a share, in brotherly tolerance. Now that they
own defeat and expect banishment, I am no longer happy but exultant.
DHRITARASHTRA : Wretch, you forget that both Pandavas and Kauravas have the
same forefathers.

DURYODHANA : It was difficult to forget that, and therefore our inequalities
rankled in my heart. At midnight the moon is never jealous of the noonday sun.
But the struggle to share one horizon between both orbs cannot last forever.
Thank heaven, that struggle is over, and we have at last won solitude in glory.
DHRITARASHTRA : The mean jealousy!

DURYODHANA : Jealousy is never mean—it is in the essence of greatness. Grass
can grow in crowded amity, not giant trees. Stars live in clusters, but the sun and
moon are lonely in their splendour. The pale moon of the Pandavas sets behind
the forest shadows, leaving the new-risen sun of the Kauravas to rejoice.
DHRITARASHTRA : But right has been defeated.

DURYODHANA : Right for rulers is not what is right in the eyes of the people. The




people thrive by comradeship: but for a king, equals are enemies. They are
obstacles ahead, they are terrors from behind. There is no place for brothers or
friends in a king’s polity; its one solid foundation is conquest.

DHRITARASHTRA : I refuse to call a conquest what was won by fraud in gambling.
DURYODHANA : A man is not shamed by refusing to challenge a tiger on equal
terms with teeth and nails. Our weapons are those proper for success, not for
suicide. Father, I am proud of the result and disdain regret for the means.
DHRITARASHTRA : But justice DURYODHANA : Fools alone dream of justice—
success is not yet theirs: but those born to rule rely on power, merciless and
unhampered with scruples.

DHRITARASHTRA : Your success will bring down on you a loud and angry flood of
detraction.

DURYODHANA : The people will take amazingly little time to learn that
Duryodhana is king and has power to crush calumny under foot.

DHRITARASHTRA : Calumny dies of weariness dancing on tongue-tips. Do not
drive it into the heart to gather strength.

DURYODHANA : Unuttered defamation does not touch a king’s dignity. I care not
if love is refused us, but insolence shall not be borne. Love depends upon the
will of the giver, and the poorest of the poor can indulge in such generosity. Let
them squander it on their pet cats, tame dogs, and our good cousins the
Pandavas. I shall never envy them. Fear is the tribute I claim for my royal
throne. Father, only too leniently you lent your ear to those who slandered your
sons: but if you intend still to allow those pious friends of yours to revel in shrill
denunciation at the expense of your children, let us exchange our kingdom for
the exile of our cousins, and go to the wilderness, where happily friends are
never cheap!

DHRITARASHTRA : Could the pious warnings of my friends lessen my love for my
sons, then we might be saved. But I have dipped my hands in the mire of your
infamy and lost my sense of goodness. For your sakes I have heedlessly set fire
to the ancient forest of our royal lineage—so dire is my love. Clasped breast to
breast, we, like a double meteor, are blindly plunging into ruin. Therefore doubt
not my love; relax not your embrace till the brink of annihilation be reached.
Beat your drums of victory, lift your banner of triumph. In this mad riot of
exultant evil, brothers and friends will disperse till nothing remain save the
doomed father, the doomed son and God’s curse.

Enter an Attendant Sire, Queen Gandhari asks for audience.
DHRITARASHTRA : I await her.




DURYODHANA : Let me take my leave. [EXit.
DHRITARASHTRA : Fly! For you cannot bear the fire of your mother’s presence.

Enter QUEEN GANDHARI, the mother of DURYODHANA.

GANDHARI : At your feet I crave a boon.

DHRITARASHTRA : Speak, your wish is fulfilled.

GANDHARI : The time has come to renounce him.

DHRITARASHTRA : Whom, my queen?

GANDHARI : Duryodhana!

DHRITARASHTRA : Our own son, Duryodhana?

GANDHARI : Yes!

DHRITARASHTRA : This is a terrible boon for you, his mother, to crave!

GANDHARI : The fathers of the Kauravas, who are in Paradise, join me in
beseeching you.

DHRITARASHTRA : The divine Judge will punish him who has broken His laws.
But I am his father.

GANDHARI : Am I not his mother? Have I not carried him under my throbbing
heart? Yes, I ask you to renounce Duryodhana the unrighteous.

DHRITARASHTRA : What will remain to us after that?

GANDHARI : God’s blessing.

DHRITARASHTRA : And what will that bring us?

GANDHARI : New afflictions. Pleasure in our son’s presence, pride in a new
kingdom, and shame at knowing both purchased by wrong done or connived at,
like thorns dragged two ways, would lacerate our bosoms. The Pandavas are too
proud ever to accept back from us the lands which they have relinquished;
therefore it is only meet that we draw some great sorrow down on our heads so
as to deprive that unmerited reward of its sting.

DHRITARASHTRA : Queen, you inflict fresh pain on a heart already rent.

GANDHARI : Sire, the punishment imposed on our son will be more ours than his.
A judge callous to the pain that he inflicts loses the right to judge. And if you
spare your son to save yourself pain, then all the culprits ever punished by your
hands will cry before God’s throne for vengeance,—had they not also their
fathers?

DHRITARASHTRA : No more of this, Queen, I pray you. Our son is abandoned of
God: that is why I cannot give him up. To save him is no longer in my power,
and therefore my consolation is to share his guilt and tread the path of
destruction, his solitary companion. What is done is done; let follow what must




follow! [Exit.

GANDHARI : Be calm, my heart, and patiently await God’s judgment. Oblivious
night wears on, the morning of reckoning nears, I hear the thundering roar of its
chariot. Woman, bow your head down to the dust! And as a sacrifice fling your
heart under those wheels! Darkness will shroud the sky, earth will tremble,
wailing will rend the air and then comes the silent and cruel end,—that terrible
peace, that great forgetting, and awful extinction of hatred—the supreme

deliverance rising from the fire of death.
sk

Fiercely they rend in pieces the carpet woven during ages of prayer for the
welcome of the world’s best hope.

The great preparations of love lie a heap of shreds, and there is nothing on the
ruined altar to remind the mad crowd that their god was to have come. In a fury
of passion they seem to have burnt their future to cinders, and with it the season
of their bloom.

The air is harsh with the cry, “Victory to the Brute!” The children look haggard
and aged; they whisper to one another that time revolves but never advances,
that we are goaded to run but have nothing to reach, that creation is like a blind
man’s groping.

I said to myself, “Cease thy singing. Song is for one who is to come, the
struggle without an end is for things that are.”

The road, that ever lies along like someone with ear to the ground listening for
footsteps, to-day gleans no hint of coming guest, nothing of the house at its far
end.

My lute said, “Trample me in the dust.”

I looked at the dust by the roadside. There was a tiny flower among thorns.
And I cried, “The world’s hope is not dead!”

The sky stooped over the horizon to whisper to the earth, and a hush of
expectation filled the air. I saw the palm leaves clapping their hands to the beat
of inaudible music, and the moon exchanged glances with the glistening silence
of the lake.

The road said to me, “Fear nothing!” and my lute said, “Lend me thy songs!”



12. Somaka and Ritvik

The shade of KING SOMAKA, faring to Heaven in a chariot, passes other
shades by the roadside, among them that of RITVIK, his former high-priest.

A VOICE : Where would you go, King?

SOMAKA : Whose voice is that? This turbid air is like suffocation to the eyes; I
cannot see.

THE VOICE : Come down, King! Come down from that chariot bound for Heaven.
SOMAKA : Who are you?

THE VOICE : I am Ritvik, who in my earthly life was your preceptor and the chief
priest of your house.

SOMAKA : Master, all the tears of the world seem to have become vapour to
create this realm of vagueness. What make you here?

SHADES : This hell lies hard by the road to Heaven, whence lights glimmer dimly,
only to prove unapproachable. Day and night we listen to the heavenly chariot
rumbling by with travellers for that region of bliss; it drives sleep from our eyes
and forces them to watch in fruitless jealousy. Farbelow us earth’s old forests
rustle and her seas chant the primal hymn of creation: they sound like the wail of
a memory that wanders void space in vain.

RITVIK : Come down, King!

SHADES : Stop a few moments among us. The earth’s tears still cling about you,
like dew on freshly culled flowers. You have brought with you the mingled
odours of meadow and forest; reminiscence of children, women, and comrades;
something too of the ineffable music of the seasons.

SOMAKA : Master, why are you doomed to live in this muffled stagnant world?
RITVIK : I offered up your son in the sacrificial fire: that sin has lodged my soul
in this obscurity.

SHADES : King, tell us the story, we implore you; the recital of crime can still
bring life’s fire into our torpor.

SOMAKA : I was named Somaka, the King of Videha. After sacrificing at
innumerable shrines weary year on year, a son was born to my house in my old
age, love for whom, like a sudden untimely flood, swept consideration for
everything else from my life. He hid me completely, as a lotus hides its stem.



The neglected duties of a king piled up in shame before my throne. One day, in
my audience hall, I heard my child cry from his mother’s room, and instantly
rushed away, vacating my throne.

RITVIK : Just then, it chanced, I entered the hall to give him my daily benediction;
in blind haste he brushed me aside and enkindled my anger. When later he came
back, shame-faced, I asked him: “King, what desperate alarm could draw you at
the busiest hour of the day to the women’s apartments, so as to desert your
dignity and duty—ambassadors come from friendly courts, the aggrieved who
ask for justice, your ministers waiting to discuss matters of grave import? And
even lead you to slight a Brahmin’s blessing?”

SOMAKA : At first my heart flamed with anger; the next moment I trampled it
down like the raised head of a snake and meekly replied: “Having only one
child, I have lost my peace of mind. Forgive me this once, and I promise that in
future the father’s infatuation shall never usurp the King.”

RITVIK : But my heart was bitter with resentment, and I said, “If you must be
delivered from the curse of having only one child, I can show you the way. But
so hard is it that I feel certain you will fail to follow it.” This galled the King’s
pride and he stood up and exclaimed, “I swear, by all that is sacred, as a
Kshatriya and a King, I will not shrink, but perform whatever you may ask,
however hard.” “Then listen,” said I. “Light a sacrificial fire, offer up your son:
the smoke that rises will bring you progeny, as the clouds bring rain.” The King
bowed his head upon his breast and remained silent: the courtiers shouted their
horror, the Brahmin sclapped their hands over their ears, crying, “Sin it is both to
utter and listen to such words.” After some moments of bewildered dismay the
King calmly said, “I will abide by my promise.” The day came, the fire was lit,
the town was emptied of its people, the child was called for; but the attendants
refused to obey, the soldiers rebelliously went off duty, throwing down their
arms. Then I, who in my wisdom had soared far above all weakness of heart and
to whom emotions were illusory, went myself to the apartment where, with their
arms, women fenced the child like a flower surrounded by the menacing
branches of a tree. He saw me and stretched out eager hands and struggled to
come to me, for he longed to be free from the love that imprisoned him. Crying,
“I am come to give you true deliverance, “I snatched him by force from his
fainting mother and his nurses wailing in despair. With quivering tongues the
fire licked the sky and the King stood beside it, still and silent, like a tree struck
dead by lightning. Fascinated by the godlike splendour of the blaze, the child
babbled in glee and danced in my arms, impatient to seek an unknown nurse in
the free glory of those flames.



SOMAKA : Stop, no more, I pray!

SHADES : Ritvik, your presence is a disgrace to hell itself!

THE CHARIOTEER : This is no place for you, King! Nor have you deserved to be
forced to listen to this recital of a deed which makes hell shudder in pity.
SOMAKA : Drive off in your chariot!—Brahmin, my place is by you in this hell.
The Gods may forget my sin, but can I forget the last look of agonised surprise
on my child’s face when, for one terrible moment, he realised that his own father
had betrayed his trust?

Enter DHARMA, the Judge of Departed Spirits DHARMA : King, Heaven waits
for you.
SOMAKA : No, not for me. I killed my own child.
DHARMA : Your sin has been swept away in the fury of pain it caused you.
RITVIK : No, King, you must never go to Heaven alone, and thus create a second
hell for me, to burn both with fire and with hatred of you! Stay here!
SOMAKA : I will stay.
SHADES : And crown the despair and inglorious suffering of hell with the triumph
of a soul!
sk
The man had no useful work, only vagaries of various kinds.

Therefore it surprised him to find himself in Paradise after a life spent
perfecting trifles.

Now the guide had taken him by mistake to the wrong Paradise—one meant
only for good, busy souls.

In this Paradise, our man saunters along the road only to obstruct the rush of
business.

He stands aside from the path and is warned that he tramples on sown seed.
Pushed, he starts up: hustled, he moves on.

A very busy girl comes to fetch water from the well. Her feet run on the
pavement like rapid fingers over harp-strings. Hastily she ties a negligent knot
with her hair, and loose locks on her forehead pry into the dark of her eyes.

The man says to her, “Would you lend me your pitcher?”

“My pitcher?” she asks, “to draw water?”

“No, to paint patterns on.”

“I have no time to waste,” the girl retorts in contempt.

Now a busy soul has no chance against one who is supremely idle.

Every day she meets him at the well, and every day he repeats the same



request, till at last she yields.

Our man paints the pitcher with curious colours in a mysterious maze of lines.

The girl takes it up, turns it round and asks, “What does it mean?”

“It has no meaning,” he answers.

The girl carries the pitcher home. She holds it up in different lights and tries to
con its mystery.

At night she leaves her bed, lights a lamp, and gazes at it from all points of
view.

This is the first time she has met with something without meaning.

On the next day the man is again near the well.

The girl asks, “What do you want?”

“To do more work for you.”

“What work?” she enquires.

“Allow me to weave coloured strands into a ribbon to bind your hair.”

“Is there any need?” she asks.

“None whatever,” he allows.

The ribbon is made, and thence-forward she spends a great deal of time over
her hair.

The even stretch of well-employed time in that Paradise begins to show
irregular rents.

The elders are troubled; they meet in council.

The guide confesses his blunder, saying that he has brought the wrong man to
the wrong place.

The wrong man is called. His turban, flaming with colour, shows plainly how
great that blunder has been.

The chief of the elders says, “You must go back to the earth.”

The man heaves a sigh of relief: “I am ready.”

The girl with the ribbon round her hair chimes in: “I also!”

For the first time the chief of the elders is faced with a situation which has no
sense in it.

*

It is said that in the forest, near the meeting of river and lake, certain fairies live
in disguise who are only recognised as fairies after they have flown away.

A Prince went to this forest, and when he came where river met lake he saw a
village girl sitting on the bank ruffling the water to make the lilies dance.

He asked her in a whisper, “Tell me, what fairy art thou?”

The girl laughed at the question and the hillsides echoed her mirth.



The Prince thought she was the laughing fairy of the waterfall.

News reached the King that the Prince had married a fairy: he sent horse sand
men and brought them to his house.

The Queen saw the bride and turned her face away in disgust, the Prince’s
sister flushed red with annoyance, and the maids asked if that was how fairies
dressed.

The Prince whispered, “Hush! My fairy has come to our house in disguise.”

On the day of the yearly festival the Queen said to her son, “Ask your bride not
to shame us before our kinsfolk who are coming to see the fairy.”

And the Prince said to his bride, “For my love’s sake show thy true self to my
people.”

Long she sat silent, then nodded her promise while tears ran down her cheeks.

The full moon shone, the Prince, dressed in a wedding robe, entered his bride’s
room.

No one was there, nothing but a streak of moonlight from the window aslant
the bed.

The kinsfolk crowded in with the King and the Queen, the Prince’s sister stood
by the door.

All asked, “Where is the fairy bride?”

The Prince answered, “She has vanished for ever to make herself known to

»

you.



13. Songs of Kabir



I. 13. mo ko kahdn dhiinro bande O servant, where dost thou seek Me?

Lo! I am beside thee.

I am neither in temple nor in mosque: I am neither in Kaaba nor in Kailash:
Neither am I in rites and ceremonies, nor in Yoga and renunciation.

If thou art a true seeker, thou shalt at once see Me: thou shalt meet Me in a
moment of time.

Kabir says, “O Sadhu! God is the breath of all breath.”



I1

I. 16. Santan jat na plicho nirguniydn It is needless to ask of a saint the caste to
which he belongs; For the priest, the warrior. the tradesman, and all the thirty-
six castes, alike are seeking for God.

It is but folly to ask what the caste of a saint may be; The barber has sought
God, the washerwoman, and the carpenter— Even Raidas was a seeker
after God.

The Rishi Swapacha was a tanner by caste.

Hindus and Moslems alike have achieved that End, where remains no mark
of distinction.



II1

I. 57. sadho bhdi, jival hi karo as’a O friend! hope for Him whilst you live,

know whilst you live, understand whilst you live: for in life deliverance abides.

If your bonds be not broken whilst living, what hope of deliverance in death?

It is but an empty dream, that the soul shall have union with Him because it
has passed from the body: If He is found now, He is found then, If not, we
do but go to dwell in the City of Death.

If you have union now, you shall have it heredfter.

Bathe in the truth, know the true Guru, have faith in the true Name!

Kabir says: “It is the Spirit of the quest which helps; I am the slave of this
Spirit of the quest.”



IV

I. 58. bago nd ja re na ja

Do not go to the garden of flowers!

O Friend! go not there;

In your body is the garden of flowers.

Take your seat on the thousand petals of the lotus, and there gaze on the
Infinite Beauty.



A\

I. 63. avadhil, mdaya taji na jay Tell me, Brother, how can I renounce Maya?

When I gave up the tying of ribbons, still I tied my garment about me: When I
gave up tying my garment, still I covered my body in its folds.

So, when I give up passion, I see that anger remains; And when I renounce
anger, greed is with me still; And when greed is vanquished, pride and
vainglory remain; When the mind is detached and casts Maya away, still it
clings to the letter.

Kabir says, “Listen to me, dear Sadhu! The true path is rarely found.”



VI

I. 83. canda jhalkai yahi ghat mdhin The moon shines in my body, but my

blind eyes cannot see it: The moon is within me, and so is the sun.

The unstruck drum of Eternity is sounded within me; but my deaf ears cannot
hear it.

So long as man clamours for the I and the Mine, his works are as naught:
When all love of the I and the Mine is dead, then the work of the Lord is
done.

For work has no other aim than the getting of knowledge: When that comes,
then work is put away.

The flower blooms for the fruit: when the fruit comes, the flower withers.

The musk is in the deer, but it seeks it not within itself: it wanders in quest of
grass.



VII

I. 85. Sadho, Brahm alakh lakhdya When He Himself reveals Himself, Brahma

brings into manifestation That which can never be seen.

As the seed is in the plant, as the shade is in the tree, as the void is in the sky,
as infinite forms are in the void— So from beyond the Infinite, the Infinite
comes; and from the Infinite the finite extends.

The creature is in Brahma, and Brahma is in the creature: they are ever
distinct, yet ever united.

He Himself is the tree, the seed, and the germ.

He Himself is the flower, the fruit, and the shade.

He Himself is the sun, the light, and the lighted.

He Himself is Brahma, creature, and Maya.

He Himself is the manifold form, the infinite space; He is the breath, the
word, and the meaning.

He Himself is the limit and the limitless: and beyond both the limited and the
limitless is He, the Pure Being.

He is the Immanent Mind in Brahma and in the creature.

The Supreme Soul is seen within the soul, The Point is seen within the
Supreme Soul, And within the Point, the reflection is seen again.

Kabir is blest because he has this supreme vision!



VIII

I. 101. is ghat antar bdag bagice Within this earthen vessel are bowers and

groves, and within it is the Creator: Within this vessel are the seven oceans and

the unnumbered stars.

The touchstone and the jewel-appraiser are within; And within this vessel the
Eternal soundeth, and the spring wells up.

Kabir says: “Listen to me, my Friend! My beloved Lord is within.”



IX

I. 104. aisa lo nahin taisa lo O How may I ever express that secret word?

O how can I say He is not like this, and He is like that?

If I say that He is within me, the universe is ashamed: If I say that He is
without me, it is falsehood.

He makes the inner and the outer worlds to be indivisibly one; The conscious
and the unconscious, both are His footstools.

He is neither manifest nor hidden, He is neither revealed nor unrevealed:
There are no words to tell that which He is.



X

I. 121. tohi mori lagan lagaye re phakir wa To Thee Thou hast drawn my love,

O Fakir!

I was sleeping in my own chamber, and Thou didst awaken me; striking me
with Thy voice, O Fakir!

I was drowning in the deeps of the ocean of this world, and Thou didst save
me: upholding me with Thine arm, O Fakir!

Only one word and no second—and Thou hast made me tear off all my bonds,
O Fakir!

Kabir says, “Thou hast united Thy heart to my heart, O Fakir!”



XI

I. 131. nis’ din khelat rahi sakhiydn sang 1 played day and night with my

comrades, and now I am greatly afraid.

So high is my Lord’s palace, my heart trembles to mount its stairs: yet I must
not be shy, if I would enjoy His love.

My heart must cleave to my Lover; I must withdraw my veil, and meet Him
with all my body: Mine eyes must perform the ceremony of the lamps of
love.

Kabir says: “Listen to me, friend: he understands who loves. If you feel not
love’s longing for your Beloved One, it is vain to adorn your body, vain to
put unguent on your eyelids.”



XII

I1. 24. hamsa, kaho purdtan vat Tell me, O Swan, your ancient tale.

From what land do you come, O Swan? to what shore will you fly?

Where would you take your rest, O Swan, and what do you seek?

Even this morning, O Swan, awake, arise, follow me!

There is a land where no doubt nor sorrow have rule: where the terror of
Death is no more.

There the woods of spring are a-bloom, and the fragrant scent “He is I” is

borne on the wind: There the bee of the heart is deeply immersed, and
desires no other joy.



X111

I1. 37. angadhiya deva

O Lord Increate, who will serve Thee?

Every votary offers his worship to the God of his own creation: each day he
receives service— None seek Him, the Perfect: Brahma, the Indivisible
Lord.

They believe in ten Avatars; but no Avatar can be the Infinite Spirit, for he
suffers the results of his deeds: The Supreme One must be other than this.

The Yogi, the Sanyasi, the Ascetics, are disputing one with another: Kabir
says, “O brother! He who has seen that radiance of love, he is saved.”



XIV

II. 56. dariya ki lahar dariydo hai ji The river and its waves are one surf:

where is the difference between the river and its waves?

When the wave rises, it is the water; and when it falls, it is the same water
again. Tell me, Sir, where is the distinction?

Because it has been named as wave, shall it no longer be considered as
water?

Within the Supreme Brahma, the worlds are being told like beads: Look upon
that rosary with the eyes of wisdom.



XV

II. 57. janh khelat vasant riturdj Where Spring, the lord of the seasons,
reigneth, there the Unstruck Music sounds of itself, There the streams of light
flow in all directions; Few are the men who can cross to that shore!

There, where millions of Krishnas stand with hands folded, Where millions of
Vishnus bow their heads, Where millions of Brahmds are reading the
Vedas, Where millions of Shivas are lost in contemplation, Where millions
of Indras dwell in the sky, Where the demi-gods and the munis are
unnumbered, Where millions of Saraswatis, Goddess of Music, play on the
vina— There is my Lord self-revealed: and the scent of sandal and flowers

dwells in those deeps.



XVI

I1. 59. janh, cet acet khambh doii Between the poles of the conscious and the

unconscious, there has the mind made a swing: Thereon hang all beings and all

worlds, and that swing never ceases its sway.

Millions of beings are there: the sun and the moon in their courses are there:
Millions of ages pass, and the swing goes on.

All swing! the sky and the earth and the air and the water; and the Lord
Himself taking form: And the sight of this has made Kabir a servant.



XVII

II. 61. grah candra tapan jot varat hai The light of the sun, the moon, and the
stars shines bright: The melody of love swells forth, and the rhythm of love’s
detachment beats the time.

Day and night, the chorus of music fills the heavens; and Kabir says “My
Beloved One gleams like the lightning flash in the sky.”

Do you know how the moments perform their adoration?

Waving its row of lamps, the universe sings in worship day and night, There
are the hidden banner and the secret canopy: There the sound of the unseen
bells is heard.

Kabir says: “There adoration never ceases; there the Lord of the Universe
sitteth on His throne.”

The whole world does its works and commits its errors: but few are the lovers
who know the Beloved.

The devout seeker is he who mingles in his heart the double currents of love
and detachment, like the mingling of the streams of Ganges and Jumna; In
his heart the sacred water flows day and night; and thus the round of births
and deaths is brought to an end.

Behold what wonderful rest is in the Supreme Spirit! And he enjoys it, who
makes himself meet for it.

Held by the cords of love, the swing of the Ocean of Joy sways to and fro;
and a mighty sound breaks forth in song.

See what a lotus blooms there without water! And Kabir says “My heart’s
bee drinks its nectar.”

What a wonderful lotus it is, that blooms at the heart of the spinning wheel of
the universe! Only a few pure souls know of its true delight.

Music is all around it, and there the heart partakes of the joy of the Infinite
Sea.

Kabir says: “Dive thou into that Ocean of sweetness: thus let all errors of life
and of death flee away.”

Behold how the thirst of the five senses is quenched there! And the three
forms of misery are no more!

Kabir says: “It is the sport of the Unattainable One: look within, and behold
how the moon-beams of that Hidden One shine in you.”

There falls the rhythmic beat of life and death: Rapture wells forth, and all



space is radiant with light.

There the Unstruck Music is sounded; it is the music of the love of the three
worlds.

There millions of lamps of sun and of moon are burning; There the drum
beats, and the lover swings in play.

There love-songs resound, and light rains in showers; and the worshipper is
entranced in the taste of the heavenly nectar.

Look upon life and death; there is no separation between them, The right
hand and the left hand are one and the same.

Kabir says: “There the wise man is speechless; for this truth may never be
found in Vadas or in books.”

I have had my Seat on the Self-poised One, I have drunk of the Cup of the
Ineffable, I have found the Key of the Mystery, I have reached the Root of
Union.

Travelling by no track, I have come to the Sorrowless Land: very easily has
the mercy of the great Lord come upon me.

They have sung of Him as infinite and unattainable: but I in my meditations
have seen Him without sight.

That is indeed the sorrowless land, and none know the path that leads there:
Only he who is on that path has surely transcended all sorrow.

Wonderful is that land of rest, to which no merit can win; It is the wise who
has seen it, it is the wise who has sung of it.

This is the Ultimate Word: but can any express its marvellous savour?

He who has savoured it once, he knows what joy it can give.

Kabir says: “Knowing it, the ignorant man becomes wise, and the wise man
becomes speechless and silent, The worshipper is utterly inebriated, His
wisdom and his detachment are made perfect; He drinks from the cup of the
in-breathings and the out-breathings of love.”

There the whole sky is filled with sound, and there that music is made without
fingers and without strings; There the game of pleasure and pain does not
cease.

Kabir says: “If you merge your life in the Ocean of Life, you will find your
life in the Supreme Land of Bliss.”

What a frenzy of ecstasy there is in every hour! and the worshipper is
pressing out and drinking the essence of the hours: he lives in the life of
Brahma.

I speak truth, for I have accepted truth in life; I am now attached to truth, I
have swept all tinsel away.



Kabir says: “Thus is the worshipper set free from fear; thus have all errors
of life and of death left him.”

There the sky is filled with music: There it rains nectar:

There the harp-strings jingle, and there the drums beat.

What a secret splendour is there, in the mansion of the sky!

There no mention is made of the rising and the setting of the sun; In the
ocean of manifestation, which is the light of love, day and night are felt to
be one.

Joy forever, no sorrow,—no struggle!

There have I seen joy filled to the brim, perfection of joy; No place for error
is there.

Kabir says: “There have I witnessed the sport of One Bliss!”

I have known in my body the sport of the universe: I have escaped from the
error of this world.

The inward and the outward are become as one sky, the Infinite and the finite
are united: I am drunken with the sight of this All!

This Light of Thine fulfils the universe: the lamp of love that burns on the
salver of knowledge.

Kabir says: “There error cannot enter, and the conflict of life and death is
felt no more.”



XVIII

II. 77. maddh dkas’ dp jahdn baithe The middle region of the sky, wherein the

spirit dwelleth, is radiant with the music of light; There, where the pure and

white music blossoms, my Lord takes His delight.

In the wondrous effulgence of each hair of His body, the brightness of
millions of suns and of moons is lost.

On that shore there is a city, where the rain of nectar pours and pours, and
never ceases.

Kabir says: “Come, O Dharmadas! and see my great Lord’s Durbar.”



XIX

II. 20. paramatam guru nikat virdjatn O my heart! The Supreme Spirit, the
great Master, is near you: wake, oh wake!

Run to the feet of your Beloved: for your Lord stands near to your head.

You have slept for unnumbered ages; this morning will you not wake?



XX

I1. 22. man tu par utar kanh jaiho To what shore would you cross, O my heart?

There is no traveller before you, there is no road: Where is the movement,

where is the rest, on that shore?

There is no water; no boat, no boatman, is there; There is not so much as a
rope to tow the boat, nor a man to draw it.

No earth, no sky, no time, nothing, is there: no shore, no ford!

There, there is neither body nor mind: and where is the place that shall still
the thirst of the soul? You shall find naught in that emptiness.

Be strong, and enter into your own body: for there your foothold is firm.
Consider it well, O my heart! go not elsewhere, Kabir says: “Put all
imaginations away, and stand fast in that which you are.”



XXI

I1. 33. ghar ghar dipak barai

Lamps burn in every house, O blind one! and you cannot see them.

One day your eyes shall suddenly be opened, and you shall see: and the
fetters of death will fall from you.

There is nothing to say or to hear, there is nothing to do: it is he who is
living, yet dead, who shall never die again.

Because he lives in solitude, therefore the Yogi says that his home is far
away.

Your Lord is near: yet you are climbing the palm-tree to seek Him.

The Brahman priest goes from house to house and initiates people into faith:
Alas! The true fountain of life is beside you, and you have set up a stone to
worship.

Kabir says: “I may never express how sweet my Lord is. Yoga and the telling
of beads, virtue and vice—these are naught to Him.”



XXII

I1. 38. Sadho, so satgur mohi bhawai O brother, my heart yearns for that true
Guru, who fills the cup of true love, and drinks of it himself, and offers it then
to me.

He removes the veil from the eyes, and gives the true Vision of Brahma: He
reveals the worlds in Him, and makes me to hear the Unstruck Music: He
shows joy and sorrow to be one: He fills all utterance with love.

Kabir says: “Verily he has no fear, who has such a Guru to lead him to the

shelter of safety!”



XXIII

I1. 40. tinwir safjh ka gahirad awai The shadows of evening fall thick and deep,

and the darkness of love envelops the body and the mind.

Open the window to the west, and be lost in the sky of love; Drink the sweet
honey that steeps the petals of the lotus of the heart.

Receive the waves in your body: what splendour is in the region of the sea!

Hark! the sounds of conches and bells are rising.

Kabir says: “O brother, behold! The Lord is in this vessel of my body.”



XXIV

I1. 48. jis se rahani apdr jagat men More than all else do I cherish at heart that

love which makes me to live a limitless life in this world.

It is like the lotus, which lives in the water and blooms in the water: yet the
water cannot touch its petals, they open beyond its reach.

It is like a wife, who enters the fire at the bidding of love. She burns and lets
others grieve, yet never dishonours love.

This ocean of the world is hard to cross: its waters are very deep. Kabir says:
“Listen to me, O Sadhu! Few there are who have reached its end.”



XXV

II. 45. Hari ne apnd ap chipdya My Lord hides Himself, and my Lord

wonderfully reveals Himself: My Lord has encompassed me with hardness,

and my Lord has cast down my limitations.

My Lord brings to me words of sorrow and words of joy, and He Himself
heals their strife.

I will offer my body and mind to my Lord: I will give up my life, but never can
I forget my Lord!



XXVI

I1. 75. énkar siwae kofi sirjai All things are created by the Om; The love-form

is His body.

He is without form, without quality, without decay: Seek thou union with
Him!

But that formless God takes a thousand forms in the eyes of His creatures:
He is pure and indestructible, His form is infinite and fathomless, He
dances in rapture, and waves of form arise from His dance.

The body and the mind cannot contain themselves, when they are touched by
His great joy.

He is immersed in all consciousness, all joys, and all sorrows; He has no
beginning and no end; He holds all within His bliss.



XXVII

I1. 81. satgur soi daya kar dinha It is the mercy of my true Guru that has made

me to know the unknown; I have learned from Him how to walk without feet,

to see without eyes, to hear without ears, to drink without mouth, to fly without

wings; I have brought my love and my meditation into the land where there is

no sun and moon, nor day and night.

Without eating, I have tasted of the sweetness of nectar; and without water, I
have quenched my thirst.

Where there is the response of delight, there is the fullness of joy. Before
whom can that joy be uttered?

Kabir says: “The Guru is great beyond words, and great is the good fortune
of the disciple.”



XXVIII

II. 85. nirgun dge sargun ndcai Before the Unconditioned, the Conditioned

dances: “Thou and I are one!” this trumpet proclaims.

The Guru comes, and bows down before the disciple: This is the greatest of
wonders.



XXIX

I1. 87. Kabir kab se bhaye vairdgi Gorakhnath asks Kabir:

“Tell me, O Kabir, when did your vocation begin? Where did your love have
its rise?”

Kabir answers:

“When He whose forms are manifold had not begun His play: when there
was no Guru, and no disciple: when the world was not spread out: when the
Supreme One was alone— Then I became an ascetic; then, O Gorakh, my
love was drawn to Brahma.

Brahma did not hold the crown on his head; the god Vishnu was not anointed
as king; the power of Shiva was still unborn; when I was instructed in Yoga.

I became suddenly revealed in Benares, and RaGmananda illumined me; I
brought with me the thirst for the Infinite, and I have come for the meeting
with Him.

In simplicity will I unite with the Simple One; my love will surge up.
O Gorakh, march thou with His music!”



XXX

II. 95. ya tarvar men ek pakherii On this tree is a bird: it dances in the joy of

life.

None knows where it is: and who knows what the burden of its music may be?

Where the branches throw a deep shade, there does it have its nest: and it
comes in the evening and flies away in the morning, and says not a word of
that which it means.

None tell me of this bird that sings within me.

It is neither coloured nor colourless: it has neither form nor outline: It sits in
the shadow of love.

It dwells within the Unattainable, the Infinite, and the Eternal; and no one
marks when it comes and goes.

Kabir says: “O brother Sadhu! Deep is the mystery. Let wise men seek to
know where rests that bird.”



XXXI

I1. 100. Nis’ din salai ghaw

A sore pain troubles me day and night, and I cannot sleep; I long for the
meeting with my Beloved, and my father’s house gives me pleasure no
more.

The gates of the sky are opened, the temple is revealed: I meet my husband,
and leave at His feet the offering of my body and my mind.



XXXII

I1. 103. ndco re mero man, matta hoy Dance, my heart! dance to-day with joy.

The strains of love fill the days and the nights with music, and the world is
listening to its melodies: Mad with joy, life and death dance to the rhythm
of this music. The hills and the sea and the earth dance. The world of man
dances in laughter and tears.

Why put on the robe of the monk, and live aloof from the world in lonely
pride?

Behold! My heart dances in the delight of a hundred arts; and the Creator is
well pleased.



XXXIII

I1. 105. man mast hua tab kyon bole Where is the need of words, when love has

made drunken the heart?

I have wrapped the diamond in my cloak; why open it again and again?

When its load was light, the pan of the balance went up: now it is full, where
is the need for weighing?

The swan has taken its flight to the lake beyond the mountains; why should it
search for the pools and ditches anymore?

Your Lord dwells within you: why need your outward eyes be opened?

Kabir says: “Listen, my brother! My Lord, who ravishes my eyes, has united
Himself with me.”



XXXIV

II. 110. mohi tohi lagi kaise chute How could the love between Thee and me

sever?

As the leaf of the lotus abides on the water: so thou art my Lord, and I am
Thy servant.

As the night-bird Chakor gazes all night at the moon: so Thou art my Lord
and I am Thy servant.

From the beginning until the ending of time, there is love between Thee and
me; and how shall such love be extinguished?

Kabir says: “As the river enters into the ocean, so my heart touches Thee.”



XXXV

II. 113. valam, Gwo hamdre geh re My body and my mind are grieved for the

want of Thee; O my Beloved! come to my house.

When people say I am Thy bride, I am ashamed; for I have not touched Thy
heart with my heart.

Then what is this love of mine? I have no taste for food, I have no sleep; my
heart is ever restless within doors and without.

As water is to the thirsty, so is the lover to the bride. Who is there that will
carry my news to my Beloved?

Kabir is restless: he is dying for sight of Him.



XXXVI

I1. 126. jag piyari, ab kan sowai O friend, awake, and sleep no more!

The night is over and gone, would you lose your day also?

Others, who have wakened, have received jewels; O foolish woman! you have
lost all whilst you slept.

Your lover is wise, and you are foolish, O woman!

You never prepared the bed of your husband: O mad one! you passed your
time in silly play.

Your youth was passed in vain, for you did not know your Lord; Wake, wake!
See! your bed is empty: He left you in the night.

Kabir says: “Only she wakes, whose heart is pierced with the arrow of His
music.”



XXXVII

I. 36. sir parkds’, tanh rain kahan paiye Where is the night, when the sun is
shining? If it is night, then the sun withdraws its light. Where knowledge is,
can ignorance endure?

If there be ignorance, then knowledge must die.

If there be lust, how can love be there? Where there is love, there is no lust.

Lay hold on your sword, and join in the fight. Fight, O my brother, as long as
life lasts.

Strike off your enemy’s head, and there make an end of him quickly: then
come, and bow your head at your King’s Durbar.

He who is brave, never forsakes the battle: he who flies from it is no true
fighter.

In the field of this body a great war goes forward, against passion, anger,
pride, and greed: It is in the kingdom of truth, contentment and purity, that
this battle is raging; and the sword that rings forth most loudly is the sword
of His Name.

Kabir says: “When a brave knight takes the field, a host of cowards is put to
flight.

It is a hard fight and a weary one, this fight of the truth-seeker: for the vow of
the truth-seeker is more hard than that of the warrior, or of the widowed
wife who would follow her husband.

For the warrior fights for a few hours, and the widow’s struggle with death is
soon ended: But the truth-seeker’s battle goes on day and night, as long as
life lasts it never ceases.”



XXXVIII

I. 50. bhram ka tala laga mahal re The lock of error shuts the gate, open it with
the key of love: Thus, by opening the door, thou shalt wake the Beloved.
Kabir says: “O brother! do not pass by such good fortune as this.”



XXXIX

I. 59. sadho, yah tan thdath tanvure ka O friend! this body is His lyre; He
tightens its strings, and draws from it the melody of Brahma.

If the strings snap and the keys slacken, then to dust must this instrument of
dust return: Kabir says: “None but Brahma can evoke its melodies.”



XL

I. 65. avadhii bhiile ko ghar lawe He is dear to me indeed who can call back the
wanderer to his home. In the home is the true union, in the home is enjoyment
of life: why should I forsake my home and wander in the forest?

If Brahma helps me to realize truth, verily I will find both bondage and
deliverance in home.

He is dear to me indeed who has power to dive deep into Brahma; whose
mind loses itself with ease in His contemplation.

He is dear to me who knows Brahma, and can dwell on His supreme truth in
meditation; and who can play the melody of the Infinite by uniting love and
renunciation in life.

Kabir says: “The home is the abiding place; in the home is reality; the home
helps to attain Him Who is real. So stay where you are, and all things shall
come to you in time.”



XLI

I. 76. santo, sahaj samadh bhali O sadhu! the simple union is the best. Since
the day when I met with my Lord, there has been no end to the sport of our
love.

I shut not my eyes, I close not my ears, I do not mortify my body; I see with
eyes open and smile, and behold His beauty everywhere: I utter His Name,
and whatever I see, it reminds me of Him; whatever I do., it becomes His
worship.

The rising and the setting are one to me; all contradictions are solved.

Wherever I go, I move round Him, All I achieve is His service:

When I lie down, I lie prostrate at His feet.

He is the only adorable one to me: I have none other.

My tongue has left off impure words, it sings His glory day and night:
Whether I rise or sit down, I can never forget Him; for the rhythm of His
music beats in my ears.

Kabir says: “My heart is frenzied, and I disclose in my soul what is hidden. 1
am immersed in that one great bliss which transcends all pleasure and
pain.”



XLII

I. 79. tirath men to sab pani hai There is nothing but water at the holy bathing
places; and I know that they are useless, for I have bathed in them.

The images are all lifeless, they cannot speak; I know, for I have cried aloud
to them.

The Purana and the Koran are mere words; lifting up the curtain, I have
seen.

Kabir gives utterance to the words of experience; and he knows very well that
all other things are untrue.



XLIII

I. 82. pani vic min piydsi

I laugh when I hear that the fish in the water is thirsty: You do not see that
the Real is in your home, and you wander from forest to forest listlessly!

Here is the truth! Go where you will, to Benares or to Mathura; if you do not
find your soul, the world is unreal to you.



XLIV

I. 93. gagan math gaib nisdn gade The Hidden Banner is planted in the temple

of the sky; there the blue canopy decked with the moon and set with bright

jewels is spread.

There the light of the sun and the moon is shining: still your mind to silence
before that splendour.

Kabir says: “He who has drunk of this nectar, wanders like one who is mad.”



XLV

I. 97. sadho, ko hai kdanh se dyo Who are you, and whence do you come?

Where dwells that Supreme Spirit, and how does He have His sport with all
created things?

The fire is in the wood; but who awakens it suddenly? Then it turns to ashes,
and where goes the force of the fire?
The true guru teaches that He has neither limit nor infinitude.

Kabir says: “Brahma suits His language to the understanding of His
hearer.”



XLVI

I. 98. sadho, sahajai kdya s’odho O sadhu! purify your body in the simple way.

As the seed is within the banyan tree, and within the seed are the flowers, the
fruits, and the shade: So the germ is within the body, and within that germ
is the body again.

The fire, the air, the water, the earth, and the aether; you cannot have these
outside of Him.

O, Kazi, O Pundit, consider it well: what is there that is not in the soul?

The water-filled pitcher is placed upon water, it has water within and
without.

It should not be given a name, lest it call forth the error of dualism.

Kabir says: “Listen to the Word, the Truth, which is your essence. He speaks
the Word to Himself; and He Himself is the Creator.”



XLVII

I. 102. tarvar ek mil vin thdda There is a strange tree, which stands without
roots and bears fruits without blossoming; It has no branches and no leaves, it
is lotus all over.

Two birds sing there; one is the Guru, and the other the disciple: The disciple
chooses the manifold fruits of life and tastes them, and the Guru beholds
him in joy.

What Kabir says is hard to understand: “The bird is beyond seeking, yet it is
most clearly visible. The Formless is in the midst of all forms. I sing the
glory of forms.”



XLVIII

I. 107. calat mansa acal kinhi 1 have stilled my restless mind, and my heart is
radiant: for in Thatness I have seen beyond Thatness. In company I have seen

the Comrade Himself.
Living in bondage, I have set myself free: I have broken away from the clutch

of all narrowness.
Kabir says: “I have attained the unattainable, and my heart is coloured with

the colour of love.”



XLIX

I. 105. jo disai, so to hai nahin That which you see is not: and for that which is,

you have no words.

Unless you see, you believe not: what is told you you cannot accept.

He who is discerning knows by the word; and the ignorant stands gaping.

Some contemplate the Formless, and others meditate on form: but the wise
man knows that Brahma is beyond both.

That beauty of His is not seen of the eye: that metre of His is not heard of the
ear.

Kabir says: “He who has found both love and renunciation never descends to
death.”



L

I. 126. murali bajat akhand saddye The flute of the Infinite is played without
ceasing, and its sound is love: When love renounces all limits, it reaches truth.
How widely the fragrance spreads! It has no end, nothing stands in its way.

The form of this melody is bright like a million suns: incomparably sounds
the vina, the vina of the notes of truth.



LI

I. 129. sakhiyo, ham hiin bhai valamds’i Dear friend, [ am eager to meet my

Beloved! My youth has flowered, and the pain of separation from Him troubles

my breast.

I am wandering yet in the alleys of knowledge without purpose, but I have
received His news in these alleys of knowledge.

I have a letter from my Beloved: in this letter is an unutterable message, and
now my fear of death is done away.

Kabir says: “O my loving friend! I have got for my gift the Deathless One.”



LII

I. 130. sdin vin dard kareje hoy When I am parted from my Beloved, my heart

is full of misery: I have no comfort in the day, I have no sleep in the night. To

whom shall I tell my sorrow?

The night is dark; the hours slip by. Because my Lord is absent, I start up and
tremble with fear.

Kabir says: “Listen, my friend! There is no other satisfaction, save in the
encounter with the Beloved.”



LIII

I. 122. kaum murali s’abd s’un Gnand bhayo What is that flute whose music
thrills me with joy?

The flame burns without a lamp; The lotus blossoms without a root; Flowers
bloom in clusters;
The moon-bird is devoted to the moon; With all its heart the rain-bird longs

for the shower of rain; But upon whose love does the Lover concentrate His
entire life?



LIV

I. 112. s’untd nahi dhun ki khabar Have you not heard the tune which the
Unstruck Music is playing? In the midst of the chamber the harp of joy is
gently and sweetly played; and where is the need of going without to hear it?

If you have not drunk of the nectar of that One Love, what boots it though you
should purge yourself of all stains?

The Kazi is searching the words of the Koran, and instructing others: but if
his heart be not steeped in that love, what does it avail, though he be a
teacher of men?

The Yogi dyes his garments with red: but if he knows naught of that colour of
love, what does it avail though his garments be tinted?

Kabir says: “Whether I be in the temple or the balcony, in the camp or in the
flower garden, I tell you truly that every moment my Lord is taking His
delight in me.”



LV

I. 73. bhakti ka marag jhind re Subtle is the path of love!

Therein there is no asking and no not-asking, There one loses one’s self at
His feet, There one is immersed in the joy of the seeking: plunged in the
deeps of love as the fish in the water.

The lover is never slow in offering his head for his Lord’s service.

Kabir declares the secret of this love.



LVI

I. 68. bhai kot satguru sant kahdwai He is the real Sadhu, who can reveal the
form of the Formless to the vision of these eyes: Who teaches the simple way
of attaining Him, that is other than rites or ceremonies: Who does not make
you close the doors, and hold the breath, and renounce the world: Who makes
you perceive the Supreme Spirit wherever the mind attaches itself: Who
teaches you to be still in the midst of all your activities.

Ever immersed in bliss, having no fear in his mind, he keeps the spirit of
union in the midst of all enjoyments.

The infinite dwelling of the Infinite Being is everywhere: in earth, water, sky,
and air: Firm as the thunderbolt, the seat of the seeker is established above
the void.

He who is within is without: I see Him and none else.



LVII

I. 66. sadho, s’abd sddhna kijai Receive that Word from which the Universe

springeth!

That word is the Guru; I have heard it, and become the disciple.

How many are there who know the meaning of that word?

O Sadhu! Practise that Word!

The Vedas and the Puranas proclaim it, The world is established in it, The
Rishis and devotees speak of it: But none knows the mystery of the Word.

The householder leaves his house when he hears it, The ascetic comes back
to love when he hears it, The Six Philosophies expound it, The Spirit of
Renunciation points to that Word, From that Word the world-form has
sprung, That Word reveals all.

Kabir says: “But who knows whence the Word cometh?



LVIII

I. 63. pile pyala, ho matwala

Empty the Cup! O be drunken!

Drink the divine nectar of His Name!

Kabir says: “Listen to me, dear Sadhu!

From the sole of the foot to the crown of the head this mind is filled with

poison.”



LIX

I. 52. khasm na cinhai bawari

O man, if thou dost not know thine own Lord, whereof art thou so proud?

Put thy cleverness away: mere words shall never unite thee to Him.

Do not deceive thyself with the witness of the Scriptures: Love is something
other than this, and he who has sought it truly has found it.



LX

1. 56. sukh sindh ki sair ka

The savour of wandering in the ocean of deathless life has rid me of all my
asking: As the tree is in the seed, so all diseases are in this asking.



LXI

I. 48. sukh sagar men dike

When at last you are come to the ocean of happiness, do not go back thirsty.

Wake, foolish man! for Death stalks you. Here is pure water before you;
drink it at every breath.

Do not follow the mirage on foot, but thirst for the nectar; Dhruva, Prahlad,
and Shukadeva have drunk of it, and also Raidas has tasted it: The saints
are drunk with love, their thirst is for love.

Kabir says: “Listen to me, brother! The nest of fear is broken.

Not for a moment have you come face to face with the world: You are
weaving your bondage of falsehood, your words are full of deception: With
the load of desires which you. hold on your head, how can you be light?”

Kabir says: “Keep within you truth, detachment, and love.”



LXII

I. 35. sati ko kaun s’ikhawta hai Who has ever taught the widowed wife to burn
herself on the pyre of her dead husband?

And who has ever taught love to find bliss in renunciation?



LXIII

I. 39. are man, dhiraj kdhe na dharai Why so impatient, my heart?

He who watches over birds, beasts, and insects, He who cared for you whilst
you were yet in your mother’s womb, Shall He not care for you now that
you are come forth?

Oh my heart, how could you turn from the smile of your Lord and wander so
far from Him?

You have left Your Beloved and are thinking of others: and this is why all
your work is in vain.



LXIV

I. 117. sdin se lagan kathin hai, bhai Now hard it is to meet my Lord!

The rain-bird wails in thirst for the rain: almost she dies of her longing, yet
she would have none other water than the rain.

Drawn by the love of music, the deer moves forward: she dies as she listens
to the music, yet she shrinks not in fear.

The widowed wife sits by the body of her dead husband: she is not afraid of
the fire.

Put away all fear for this poor body.



LXV

I. 22. jab main bhiila, re bhai O brother! when I was forgetful, my true Guru

showed me the Way.

Then I left off all rites and ceremonies, I bathed no more in the holy water:
Then I learned that it was I alone who was mad, and the whole world beside
me was sane; and I had disturbed these wise people.

From that time forth I knew no more how to roll in the dust in obeisance: I do
not ring the temple bell: I do not set the idol on its throne: I do not worship
the image with flowers.

It is not the austerities that mortify the flesh which are pleasing to the Lord,
When you leave off your clothes and kill your senses, you do not please the
Lord: The man who is kind and who practises righteousness, who remains
passive amidst the affairs of the world, who considers all creatures on earth
as his own self, He attains the Immortal Being, the true God is ever with
him.

Kabir says: “He attains the true Name whose words are pure, and who is
free from pride and conceit.”



LXVI

I. 20. man na rangdye

The Yogi dyes his garments, instead of dyeing his mind in the colours of love:
He sits within the temple of the Lord, leaving Brahma to worship a stone.

He pierces holes in his ears, he has a great beard and matted locks, he looks
like a goat: He goes forth into the wilderness, killing all his desires, and
turns himself into an eunuch: He shaves his head and dyes his garments; he
reads the Gita and becomes a mighty talker.

Kabir says: “You are going to the doors of death, bound hand and foot!”



LXVII

I. 9. na jane sahab kaisa hai

I do not know what manner of God is mine.

The Mullah cries aloud to Him: and why? Is your Lord deaf? The subtle
anklets that ring on the feet of an insect when it moves are heard of Him.

Tell your beads, paint your forehead with the mark of your God, and wear

matted locks long and showy: but a deadly weapon is in your heart, and
how shall you have God?



LXVIII

II1. 102. ham se raha na jay

I hear the melody of His flute, and I cannot contain myself: The flower
blooms, though it is not spring; and already the bee has received its
invitation.

The sky roars and the lightning flashes, the waves arise in my heart, The rain
falls; and my heart longs for my Lord.

Where the rhythm of the world rises and falls, thither my heart has reached:
There the hidden banners are fluttering in the air.

Kabir says: “My heart is dying, though it lives.”



LXIX

III. 2. jo khodad masjid vasat hai If God be within the mosque, then to whom

does this world belong?

If Ram be within the image which you find upon your pilgrimage, then who is
there to know what happens without?

Hari is in the East: Allah is in the West. Look within your heart, for there you
will find both Karim and Ram; All the men and women of the world are His
living forms.

Kabir is the child of Allah and of Ram: He is my Guru, He is my Pir.



LXX

III. 9. s’il santosh sadd samadrishti He who is meek and contented., he who

has an equal vision, whose mind is filled with the fullness of acceptance and of

rest; He who has seen Him and touched Him, he is freed from all fear and
trouble.

To him the perpetual thought of God is like sandal paste smeared on the
body, to him nothing else is delight: His work and his rest are filled with
music: he sheds abroad the radiance of love.

Kabir says: “Touch His feet, who is one and indivisible, immutable and
peaceful; who fills all vessels to the brim with joy, and whose form is love.”



LXXI

I11. 13. sadh sangat pitam

Go thou to the company of the good, where the Beloved One has His dwelling
place: Take all thy thoughts and love and instruction from thence.

Let that assembly be burnt to ashes where His Name is not spoken!

Tell me, how couldst thou hold a wedding-feast, if the bridegroom himself
were not there?

Waver no more, think only of the Beloved; Set not thy heart on the worship of
other gods, there is no worth in the worship of other masters.

Kabir deliberates and says: “Thus thou shalt never find the Beloved!”



LXXII

III. 26. tor hira hirdilwa kicad men The jewel is lost in the mud, and all are

seeking for it; Some look for it in the east, and some in the west; some in the

water and some amongst stones.

But the servant Kabir has appraised it at its true value, and has wrapped it
with care in the end of the mantle of his heart.



LXXIII

II1. 26. dyau din gaune ka ho

The palanquin came to take me away to my husband’s home, and it sent
through my heart a thrill of joy; But the bearers have brought me into the
lonely forest, where I have no one of my own.

O bearers, I entreat you by your feet, wait but a moment longer: let me go
back to my kinsmen and friends, and take my leave of them.

The servant Kabir sings: “O Sadhu! Finish your buying and selling, have
done with your good and your bad: for there are no markets and no shops
in the land to which you go.”



LXXIV

III. 30. are dil, prem nagar kd ant na pdyd O my heart! You have not known
all the secrets of this city of love: in ignorance you came, and in ignorance you
return.

O my friend, what have you done with this life? You have taken on your head
the burden heavy with stones, and who is to lighten it for you?

Your Friend stands on the other shore, but you never think in your mind how
you may meet with Him: The boat is broken, and yet you sit ever upon the
bank; and thus you are beaten to no purpose by the waves.

The servant Kabir asks you to consider; who is there that shall befriend you
at the last?

You are alone, you have no companion: you will suffer the consequences of
your own deeds.



LXXV

III. 55. ved kahe sargun ke dge The Vedas say that the Unconditioned stands

beyond the world of Conditions.

O woman, what does it avail thee to dispute whether He is beyond all or in
all?

See thou everything as thine own dwelling place: the mist of pleasure and
pain can never spread there.

There Brahma is revealed day and night: there light is His garment, light is
His seat, light rests on thy head.

Kabir says: “The Master, who is true, He is all light.”



LXXVI

II1. 48. tii surat nain nihar

Open your eyes of love, and see Him who pervades this world I consider it
well, and know that this is your own country.

When you meet the true Guru, He will awaken your heart; He will tell you the
secret of love and detachment, and then you will know indeed that He
transcends this universe.

This world is the City of Truth, its maze of paths enchants the heart: We can
reach the goal without crossing the road, such is the sport unending.

Where the ring of manifold joys ever dances about Him, there is the sport of
Eternal Bliss.

When we know this, then all our receiving and renouncing is over;
Thenceforth the heat of having shall never scorch us more.

He is the Ultimate Rest unbounded: He has spread His form of love
throughout all the world.

From that Ray which is Truth, streams of new forms are perpetually
springing: and He pervades those forms.

All the gardens and groves and bowers are abounding with blossom; and the
air breaks forth into ripples of joy.

There the swan plays a wonderful game, There the Unstruck Music eddies
around the Infinite One; There in the midst the Throne of the Unheld is
shining, where on the great being sits— Millions of suns are shamed by the
radiance of a single hair of His body.

On the harp of the road what true melodies are being sounded! And its notes
pierce the heart: There the Eternal Fountain is playing its endless life-
streams of birth and death.

They call Him Emptiness who is the Truth of truths, in whom all truths are
stored!

There within Him creation goes forward, which is beyond all philosophy; for
philosophy cannot attain to Him: There is an endless world, O my Brother!
And there is the Nameless Being, of whom naught can be said.

Only he knows it who has reached that region: it is other than all that is
heard and said.

No form, no body, no length, no breadth is seen there: how can I tell you that
which it is?



He comes to the Path of the Infinite on whom the grace of the Lord descends:
he is freed from births and deaths who attains to Him.

Kabir says: “It cannot be told by the words of the mouth, it cannot be written
on paper: It is like a dumb person who tastes a sweet thing—how shall it be
explained?”



LXXVII

III. 60. cal hamsa wa des’ jahdn O my heart! Let us go to that country where

dwells the Beloved, the ravisher of my heart!

There Love is filling her pitcher from the well, yet she has no rope wherewith
to draw water; There the clouds do not cover the sky, yet the rain falls down
in gentle showers: O bodiless one! Do not sit on your doorstep; go forth
and bathe yourself in that rain!

There it is ever moonlight and never dark; and who speaks of one sun only?
that land is illuminate with the rays of a million suns.



LXXVIII

I11. 63. kahain Kabir, s’uno ho sddho Kabir says: “O Sadhu! Hear my deathless

words. If you want your own good, examine and consider them well.

You have estranged yourself from the Creator, of whom you have sprung: you
have lost your reason, you have bought death.

All doctrines and all teachings are sprung from Him, from Him they grow:
know this for certain, and have no fear.

Hear from me the tidings of this great truth!

Whose name do you sing, and on whom do you meditate? O, come forth from
this entanglement!

He dwells at the heart of all things, so why take refuge in empty desolation?

If you place the Guru at a distance from you, then it is but the distance that
you honour: If indeed the Master be far away, then who is it else that is
creating this world?

When you think that He is not here, then you wander further and further
away, and seek Him in vain with tears.

Where He is far off, there He is unattainable: where He is near, He is very
bliss.

Kabir says: “Lest His servant should suffer pain He pervades him through
and through.”

Know yourself then, O Kabir; for He is in you from head to foot.

Sing with gladness, and keep your seat unmoved within your heart.



LXXIX

III. 66. n@ main dharmi nahin adharmi I am neither pious nor ungodly, I live
neither by law nor by sense, I am neither a speaker nor hearer, I am neither a
servant nor master, I am neither bond nor free, I am neither detached nor
attached.

I am far from none: I am near to none.

I shall go neither to hell nor to heaven.

I do all works; yet I am apart from all works.

Few comprehend my meaning: he who can comprehend it, he sits unmoved.
Kabir seeks neither to establish nor to destroy.



LXXX

II1. 69. satta ndm hai sab ten nydra The true Name is like none other name!

The distinction of the Conditioned from the Unconditioned is but a word: The
Unconditioned is the seed, the Conditioned is the flower and the fruit.

Knowledge is the branch, and the Name is the root.

Look, and see where the root is: happiness shall be yours when you come to

the root.

The root will lead you to the branch, the ledf, the flower, and the fruit: It is
the encounter with the Lord, it is the attainment of bliss, it is the
reconciliation of the Conditioned and the Unconditioned.



LXXXI

II1. 74. pratham ek jo dpai dp In the beginning was He alone, sufficient unto

Himself: the formless, colourless, and unconditioned Being.

Then was there neither beginning, middle, nor end; Then were no eyes, no
darkness, no light; Then were no ground, air, nor sky; no fire, water, nor
earth; no rivers like the Ganges and the Jumna, no seas, oceans, and
waves.

Then was neither vice nor virtue; scriptures there were not, as the Vedas and
Puranas, nor as the Koran.

Kabir ponders in his mind and says, “Then was there no activity: the
Supreme Being remained merged in the unknown depths of His own self.”
The Guru neither eats nor drinks, neither lives nor dies: Neither has He form,

line, colour, nor vesture.

He who has neither caste nor clan nor anything else—how may I describe
His glory?

He has neither form nor formlessness, He has no name,

He has neither colour nor colourlessness, He has no dwelling-place.



LXXXII

III. 76. kahain Kabir vicar ke Kabir ponders and says: “He who has neither

caste nor country, who is formless and without quality, fills all space.”

The Creator brought into being the Game of Joy: and from the word Om the
Creation sprang.

The earth is His joy; His joy is the sky; His joy is the flashing of the sun and
the moon; His joy is the beginning, the middle, and the end; His joy is eyes,
darkness, and light.

Oceans and waves are His joy: His joy the Sarasvati, the Jumna, and the
Ganges.

The Guru is One: and life and death., union and separation, are all His plays
of joy!

His play the land and water, the whole universe!

His play the earth and the sky!

In play is the Creation spread out, in play it is established. The whole world,
says Kabir, rests in His play, yet still the Player remains unknown.



LXXXIII

II11. 84. jhi jhi jantar bdjai
The harp gives forth murmurous music; and the dance goes on without hands
and feet.

It is played without fingers, it is heard without ears: for He is the ear, and He
is the listener.

The gate is locked, but within there is fragrance: and there the meeting is
seen of none.

The wise shall understand it.



LXXXIV

III. 89. mor phakirwad mangi jay The Beggar goes a-begging, but I could not
even catch sight of Him: And what shall I beg of the Beggar He gives without
my asking.

Kabir says: “I am His own: now let that befall which may befall!”



LXXXV

II1. 90. naihar se jiyard phat re My heart cries aloud for the house of my lover;
the open road and the shelter of a roof are all one to her who has lost the city of
her husband.

My heart finds no joy in anything: my mind and my body are distraught.

His palace has a million gates, but there is a vast ocean between it and me:
How shall I cross it, O friend? for endless is the outstretching of the path.

How wondrously this lyre is wrought! When its strings are rightly strung, it
maddens the heart: but when the keys are broken and the strings are
loosened, none regard it more.

I tell my parents with laughter that I must go to my Lord in the morning;
They are angry, for they do not want me to go, and they say: “She thinks
she has gained such dominion over her husband that she can have
whatsoever she wishes; and therefore she is impatient to go to him.”

Dear friend, lift my veil lightly now; for this is the night of love.

Kabir says: “Listen to me! My heart is eager to meet my lover: I lie sleepless
upon my bed. Remember me early in the morning!”



LXXXVI

III. 96. jiv mahal men S’iv pahunwa Serve your God, who has come into this

temple of life!

Do not act the part of a madman, for the night is thickening fast.

He has awaited me for countless ages, for love of me He has lost His heart:
Yet I did not know the bliss that was so near to me, for my love was not yet
awake.

But now, my Lover has made known to me the meaning of the note that struck
my ear: Now, my good fortune is come.

Kabir says: “Behold! How great is my good fortune! I have received the
unending caress of my Beloved!”



LXXXVII

I. 71. gagan ghata ghaharani, sadho Clouds thicken in the sky! O, listen to the
deep voice of their roaring; The rain comes from the east with its monotonous
murmur.

Take care of the fences and boundaries of your fields, lest the rains overflow
them; Prepare the soil of deliverance, and let the creepers of love and
renunciation be soaked in this shower.

It is the prudent farmer who will bring his harvest home; he shall fill both his
vessels, and feed both the wise men and the saints.



LXXXVIII

III. 118. @j din ke main jaun balihdri This day is dear to me above all other
days, for to-day the Beloved Lord is a guest in my house; My chamber and my
courtyard are beautiful with His presence.

My longings sing His Name, and they are become lost in His great beauty: 1
wash His feet, and I look upon His Face; and I lay before Him as an
offering my body, my mind, and all that I have.

What a day of gladness is that day in which my Beloved, who is my treasure,
comes to my house!

All evils fly from my heart when I see my Lord.

“My love has touched Him; my heart is longing for the Name which is
Truth.”

Thus sings Kabir, the servant of all servants.



LXXXIX

I. 100. k6i s’untd hai jhdni rdg gagan men Is there any wise man who will

listen to that solemn music which arises in the sky?

For He, the Source of all music, makes all vessels full fraught, and rests in
fullness Himself.

He who is in the body is ever athirst, for he pursues that which is in part: But
ever there wells forth deeper and deeper the sound “He is this—this is He”;
fusing love and renunciation into one.

Kabir says: “O brother! That is the Primal Word.”



XC

I. 108. main ka se biijhaun

To whom shall I go to learn about my Beloved?

Kabir says: “As you never may find the forest if you ignore the tree, so He
may never be found in abstractions.”



XCI

III. 12. samskirit bhasha padhi linha I have learned the Sanskrit language, so

let all men call me wise: But where is the use of this, when I am floating adrift,

and parched with thirst, and burning with the heat of desire?

To no purpose do you bear on your head this load of pride and vanity.

Kabir says: “Lay it down in the dust, and go forth to meet the Beloved.
Address Him as your Lord.”



XCII

III. 110. carkha calai surat virahin kG The woman who is parted from her lover

spins at the spinning wheel.

The city of the body arises in its beauty; and within it the palace of the mind
has been built.

The wheel of love revolves in the sky, and the seat is made of the jewels of
knowledge: What subtle threads the woman weaves, and makes them fine
with love and reverence!

Kabir says: “I am weaving the garland of day and night. When my Lover
comes and touches me with His feet, I shall offer Him my tears.”



XCIII

1. 111. kotin bhdnu candra tardgan Beneath the great umbrella of my King
millions of suns and moons and stars are shining!

He is the Mind within my mind: He is the Eye within mine eye.
Ah, could my mind and eyes be one! Could my love but reach to my Lover!

Could but the fiery heat of my heart be cooled!
Kabir says: “When you unite love with the Lover, then you have love’s

perfection.”



XCIV

I. 92. avadhii begam des’ hamara O sadhu! My land is a sorrowless land.

I cry aloud to all, to the king and the beggar, the emperor and the fakir—
Whosoever seeks for shelter in the Highest, let all come and settle in my
land!

Let the weary come and lay his burdens here!

So live here, my brother, that you may cross with ease to that other shore.

It is a land without earth or sky, without moon or stars; For only the
radiance of Truth shines in my Lord’s Durbar.

Kabir says: “O beloved brother! Naught is essential save Truth.”



XCV

I. 109. sdin ke sangat sasur ai Came with my Lord to my Lord’s home: but I
lived not with Him and I tasted Him not, and my youth passed away like a
dream.

On my wedding night my women-friends sang in chorus, and I was anointed
with the unguents of pleasure and pain: But when the ceremony was over, |
left my Lord and came away, and my kinsman tried to console me upon the
road.

Kabir says, “I shall go to my Lord’s house with my love at my side; then shall
I sound the trumpet of triumph!”



XCVI

I. 75. samajh dekh man mit piyarwa O friend, dear heart of mine, think well! If

you love indeed, then why do you sleep?

If you have found Him, then give yourself utterly, and take Him to you.

Why do you loose Him again and again?

If the deep sleep of rest has come to your eyes, why waste your time making
the bed and arranging the pillows?

Kabir says: “I tell you the ways of love! Even though the head itself must be
given, why should you weep over it?”



XCVII

I1. 90. sahab ham men, sahab tum men The Lord is in me, the Lord is in you, as
life is in every seed. O servant! put false pride away, and seek for Him within
you.

A million suns are ablaze with light, The sea of blue spreads in the sky, The
fever of life is stilled, and all stains are washed away; when I sit in the
midst of that world.

Hark to the unstruck bells and drums! Take your delight in love!

Rains pour down without water, and the rivers are streams of light.

One Love it is that pervades the whole world, few there are who know it fully:
They are blind who hope to see it by the light of reason, that reason which
is the cause of separation— The House of Reason is very far away!

How blessed is Kabir, that amidst this great joy he sings within his own
vessel.

It is the music of the meeting of soul with soul; It is the music of the forgetting
of sorrows; It is the music that transcends all coming in and all going forth.



XCVIII

I1. 98. ritu phdgun niyarani

The month of March draws near: ah, who will unite me to my Lover?

How shall I find words for the beauty of my Beloved? For He is merged in all
beauty.

His colour is in all the pictures of the world, and it bewitches the body and
the mind.

Those who know this, know what is this unutterable play of the Spring.

Kabir says: “Listen to me, brother’ there are not many who have found this
out.”



XCIX

II. 111. Ndrad, pyar so antar ndhi Oh Narad! I know that my Lover cannot be

far: When my Lover wakes, I wake; when He sleeps, I sleep.

He is destroyed at the root who gives pain to my Beloved.

Where they sing His praise, there I live; When He moves, I walk before Him:
my heart yearns for my Beloved.

The infinite pilgrimage lies at His feet, a million devotees are seated there.

Kabir says: “The Lover Himself reveals the glory of true love.”



C

I1. 122. ko1 prem ki peng jhuldo re Hang up the swing of love to-day! Hang the

body and the mind between the arms of the Beloved, in the ecstasy of love’s

joy: Bring the tearful streams of the rainy clouds to your eyes, and cover your

heart with the shadow of darkness: Bring your face nearer to His ear, and speak

of the deepest longings of your heart.

Kabir says: “Listen to me, brother! bring the vision of the Beloved in your
heart.”



14. Stray Birds

Stray birds of summer come to my window to sing and fly away.
And yellow leaves of autumn, which have no songs, flutter and fall there with
a sigh.

2

O troupe of little vagrants of the world, leave your footprints in my words.

3

The world puts off its mask of vastness to its lover.
It becomes small as one song, as one kiss of the eternal.

4
It is the tears of the earth that keep her smiles in bloom.

5

The mighty desert is burning for the love of a blade of grass who shakes her
head and laughs and flies away.

6
If you shed tears when you miss the sun, you also miss the stars.

7

The sands in your way beg for your song and your movement, dancing water.
Will you carry the burden of their lameness?

8



Her wistful face haunts my dreams like the rain at night.
9

Once we dreamt that we were strangers.
We wake up to find that we were dear to each other.

10

Sorrow is hushed into peace in my heart like the evening among the silent
trees.

11

Some unseen fingers, like idle breeze, are playing upon my heart the music of
the ripples.

12

“What language is thine, O sea?”
“The language of eternal question.”
“What language is thy answer, O sky?
“The language of eternal silence.”

13
Listen, my heart, to the whispers of the world with which it makes love to you.
14

The mystery of creation is like the darkness of night—it is great. Delusions of
knowledge are like the fog of the morning.

15
Do not seat your love upon a precipice because it is high.

16

I sit at my window this morning where the world like a passer-by stops for a



moment, nods to me and goes.

17

These little thoughts are the rustle of leaves; they have their whisper of joy in
my mind.

18
What you are you do not see, what you see is your shadow.

19

My wishes are fools, they shout across thy songs, my Master.
Let me but listen.

20

I cannot choose the best.
The best chooses me.

21

They throw their shadows before them who carry their lantern on their back.

22

That I exist is a perpetual surprise which is life.

23

“We, the rustling leaves, have a voice that answers the storms, but who are
you so silent?”
“I am a mere flower.”

24

Rest belongs to the work as the eyelids to the eyes.

25



Man is a born child, his power is the power of growth.

26

God expects answers for the flowers he sends us, not for the sun and the
earth.

27

The light that plays, like a naked child, among the green leaves happily
knows not that man can lie.

28

O Beauty, find thyself in love, not in the flattery of thy mirror.

29

My heart beats her waves at the shore of the world and writes upon it her
signature in tears with the words, “I love thee.”

30

“Moon, for what do you wait?”
“To salute the sun for whom I must make way.”

31

The trees come up to my window like the yearning voice of the dumb earth.
32

His own mornings are new surprises to God.
33

Life finds its wealth by the claims of the world, and its worth by the claims of
love.

34



The dry river-bed finds no thanks for its past.
35

The bird wishes it were a cloud. The cloud wishes it were a bird.
36

The waterfall sings, “I find my song, when I find my freedom.”

37

I cannot tell why this heart languishes in silence.
It is for small needs it never asks, or knows or remembers.

38

Woman, when you move about in your household service your limbs sing like
a hill stream among its pebbles.

39

The sun goes to cross the Western sea, leaving its last salutation to the East.
40

Do not blame your food because you have no appetite.
41

The trees, like the longings of the earth, stand a-tiptoe to peep at the heaven.
42

You smiled and talked to me of nothing and I felt that for this I had been
waiting long.

43

The fish in the water is silent, the animal on the earth is noisy, the bird in the
air is singing, But Man has in him the silence of the sea, the noise of the



earth and the music of the air.

44

The world rushes on over the strings of the lingering heart making the music
of sadness.

45

He has made his weapons his gods. When his weapons win he is defeated
himself.

46
God finds himself by creating.
47

Shadow, with her veil drawn, follows Light in secret meekness, with her silent
steps of love.

48
The stars are not afraid to appear like fireflies.

49

I thank thee that I am none of the wheels of power but I am one with the
living creatures that are crushed by it.

50
The mind, sharp but not broad, sticks at every point but does not move.
51

Your idol is shattered in the dust to prove that God’s dust is greater than
your idol.

52



Man does not reveal himself in his history, he struggles up through it.

53

While the glass lamp rebukes the earthen for calling it cousin, the moon rises,
and the glass lamp, with a bland smile, calls her, “My dear, dear sister.”

54

Like the meeting of the seagulls and the waves we meet and come near. The
seagulls fly off, the waves roll away and we depart.

55

My day is done, and I am like a boat drawn on the beach, listening to the
dance-music of the tide in the evening.

56
Life is given to us, we earn it by giving it.
57
We come nearest to the great when we are great in humility.
58
The sparrow is sorry for the peacock at the burden of its tail.
59
Never be afraid of the moments—thus sings the voice of the everlasting.

60

The hurricane seeks the shortest road by the no-road, and suddenly ends its
search in the Nowhere.

61

Take my wine in my own cup, friend.



It loses its wreath of foam when poured into that of others.
62
The Perfect decks itself in beauty for the love of the Imperfect.
63
God says to man, “I heal you therefore I hurt, love you therefore punish.”

64

Thank the flame for its light, but do not forget the lamp holder standing in the
shade with constancy of patience.

65

Tiny grass, your steps are small, but you possess the earth under your tread.
66

The infant flower opens its bud and cries, “Dear World, please do not fade.”
67

God grows weary of great kingdoms, but never of little flowers.
68

Wrong cannot dfford defeat but Right can.

69

“I give my whole water in joy,” sings the waterfall, “though little of it is
enough for the thirsty.”

70

Where is the fountain that throws up these flowers in a ceaseless outbreak of
ecstasy?

71
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The woodcutter’s axe begged for its handle from the tree.
The tree gave it.

72

In my solitude of heart I feel the sigh of this widowed evening veiled with mist
and rain.

73

Chastity is a wealth that comes from abundance of love.

74

The mist, like love, plays upon the heart of the hills and brings out surprises
of beauty.

75

We read the world wrong and say that it deceives us.

76

The poet wind is out over the sea and the forest to seek his own voice.
77

Every child comes with the message that God is not yet discouraged of man.
78

The grass seeks her crowd in the earth.
The tree seeks his solitude of the sky.

79

Man barricades against himself.

80



Your voice, my friend, wanders in my heart, like the muffled sound of the sea
among these listening pines.

81
What is this unseen flame of darkness whose sparks are the stars?
82
Let life be beautiful like summer flowers and death like autumn leaves.

83

He who wants to do good knocks at the gate; he who loves finds the gate
open.

84

In death the many becomes one; in life the one becomes many.
Religion will be one when God is dead.

85
The artist is the lover of Nature, therefore he is her slave and her master.
86

“How far are you from me, O Fruit?”
“I am hidden in your heart, O Flower.”

87
This longing is for the one who is felt in the dark, but not seen in the day.

88

“You are the big drop of dew under the lotus leaf, I am the smaller one on its
upper side,” said the dewdrop to the lake.

89



The scabbard is content to be dull when it protects the keenness of the sword.

90

In darkness the One appears as uniform; in the light the One appears as
manifold.

91

The great earth makes herself hospitable with the help of the grass.

92

The birth and death of the leaves are the rapid whirls of the eddy whose
wider circles move slowly among stars.

93

Power said to the world, “You are mine.
The world kept it prisoner on her throne.
Love said to the world, “I am thine.”

The world gave it the freedom of her house.

94
The mist is like the earth’s desire. It hides the sun for whom she cries.
95
Be still, my heart, these great trees are prayers.
96
The noise of the moment scoffs at the music of the Eternal.
97

I think of other ages that floated upon the stream of life and love and death
and are forgotten, and I feel the freedom of passing away.

98



The sadness of my soul is her bride’s veil.
It waits to be lifted in the night.

99

Death’s stamp gives value to the coin of life; making it possible to buy with
life what is truly precious.

100

The cloud stood humbly in a corner of the sky.
The morning crowned it with splendour.

101

The dust receives insult and in return offers her flowers.

102

Do not linger to gather flowers to keep them, but walk on, for flowers will
keep themselves blooming all your way.

103

Roots are the branches down in the earth.
Branches are roots in the air.

104

The music of the far-away summer flutters around the Autumn seeking its
former nest.

105

Do not insult your friend by lending him merits from your own pocket.

106

The touch of the nameless days clings to my heart like mosses round the old
tree.



107

The echo mocks her origin to prove she is the original.

108

God is ashamed when the prosperous boasts of His special favour.

109

I cast my own shadow upon my path, because I have a lamp that has not been
lighted.

110

Man goes into the noisy crowd to drown his own clamour of silence.

111

That which ends in exhaustion is death, but the perfect ending is in the
endless.

112

The sun has his simple robe of light. The clouds are decked with
gorgeousness.

113

The hills are like shouts of children who raise their arms, trying to catch
stars.

114
The road is lonely in its crowd for it is not loved.

115

The power that boasts of its mischiefs is laughed at by the yellow leaves that
fall, and clouds that pass by.

116



The earth hums to me to-day in the sun, like a woman at her spinning, some
ballad of the ancient time in a forgotten tongue.

117
The grass-blade is worth of the great world where it grows.

118

Dream is a wife who must talk.
Sleep is a husband who silently suffers.

119

The night kisses the fading day whispering to his ear, “I am death, your
mother. I am to give you fresh birth.”

120

I feel, thy beauty, dark night, like that of the loved woman when she has put
out the lamp.

121
I carry in my world that flourishes the worlds that have failed.
122

Dear friend, 1 feel the silence of your great thoughts of may a deepening
eventide on this beach when I listen to these waves.

123
The bird thinks it is an act of kindness to give the fish a lift in the air.

124

“In the moon thou sendest thy love letters to me,” said the night to the sun.
“I leave my answers in tears upon the grass.”



125

The Great is a born child; when he dies he gives his great childhood to the
world.

126
Not hammerstrokes, but dance of the water sings the pebbles into perfection.

127

Bees sip honey from flowers and hum their thanks when they leave.
The gaudy butterfly is sure that the flowers owe thanks to him.

128
To be outspoken is easy when you do not wait to speak the complete truth.

129

Asks the Possible to the Impossible, “Where is your dwelling place?”
“In the dreams of the impotent,” comes the answer.

130

If you shut your door to all errors truth will be shut out.
131

I hear some rustle of things behind my sadness of heart,—I cannot see them.
132

Leisure in its activity is work.
The stillness of the sea stirs in waves.

133

The leaf becomes flower when it loves.
The flower becomes fruit when it worships.
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134
The roots below the earth claim no rewards for making the branches fruitful.
135

This rainy evening the wind is restless.
I look at the swaying branches and ponder over the greatness of all things.

136

Storm of midnight, like a giant child awakened in the untimely dark, has
begun to play and shout.

137

Thou raisest thy waves vainly to follow thy lover. O sea, thou lonely bride of
the storm.

138

“I am ashamed of my emptiness,” said the Word to the Work.
“I know how poor I am when I see you,” said the Work to the Word.

139

Time is the wealth of change, but the clock in its parody makes it mere
change and no wealth.

140

Truth in her dress finds facts too tight.
In fiction she moves with ease.

141

When I travelled to here and to there, I was tired of thee, O Road, but now
when thou leadest me to everywhere I am wedded to thee in love.

142



Let me think that there is one among those stars that guides my life through
the dark unknown.

143

Woman, with the grace of your fingers you touched my things and order
came out like music.

144

One sad voice has its nest among the ruins of the years.
It sings to me in the night,—“I loved you.”

145

The flaming fire warns me off by its own glow.
Save me from the dying embers hidden under ashes.

146
I have my stars in the sky, But oh for my little lamp unlit in my house.

147

The dust of the dead words clings to thee.
Wash thy soul with silence.

148
Gaps are left in life through which comes the sad music of death.

149

The world has opened its heart of light in the morning.
Come out, my heart, with thy love to meet it.

150

My thoughts shimmer with these shimmering leaves and my heart sings with
the touch of this sunlight; my life is glad to be floating with all things into



the blue of space, into the dark of time.
151
God’s great power is in the gentle breeze, not in the storm.

152

This is a dream in which things are all loose and they oppress.
I shall find them gathered in thee when I awake and shall be free.

153

“Who is there to take up my duties?” asked the setting sun.
“I shall do what I can, my Master,” said the earthen lamp.

154

By plucking her petals you do not gather the beauty of the flower.
155

Silence will carry your voice like the nest that holds the sleeping birds.
156

The Great walks with the Small without fear.
The Middling keeps aloof.

157

The night opens the flowers in secret and allows the day to get thanks.
158

Power takes as ingratitude the writhings of its victims.
159

When we rejoice in our fulness, then we can part with our fruits with joy.
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The raindrops kissed the earth and whispered,—“We are thy homesick
children, mother, come back to thee from the heaven.”

161

The cobweb pretends to catch dewdrops and catches flies.

162

Love! when you come with the burning lamp of pain in your hand, I can see
your face and know you as bliss.

163

“The learned say that your lights will one day be no more.” said the firefly to
the stars.
The stars made no answer.

164

In the dusk of the evening the bird of some early dawn comes to the nest of
my silence.

165

Thoughts pass in my mind like flocks of ducks in the sky.
I hear the voice of their wings.

166

The canal loves to think that rivers exist solely to supply it with water.
167

The world has kissed my soul with its pain, asking for its return in songs.

168

That which oppresses me, is it my soul trying to come out in the open, or the



soul of the world knocking at my heart for its entrance?
169
Thought feeds itself with its own words and grows.

170

I have dipped the vessel of my heart into this silent hour; it has filled with
love.

171

Either you have work or you have not.
When you have to say, “Let us do something,” then begins mischief.

172

The sunflower blushed to own the nameless flower as her kin.
The sun rose and smiled on it, saying, “Are you well, my darling?”

173

“Who drives me forward like fate?”
“The Myself striding on my back.”

174

The clouds fill the water cups of the river, hiding themselves in the distant
hills.

175

I spill water from my water jar as I walk on my way, Very little remains for
my home.

176

The water in a vessel is sparkling; the water in the sea is dark.
The small truth has words that are clear; the great truth has great silence.



177

Your smile was the flowers of your own fields, your talk was the rustle of
your own mountain pines, but your heart was the woman that we all know.

178

It is the little things that I leave behind for my loved ones,—great things are
for everyone.

179

Woman, thou hast encircled the world’s heart with the depth of thy tears as
the sea has the earth.

180

The sunshine greets me with a smile. The rain, his sad sister, talks to my
heart.

181

My flower of the day dropped its petals forgotten.
In the evening it ripens into a golden fruit of memory.

182

I am like the road in the night listening to the footfalls of its memories in
silence.

183

The evening sky to me is like a window, and a lighted lamp, and a waiting
behind it.

184

He who is too busy doing good finds no time to be good.

185



I am the autumn cloud, empty of rain, see my fulness in the field of ripened
rice.

186

They hated and killed and men praised them.
But God in shame hastens to hide its memory under the green grass.

187

Toes are the fingers that have forsaken their past.
188

Darkness travels towards light, but blindness towards death.
189

The pet dog suspects the universe for scheming to take its place.
190

Sit still my heart, do not raise your dust.
Let the world find its way to you.

191

The bow whispers to the arrow before it speeds forth—“Your freedom is
mine.”

192
Woman, in your laughter you have the music of the fountain of life.

193

A mind all logic is like a knife all blade.
It makes the hand bleed that uses it.

194



God loves man’s lamp lights better than his own great stars.

195

This world is the world of wild storms kept tame with the music of beauty.

196

“My heart is like the golden casket of thy kiss,” said the sunset cloud to the
sun.

197

By touching you may kill, by keeping away you may possess.

198

The cricket’s chirp and the patter of rain come to me through the dark, like
the rustle of dreams from my past youth.

199

“I have lost my dewdrop,” cries the flower to the morning sky that has lost
all its stars.

200

The burning log bursts in flame and cries,—“This is my flower, my death.”

201

The wasp thinks that the honey-hive of the neighbouring bees is too small.
His neighbours ask him to build one still smaller.

202

“I cannot keep your waves,” says the bank to the river.
“Let me keep your footprints in my heart.”

203



The day, with the noise of this little earth, drowns the silence of all worlds.

204

The song feels the infinite in the air, the picture in the earth, the poem in the
air and the earth; For its words have meaning that walks and music that
soars.

205

When the sun goes down to the West, the East of his morning stands before
him in silence.

206

Let me not put myself wrongly to my world and set it against me.

207

Praise shames me, for I secretly beg for it.

208

Let my doing nothing when I have nothing to do become untroubled in its
depth of peace like the evening in the seashore when the water is silent.

209

Maiden, your simplicity, like the blueness of the lake, reveals your depth of
truth.

210

The best does not come alone. It comes with the company of the all.
211

God’s right hand is gentle, but terrible is his left hand.

212



My evening came among the alien trees and spoke in a language which my
morning stars did not know.

213
Night’s darkness is a bag that bursts with the gold of the dawn.

214

Our desire lends the colours of the rainbow to the mere mists and vapours of
life.

215

God waits to win back his own flowers as gifts from man’s hands.
216

My sad thoughts tease me asking me their own names.

217

The service of the fruit is precious, the service of the flower is sweet, but let
my service be the service of the leaves in its shade of humble devotion.

218

My heart has spread its sails to the idle winds for the shadowy island of
Anywhere.

219
Men are cruel, but Man is kind.

220

Make me thy cup and let my fulness be for thee and for thine.

221

The storm is like the cry of some god in pain whose love the earth refuses.



222

The world does not leak because death is not a crack.
223

Life has become richer by the love that has been lost.
224

My friend, your great heart shone with the sunrise of the East like the snowy
summit of a lonely hill in the dawn.

225
The fountain of death makes the still water of life play.
226

Those who have everything but thee, my God, laugh at those who have
nothing but thyself.

227

The movement of life has its rest in its own music.
228

Kicks only raise dust and not crops from the earth.
229

Our names are the light that glows on the sea waves at night and then dies
without leaving its signature.

230
Let him only see the thorns who has eyes to see the rose.

231



Set bird’s wings with gold and it will never again soar in the sky.

232

The same lotus of our clime blooms here in the alien water with the same
sweetness, under another name.

233
In heart’s perspective the distance looms large.
234
The moon has her light all over the sky, her dark spots to herself.

235

Do not say, “It is morning,” and dismiss it with a name of yesterday. See it
for the first time as a new-born child that has no name.

236

Smoke boasts to the sky, and Ashes to the earth, that they are brothers to the
fire.

237

The raindrop whispered to the jasmine, “Keep me in your heart forever.”
The jasmine sighed, “Alas,” and dropped to the ground.

238

Timid thoughts, do not be afraid of me.
I am a poet.

239

The dim silence of my mind seems filled with crickets’ chirp—the grey
twilight of sound.

240



Rockets, your insult to the stars follows yourself back to the earth.

241

Thou hast led me through my crowded travels of the day to my evening’s
loneliness.

I wait for its meaning through the stillness of the night.
242

This life is the crossing of a sea, where we meet in the same narrow ship.
In death we reach the shore and go to our different worlds.

243

The stream of truth flows through its channels of mistakes.
244

My heart is homesick to-day for the one sweet hour across the sea of time.
245

The bird-song is the echo of the morning light back from the earth.
246

“Are you too proud to kiss me?” the morning light asks the buttercup.
247

“How may I sing to thee and worship, O Sun?” asked the little flower.
“By the simple silence of thy purity,” answered the sun.

248
Man is worse than an animal when he is an animal.
249

Dark clouds become heaven’s flowers when kissed by light.



250
Let not the sword-blade mock its handle for being blunt.
251

The night’s silence, like a deep lamp, is burning with the light of its milky
way.

252

Around the sunny island of Life swells day and night death’s limitless song of
the sea.

253

Is not this mountain like a flower, with its petals of hills, drinking the
sunlight?

254
The real with its meaning read wrong and emphasis misplaced is the unreal.
255

Find your beauty, my heart, from the world’s movement, like the boat that
has the grace of the wind and the water.

256
The eyes are not proud of their sight but of their eyeglasses.
257

I live in this little world of mine and am afraid to make it the least less. Lift
me into thy world and let me have the freedom gladly to lose my all.

258

The false can never grow into truth by growing in power.
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My heart, with its lapping waves of song, longs to caress this green world of
the sunny day.

260

Wayside grass, love the star, then your dreams will come out in flowers.

261

Let your music, like a sword, pierce the noise of the market to its heart.

262

The trembling leaves of this tree touch my heart like the fingers of an infant
child.

263

This sadness of my soul is her bride’s veil.
It waits to be lifted in the night.

264

The little flower lies in the dust.
It sought the path of the butterfly.

265

I am in the world of the roads. The night comes. Open thy gate, thou world of
the home.

266

I have sung the songs of thy day. In the evening let me carry thy lamp through
the stormy path.

267

I do not ask thee into the house.



Come into my infinite loneliness, my Lover.

268

Death belongs to life as birth does. The walk is in the raising of the foot as in
the laying of it down.

269

I have learnt the simple meaning of thy whispers in flowers and sunshine—
teach me to know thy words in pain and death.

270

The night’s flower was late when the morning kissed her, she shivered and
sighed and dropped to the ground.

271

Through the sadness of all things I hear the crooning of the Eternal Mother.

272

I came to your shore as a stranger, I lived in your house as a guest, I leave
your door as a friend, my earth.

273

Let my thoughts come to you, when I am gone, like the afterglow of sunset at
the margin of starry silence.

274

Light in my heart the evening star of rest and then let the night whisper to me
of love.

275

I am a child in the dark.
I stretch my hands through the coverlet of night for thee, Mother.
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The day of work is done. Hide my face in your arms, Mother.
Let me dream.

277
The lamp of meeting burns long; it goes out in a moment at the parting.
278

One word keep for me in thy silence, O World, when I am dead, “I have
loved.”

279
We live in this world when we love it.
280

Let the dead have the immortality of fame, but the living the immortality of
love.

281

I have seen thee as the half-awakened child sees his mother in the dusk of the
dawn and then smiles and sleeps again.

282
I shall die again and again to know that life is inexhaustible.

283

While I was passing with the crowd in the road I saw thy smile from the
balcony and I sang and forgot all noise.

284
Love is life in its fulness like the cup with its wine.

285



They light their own lamps and sing their own words in their temples.
But the birds sing thy name in thine own morning light,—for thy name is joy.

286
Lead me in the centre of thy silence to fill my heart with songs.
287

Let them live who choose in their own hissing world of fireworks.
My heart longs for thy stars, my God.

288

Love’s pain sang round my life like the unplumbed sea, and love’s joy sang
like birds in its flowering groves.

289

Put out the lamp when thou wishest.
I shall know thy darkness and shall love it.

290

When I stand before thee at the day’s end thou shalt see my scars and know
that I had my wounds and also my healing.

291

Someday I shall sing to thee in the sunrise of some other world, “I have seen
thee before in the light of the earth, in the love of man.”

292

Clouds come floating into my life from other days no longer to shed rain or
usher storm but to give colour to my sunset sky.

293



Truth raises against itself the storm that scatters its seeds broadcast.

294

The storm of the last night has crowned this morning with golden peace.

295

Truth seems to come with its final word; and the final word gives birth to its
next.

296

Blessed is he whose fame does not outshine his truth.

297

Sweetness of thy name fills my heart when I forget mine—like thy morning
sun when the mist is melted.

298

The silent night has the beauty of the mother and the clamorous day of the
child.

299

The world loved man when he smiled. The world became afraid of him when
he laughed.

300

God waits for man to regain his childhood in wisdom.

301

Let me feel this world as thy love taking form, then my love will help it.

302

Thy sunshine smiles upon the winter days of my heart, never doubting of its



spring flowers.

303

God kisses the finite in his love and man the infinite.

304

Thou crossest desert lands of barren years to reach the moment of fulfilment.

305

God'’s silence ripens man’s thoughts into speech.

306

Thou wilt find, Eternal Traveller, marks of thy footsteps across my songs.

307

Let me not shame thee, Father, who displayest thy glory in thy children.

308

Cheerless is the day, the light under frowning clouds is like a punished child
with traces of tears on its pale cheeks, and the cry of the wind is like the cry
of a wounded world. But I know I am travelling to meet my Friend.

309

To-night there is a stir among the palm leaves, a swell in the sea, Full Moon,
like the heart throb of the world. From what unknown sky hast thou carried
in thy silence the aching secret of love?

310

I dream of a star, an island of light, where I shall be born and in the depth of
its quickening leisure my life will ripen its works like the ricefield in the
autumn sun.

311



The smell of the wet earth in the rain rises like a great chant of praise from
the voiceless multitude of the insignificant.

312
That love can ever lose is a fact that we cannot accept as truth.

313

We shall know some day that death can never rob us of that which our soul
has gained, for her gains are one with herself.

314

God comes to me in the dusk of my evening with the flowers from my past
kept fresh in his basket.

315

When all the strings of my life will be tuned, my Master, then at every touch
of thine will come out the music of love.

316

Let me live truly, my Lord, so that death to me become true.
317

Man'’s history is waiting in patience for the triumph of the insulted man.
318

I feel thy gaze upon my heart this moment like the sunny silence of the
morning upon the lonely field whose harvest is over.

319

I long for the Island of Songs across this heaving Sea of Shouts.

320



The prelude of the night is commenced in the music of the sunset, in its
solemn hymn to the ineffable dark.

321

I have scaled the peak and found no shelter in fame’s bleak and barren
height. Lead me, my Guide, before the light fades, into the valley of quiet
where life’s harvest mellows into golden wisdom.

322

Things look phantastic in this dimness of the dusk—the spires whose bases
are lost in the dark and tree tops like blots of ink. I shall wait for the
morning and wake up to see thy city in the light.

323

I have suffered and despaired and known death and I am glad that I am in
this great world.

324

There are tracts in my life that are bare and silent. They are the open spaces
where my busy days had their light and air.

325

Release me from my unfulfilled past clinging to me from behind making death
difficult.

326

Let this be my last word, that I trust in thy love.



15. Vaishnava Songs



1

Oh Sakhi, 2 my sorrow knows no bounds.
3. The woman friend of a woman.

August comes laden with rain clouds and my house is desolate.

The stormy sky growls, the earth is flooded with rain, my love is far away,
and my heart is torn with anguish.

The peacocks dance, for the clouds rumble and frogs croak.
The night brims with darkness flicked with lightning.

Vidyapati 4 asks, “Maiden, how are you to spend your days and nights
without your lord?”
4. The name of the poet.

2

Lucky was my awakening this morning, for I saw my beloved.

The sky was one piece of joy, and my life and youth were fulfilled.

To-day my house becomes my house in truth, and my body my body.
Fortune has proved a friend, and my doubts are dispelled.

Birds, sing your best; moon, shed your fairest light!

Let fly your darts, Love-God, in millions!

I wait for the moment when my body will grow golden at his touch.
Vidyapati says, “Immense is your good fortune, and blessed is your love.”

3

I feel my body vanishing into the dust whereon my beloved walks.
I feel one with the water of the lake where he bathes.

Oh Sakhi, my love crosses death’s boundary when I meet him.



My heart melts in the light and merges in the mirror whereby he views his
face.

I move with the air to kiss him when he waves his fan, and wherever he
wanders I enclose him like the sky.
Govindadas says, “You are the gold-setting, fair maiden, he is the emerald.”

4

My love, I will keep you hidden in my eyes; I will thread your image like a
gem on my joy and hang it on my bosom.

You have been in my heart ever since I was a child, throughout my youth,
throughout my life, even through all my dreams.

You dwell in my being when I sleep and when I wake.

Know that I am a woman, and bear with me when you find me wanting.

For I have thought and thought and know for certain that all that is left for
me in this world is your love, and if I lose you for a moment I die.

Chandidas says, “Be tender to her who is yours in life and death.”

5

“Fruit to sell, Fruit to sell,” cried the woman at the door.

The Child came out of the house.

“Give me some fruit,” said he, putting a handful of rice in her basket.

The fruit-seller gazed at his face and her eyes swam with tears.

“Who is the fortunate mother,” she cried, “that has clasped you in her arms
and fed you at her breast, and whom your dear voice called ‘Mother’?”

“Offer your fruit to him,” says the poet, “and with it your life.”



1

Endlessly varied art thou in the exuberant world, Lady of Manifold
Magnificence. Thy path is strewn with lights, thy touch thrills into flowers;
that trailing skirt of thine sweeps the whirl of a dance among the stars, and
thy many-toned music is echoed from innumerable worlds through signs
and colours.

Single and alone in the unfathomed stillness of the soul, art thou, Lady of
Silence and Solitude, a vision thrilled with light, a lonely lotus blossoming
on the stem of love.

2

Behind the rusty iron gratings of the opposite window sits a girl, dark and
plain of face, like a boat stranded on a sand-bank when the river is shallow
in the summer.

I come back to my room after my day’s work, and my tired eyes are lured to
her.

She seems to me like a lake with its dark lonely waters edged by moonlight.

She has only her window for freedom: there the morning light meets her
musings, and through it her dark eyes like lost stars travel back to their sky.

3

I remember the day.

The heavy shower of rain is slackening into fitful pauses, renewed gusts of
wind startle it from a first lull.

I take up my instrument. Idly I touch the strings, till, without my knowing, the
music borrows the mad cadence of that storm.

I see her figure as she steals from her work, stops at my door, and retreats



with hesitating steps. She comes again, stands outside leaning against the
wall, then slowly enters the room and sits down. With head bent, she plies
her needle in silence; but soon stops her work, and looks out of the window
through the rain at the blurred line of trees.

Only this—one hour of a rainy noon filled with shadows and song and
silence.

4

While stepping into the carriage she turned her head and threw me a swift
glance of farewell.

This was her last 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 pollens are 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.”

5

You give yourself to me, like a flower that blossoms at night, whose presence
is known by the dew that drips from it, by the odour shed through the
darkness, as the first steps of Spring are by the buds that thicken the twigs.

You break upon my thought like waves at the high tide, and my heart is
drowned under surging songs.

My heart knew of your coming, as the night feels the approach of dawn. The
clouds are aflame and my sky fills with a great revealing flood.

6

I was to go away; still she did not speak. But I felt, from a slight quiver, her
yearning arms would say: “Ah no, not yet.”
I have often heard her pleading hands vocal in a touch, though they knew not



what they said.

I have known those arms to stammer when, had they not, they would have
become youth’s garland round my neck.

Their little gestures return to remembrance in the covert of still hours, like
truants they playfully reveal things she had kept secret from me.

7

My songs are like bees; they follow through the air some fragrant trace—
some memory—of you, to hum around your shyness, eager for its hidden
store.

When the freshness of dawn droops in the sun, when in the noon the air
hangs low with heaviness and the forest is silent, my songs return home,
their languid wings dusted with gold.

8

I believe you had visited me in a vision before we ever met, like some
foretaste of April before the spring broke into flower.

That vision must have come when all was bathed in the odour of sal blossom;
when the twilight twinkle of the river fringed its yellow sands, and the vague
sounds of a summer afternoon were blended; yes, and had it not laughed
and evaded me in many a nameless gleam at other moments?

9

I think I shall stop startled if ever we meet after our next birth, walking in the
light of a far-away world.

I shall know those dark eyes then as morning stars, and yet feel that they
have belonged to some unremembered evening sky of a former life.

I shall know that the magic of your face is not all its own, but has stolen the
passionate light that was in my eyes at some immemorial meeting, and then
gathered from my love a mystery that has now forgotten its origin.

10



Lay down your lute, my love, leave your arms free to embrace me.

Let your touch bring my overflowing heart to my body’s utmost brink.

Do not bend your neck and turn away your face, but offer up a kiss to me,
which has been like some perfume long closed in a bud.

Do not smother this moment under vain words, but let our hearts quake in a
rush of silence sweeping all thoughts to the shoreless delight.

11

You have made me great with your love, though I am but one among the
many, drifting in the common tide, rocking in the fluctuant favour of the
world.

You have given me a seat where poets of all time bring their tribute, and
lovers with deathless names greet one another across the ages.

Men hastily pass me in the market,—never noting how my body has grown
precious with your caress, how I carry your kiss within, as the sun carries
in its orb the fire of the divine touch and shines forever.

12

Like a child that frets and pushes away its toys, my heart to-day shakes its
head at every phrase I suggest, and says, “No, not this.”

Yet words, in the agony of their vagueness, haunt my mind, like vagrant
clouds hovering over hills, waiting for some chance wind to relieve them of
their rain.

But leave these vain efforts, my soul, for the stillness will ripen its own music
in the dark.

My life to-day is like a cloister during some penance, where the spring is
afraid to stir or to whisper.

This is not the time, my love, for you to pass the gate; at the mere thought of
your anklet bells tinkling down the path, the garden echoes are ashamed.

Know that to-morrow’s songs are in bud to-day, and should they see you
walk by they would strain to breaking their immature hearts.

13

Whence do you bring this disquiet, my love?



Let my heart touch yours and kiss the pain out of your silence.

The night has thrown up from its depth this little hour, that love may build a
new world within these shut doors, to be lighted by this solitary lamp.

We have for music but a single reed which our two pairs of lips must play on
by turns—for crown, only one garland to bind my hair after I have put it on
your forehead.

Tearing the veil from my breast I shall make our bed on the floor; and one
kiss and one sleep of delight shall fill our small boundless world.

14

All that I had I gave to you, keeping but the barest veil of reserve.

It is so thin that you secretly smile at it and I feel ashamed.

The gust of the spring breeze sweeps it away unawares, and the flutter of my
own heart moves it as the waves move their foam.

My love, do not grieve if I keep this flimsy mist of distance round me.

This frail reserve of mine is no mere woman'’s coyness, but a slender stem on
which the flower of my self-surrender bends towards you with reticent
grace.

15

I have donned this new robe to-day because my body feels like singing.

It is not enough that I am given to my love once and for ever, but out of that I
must fashion new gifts every day; and shall I not seem a fresh offering,
dressed in a new robe?

My heart, like the evening sky, has its endless passion for colour, and
therefore I change my veils, which have now the green of the cool young
grass and now that of the winter rice.

To-day my robe is tinted with the rain-rimmed blue of the sky. It brings to my
limbs the colour of the boundless, the colour of the oversea hills; and it
carries in its folds the delight of summer clouds flying in the wind.

16

I thought I would write love’s words in their own colour; but that lies deep in
the heart, and tears are pale.



Would you know them, friend, if the words were colourless?

I thought I would sing love’s words to their own tune, but that sounds only in
my heart, and my eyes are silent.

Would you know them, friend, if there were no tune?

17

In the night the song came to me; but you were not there.

It found the words for which I had been seeking all day. Yes, in the stillness a
moment dfter dark they throbbed into music, even as the stars then began to
pulse with light; but you were not there. My hope was to sing it to you in the
morning; but, try as I might, though the music came, the words hung back,
when you were beside me.

18

The night deepens and the dying flame flickers in the lamp.

I forgot to notice when the evening—like a village girl who has filled her
pitcher at the river a last time for that day—closed the door on her cabin.

I was speaking to you, my love, with mind barely conscious of my voice—tell
me, had it any meaning? Did it bring you any message from beyond life’s
borders?

For now, since my voice has ceased, I feel the night throbbing with thoughts
that gaze in awe at the abyss of their dumbness.

19

When we two first met my heart rang out in music, “She who is eternally afar
is beside you forever.”

That music is silent, because I have grown to believe that my love is only
near, and have forgotten that she is also far, far away.

Music fills the infinite between two souls. This has been muffled by the mist of
our daily habits.

On shy summer nights, when the breeze brings a vast murmur out of the
silence, I sit up in my bed and mourn the great loss of her who is beside me.
I ask myself, “When shall I have another chance to whisper to her words
with the rhythm of eternity in them?”



Wake up, my song, from thy languor, rend this screen of the familiar, and fly
to my beloved there, in the endless surprise of our first meeting!

20

Lovers come to you, my Queen, and proudly lay their riches at your feet: but
my tribute is made up of unfulfilled hopes.

Shadows have stolen across the heart of my world and the best in me has lost
light.

While the fortunate laugh at my penury, I ask you to lend my failings your
tears, and so make them precious.

I bring you a voiceless instrument.

I strained to reach a note which was too high in my heart, and the string
broke.

While masters laugh at the snapped cord, I ask you to take my lute in your
hands and fill its hollowness with your songs.

21

The father came back from the funeral rites.

His boy of seven stood at the window, with eyes wide open and a golden
amulet hanging from his neck, full of thoughts too difficult for his age.

His father took him in his arms and the boy asked him, “Where is mother?”

“In heaven,” answered his father, pointing to the sky.

At night the father groaned in slumber, weary with grief.

A lamp dimly burned near the bedroom door, and a lizard chased moths on
the wall.

The boy woke up from sleep, felt with his hands the emptiness in the bed, and
stole out to the open terrace.

The boy raised his eyes to the sky and long gazed in silence. His bewildered
mind sent abroad into the night the question, “Where is heaven?”

No answer came: and the stars seemed like the burning tears of that ignorant
darkness.

22



She went away when the night was about to wane.
My mind tried to console me by saying, “All is vanity.”
I felt angry and said, “That unopened letter with her name on it, and this
palm-leaf fan bordered with red silk by her own hands, are they not real?”
The day passed, and my friend came and said to me, “Whatever is good is
true, and can never perish.”

“How do you know?” I asked impatiently; “was not this body good which is
now lost to the world?”

As a fretful child hurting its own mother, I tried to wreck all the shelters that
ever I had, in and about me, and cried, “This world is treacherous.”

Suddenly I felt a voice saying— “Ungrateful!”’

I looked out of the window, and a reproach seemed to come from the star-
sprinkled night,—“You pour out into the void of my absence your faith in
the truth that I came!”

23

The river is grey and the air dazed with blown sand.

On a morning of dark disquiet, when the birds are mute and their nests shake
in the gust, I sit alone and ask myself, “Where is she?”

The days have flown wherein we sat too near each other; we laughed and
jested, and the awe of love’s majesty found no words at our meetings.

I made myself small, and she trifled away every moment with pelting talk.

To-day I wish in vain that she were by me, in the gloom of the coming storm,
to sit in the soul’s solitude.

24

The name she called me by, like a flourishing jasmine, covered the whole
seventeen years of our love. With its sound mingled the quiver of the light
through the leaves, the scent of the grass in the rainy night, and the sad
silence of the last hour of many an idle day.

Not the work of God alone was he who answered to that name; she created
him again for herself during those seventeen swift years.

Other years were to follow, but their vagrant days, no longer gathered within
the fold of that name uttered in her voice, stray and are scattered.

They ask me, “Who should fold us?”



I find no answer and sit silent, and they cry to me while dispersing, “We seek
a shepherdess!”

Whom should they seek?

That they do not know. And like derelict evening clouds they drift in the
trackless dark, and are lost and forgotten.

25

I feel that your brief days of love have not been left behind in those scanty
years of your life.

I seek to know in what place, away from the slow-thieving dust, you keep
them now. I find in my solitude some song of your evening that died, yet left
a deathless echo; and the sighs of your unsatisfied hours I find nestled in
the warm quiet of the autumn noon.

Your desires come from the hive of the past to haunt my heart, and I sit still
to listen to their wings.

26

You have taken a bath in the dark sea. You are once again veiled in a bride’s
robe, and through death’s arch you come back to repeat our wedding in the
soul.

Neither lute nor drum is struck, no crowd has gathered, not a wreath is hung
on the gate.

Your unuttered words meet mine in a ritual unillumined by lamps.

27

I was walking along a path overgrown with grass, when suddenly I heard
from someone behind, “See if you know me?”

I turned round and looked at her and said, “I cannot remember your name.”

She said, “I am that first great Sorrow whom you met when you were
young.”

Her eyes looked like a morning whose dew is still in the air.

I stood silent for some time till I said, “Have you lost all the great burden of
your tears?”



She smiled and said nothing. I felt that her tears had had time to learn the
language of smiles.

“Once you said,” she whispered, “that you would cherish your grief
forever.”

I blushed and said, “Yes, but years have passed and I forget.”

Then I took her hand in mine and said, “But you have changed.”

“What was sorrow once has now become peace,” she said.

28

Our life sails on the uncrossed sea whose waves chase each other in an
eternal hide-and-seek.

It is the restless sea of change, feeding its foaming flocks to lose them over
and over again, beating its hands against the calm of the sky.

Love, in the centre of this circling wardance of light and dark, yours is that

green island, where the sun kisses the shy forest shade and silence is wooed
by birds’ singing.



Short Stories



1. A Feast for Rats

“It is very unfair, we will not study under a new teacher,” the boys said.

The new teacher, who is arriving, has the name Kalikumar Tarkalankar. Even
though the boys had not seen him yet, they had nicknamed the teacher as “Black
pumpkin fresh chilli”, a ridiculous translation of the teacher’s name.

The vacations had ended and the boys were returning back to school from their
homes in a train. Among them was a jolly fellow who had composed a poem
entitled “The black pumpkin’s sacrifice” and the boys were reciting the poem at
the top of their voice. Just then, when the train stopped at the Adkhola station, an
old man entered their coach. With him was his sleeping bag all folded up, few
pots that were closed at their mouths by pieces of cloth, a tin trunk and few
bundles. One bully-type of boy, who was called Bichkun by the others, roared,
“There is no place here, old man. Get into another coach.”

The old man said, “There is a tremendous rush and there is no place elsewhere.
I will adjust myself in this corner and will not cause you any trouble.” So saying,
the old man vacated the seat among the boys and sat down after spreading his
sleeping bag on the floor in a corner.

He asked the boys, “Where are all of you going and what for?”

Bichkun promptly replied that they were going for a “shraddha (a religious rite
performed after the death of a person).”

“Whose shraddha?” the old man wanted to know.

Black pumpkin fresh chilli’s, he heard in reply.

The boys once again chanted at the top of their voice, “Black pumpkin fresh
chilli, we will show you your place.”

The train halted at Asansol and the old man alighted to bathe at the station.
When he returned after taking a bath, Bichkun sounded him at once, “Do not
remain in this coach, mister.”

“Do tell me why,” the old man requested to know.

“There are a lot of rats here,” was the answer.

“Rats! What is all this talk of rats?”

“Just see what the rats have done after removing the covers of your pots.”

The gentleman saw that the pots that had contained sweets and other eatables,
were absolutely empty.



“The rats even scurried away carrying away one of your bundles,” Bichkun
said. The bundle had contained five or six luscious mangoes from the old man’s
own garden.

The gentlemen laughed and remarked that the rats must have been hungry
indeed.

Bichkun said that rats are like that. They eat even if they are not hungry.

The other boys joined in the fun and laughed out aloud. “Yes mister, had there
been more eatables, they would have finished that too,” they said.

The gentleman said he had made a mistake. “Had I known there would be so
many rats traveling together in the train, I would have brought more good things
to eat,” he said.

The boys were disappointed that the old man was not angry at their prank. It
would have been fun if he had lost his temper.

The train came to halt at the Bardhaman station. It will stop for an hour and the
passengers have to board another train for the onward journey.

The gentleman said, “Boys, I will not trouble you anymore. I will find a seat
for myself in a separate coach.”

“No, no,” the boys cried out in unison, “you must complete the rest of the
journey with us. If you have anything left in the pots, we will guard them and
nothing will go missing this time.”

“Alright boys, you get into the train. I will join you in a moment,” the
gentleman said.

The boys jumped into the train. After some time, a confectioner approached
their coach while pushing his cart and halted by the window. Along came the
gentleman too. He handed over a packet of sweets to each of the boys and said,
“This time, the rats will not face any impediments in their feast.” The boys
jumped in joy. Shortly, a mango seller also came by and delicious mangoes were
passed around.

“Where are you going and for what purpose?” the boys demanded to know.



He said, “I am going in search of employment. I will get down wherever I find
work.”

“What sort of work do you do?” the boys demanded to know again.

“I am a teacher. I teach Sanskrit,” the gentleman replied.

The boys clapped their hands in delight and said, “Then, you come to our
school.”

“Why will your school employ me?” he asked.

“The school will have to employ you; we will not allow Black pumpkin fresh
chilli to enter the school premises under any circumstance,” the boys cried out in
unison.

“You have put me in a dilemma. What if the school secretary takes a dislike for
me?” the old man wanted to know.

He has to like you—else, all of us will leave school and go away, they said.

“Okay boys, then take me to your school.”

The train came to a halt at their destination. The school secretary was himself
present at the station. On seeing the old man, he said, “Come, come, come
Tarkalankar Sir. Your room has been readied and spruced up.” The secretary
then bent down and touched the old man’s feet in reverence.



2. The Auspicious Vision

Kantichandra was young; yet after his wife’s death he sought no second partner,
and gave his mind to the hunting of beasts and birds. His body was long and
slender, hard and agile; his sight keen; his aim unerring. He dressed like a
countryman, and took with him Hira Singh the wrestler, Chakkanlal, Khan
Saheb the musician, Mian Saheb, and many others. He had no lack of idle
followers.

In the month of Agrahayan Kanti had gone out shooting near the swamp of
Nydighi with a few sporting companions. They were in boats, and an army of
servants, in boats also, filled the bathing-ghats. The village women found it
well-nigh impossible to bathe or to draw water. All day long, land and water
trembled to the firing of the guns; and every evening musicians killed the chance
of sleep.

One morning as Kanti was seated in his boat cleaning a favourite gun, he
suddenly started at what he thought was the cry of wild duck. Looking up, he
saw a village maiden, coming to the water’s edge, with two white ducklings
clasped to her breast. The little stream was almost stagnant. Many weeds choked
the current. The girl put the birds into the water, and watched them anxiously.
Evidently the presence of the sportsmen was the cause of her care and not the
wildness of the ducks.

The girl’s beauty had a rare freshness—as if she had just come from

Vishwakarma’s 1 workshop. It was difficult to guess her age. Her figure was

almost a woman’s, but her face was so childish that clearly the world had left no
impression there. She seemed not to know herself that she had reached the
threshold of youth.

1. The divine craftsman in Hindu mythology.

Kanti’s gun-cleaning stopped for a while. He was fascinated. He had not
expected to see such a face in such a spot. And yet its beauty suited its
surroundings better than it would have suited a palace. A bud is lovelier on the
bough than in a golden vase. That day the blossoming reeds glittered in the
autumn dew and morning sun, and the fresh, simple face set in the midst was
like a picture of festival to Kanti’s enchanted mind. Kalidos has forgotten to sing
how Siva’s Mountain-Queen herself sometimes has come to the young Ganges,
with just such ducklings in her breast. As he gazed, the maiden started in terror,



and hurriedly took back the ducks into her bosom with a half-articulate cry of
pain. In another moment, she had left the river-bank and disappeared into the
bamboo thicket hard by. Looking round, Kanti saw one of his men pointing an
unloaded gun at the ducks. He at once went up to him, wrenched away his gun,
and bestowed on his cheek a prodigious slap. The astonished humourist finished
his joke on the floor. Kanti went on cleaning his gun.

But curiosity drove Kanti to the thicket wherein he had seen the girl disappear.
Pushing his way through, he found himself in the yard of a well-to-do
householder. On one side was a row of conical thatched barns, on the other a
clean cow-shed, at the end of which grew a zizyph bush. Under the bush was
seated the girl he had seen that morning, sobbing over a wounded dove, into
whose yellow beak she was trying to wring a little water from the moist corner
of her garment. A grey cat, its fore-paws on her knee, was looking eagerly at the
bird, and every now and then, when it got too forward, she kept it in its place by
a warning tap on the nose.

This little picture, set in the peaceful mid-day surroundings of the
householder’s yard, instantly impressed itself on Kanti’s sensitive heart. The
checkered light and shade, flickering beneath the delicate foliage of the zizyph,
played on the girl’s lap. Not far off a cow was chewing the cud, and lazily
keeping off the flies with slow movements of its head and tail. The north wind
whispered softly in the rustling bamboo thickets. And she who at dawn on the
river-bank had looked like the Forest Queen, now in the silence of noon showed
the eager pity of the Divine Housewife. Kanti, coming in upon her with his gun,
had a sense of intrusion. He felt like a thief caught red-handed. He longed to
explain that it was not he who had hurt the dove. As he wondered how he should
begin, there came a call of ‘Sudha!” from the house. The girl jumped up.

‘Sudha!” came the voice again. She took up her dove, and ran within. ‘Sudha,’ 2
thought Kanti, ‘what an appropriate name!’
2. Sudha means nectar, ambrosia.

Kanti returned to the boat, handed his gun to his men, and went over to the
front door of the house. He found a middle-aged Brahmin, with a peaceful,
clean-shaven face, seated on a bench outside, and reading a devotional book.
Kanti saw in his kindly, thoughtful face something of the tenderness which
shone in the face of the maiden.

Kanti saluted him, and said: ‘May I ask for some water, sir? I am very thirsty.’
The elder man welcomed him with eager hospitality, and, offering him a seat on
the bench, went inside and fetched with his own hands a little brass plate of
sugar wafers and a bell-metal vessel full of water.



After Kanti had eaten and drunk, the Brahmin begged him to introduce
himself. Kanti gave his own name, his father’s name, and the address of his
home, and then said in the usual way: ‘If I can be of any service, sir, I shall deem
myself fortunate.’

‘I require no service, my son,” said Nabin Banerji; ‘I have only one care at
present.’

‘What is that, sir?’ said Kanti.

‘It is my daughter, Sudha, who is growing up’ (Kanti smiled as he thought of
her babyish face), ‘and for whom I have not yet been able to find a worthy
bridegroom. If I could only see her well married, all my debt to this world would
be paid. But there is no suitable bridegroom here, and I cannot leave my charge
of Gopinath here, to search for a husband elsewhere.’

‘If you would see me in my boat, sir, we would have a talk about the marriage
of your daughter.” So saying, Kanti repeated his salute and went back. He then
sent some of his men into the village to inquire, and in answer heard nothing but
praise of the beauty and virtues of the Brahmin’s daughter.

When next day the old man came to the boat on his promised visit, Kanti bent
low in salutation, and begged the hand of his daughter for himself. The Brahmin
was so much overcome by this undreamed-of piece of good fortune—for Kanti
not only belonged to a well-known Brahmin family, but was also a landed
proprietor of wealth and position—that at first he could hardly utter a word in
reply. He thought there must have been some mistake, and at length
mechanically repeated: ‘You desire to marry my daughter?’

‘If you will deign to give her to me,’ said Kanti.

“You mean Sudha?’ he asked again.

“Yes,” was the reply.

‘But will you not first see and speak to he ?’

Kanti, pretending he had not seen her already, said: ‘Oh, that we shall do at the

moment of the Auspicious Vision.’ 3

3. After betrothal the prospective bride and bridegroom are not supposed to see each other again till that
part of the wedding ceremony which is called the Auspicious Vision.

In a voice husky with emotion the old man said: ‘My Sudha is indeed a good
girl, well skilled in all the household arts. As you are so generously taking her on
trust, may she never cause you a moment’s regret. This is my blessing!’

The brick-built mansion of the Mazumdars had been borrowed for the wedding
ceremony, which was fixed for next Magh, as Kanti did not wish to delay. In due
time the bridegroom arrived on his elephant, with drums and music and with a
torchlight procession, and the ceremony began.




When the bridal couple were covered with the scarlet screen for the rite of the
Auspicious Vision, Kanti looked up at his bride. In that bashful, downcast face,
crowned with the wedding coronet and bedecked with sandal paste, he could
scarcely recognise the village maiden of his fancy, and in the fulness of his
emotion a mist seemed to becloud his eyes.

At the gathering of women in the bridal chamber, after the wedding ceremony
was over, an old village dame insisted that Kanti himself should take off his
wife’s bridal veil. As he did so he started back. It was not the same girl.

Something rose from within his breast and pierced into his brain. The light of
the lamps seemed to grow dim, and darkness to tarnish the face of the bride
herself.

At first he felt angry with his father-in-law. The old scoundrel had shown him
one girl, and married him to another. But on calmer reflection he remembered
that the old man had not shown him any daughter at all—that it was all his own
fault. He thought it best not to show his arrant folly to the world, and took his
place again with apparent calmness.

He could swallow the powder; he could not get rid of its taste. He could not
bear the merry-makings of the festive throng. He was in a blaze of anger with
himself as well as with everybody else.

Suddenly he felt the bride, seated by his side, give a little start and a suppressed
scream; a leveret, scampering into the room, had brushed across her feet. Close
upon it followed the girl he had seen before. She caught up the leveret into her
arms, and began to caress it with an affectionate murmuring. ‘Oh, the mad girl!’
cried the women as they made signs to her to leave the room. She heeded them
not, however, but came and unconcernedly sat in front of the wedded pair,
looking into their faces with a childish curiosity. When a maidservant came and
took her by the arm to lead her away, Kanti hurriedly interposed, saying, ‘Let
her be.’

‘What is your name?’ he then went on to ask her.

The girl swayed backwards and forwards but gave no reply. All the women in
the room began to titter.

Kanti put another question: ‘Have those ducklings of yours grown up?’

The girl stared at him as unconcernedly as before.

The bewildered Kanti screwed up courage for another effort, and asked
tenderly after the wounded dove, but with no avail. The increasing laughter in
the room betokened an amusing joke.

At last Kanti learned that the girl was deaf and dumb, the companion of all the
animals and birds of the locality. It was but by chance that she rose the other day



when the name of Sudha was called.

Kanti now received a second shock. A black screen lifted from before his eyes.
With a sigh of intense relief, as of escape from calamity, he looked once more
into the face of his bride. Then came the true Auspicious Vision. The light from
his heart and from the smokeless lamps fell on her gracious face; and he saw it in
its true radiance, knowing that Nabin’s blessing would find fulfilment.



3. The Babus of Nayanjore

Once upon a time the Babus of Nayanjore were famous landholders. They were
noted for their princely extravagance. They would tear off the rough border of
their Dacca muslin, because it rubbed against their delicate skin. They would
spend many thousands of rupees over the wedding of a kitten. And on a certain
grand occasion it is alleged that in order to turn night into day, they lighted
countless lamps and showered silver threads from the sky to imitate sunlight.

Those were the days before the flood. The flood came. The line of succession
among these old-world Babus, with their lordly habits, could not continue for
long. Like a lamp, with too many wicks burning, the oil flared away quickly, and
the light went out.

Kailas Babu, our neighbour, is the last flicker of this extinct magnificence.
Before he grew up, his family had very nearly burned itself out. When his father
died, there was one dazzling outburst of funeral extravagance, and then
insolvency. The property was sold to liquidate the debt. What little ready money
was left was altogether insufficient to keep up the ancestral splendours.

Kailas Babu left Nayanjore and came to Calcutta. His son did not remain long
in this world of faded glory. He died, leaving behind him an only daughter.

In Calcutta we are Kailas Babu’s neighbours. Curiously enough our own
family history is just the opposite of his. My father made his money by his own
exertions, and prided himself on never spending a penny more than was
necessary. His clothes were those of a working man, and his hands also. He
never had any inclination to earn the title of Babu by extravagant display; and I,
this only son, am grateful to him for that. He gave me the very best education,
and I was able to make my way in the world. I am not ashamed of the fact that I
am a self-made man. Crisp notes in my safe are dearer to me than a long
pedigree in an empty family chest.

I believe this was why I disliked seeing Kailas Babu drawing his heavy
cheques on the public credit from the bankrupt bank of his ancient Babu
reputation. I used to fancy that he looked down on me, because my father had
earned money by manual labour.

I ought to have noticed that no one but myself showed any vexation towards
Kailas Babu. Indeed it would have been difficult to find an old man who did less



harm than he. He was always ready with his kindly little acts of courtesy in times
of sorrow or joy. He would join in all the ceremonies and religious observances
of his neighbours. His familiar smile would greet young and old alike. His
politeness in asking details about domestic affairs was untiring. The friends who
met him in the street were ready perforce to be button-holed, while a long string
of remarks of this kind followed one another from his lips:

‘I am delighted to see you, my dear friend. Are you quite well? How is Sashi?
And Dada—is he all right? Do you know, I’ve only just heart that Madhu’s son
has got fever. How is he? Have you heard? And Hari Charan Babu—I have not
seen him for a long time—I hope he is not ill. What’s the matter with Rakhal?
And er—er, how are the ladies of your family?’

Kailas Babu was neat and spotless in his dress on all occasions though his
supply of clothes was sorely limited. Every day he used to air his shirts and vests
and coats and trousers carefully, and put them out in the sun, along with his bed-
quilt, his pillow-case, and the small carpet on which he always sat. After airing
them he would shake them, and brush them, and put them carefully away. His
little bits of furniture made his small room presentable, and hinted that there was
more in reserve if needed. Very often, for want of a servant, he would shut up
his house for a while. Then he would iron out his shirts and linen, and do other
little menial tasks. He would then open his door and receive his friends again.

Though Kailas Babu, as I have said, had lost all his land, he had still some
family heirlooms left. There was a silver cruet for sprinkling scented water, a
filigree box for otto-of-roses, a small gold salver, a costly antique shawl, and the
old-fashioned ceremonial dress and ancestral turban. These he had rescued with
the greatest difficulty from the moneylenders’ clutches. On every suitable
occasion he would bring them out in state, and thus try to save the world-famed
dignity of the Babus of Nayanjore. At heart the most modest of men, in his daily
speech he regarded it as a sacred offering, due to his rank, to give free play to his
family pride. His friends would encourage this with kindly good-humour, and it
gave them great amusement.

The people of the neighbourhood soon learnt to call him their Thakur Dada.
They would flock to his house and sit with him for hours together. To prevent
his incurring any expense, one or other of his friends would bring him tobacco
and say: ‘Thakur Dada, this morning some tobacco was sent to me from Gaya.
Do try it and see how you like it.’

Thakur Dada would smoke it and say it was excellent. He would then proceed
to tell of a certain exquisite tobacco which they once smoked in the old days at
Nayanjore that cost a guinea an ounce.



‘I wonder,’ he used to say, ‘if anyone would like to try it now. I have some left,
and can get it at once.’

Everyone knew that, if they asked for it, then somehow or other the key of the
cupboard would be missing; or else Ganesh, his old family servant, had put it
away somewhere.

“You never can be sure,” he would add, ‘where things go to when servants are
about. Now, this Ganesh of mine—I can’t tell you what a fool he is, but I
haven’t the heart to dismiss him.’

Ganesh, for the credit of the family, was quite ready to bear all the blame
without a word.

One of the company usually said at this point: ‘Never mind, Thakur Dada.
Please don’t trouble to look for it. The tobacco we’re smoking will do quite well.
The other would be too strong.’

Then Thakur Dada would be relieved and settle down again, and the talk would
go on.

When his guests got up to go away, Thakur Dada would accompany them to
the door and say to them on the doorstep: ‘Oh, by the way, when are you all
coming to dine with me?’

One or other of us would answer: ‘Not just yet Thakur Dada, not just yet. We’ll
fix a day later.’

‘Quite right,” he would answer. ‘Quite right. We had much better wait till the
rains come. It’s too hot now. And a grand dinner, such as I should want to give
you, would upset us in weather like this.’

But when the rains did come, everyone was very careful not to remind him of
his promise. If the subject was brought up, some friend would suggest gently,
that it was very inconvenient to get about when the rains were so severe, and
therefore it would be much better to wait till they were over. Thus the game went
on.

Thakur Dada’s poor house was much too small for his position, and we used to
condole with him about it. His friends would assure him they quite understood
his difficulties: it was next to impossible to get a decent house in Calcutta.
Indeed, they had all been looking out for years for a house to suit him. But, I
need hardly add, no friend had been foolish enough to find one. Thakur Dada
used to say, with a sigh of resignation: “Well, well, I suppose I shall have to put
up with this house after all.” Then he would add with a genial smile: ‘But, you
know, I could never bear to be away from my friends. I must be near you. That
really compensates for everything.’

Somehow I felt all this very deeply indeed. I suppose the real reason was that,



when a man is young, stupidity appears to him the worst of crimes. Kailas Babu
was not really stupid. In ordinary business matters everyone was ready to consult
him. But with regard to Nayanjore his utterances certainly seemed void of
common sense. Since, out of amused affection for him, no one contradicted his
impossible statements, he refused to keep them within bounds. When people
recounted in his hearing the glorious history of Nayanjore, with absurd
exaggerations, he would accept all they said with the utmost gravity, and never
doubted even in his dreams, that anyone could disbelieve it.

When I sit down and try to analyse the thoughts and feelings that I had towards
Kailas Babu, I see that there was a still deeper reason for my dislike; which I
shall now explain.

Though I am the son of a rich man, and might have wasted time at college, my
industry was such that I took my M.A. degree at Calcutta University when quite
young. My moral character was flawless. In addition, my outward appearance
was so handsome, that if I were to call myself beautiful, it might be thought a
mark of self-esteem but could not be considered an untruth.

There could be no question that I was regarded by parents generally as a very
eligible match among the young men of Bengal. I myself was quite clear on the
point and had determined to obtain my full value in the marriage market. When I
pictured my choice, I had before my mind’s eye a wealthy father’s only
daughter, extremely beautiful and highly educated. Proposals came pouring into
me from far and near; large sums in cash were offered. I weighed these offers
with rigid impartiality in the delicate scales of my own estimation. But there was
no one fit to be my partner. I became convinced with the poet Bhabavuti, that:

In this world’s endless time and boundless space
One may be born at last to match my sovereign grace.

But in this puny modern age, and this contracted space of modern Bengal, it
was doubtful whether the peerless creature existed.

Meanwhile my praises were sung in many tunes, and in different metres, by
designing parents.

Whether 1 was pleased with their daughters or not, this worship which they
offered was never unpleasing. I used to regard it as my proper due, because I
was so good. We are told that when the gods withhold their boons from mortals,
they still expect their worshippers to pay them fervent honour and are angry if it
is withheld. I had that divine expectancy strongly developed.

I have already mentioned that Thakur Dada had an only grand-daughter. I had



seen her many times, but had never thought her beautiful. No idea had ever
entered my mind that she would be a possible partner for me. All the same it
seemed quite certain to me that some day or other Kailas Babu would offer her,
with all due worship, as an oblation at my shrine. Indeed—this was the inner
secret of my dislike—I was thoroughly annoyed that he had not done so already.

I heard that Thakur Dada had told his friends that the Babus of Nayanjore
never craved a boon. Even if the girl remained unmarried, he would not break
the family tradition. It was this arrogance of his that made me angry. My
indignation smouldered for some time. But I remained perfectly silent and bore
it with the utmost patience, because I was so good.

As lightning accompanies thunder, so in my character a flash of humour was
mingled with the mutterings of my wrath. It was, of course, impossible for me to
punish the old man merely in order to give vent to my rage; and for a long time I
did nothing at all. But suddenly one day such an amusing plan came into my
head, that I could not resist the temptation to carry it into effect.

I have already said that many of Kailas B