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1912 Ö,T˛y Ï̂∑Ó˚ õyâ≈̨  ~!≤Ãú õy Ï̂¢ Ó˚Ó#wòyÌñ ì§̨ yÓ˚ £zv ẑ̨ ÏÓ˚y˛ô ÎyeyÓ˚ ≤ÃyE˛y Ï̂úñ !îòÑ˛ì˛ Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ ãòƒ !üúy£zî Ï̂£

!Ó◊yõ !ò Ï̂ì˛ !Ü Ï̂Î˚!äÈ Ï̂úò– ì˛Öò ì§̨ yÓ˚ üÓ˚#Ó˚ x¢%fiÌñ õò Ñœ̨ yhs˛ñ Óv ¸̨ Ñ˛y Ï̂ã £yì˛ ˆîÓyÓ˚ õì˛ xÓfiÌy !äÈú

òy– !Ñ˛hs$̨  !üúy£zî Ï̂£Ó˚ üyhs˛ Á ¢%®Ó˚ ≤ÃÑ,̨ !ì˛Ó˚ õ Ï̂ïƒ !òõ!Iì˛ £ Ï̂Î˚ ˛ô!Ó˚̨ ô)í≈ !Ó◊y Ï̂õ Ó˚Ó#wòyÌ x Ï̂òÑ˛

¢%fiÌ ˆÓyï Ñ˛Ó˚ˆÏúòñ ~ÓÇ ˆÖúyFäÈˆÏú ~Ñ˛!›˛ £yúÑ˛y Ñ˛yˆÏã £yì˛ !îˆÏúò– Ñ˛yã!›˛ £ú ì§˛yÓ˚ ¢îƒÓ˚!â˛ì˛

Ü#ì˛yO!ú ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ !Ñ˛ä%È !Ñ˛ä%È Ñ˛!Óì˛y £zÇÓ˚y!ã Ï̂ì˛ xò%Óyî Ñ˛Ó˚y– ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úò !¶˛ß¨ ¶˛y°ÏyÓ˚ õyïƒ Ï̂õ ì§̨ yÓ˚ Ó˚â˛òy

!Ñ˛ ˆâ˛£yÓ˚y ˆòÎ˚ ˆîÖy ÎyÑ˛– ≤ÃÌ Ï̂õ Ü%Ó%̊c òy !î Ï̂úÁ Ñ ̨ Ï̂õ Ñ˛yã›˛y ì§̨ y Ï̂Ñ˛ x!ïÑ˛yÓ˚ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !òú– £Î˚ì˛ xy¢ß¨

!Ó Ï̂îüÎyeyÎ˚ ̂ ¢ÖyòÑ˛yÓ˚ Ü%í#ã Ï̂òÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ xyd˛ô!Ó˚â˛Î˚ ̂ îÓyÓ˚ ~Ñ˛›˛y Óy¢òyÁ ì§̨ yÓ˚ õ@¿˜â˛ì˛ Ï̂òƒ Ñ˛yã Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚

ÌyÑ˛ Ï̂ì˛ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚– ì˛y£z ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ õy Ï̂¢ !ì˛!ò ÎÖò £zÇú[˛Üyõ# ãy£y Ï̂ã â˛v ¸̨̂ Ïúò ì˛Öò ~Ñ˛!›˛ Öyì˛y ≤ÃyÎ˚ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚

ˆÜ Ï̂äÈ– ãy£y Ï̂ãÁ Ó˚â˛òyÑ˛õ≈ â˛ú Ï̂ì˛ úyÜú– ~£zÓ˚Ñ˛õ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ~Ñ˛ü !ì˛ò!›˛ Ñ˛!Óì˛y xò)!îì˛ £ Ï̂Î˚ £zÇÓ˚y!ã

Ü#ì˛yO!úÓ̊ ̂ â˛£yÓ̊y !òú– ̨ôÓ̊Óì˛#≈ £z!ì˛£y¢ xÌ≈yÍ Ó̊Ó#wòy Ï̂ÌÓ̊ ̂ òy Ï̂Óú ̨ô%Ó̊fl˛ÒyÓ̊ ≤Ãy!ÆÓ̊ £z!ì˛£y¢ ¢Ñ˛ Ï̂úÓ̊£z

ãyòy–

ˆòyˆÏÓú ˛ô%Ó˚fl˛ÒyÓ˚≤ÃyÆ ~£z song offerings !Ñ˛hs$˛ ÓyÇúy Ü#ì˛yO!úÓ˚ £%Ó£% xò%Óyî òÎ˚– ~ˆÏì˛

Ü#ì˛yO!ú ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 53 !›˛ñ ˜ò Ï̂Óîƒ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 16ñ ˆÖÎ˚y ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 17ñ Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 16ñ !üü% ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 3ñ ~ÓÇ

v z̨Í¢Ü≈ñ fl˛øÓ˚íñ Á Ï̃â˛ì˛y!ú ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ 1!›˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛!Óì˛yÓ˚ xò%Óyî xy Ï̂äÈ–

£zÇÓ˚y!ã xò%ÓyîÜ%!ú xy«˛!Ó˚Ñ˛ xò%Óyî òÎ˚ñ ¶˛yÓyò%Óyî– õ)ú Ñ˛!Óì˛yÜ%!ú ˛ôîƒäÈ Ï̂®Ó˚ £ Ï̂úÁ

£zÇÓ˚y!ã Ó%̨̊ ô!›˛ ÜîƒäÈ Ï̂®Ó˚– Óv ¸̨ !Ñ˛ä%È !Ñ˛ä%È Ñ˛!Óì˛y ¢Ç!«˛Æ Ñ˛Ó˚y £ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ– ~Ñ˛ fiÌy Ï̂ò î%!›˛ Ñ˛!Óì˛y !õ!ú Ï̂Î˚

~Ñ˛!›˛Ó˚ Ó)̨̊ ô ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ– xò%Óy Ï̂îÓ˚ ¶˛y°Ïy ¢Ç£ì˛ñ ¢£ãñ ~ÓÇ Öy!òÑ˛›˛y õ Ï̂s˛fyFâ˛yÓ˚̂ ÏòÓ˚ õì˛ Üyë ¸̨ÓÂï– õ Ï̂s˛fÓ˚

õì˛£z ~Ó˚ õ Ï̂ïƒ ~Ñ˛!›˛ ì˛#Ó  x!¶˛áyì˛ xy Ï̂äÈ Îy ÓyÇúyÓ˚ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ xyúyîy– ¢Ó !õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ £zÇÓ˚y!ã Ü#ì˛yO!ú

ü%ï%£z xò%Óyî òÎ˚ñ fl ∫̨ì˛s˛f Ó˚â˛òy–

Ó˚Ó#wòy Ï̂ÌÓ˚ ¢yï≈üì˛Ó Ï̂°Ï≈ ¢,!T˛¢rïy Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛ô«˛ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆ¢£z £zÇÓ˚y!ã Ü#ì˛yO!ú Á ì˛yÓ˚ õ)ú

ÓyÇúy Ó%̨̊ ôÜ%!ú ¢õyhs˛Ó˚yú¶˛y Ï̂Ó ≤ÃÑ˛yü Ñ˛Ó˚y £ú–



¢,!T˛¢rïyò

1
xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ ì%̨ !õ x Ï̂ü°Ï Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚äÈ

~õ!ò ú#úy ì˛Ó–
ö%̨ Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú xyÓyÓ˚ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚äÈ

ã#Óò òÓ òÓ–
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ !Ü!Ó˚ Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ òî#ì˛# Ï̂Ó˚
ˆÓv ¸̨y Ï̂ú Ó!£ ˆäÈy Ï̂›˛y ~ Ó§y!ü!›˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ ì˛yò Óyãy Ï̂ú !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚

Ñ˛y£y Ï̂Ó˚ ì˛y£y Ñ˛Ó–

ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ Á£z xõ,ì˛˛ôÓ˚̂ Ïü
xyõyÓ˚ !£Î˚yÖy!ò

£yÓ˚y Ï̂úy ¢#õyñ !Ó˛ô%ú £Ó˚̂ Ï°Ï
v z̨Ì!ú v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Óyí#

xyõyÓ˚ ü%ï% ~Ñ˛!›˛ õ%!‡˛ ¶˛!Ó˚
!î Ï̂ì˛äÈ îyò !îÓ¢!Ó¶˛yÓÓ˚#ñ
£ú òy ¢yÓ˚y Ñ˛ì˛ ÈÙÈ òy Î%Ü ï!Ó˚ñ

ˆÑ˛Ó!ú xy!õ úÓ–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 23

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 car-
ried 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.



¢,!T˛¢rïyò

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 spread-
ing wing of my song thy feet which I
could never aspire to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing I for-
get myself and call thee friend who
art my lord.

2
ì%̨ !õ ÎÖò Üyò Üy!£ Ï̂ì˛ ÓúÛ

ÜÓ≈ xyõyÓ˚ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Á Ï̂‡˛ Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛ñ
î%£z xy§!Ö ˆõyÓ˚ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ äÈúäÈú

!ò Ï̂õ°Ï£yÓ˚y ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õ%̂ ÏÖ–
Ñ˛!‡˛ò Ñ˛›%̨  Îy xy Ï̂äÈ ˆõyÓ˚ ≤Ãy Ï̂í
Ü!ú Ï̂ì˛ â˛yÎ˚ xõ,ì˛õÎ˚ Üy Ï̂òñ
¢Ó ¢yïòy xyÓ˚yïòy õõ

v z̨!v ¸̨̂ Ïì˛ â˛yÎ˚ ˛ôy!ÖÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ¢%̂ ÏÖ–

ì,̨ Æ ì%̨ !õ xyõyÓ˚ Ü#ì˛Ó˚y Ï̂Üñ
¶˛y Ï̂úyúy Ï̂Ü ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¶˛y Ï̂úy úy Ï̂ÜÈÙÙÙÈ
ãy!ò xy!õ ~£z Üy Ï̂òÓ˚£z Ó Ï̂ú

Ó!¢ !Ü Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–

õò !î Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÓ˚ òyÜyú òy!£ ˛ôy£z
Üyò !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆ¢£z â˛Ó˚í ä%È§̂ ÏÎ˚ Îy£zñ
¢%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˆáy Ï̂Ó˚ xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ñ˛ Îy£z ¶%̨ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ

Órï% ÓÛ Ï̂ú v˛y!Ñ˛ ˆõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶%̨ Ï̂Ñ˛–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 78
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3
I KNOW not how thou singest, my
master ! I ever listen in silent amaze-
ment.

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 ob-
stacles 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 end- less
meshes of thy music, my master !

3
ì%˛!õ ˆÑ˛õò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Üyò Ñ˛Ó˚ ˆÎñ Ü%í#ñ

xÓyÑ˛ £ Ï̂Î˚ ü%!ò ˆÑ˛Óú ü%!ò–
¢%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ xy Ï̂úy ¶%̨ Óò ˆö˛ Ï̂ú ˆäÈ Ï̂Î˚ñ
¢%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ £yÁÎ˚y â˛ Ï̂ú ÜÜò ˆÓ Ï̂Î˚ñ

˛ ˛ôy°Ïyí ›%̨ Ï̂›˛ ÓƒyÑ%̨ ú ˆÓ Ï̂Ü ˆï Ï̂Î˚
Ó!£Î˚y ÎyÎ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ¢%Ó˚ï%ò#–

õ Ï̂ò Ñ˛!Ó˚ xõ!ò ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ Üy£zñ
Ñ˛ Ï̂t˛ xyõyÓ˚ ¢%Ó˚ Ö%§̂ Ïã òy ˛ôy£z–

Ñ˛£ẑ Ïì˛ Ñ˛# â˛y£zñ Ñ˛£ẑ Ïì˛ Ñ˛Ìy Óy Ï̂ïÈÙÙÙÈ
£yÓ˚ ˆõ Ï̂ò ˆÎ ˛ôÓ˚yò xyõyÓ˚ Ñ§̨ y Ï̂îÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõyÎ˚ ì%̨ !õ ˆö˛ Ï̂úäÈ ˆÑ˛yò‰ ö§̨ y Ï̂î

ˆâ˛Ô!î Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆõyÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ãyú Ó%!ò–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 22
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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.

4
xyõyÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛ú x Ï̂AÜ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚ü
ú@¿ £ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚!£Î˚y Ï̂äÈ Ó˚ãò#!îÓ¢
≤Ãy Ï̂íŸªÓ˚ñ ~£z Ñ˛Ìy !òì˛ƒ õ Ï̂ò xy!ò
Ó˚y!ÖÓ ˛ô!Óe Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˆõyÓ˚ ì˛ò%Öy!ò–
õ Ï̂ò ì%̨ !õ !ÓÓ˚y!ãäÈ ˆ£ ˛ôÓ˚õK˛yòñ
~£z Ñ˛Ìy ¢îy fl˛ø!Ó˚ ˆõyÓ˚ ¢Ó≈ïƒyò
¢Ó≈!â˛hs˛y £ Ï̂ì˛ xy!õ ¢Ó≈̂ Ïâ˛T˛y Ñ˛!Ó˚
¢Ó≈!õÌƒy Ó˚y!Ö !îÓ î)̂ ÏÓ˚ ˛ô!Ó˚£!Ó˚–

£,î Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ ì˛Ó xâ˛ú xy¢ò
~£z Ñ˛Ìy õ Ï̂ò ˆÓ˚̂ ÏÖ Ñ˛!Ó˚Ó üy¢ò
¢Ñ˛ú Ñ%̨ !›˛ú ˆm°Ïñ ¢Ó≈ xõAÜúÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!ÖÓ Ñ˛!Ó˚ ≤Ãfl˛≥%̨ ›˛ !òõ≈ú–
¢Ó≈ Ñ˛ Ï̂õ≈ ì˛Ó ü!=˛ ~£z ˆã Ï̂ò ¢yÓ˚
Ñ˛!Ó˚Ó ¢Ñ˛ú Ñ˛ Ï̂õ≈ ˆì˛yõy Ï̂Ó˚ ≤Ãâ˛yÓ˚–

˜òˆÏÓîƒ  75
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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 win-
dow with its sighs and murmurs;  and
the bees are plying their minstrelsy 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.

5
ì%˛!õ ~Ñ˛›%̨  ˆÑ˛Óú Ó¢ Ï̂ì˛ !î Ï̂Î˚y Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ

xyõyÎ˚ ü%ï% «˛ Ï̂íÑ˛ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚–
xy!ã £y Ï̂ì˛ xyõyÓ˚ Îy !Ñ˛ä%È Ñ˛yã xy Ï̂äÈ

xy!õ ¢yAÜ Ñ˛Ó˚Ó ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚–
òy â˛y!£ Ï̂ú ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õ%Ö˛ôy Ï̂ò
£,îÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ !ÓÓ˚yõ òy!£ ãy Ï̂òñ
Ñ˛y Ï̂ãÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛ á%̂ ÏÓ˚ ˆÓv ¸̨y£z Îì˛

!ö˛!Ó˚ Ñ)̨ ú£yÓ˚y ¢yÜ Ï̂Ó˚–
Ó¢hs˛ xyã v z̨Fä¥Èy Ï̂¢ !òŸªy Ï̂¢

~ú xyõyÓ˚ Óyì˛yÎ˚̂ Ïò
xú¢ ºõÓ˚ Ü%O!Ó˚Î˚y xy Ï̂¢ñ

ˆö˛ˆÏÓ˚ Ñ%̨ Ï̂OÓ˚ ≤ÃyAÜ Ï̂í–
xyã Ï̂Ñ˛ ü%ï% ~Ñ˛y Ï̂hs˛ xy¢#ò
ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ÌyÑ˛yÓ˚ !îòñ
xyã Ï̂Ñ˛ ã#ÓòÈÙÈ¢õ˛ô≈̂ ÏíÓ˚ Üyò

ÜyÓ ò#Ó˚Ó xÓ¢ Ï̂Ó˚–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 20
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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 hon-
our 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.

6
!äÈß¨ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ úÁ ˆ£ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ñ

xyÓ˚ !Óú¡∫ òÎ˚–
ï%úyÎ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Î˚ G˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ ˛ô!v ¸̨

~£z ãy Ï̂Ü ˆõyÓ˚ ¶˛Î˚–
~ ö%̨ ú ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õyúyÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛
‡§̨ y£z ˛ôy Ï̂Ó !Ñ˛ ãy!ò òy ˆÎñ
ì˛Ó% ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyáyì˛!›˛ ì˛yÓ˚

¶˛y Ï̂Üƒ ˆÎò Ó˚Î˚–
!äÈß¨ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚yñ !äÈß¨ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚yñ

xyÓ˚ !Óú¡∫ òÎ˚–

Ñ˛Öò‰ ˆÎ !îò ö%̨ !Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ Îy Ï̂ÓÈÙÙÙÈ
xy¢ Ï̂Ó xy§ïyÓ˚ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ñ

Ñ˛Öò‰ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ô)ãyÓ˚ ˆÓúy
Ñ˛y›˛ Ï̂Ó x Ï̂Üyâ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

ˆÎ›%̨ Ñ%̨  ~Ó˚ Ó˚à ï Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈñ
Ü Ï̂rï ¢%ïyÎ˚ Ó%Ñ˛ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ¢ÓyÎ˚ úÁ ˆ¢›%̨ Ñ%̨

ÌyÑ˛ Ï̂ì˛ ¢%¢õÎ˚–
!äÈß¨ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚yñ !äÈß¨ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚yñ

xyÓ˚ !Óú¡∫ òÎ˚–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 87
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MY song has put off her adornments.  She
has no pride of dress and decoration. Or-
naments 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.

7
xyõyÓ˚ ~ Üyò ˆäÈ Ï̂v ¸̨̂ ÏäÈ ì˛yÓ˚

¢Ñ˛ú xúÇÑ˛yÓ˚
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ Ó˚y Ï̂Ö !ò xyÓ˚

¢y Ï̂ãÓ˚ x£ÇÑ˛yÓ˚
xúÇÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆÎ õy Ï̂G˛ ˛ôÛ Ï̂v ¸̨
!õú Ï̂ò Ï̂ì˛ xyv ¸̨yú Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛Ìy ë˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÎ ì˛yÓ˚

õ%ÖÓ˚ G˛ÇÑ˛yÓ˚–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ Öy Ï̂›˛ òy ˆõyÓ˚
Ñ˛!ÓÓ˚ ÜÓ˚Ó Ñ˛Ó˚yÈÙÙÙÈ

õ£yÑ˛!Óñ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Î˚
!î Ï̂ì˛ â˛y£z ˆÎ ïÓ˚y–

ã#Óò ú Ï̂Î˚ Îì˛ò Ñ˛!Ó˚
Î!î ¢Ó˚ú Ó§y!ü Ü!v ¸̨ñ
xy˛ôò ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ !î Ï̂Ó ¶˛!Ó˚

¢Ñ˛ú !äÈo ì˛yÓ˚

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 125
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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  fin-
ery, 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.

8
Ó˚yãyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ˆÓ Ï̂ü ì%̨ !õ ¢yãyÁ ˆÎ !üü%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ

˛ôÓ˚yÁ Îy Ï̂Ó˚ õ!íÓ˚ì˛ò ÈÙÈ £yÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÖúyï%úy xyò® ì˛yÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛!ú ÎyÎ˚ á%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ

Ó¢òÈÙÈ¶)̨ °Ïí £Î˚ ˆÎ !Ó°Ïõ ¶˛yÓ˚–
ˆäÈ§̂ Ïv ¸̨ ˛ôy Ï̂äÈ xyáyì˛ úy!Üñ
˛ôy Ï̂äÈ ï%úyÎ˚ £Î˚ ˆ¢ îy!Üñ

xy˛ôò Ï̂Ñ˛ ì˛y£z ¢!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Ö ¢ÓyÓ˚ £ Ï̂ì˛ î)̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
â˛ú Ï̂ì˛ ˆÜ Ï̂ú ¶˛yÓ‰òy ï Ï̂Ó˚ ì˛yÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

Ó˚yãyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ˆÓ Ï̂ü ì%̨ !õ ¢yãyÁ ˆÎ !üü%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
˛ôÓ˚yÁ Îy Ï̂Ó˚ õ!íÓ˚ì˛ò ÈÙÈ £yÓ˚–

Ñ˛# £ Ï̂Óñ õyñ xõò ÈÙÈ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚y Ó˚yãyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ¢y Ï̂ãñ
Ñ˛# £ Ï̂Ó Á£z õ!íÓ˚ì˛ò £y Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

î%Î˚yÓ˚ Ö%̂ Ïú îyÁ Î!î ˆì˛y ä%È!›˛ ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛
ˆÓ˚ÔoÓyÎ%̊ÈÙÈï%úyÑ˛yîyÓ˚̊ ˛ôy Ï̂v ¸̨–
ˆÎÌyÎ˚ !ÓŸªã Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆõúyñ
¢õhfl˛ !îò òyòyò ˆÖúyñ

â˛y!Ó˚ !î Ï̂Ñ˛ !ÓÓ˚y›˛ ÜyÌy Óy Ï̂ã £yãyÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ ˆ¢ ˆÎ ˛ôyÎ˚ òy x!ïÑ˛yÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

Ó˚yãyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ˆÓ Ï̂ü ì%̨ !õ  ¢yãyÁ ˆÎ !üü%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
˛ôÓ˚yÁ Îy Ï̂Ó˚ õ!íÓ˚ì˛ò ÈÙÈ £yÓ˚–
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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.

9
xyÓ˚ xyõyÎ˚ xy!õ !ò Ï̂ãÓ˚ !ü Ï̂Ó˚

Ó£zÓ òy–
xyÓ˚ !ò Ï̂ãÓ˚ my Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛yàyú £ Ï̂Î˚

Ó˚£zÓ òy–
~£z ˆÓyG˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Î˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú

ˆÓ!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˛ôv ¸̨Ó xÓ Ï̂£ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òy ÖÓÓ˚ Ó˚yÖÓ òy ÁÓ˚ñ

ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òy Ñ˛Ìy£z Ñ˛Ó£z òy–
xyõyÎ˚ xy!õ !ò Ï̂ãÓ˚ !ü Ï̂Ó˚

Ó£zÓ òy–

Óy¢òy ˆõyÓ˚ °Ïy Ï̂Ó˚£z ˛ôÓ˚ü
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢

xy Ï̂úy!›˛ ì˛yÓ˚ !ò!Ó Ï̂Î˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú
!òˆÏõˆÏ°Ï–

ÁˆÏÓ˚ñ ˆ¢£z xü%!â˛ î%£z £y Ï̂ì˛
Îy ~ Ï̂ò Ï̂äÈ â˛y£z ˆò ˆ¢ xyÓ˚ñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õ Óyã Ï̂Ó òy Îy

ˆ¢ xyÓ˚ xy!õ ¢£zÓ òy–
xyõyÎ˚ xy!õ !ò Ï̂ãÓ˚ !ü Ï̂Ó˚

Ó£zÓ òy–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 105



¢,!T˛¢rïyò

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 low-
liest, and the lost.

10
ˆÎÌyÎ˚ Ìy Ï̂Ñ˛ ¢ÓyÓ˚ xïõ î# Ï̂òÓ˚ £ Ï̂ì˛ î#ò

ˆ¢£zÖy Ï̂ò ˆÎ â˛Ó˚í ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ó˚y Ï̂ã
¢ÓyÓ˚ !˛ô Ï̂äÈñ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ò# Ï̂â˛ñ

¢ÓÈÙÈ£yÓ˚y Ï̂îÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛–
ÎÖò ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ≤Ãíyõ Ñ˛!Ó˚ xy!õ
≤Ãíyõ xyõyÓ˚ ˆÑ˛yò‰Öy Ï̂ò ÎyÎ˚ Ìy!õÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ â˛Ó˚í ˆÎÌyÎ˚ òy Ï̂õ x˛ôõy Ï̂òÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂ú

ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ãíyõ òy Ï̂õ òy ˆÎ
¢ÓyÓ˚ !˛ô Ï̂äÈñ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ò# Ï̂â˛ñ

¢ÓÈÙÈ£yÓ˚y Ï̂îÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛–

x£ÇÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆì˛y ˛ôyÎ˚ òy òyÜyú ˆÎÌyÎ˚ ì%̨ !õ ˆö˛Ó˚Û
!Ó˚=˛¶)̨ °Ïí î#òî!Ó˚o ¢y Ï̂ã

¢ÓyÓ˚ !˛ô Ï̂äÈñ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ò# Ï̂â˛ñ
¢ÓÈÙÈ£yÓ˚y Ï̂îÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛–

ï Ï̂ò õy Ï̂ò ˆÎÌyÎ˚ xy Ï̂äÈ ¶˛!Ó˚
ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢AÜ xyüy Ñ˛!Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

¢AÜ# £ Ï̂Î˚ xyäÈ ˆÎÌyÎ˚ ¢AÜ#£# Ï̂òÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚
ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ £,îÎ˚ òy Ï̂õ òy ˆÎ

¢ÓyÓ˚ !˛ô Ï̂äÈñ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ò# Ï̂â˛ñ
¢ÓÈÙÈ£yÓ˚y Ï̂îÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛–
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LEAVE this chanting and singing and tell-
ing 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 path- maker is break-
ing stones. He is with them in sun and in
shower, and his garment is covered with
dust. Put off thy holy mantle and even like
him come down on the dusty soil !

Deliverance ? Where is this deliverance to
be found ? Our master himself has joyfully
taken upon him the bonds of creation ; he is
bound with us all for ever.

Come out of thy meditations and leave aside
thy flowers and incense ! What harm is there
if thy clothes become tattered and stained ?
Meet him and stand by him in toil and in
sweat of thy brow.

11
¶˛ãò ˛ô)ãò ¢yïò xyÓ˚yïòy

¢õhfl˛ ÌyÑ‰̨  ˛ô Ï̂v ¸̨–
Ó%̊Âïmy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆîÓyú Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂í

ˆÑ˛ò xy!äÈ¢ Á Ï̂Ó˚–
xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ú%!Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚ xy˛ôò ÈÙÈ õ Ï̂ò
Ñ˛y£y Ï̂Ó˚ ì%̨ £z ˛˛ô)!ã¢ ¢Ç Ï̂Üy˛ô Ï̂òñ
òÎ˚ò ˆõˆÏú ˆîÖ‰ ˆî!Ö ì%̨ £z ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆîÓì˛y òy£z á Ï̂Ó˚–

!ì˛!ò ˆÜ Ï̂äÈò ˆÎÌyÎ˚ õy!›˛ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂à
Ñ˛Ó˚̂ ÏäÈ â˛y°Ïy â˛y°ÏÈÙÙÙÈ

˛ôyÌÓ˚ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂à Ñ˛y›˛ Ï̂äÈ ˆÎÌyÎ˚ ˛ôÌñ
Öy›˛ Ï̂äÈ Óy Ï̂Ó˚y õy¢–

ˆÓ˚Ôo ã Ï̂ú xy Ï̂äÈò ¢ÓyÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ì
ï%úy ì§̨ y£yÓ˚ ˆú Ï̂Ü Ï̂äÈ î%£z £y Ï̂ì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
ì§̨ y!Ó˚ õì˛ò ü%!â˛ Ó¢ò äÈy!v ¸̨

xyÎ˚ ˆÓ˚ ï%úyÓ˚̊ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚–

õ%!=˛⁄ Á Ï̂Ó˚ñ õ%!=˛ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ˛ôy!Óñ
õ%!=˛ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xy Ï̂äÈ–

xy˛ô!ò ≤Ã¶%̨  ¢,!T˛Ó§yïò ˛ôÛ Ï̂Ó˚
Ó§yïy ¢ÓyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ–

Ó˚y Ï̂Öy ˆÓ˚ ïƒyòñ ÌyÑ‰̨  ˆÓ˚ ö%̨ Ï̂úÓ˚ v˛y!úñ
!äÈ•v Y̨Ñ˛ Ófl˛fñ úyÜ%Ñ˛ ï%úyÓy!úÈÙÙÙÈ
Ñ˛õ≈̂ ÏÎy Ï̂Ü ì§̨ yÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ì ~Ñ˛ £ Ï̂Î˚

áõ≈ ˛ôv Y̨Ñ˛ G˛ Ï̂Ó˚–
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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 near-
est 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 in-
nermost 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 1 "

12
x Ï̂òÑ˛ Ñ˛y Ï̂úÓ˚ Îyey xyõyÓ˚

x Ï̂òÑ˛ î)̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ìñ
≤ÃÌõ Óy!£Ó˚ £ Ï̂Î˚!äÈ Ï̂úõ

≤ÃÌõ xy Ï̂úyÓ˚ Ó˚̂ ÏÌ–
@˘Ã Ï̂£ ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ ˆÓ§̂ ÏÑ˛ ˆÓ§̂ ÏÑ˛
˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ !â˛£´ ~ Ï̂úõ ~§̂ ÏÑ˛
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ ˆúyÑ˛ ÈÙÈ ˆúyÑ˛yhs˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚

xÓ˚̂ Ïíƒ ˛ôÓ≈̂ Ïì˛–

¢ÓyÓ˚ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ xy¢y
¢ÓyÓ˚ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ î)Ó˚–

Ó Ï̂v ¸̨y Ñ˛!‡˛ò ¢yïòyñ ÎyÓ˚
Ó Ï̂v ¸̨y ¢£ã ¢%Ó˚–

˛ô Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚ !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ ˆü Ï̂°Ï
xy¢ Ï̂äÈ ˛ô!ÌÑ˛ xy˛ôò ˆî Ï̂üÈÙÙÙÈ
Óy!£Ó˚ÈÙÈ¶%̨ Óò á%̂ ÏÓ˚ ˆõ Ï̂ú

xhs˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ‡˛yÑ%̨ Ó˚–

Ú~£z ˆÎ ì%̨ !õÛ ~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛
ÓúÓ xy!õ ÓÛ Ï̂ú

Ñ˛ì˛ !î Ï̂Ñ˛£z ˆâ˛yÖ ˆö˛Ó˚yúyõ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˛ô Ï̂Ì£z â˛Û Ï̂ú–

¶˛!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ãÜÍ ú«˛ ïyÓ˚yÎ˚
ÚxyäÈÈÙÈxyäÈÛÓ˚ ˆfl Ą̀yì˛ Ó Ï̂£ ÎyÎ˚
ÚÑ˛£z ì%̨ !õ Ñ˛£zÛ ~£z Ñ§̨ yî Ï̂òÓ˚

òÎ˚òÈÙÈã Ï̂ú ÜÛ Ï̂ú–
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THE song that I came to sing remains un-
sung 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 spread- ing
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.

13
ˆ£Ìy ˆÎ Üyò Üy£ẑ Ïì˛ xy¢y xyõyÓ˚

£Î˚ !ò ˆ¢ Üyò ÜyÁÎ˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
xyãÁ ˆÑ˛Óú£z ¢%Ó˚ ¢yïyñ xyõyÓ˚

ˆÑ˛Óú Üy£ẑ Ïì˛ â˛yÁÎ˚y–

xyõyÓ˚ úy Ï̂Ü òy£z ˆ¢ ¢%Ó˚ñ xyõyÓ˚
Ó§y Ï̂ï òy£z ˆ¢ Ñ˛ÌyÈÙÙÙÈ

ü%ï% ≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚£z õyG˛Öy Ï̂ò xy Ï̂äÈ
Üy Ï̂òÓ˚ ÓƒyÑ%̨ úì˛y–

xyãÁ ˆö˛y Ï̂›˛ òy£z ˆ¢ ö%̨ úñ ü%ï%
Ó Ï̂£ Ï̂äÈ ~Ñ˛ £yÁÎ˚y–

xy!õ ˆî!Ö òy£z ì˛yÓ˚ õ%Öñ xy!õ
ü%!ò òy£z ì˛yÓ˚ Óyí#ÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆÑ˛Óú ü%!ò «˛ Ï̂í «˛ Ï̂í ì˛y£yÓ˚
˛ôy Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ ïπ!òÖy!ò–

xyõyÓ˚ my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ¢õ%Ö !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆ¢ ãò
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ xy¢yÈÙÈÎyÁÎ˚y–

ü%ï% xy¢ò ˛ôyì˛y £ú xyõyÓ˚
¢yÓ˚y!›˛ !îò ï Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

áˆÏÓ˚ £Î˚ !ò ≤Ãî#˛ô ãµyúyñ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚
v˛yÑ˛Ó ˆÑ˛õò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

xy!äÈ ˛ôyÓyÓ˚ xyüy !ò Ï̂Î˚ñ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚
£Î˚ !ò xyõyÓ˚ ˛ôyÁÎ˚y–
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MY desires are many and my cry is piti-
ful, 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 overmucli 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.

14
xy!õ Ó£% Óy¢òyÎ˚ ≤Ãyí˛ô Ï̂í â˛y£zñ

Ó!M˛ì˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó§yâ˛y Ï̂ú ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚–
~ Ñ,̨ ˛ôy Ñ˛ Ï̂‡˛yÓ˚ ¢!M˛ì˛ ˆõyÓ˚

ã#Óò ¶˛Û Ï̂Ó˚–
òy â˛y!£ Ï̂ì˛ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ Îy Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚äÈ îyòñ
xyÑ˛yü xy Ï̂úyÑ˛ ì˛ò% õò ≤Ãyíñ
!î Ï̂ò !î Ï̂ò ì%̨ !õ !ò Ï̂ì˛äÈ xyõyÎ˚

ˆ¢ õ£yîy Ï̂òÓ˚£z ˆÎyÜƒ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
x!ì˛ÈÙÈ£zFäÈyÓ˚ ¢ÇÑ˛›˛ £ Ï̂ì˛

Ó§yâ˛y Ï̂Î˚ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚–

xy!õ Ñ˛Ö Ï̂òy Óy ¶%̨ !úñ Ñ˛Ö Ï̂òy Óy â˛!ú
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ ú«˛ƒ ï Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ì%̨ !õ !ò¤%̨ Ó˚ ¢¡ø%Ö £ Ï̂ì˛
ÎyÁ ˆÎ ¢ Ï̂Ó˚–

~ ˆÎ ì˛Ó îÎ˚y ãy!ò ãy!ò £yÎ˚ñ
!ò Ï̂ì˛ â˛yÁ ÓÛ Ï̂ú !ö˛Ó˚yÁ xyõyÎ˚ñ

˛ ˛ô)í≈ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y ú Ï̂Ó ~ ã#Óò
ì˛Ó !õú Ï̂òÓ˚£z ˆÎyÜƒ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚

xyïyÈÙÈ£zFäÈyÓ˚ ¢ÇÑ˛›˛ £ Ï̂ì˛
Ó§yâ˛y Ï̂Î˚ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚–
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I AM here to sing thee songs. In this hall
of thine I have a corner seat

In thy world I have no work to do ; my
useless life can only break out in tunes
without a purpose.

When the hour strikes for thy silent wor-
ship at the dark temple of midnight, com-
mand me, my master, to stand before thee
to sing.

When in the morning air the golden harp
is tuned, honour me, commanding my
presence.

15
xy!õ ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ Ìy!Ñ˛ ü%ï%

Üy£ẑ Ïì˛ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Üyòñ
!î Ï̂Î˚y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ãÜÍ¢¶˛yÎ˚

~Ñ˛›%̨ Ñ%̨  ˆõyÓ˚ fiÌyò–
xy!õ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¶%̨ ÓòÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛
úy!Ü !òñ òyÌñ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òy Ñ˛y Ï̂ãñ
ü%ï% ˆÑ˛Óú ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ Óy Ï̂ã

xÏÑ˛y Ï̂ãÓ˚ ~£z ≤Ãyí–

!òüyÓ˚ ò#Ó˚Ó ˆîÓyú Ï̂Î˚
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyÓ˚yïòñ

ì˛Öò ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ xy Ï̂îü ˆÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚y
Üy£ẑ Ïì˛ ˆ£ Ó˚yãò–

ˆ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ÎÖò xyÑ˛yü ã%̂ Ïv ¸̨
Óyã Ï̂Ó Ó#íy ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚
xy!õ ˆÎò òy Ó˚£z î)̂ ÏÓ˚

~£z !î Ï̂Î˚y ˆõyÓ˚ õyò–
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I HAVE had my invitation to this world's
festival, and thus my life has been  blessed.
My eyes have seen and my ears have heard.

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

New, I ask, has the time come at last when I
may go in and see thy face and offer thee my
silent salutation ?

16
ãÜ Ï̂ì˛ xyò®Î Ï̂K˛ xyõyÓ˚ !òõs˛fí–
ïòƒ £ú ïòƒ £ú õyòÓã#Óò–

òÎ˚ò xyõyÓ˚ Ó)̊̂ Į̈ ôÓ˚ ˛ô%̂ ÏÓ˚
¢yï !õ›˛y Ï̂Î˚ ˆÓv ¸̨yÎ˚ á%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
◊yÓí xyõyÓ˚ Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚

£ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ õÜò–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Î Ï̂K˛ !î Ï̂Î˚äÈ ¶˛yÓ˚
Óyãy£z xy!õ Ó§y!ü–

Üy Ï̂ò Üy Ï̂ò ˆÜ§̂ ÏÌ ˆÓv ¸̨y£z–
≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚ Ñ˛yß¨y£y!¢–

~Öò ¢õÎ˚ £ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ !Ñ˛–
¢¶˛yÎ˚ !Ü Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ˆî!Ö
ãÎ˚ïπ!ò ü%!ò Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÓ

~ ˆõyÓ˚ !ò Ï̂Óîò–
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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 heed- less ;
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.

17
ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õÓ˚ £y Ï̂ì˛ ïÓ˚y ˆîÓ

ì˛y£z Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ó Ï̂¢ó
x Ï̂òÑ˛ ˆî!Ó˚ £ Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜúñ

ˆîy°Ï# x Ï̂òÑ˛ ˆîy Ï̂°Ï–
!Ó!ï!Óïyò ÈÙÈ Ó§yïò ÈÙÈ ˆv˛y Ï̂Ó˚
ïÓ˚̂ Ïì˛ xy Ï̂¢ñ Îy£z ˆÎ ¢ Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ì˛yÓ˚ úy!Ü Îy üy!hfl˛ ˆòÓyÓ˚
ˆòÓ õ Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆì˛y Ï̂°Ï–

ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õÓ˚ £y Ï̂ì˛ ïÓ˚y ˆîÓ
ì˛y£z Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ó Ï̂¢–

ˆúy Ï̂Ñ˛ xyõyÎ˚ !ò®y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
!ò®y ˆ¢ òÎ˚ !õ Ï̂äÈÈÙÙÙÈ

¢Ñ˛ú !ò®y õyÌyÎ˚ ï Ï̂Ó˚
Ó˚Ó ¢ÓyÓ˚ ò# Ï̂â˛–

ˆü°Ï £ Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎ ˆÜú ˆÓúyñ
¶˛yàú ˆÓâ˛yÈÙÈˆÑ˛òyÓ˚ ˆõúyÈÙÙÙÈ

v˛yÑ˛ Ï̂ì˛ ÎyÓ˚y ~ Ï̂¢!äÈú
!ö˛Ó˚ú ì˛yÓ˚y ˆÓ˚y Ï̂°Ï–

ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õÓ˚ £y Ï̂ì˛ ïÓ˚y ˆîÓ
ì˛y£z Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ó Ï̂¢Ï–
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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.

18
ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõá ã Ï̂õ Ï̂äÈñ

xy§ïyÓ˚ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ xy Ï̂¢ÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõyÎ˚ ˆÑ˛ò Ó!¢ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚yÖ

~Ñ˛y my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ü–
Ñ˛y Ï̂ãÓ˚ !î Ï̂ò òyòy Ñ˛y Ï̂ã
Ìy!Ñ˛ òyòy ˆúy Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ õy Ï̂G˛ñ
xyã xy!õ ˆÎ Ó Ï̂¢ xy!äÈ

ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ xyŸªy Ï̂¢–
xyõyÎ˚ ˆÑ˛ò Ó!¢ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚yÖ

~Ñ˛y my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ü–

ì%̨ !õ Î!î òy ˆîÖy îyÁ
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚y xyõyÎ˚ ˆ£úyñ

ˆÑ˛õò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂›˛ xyõyÓ˚
~õò ÓyîúÈÙÈˆÓúy–

î%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ò ˆõ Ï̂ú xy§!Ö
ˆÑ˛Óú xy!õ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ Ìy!Ñ˛ñ
˛ôÓ˚yò xyõyÓ˚ ˆÑ§̨ Ï̂î ˆÓv ¸̨yÎ˚

î%Ó˚hs˛ Óyì˛y Ï̂¢–
xyõyÎ˚ ˆÑ˛ò Ó!¢ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚yÖ–

~Ñ˛y my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ü–
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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 dark-
ness 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.

19
Á Ï̂Üy ˆõÔòñ òy Î!î Ñ˛Á

òy£z Ñ˛!£ Ï̂ú Ñ˛Ìy–
Ó«˛ ¶˛!Ó˚ Ó£zÓ xy!õ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ò#Ó˚Óì˛y–
hfl˛kï £ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚£zÓ ˛ô Ï̂v ¸̨
Ó˚ãò# Ó˚Î˚ ˆÎõò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
ãµy!ú Ï̂Î˚ ì˛yÓ˚y !ò Ï̂õ°Ï£yÓ˚y

˜ï Ï̂Î≈ xÓòì˛y–

£ Ï̂Ó £ Ï̂Ó ≤Ã¶˛yì˛ £ Ï̂Óñ
xy§ïyÓ˚ Îy Ï̂Ó ˆÑ˛ Ï̂›˛–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Óyí# ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ ïyÓ˚y–
˛ôv ¸̨̂ ÏÓ xyÑ˛yü ˆö˛ Ï̂›˛–

ì˛Öò xyõyÓ˚ ˛ôy!ÖÓ˚ Óy¢yÎ˚
ãyÜ Ï̂Ó !Ñ˛ Üyò ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¶˛y°ÏyÎ˚–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛y Ï̂ò ˆö˛y›˛y Ï̂Ó ö%̨ ú

xyõyÓ˚ Óòúì˛y⁄
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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 re-
mained 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 seek-
ing 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

20
ˆÎ!îò ö%̨ ›˛ú Ñ˛õú !Ñ˛ä%È£z ãy!ò òy£zñ

xy!õ !äÈ Ï̂úõ xòƒõ Ï̂ò–
xyõyÓ˚ ¢y!ã Ï̂Î˚ ¢y!ã ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ xy!õ òy£zñ

ˆ¢ ˆÎ Ó˚£zú ¢Ç Ï̂Üy˛ô Ï̂ò–
õy Ï̂G˛ õy Ï̂G˛ !£Î˚y xyÑ%̨ ú ÈÙÈ ≤ÃyÎ˚ñ
fl ∫̨≤¿ ˆî Ï̂Ö â˛õ‰̂ ÏÑ˛ v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ â˛yÎ˚ñ
õ® õï%Ó˚ Ürï xy Ï̂¢ £yÎ˚

ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ î!Öò ÈÙÈ ¢õ#Ó˚̂ Ïí–
ÁˆÏÜy ˆ¢£z ¢%Ü Ï̂rï !ö˛Ó˚yÎ˚ v z̨îy!¢Î˚y

xyõyÎ˚ ˆî Ï̂ü ˆîüy Ï̂hs˛–
ˆÎò ¢rïy Ï̂ò ì˛yÓ˚ v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ !òŸªy!¢Î˚y

¶%˛Óò òÓ#ò Ó¢ Ï̂hs˛–
ˆÑ˛ ãy!òì˛ î)̂ ÏÓ˚ ˆì˛y ˆò£z ˆ¢ñ
xyõy!Ó˚ ˆÜy xyõy!Ó˚ ˆ¢£z ˆÎñ
~ õyï%Ó˚# ö%̨ Ï̂›˛ Ï̂äÈ £yÎ˚ ˆÓ˚

xyõyÓ˚ £,îÎ˚ÈÙÈv z̨̨ ôÓ Ï̂ò–
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21

I MUST launch out my boat. The lan-
guid 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 yel-
low leaves flutter and fall.

What emptiness do you gaze upon ! Do
you not feel a thrill passing through the
air with the notes of the far away song
floating from the other shore ?

21

~ÓyÓ˚ ¶˛y!¢ Ï̂Î˚ !î Ï̂ì˛ £ Ï̂Ó xyõyÓ˚
~£z ì˛Ó˚#–

ì˛# Ï̂Ó˚ Ó Ï̂¢ ÎyÎ˚ ˆÎ ˆÓúyñ
õ!Ó˚ ˆÜy õ!Ó˚–

ö%̨ úÈÙÈˆö˛y›˛y Ï̂òy ¢yÓ˚y Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚
Ó¢hs˛ ˆÎ ˆÜú ¢Û Ï̂Ó˚ñ
!ò Ï̂Î˚ G˛Ó˚y ö%̨ Ï̂úÓ˚ v˛yúy

Ó Ï̂úy Ñ˛# Ñ˛!Ó˚–

ãú v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Ï̂äÈ äÈú‰äÈ!ú Ï̂Î˚
ˆë˛v z̨ v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Ï̂äÈ î%̂ Ïúñ

õõ≈!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ G˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˛ôyì˛y–
!Óãò ì˛Ó%̊õ)̂ Ïú–

ü)òƒõ Ï̂ò ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ì˛yÑ˛y¢–
¢Ñ˛ú Óyì˛y¢ ¢Ñ˛ú xyÑ˛yü
Á£z ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ Á£z Ó§y!üÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚

v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ !ü£!Ó˚–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 16
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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.

22
xy!ã ◊yÓíáòÈÙÈÜ£òÈÙÈˆõyˆÏ£

ˆÜy˛ôò ì˛Ó â˛Ó˚í ˆö˛ Ï̂ú
!òüyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y ò#Ó˚Ó Á Ï̂£

¢ÓyÓ˚ !î!‡˛ ~v ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚ ~ Ï̂ú–
≤Ã¶˛yì˛ xy!ã õ%̂ Ïî Ï̂äÈ xy§!Öñ
Óyì˛y¢ Ó,Ìy ˆÎ Ï̂ì˛ Ï̂äÈ v˛y!Ñ˛ñ
!òúyã ò#ú xyÑ˛yü ë˛y!Ñ˛

!ò!Óv ¸̨ ˆõá ˆÑ˛ !îú ˆõ Ï̂ú–

Ñ)̨ ãò£#ò Ñ˛yòò¶)̨ !õñ
î%Î˚yÓ˚ ˆîÁÎ˚y ¢Ñ˛ú á Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

~ Ï̂Ñ˛úy ˆÑ˛yò‰ ˛ô!ÌÑ˛ ì%̨ !õ
˛ô!ÌÑ˛£#ò ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚–

ˆ£ ~Ñ˛y ¢Öyñ ˆ£ !≤ÃÎ˚ì˛õñ
Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ ˆÖyúy ~ áÓ˚ õõñ
¢¡ø%Ö !î Ï̂Î˚ fl ∫̨̨ ôò¢õ

ˆÎ Ï̂Î˚y òy ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ£úyÎ˚ ˆ‡˛ Ï̂ú–
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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 dark-
ness, my friend !

I can see nothing before me. Iwonder
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 ?

23
xy!õ G˛ Ï̂v ¸̨Ó˚ Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ x!¶˛¢yÓ˚

˛ôÓ˚yò¢Öy Órï% ˆ£ xyõyÓ˚–
xyÑ˛yü Ñ§̨ y Ï̂î £ì˛yü¢õ
òy£z ˆÎ á%õ òÎ˚̂ Ïò õõñ
î%Î˚yÓ˚ Ö%!úñ ˆ£ ˛!≤ÃÎ˚ì˛õñ

â˛y£z ˆÎ Óy Ï̂Ó˚ ÓyÓ˚–
˛ôÓ˚yò¢Öy Órï% ˆ£ xyõyÓ˚–

Óy!£ Ï̂Ó˚ !Ñ˛ä%È ˆî!Ö Ï̂ì˛ òy!£ ˛ôy£zñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ôÌ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ¶˛y!Ó ì˛y£z–

¢%î)Ó˚ ˆÑ˛yò‰ òî#Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚ñ
Ü£ò ˆÑ˛yò‰ Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚ñ
Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ˆÑ˛yò‰ xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚ñ

£ Ï̂ì˛äÈ ì%̨ !õ ˛ôyÓ˚–
˛ôÓ˚yò¢Öy Órï% ˆ£ xyõyÓ˚–
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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  provi-
sions 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.

24
!îÓ¢ Î!î ¢yAÜ £úñ òy Î!î Üy Ï̂£ ˛ôy!Öñ

Ñœ̨ yhs˛ ÓyÎ%̊ òy Î!î xyÓ˚ â˛ Ï̂úñ
~ÓyÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó Ü¶˛#Ó˚ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂úy ˆÜy ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ ë˛y!Ñ˛

x!ì˛ !ò!Óv ¸̨ áò!ì˛!õÓ˚ì˛ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ
fl ∫̨̨ ôò !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜy˛ô Ï̂ò ï# Ï̂Ó˚ ï# Ï̂Ó˚
ˆÎò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛äÈ ïÓ˚í# Ï̂Ó˚ñ

ˆÎõò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛äÈ ì%̨ !õ õ%!îÎ˚y ÈÙÈ ˛ôv ¸̨y xy§!Öñ
ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛äÈ ì%̨ !õ Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛Ó˚ üì˛î Ï̂ú–

˛ôy Ï̂ÌÎ˚ ÎyÓ˚ ö%̨ Ó˚y Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂¢ ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ õyG˛Öy Ï̂òñ
«˛!ì˛Ó˚ ˆÓÏ̊Öy v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Ï̂äÈ ÎyÓ˚ ö%̨ Ï̂›˛ñ

Ó¢ò¶)̨ °Ïy õ!úò £ú ï)úyÎ˚ x˛ôõy Ï̂òñ
üÑ˛!ì˛ ÎyÓ˚ ˛ô!v ¸̨̂ Ïì˛ â˛yÎ˚ ›%̨ Ï̂›˛ÈÙÙÙÈ

ë˛y!Ñ˛Î˚y !îÑ˛ ì˛y£yÓ˚ «˛ì˛ÓƒÌy
Ñ˛Ó%̊íyáò Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ˆÜy˛ôòì˛yñ

á%â˛y Ï̂Î˚ úyã ö%̨ ›˛yÁ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ òÓ#ò v z̨°Ïy ÈÙÈ ˛ôy Ï̂ò
ã%v ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ xy§ïyÓ˚¢%ïyã Ï̂ú–
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25

IN the night of weariness let me give  myself
up to sleep without struggle, sting 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.

25
õy Ï̂G˛ õy Ï̂G˛ Ñ˛¶%̨  Î Ï̂Ó xÓ¢yî xy!¢
xhs˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ xy Ï̂úyÑ˛ ˛ôú Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú @˘Ãy!¢ñ
õ®˛ô Ï̂î Îy Ï̂Ó ◊y!hs˛ xy Ï̂¢ !ì˛ú !ì˛úñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ô)ãyÓ˚ Ó,hs˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢ !ü!Ìú
!¡ÀÎ˚õyòÙÙÙÈ ì˛ÖˆÏòy òy ˆÎò Ñ˛!Ó˚ ¶˛Î˚ñ
ì˛Ö Ï̂òy x›˛ú xyüy ˆÎò ˆã Ï̂Ü ÓÎ˚
ˆì˛yõyÈÙÈ˛ôyˆÏò–

ˆì˛yõy ÈÙÈÛ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y !ò¶≈̨ Ó˚
ˆ¢ ◊y!hs˛Ó˚ Ó˚y Ï̂e ˆÎò ¢Ñ˛ú xhs˛Ó˚
!ò¶≈̨ Ï̂Î˚ x˛ô≈í Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˛ôÌï)!úì˛ Ï̂ú
!òoy Ï̂Ó˚ xy£πyò Ñ˛!Ó˚– ≤Ãyí˛ôí Ó Ï̂ú
Ñœ̨ yhs˛!â˛ Ï̂_ òy!£ ì%̨ !ú «˛#í Ñ˛úÓ˚Ó
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ô)ãyÓ˚ x!ì˛ î!Ó˚o v z̨Í¢Ó–
Ó˚y!e ~ Ï̂ò îyÁ ì%̨ !õ !îÓ Ï̂¢Ó˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö
xyÓyÓ˚ ãyÜy Ï̂ì˛ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ òÓ#ò xy Ï̂úy Ï̂Ñ˛–
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26

HE came and sat by my side but I woke
not. What a cursed sleep it was, O mis-
erable 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 ?

26
ˆ¢ ˆÎ ˛ôy Ï̂ü ~ Ï̂¢ Ó Ï̂¢!äÈúñ

ì˛Ó% ãy!Ü !ò–
Ñ˛# á%õ ˆì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚!äÈúñ

£ì˛¶˛y!Üò#
~ Ï̂¢!äÈú ò#Ó˚Ó Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛ñ
Ó#íyÖy!ú !äÈú £y Ï̂ì˛ñ
fl ∫̨̨ ôòÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛ Óy!ã Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜú

Ü¶˛#Ó˚ Ó˚y!Üí#–

ˆã Ï̂Ü ˆî!Ö î!Öò £yÁÎ˚y
xy§ïyÓ˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y

Ürï ì˛y£yÓ˚ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ ˆÓv ¸̨yÎ˚
xy§ïyÓ˚ ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y–

ˆÑ˛ò xyõyÓ˚ Ó˚ãò# ÎyÎ˚ñ
Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ òy ˛ôyÎ˚ñ
ˆÑ˛ò ˆÜy ì˛yÓ˚ õyúyÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚ü

Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛ úy Ï̂Ü !ò–
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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 bet-
ter 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.

27
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xy Ï̂úyñ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ Á Ï̂Ó˚ xy Ï̂úyÊ
!ÓÓ˚£yò Ï̂ú ãµy Ï̂úy ˆÓ˚ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ãµy Ï̂úy–

Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ î#˛ôñ òy xy Ï̂äÈ !üÖyñ
~£z !Ñ˛ ¶˛y Ï̂ú !äÈú ˆÓ˚ !úÖyÈÙÙÙÈ

£z£yÓ˚ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ õÓ˚í ˆ¢ ˆÎ ¶˛y Ï̂úy–
!ÓÓ˚£yò Ï̂ú ≤Ãî#˛ôÖy!ò ãµy Ï̂úy–

ˆÓîòyî)ì˛# Üy!£ Ï̂äÈñ ÚÁ Ï̂Ó˚ ≤Ãyíñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü ãy Ï̂Üò ¶˛ÜÓyò–

!òü# Ï̂Ì áò xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚
v˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ò ˆì˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆ≤Ãõy!¶˛¢y Ï̂Ó˚ñ

î)ÉÖ !î Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Öò ˆì˛yÓ˚ õyò–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü ãy Ï̂Üò ¶˛ÜÓyò–Û
ÜÜòì˛ú !Ü Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ ˆõ Ï̂á ¶˛!Ó˚ñ
Óyîúãú ˛ô!v ¸̨̂ ÏäÈ G˛!Ó˚ G˛!Ó˚–

~ ˆáyÓ˚ Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛ !Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ úy!Ü
˛ôÓ˚yò õõ ¢£¢y ãy!Ü

~õò ˆÑ˛ò Ñ˛!Ó˚̂ ÏäÈ õ!Ó˚ õ!Ó˚–
Óyîúãú ˛ô!v ¸̨̂ ÏäÈ G˛!Ó˚ G˛!Ó˚–

!Óã%!ú ü%ï% «˛!íÑ˛ xy¶˛y £y Ï̂òñ
!ò!Óv ¸̨ì˛Ó˚ !ì˛!õÓ˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö xy Ï̂ò–

ãy!ò òy ˆÑ˛yÌy x Ï̂òÑ˛ î)̂ ÏÓ˚
Óy!ãú Üyò Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ

¢Ñ˛ú ≤Ãyí ›˛y!ò Ï̂äÈ ˛ôÌ˛ôy Ï̂ò–
!ò!Óv ¸̨ì˛Ó˚ !ì˛!õÓ˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö xy Ï̂ò–

ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xy Ï̂úyñ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ Á Ï̂Ó˚ xy Ï̂úyÊ
!ÓÓ˚£yò Ï̂ú ãµy Ï̂úy ˆÓ˚ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ãµy Ï̂úy–

v˛y!Ñ˛ Ï̂äÈ ˆõáñ £§y!Ñ˛ Ï̂äÈ £yÁÎ˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
¢õÎ˚ ˆÜ Ï̂ú £ Ï̂Ó òy ÎyÁÎ˚yñ

!ò!Óv ¸̨ !òüy !òÑ˛°Ïáò Ñ˛y Ï̂úy–
˛ôÓ˚yò !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õÓ˚ î#˛ô ãµy Ï̂úy–
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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.

28
ãv ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂äÈ Óyïyñ äÈyv ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎ Ï̂ì˛ â˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ

äÈyv ¸̨y Ï̂ì˛ ˆÜ Ï̂ú ÓƒÌy Óy Ï̂ã–
õ%!=˛ â˛y!£Óy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ Îy£zñ

â˛y!£ Ï̂ì˛ ˆÜ Ï̂ú õ!Ó˚ úy Ï̂ã–
ãy!ò ˆ£ ì%̨ !õ õõ ã#Ó Ï̂ò ˆ◊Î˚ì˛õñ
~õò ïò xyÓ˚ òy!£ ˆÎ ˆì˛yõy ÈÙÈ ¢õñ
ì˛Ó% Îy ¶˛yày Ï̂â˛yÓ˚y á Ï̂Ó˚̂ Ïì˛ xy Ï̂äÈ ˆ˛ôyÓ˚y

ˆö˛!úÎ˚y !î Ï̂ì˛ ˛ôy!Ó˚ òy ˆÎ–

ˆì˛yõy Ï̂Ó˚ xyÓ!Ó˚Î˚y ï%úy Ï̂ì˛ ë˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ !£Î˚yñ
õÓ˚í xy Ï̂ò Ó˚y!ü Ó˚y!üÈÙÙÙÈ

xy!õ ˆÎ ≤Ãyí ¶˛!Ó˚ ì˛y Ï̂îÓ˚ á,íy Ñ˛!Ó˚ñ
ì˛Ó%Á ì˛y£z ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy!¢–

~ì˛£z xy Ï̂äÈ Óy!Ñ˛ñ ã Ï̂õ Ï̂äÈ ~ì˛ ö§̨ y!Ñ˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ !Óö˛úì˛yñ Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ ë˛yÑ˛yë˛y!Ñ˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõyÎ˚ ¶˛y Ï̂úy ì˛y£z â˛y!£ Ï̂ì˛ Î Ï̂Ó Îy£z

¶˛Î˚ ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ õ Ï̂òyõy Ï̂G˛–
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29

HE whom 1 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 plas-
ter 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.

29
xyõyÓ˚ òyõ›˛y !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛ Ó˚y!Ö Îy Ï̂Ó˚

õÓ˚̂ ÏäÈ ˆ¢ ~£z òy Ï̂õÓ˚ Ñ˛yÓ˚yÜy Ï̂Ó˚–
¢Ñ˛ú ¶%̨ Ï̂ú Îì˛£z !îÓyÓ˚y!ì˛
òyõ›˛y Ï̂Ó˚ Á£z xyÑ˛yü ÈÙÈ ˛ôy Ï̂ò Ü§y!Ìñ

ì˛ì˛£z xyõyÓ˚ òy Ï̂õÓ˚ xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚
£yÓ˚y£z xyõyÓ˚ ¢ì˛ƒ xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó˚–

ã Ï̂v ¸̨y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ï)!úÓ˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ ï)!ú
òyõ›˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõyÓ˚ v z̨Fâ˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ì%̨ !ú–

!äÈo ˛ôy Ï̂äÈ £Î˚ ˆÓ˚ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òyÖy Ï̂ò
!â˛_ õõ !ÓÓ˚yõ òy!£ õy Ï̂òñ

Îì˛ò Ñ˛!Ó˚ Îì˛£z ~ !õÌƒy Ï̂Ó˚
ì˛ì˛£z xy!õ £yÓ˚y£z xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó˚–
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30

I CAME out alone on my way to my  tryst.
But who is this that follows me in the si-
lent dark ?

I move aside to avoid his presence but I
escape him not.

He makes the dust rise from the earth with
his swagger; he adds his loud voice to
every word that I utter.

He is my own little self, my lord, he knows
no shame ; but I am ashamed to come to
thy door in his company.

30
~Ñ˛úy xy!õ Óy!£Ó˚ £ Ï̂úõ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ x!¶˛¢y Ï̂Ó˚ñ
¢y Ï̂Ì ¢y Ï̂Ì ˆÑ˛ â˛ Ï̂ú ˆõyÓ˚

ò#Ó˚Ó xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚–
äÈyv ¸̨y Ï̂ì˛ â˛y£z x Ï̂òÑ˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
á%̂ ÏÓ˚ â˛!úñ Îy£z ˆÎ ¢ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
õ Ï̂ò Ñ˛!Ó˚ xy˛ôî ˆÜ Ï̂äÈÈÙÙÙÈ

xyÓyÓ˚ ˆî!Ö ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚–

ïÓ˚í# ˆ¢ Ñ§̨ y!˛ô Ï̂Î˚ â˛ Ï̂úñ
!Ó°Ïõ â˛M˛úì˛y–

¢Ñ˛ú Ñ˛ÌyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ïƒ ˆ¢ â˛yÎ˚
Ñ˛£ẑ Ïì˛ xy˛ôò Ñ˛Ìy–

ˆ¢ ˆÎ xyõyÓ˚ xy!õñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
úIy ì˛y£yÓ˚ òy£z ˆÎ Ñ˛¶%̨ ÈÙÙÙÈ
ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ !ò Ï̂Î˚ ˆÑ˛yò‰ úy Ï̂ã Óy

ÎyÓ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ my Ï̂Ó˚–
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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 in-
vincible power would hold the world cap-
tive 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."

31
Ó®#ñ ˆì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÑ˛ ˆÓ§̂ Ïï Ï̂äÈ

~ì˛ Ñ˛!‡˛ò Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚⁄

≤Ã¶%̨  xyõyÎ˚ ˆÓ§̂ Ïï Ï̂äÈ ˆÎ
ÓLÑ˛!‡˛ò ˆv˛y Ï̂Ó˚–

õ Ï̂ò !äÈú ¢ÓyÓ˚ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚
xy!õ£z £Ó Ó Ï̂v ¸̨yñ

Ó˚yãyÓ˚ Ñ˛!v ¸̨ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚!äÈ Ï̂úõ
!ò Ï̂ãÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ ã Ï̂v ¸̨y–

á%õ úy!Ü Ï̂ì˛ ü%̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ï̂úõ
≤Ã¶%̨ Ó˚ üÎƒy ˆ˛ô Ï̂ì˛ñ

ˆã Ï̂Ü ˆî!Ö Ó§yïy xy!äÈ
xy˛ôò ¶˛y[˛y Ï̂Ó˚̂ Ïì˛–

Ó®# Á Ï̂Üyñ ˆÑ˛ Ü Ï̂v ¸̨̂ ÏäÈ
ÓLÓ§yïòÖy!ò⁄

xy˛ô!ò xy!õ Ü Ï̂v ¸̨!äÈ Ï̂úõ
Ó£% Îì˛ò õy!ò–

ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ãì˛y˛ô
Ñ˛Ó˚̂ ÏÓ ãÜÍ @˘Ãy¢ñ

xy!õ Ó˚Ó ~Ñ˛úy fl ∫̨yï#ò
¢Óy£z £ Ï̂Ó îy¢–

ì˛y£z Ü Ï̂v ¸̨!äÈ Ó˚ãò# !îò
ˆúy£yÓ˚ !üÑ˛úÖyòyÈÙÙÙÈ

Ñ˛ì˛ xyÜ%ò Ñ˛ì˛ xyáyì˛
òy£ẑ ÏÑ˛y ì˛yÓ˚ !‡˛Ñ˛yòy–

Üv ¸̨y ÎÖò ˆü°Ï £ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ
Ñ˛!‡˛ò ¢%Ñ˛ Ï̂‡˛yÓ˚ñ

ˆî!Ö xyõyÎ˚ Ó®# Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
xyõy!Ó˚ ~£z ˆv˛yÓ˚–
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32

BY all means they try to hold me secure
who love me in this world. But it is oth-
erwise 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.

32
¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚̂ Ïì˛ xyÓ˚ Îy£yÓ˚y

xyõyÎ˚ ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy Ï̂¢
ì˛yÓ˚y xyõyÎ˚ ï Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Ö

ˆÓ§̂ Ïï Ñ˛!‡˛ò ˛ôy Ï̂ü–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ãõ ˆÎ ¢ÓyÓ˚ Óyv ¸̨y
ì˛y£z ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ò)ì˛ò ïyÓ˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
Ó§yïÛ òy Ï̂Ñ˛yñ ú%!Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ÌyÑ˛Ûñ

ˆäÈ Ï̂v ¸̨£z Ó˚yÖÛ îy Ï̂¢–

xyÓ˚ÈÙÈ¢Ñ˛ Ï̂úñ ¶%̨ !ú ˛ôy Ï̂äÈñ
ì˛y£z Ó˚y Ï̂Ö òy ~Ñ˛y–

!î Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂›˛ ˆÎ !îòñ
ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ˆò£z ˆîÖy–

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ v˛y!Ñ˛ òy£zÈÙÈÓy v˛y!Ñ˛ñ
Îy Ö%!ü ì˛y£z !ò Ï̂Î˚ Ìy!Ñ˛ñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ö%!ü ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂äÈ

xyõyÎ˚ Ö%!üÓ˚ xy Ï̂ü–
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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 wor-
ship 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.

33
ì˛yÓ˚y !î Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆÓúy ~ Ï̂¢!äÈú

xyõyÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
Ó Ï̂ú!äÈúñ Ú~Ñ˛!›˛ ˛ôy Ï̂ü

Ó˚£zÓ ˛ôÛ Ï̂v ¸̨–Û
Ó Ï̂ú!äÈúñ ÚˆîÓ‰ì˛y Ï̂¢ÓyÎ˚
xyõÓ˚y £Ó ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢£yÎ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ÎyÈÙÈ!Ñ˛ä%È ˛ôy£z ≤Ã¢yî úÓ

˛˛ô)ãyÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚–Û

~õ!ò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ î!Ó˚o «˛#í
õ!úò ˆÓ Ï̂ü

¢Ç Ï̂Ñ˛y Ï̂â˛ Ï̂ì˛ ~Ñ˛!›˛ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂í
Ó˚£zú ~ Ï̂¢–

Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛ ˆî!Ö ≤ÃÓú £ Ï̂Î˚
˛ô Ï̂ü xyõyÓ˚ ˆîÓyú Ï̂Î˚ñ
õ!úò £y Ï̂ì˛ ˛ô)ãyÓ˚ Ó!ú

£Ó˚í Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–
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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.

34
ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶%̨  Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!Öñ
xyõyÓ˚ xy!õ ˆ¢£z›%̨ Ñ%̨  ÌyÑ‰̨  Óy!Ñ˛–

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ ˆ£!Ó˚ ¢Ñ˛ú !î!üñ
¢Ñ˛ú !î Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛ !õ!üñ
ˆì˛yõy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ≤Ãõ ˆãyÜy£z !îÓy!ò!ü

£zFäÈy xyõyÓ˚ ˆ¢£z›%̨ Ñ%̨  ÌyÑ‰̨  Óy!Ñ˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶%̨  Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!Ö–

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ ˆÑ˛yÌyÁ òy!£ ë˛y!Ñ˛ñ
ˆÑ˛Óú xyõyÓ˚ ˆ¢£z›%̨ Ñ%̨  ÌyÑ‰̨  Óy!Ñ˛–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ú#úy £ Ï̂Ó ~ ≤Ãyí ¶˛Û Ï̂Ó˚
~ ¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÓ˚̂ ÏÖäÈ ì˛y£z ï Ï̂Ó˚ñ
Ó˚£zÓ Ó§yïy ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Óy£%̂ Ïv˛y Ï̂Ó˚

Ó§yïò xyõyÓ˚ ˆ¢£z›%̨ Ñ%̨  ÌyÑ‰̨  Óy!Ñ˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶%̨  Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!Ö–
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35

VHERE the mind is without fear and
the head is held high ;

Where knowledge is free ;  Where the
world has not been broken up into frag-
ments 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.

35
!â˛_ ˆÎÌy ¶˛Î˚ü)òƒñ v z̨Fâ˛ ˆÎÌy !üÓ˚ñ
K˛yò ˆÎÌy õ%=˛ñ  ˆÎÌy Ü,̂ Ï£Ó˚ ≤Ãyâ˛#Ó˚
xy˛ôò ≤ÃyAÜíì˛ Ï̂ú !îÓ¢üÓ≈Ó˚#
Ó¢%ïy Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Ö˛ òy£z Ö[˛ «%̨ o Ñ˛!Ó˚ñ
ˆÎÌy ÓyÑ˛ƒ £,î Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ v z̨Í¢õ%Ö £ Ï̂ì˛
v z̨Fä¥È!¢Î˚y v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ñ ˆÎÌy !òÓ≈y!Ó˚ì˛ ˆfl Ą̀y Ï̂ì˛
ˆî Ï̂ü ˆî Ï̂ü !î Ï̂ü !î Ï̂ü Ñ˛õ≈ïyÓ˚y ïyÎ˚
xãfl Ą̀ ¢£fl Ą̀!Óï â˛!Ó˚ì˛yÌ≈ì˛yÎ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆÎÌy ì%̨ FäÈ xyâ˛y Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ õÓ%̊Óyú%Ó˚y!ü
!Óâ˛y Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˆfl Ą̀yì˛É˛ôÌ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú òy£z @˘Ãy!¢ñ
ˆ˛ôÔÓ%̊̂ Ï°Ï̂ ÏÓ˚ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !ò üì˛ïyÈÙÙÙÈ!òì˛ƒ ˆÎÌy
ì%̨ !õ ¢Ó≈ Ñ˛õ≈ !â˛hs˛y xyò Ï̂®Ó˚ ˆòì˛yÈÙÙÙÈ

!òã£ Ï̂hfl˛ !òî≈Î˚ xyáyì˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ñ !˛ôì˛Éñ
¶˛yÓ˚̂ Ïì˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢£z fl ∫̨̂ ÏÜ≈ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚y ãyÜ!Ó˚ì˛–
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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.

Ü#ì˛õyúƒ

36
ì˛Ó Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ ~£z ˆõyÓ˚ ˆü°Ï !ò Ï̂ÓîòÈÙÙÙÈ
¢Ñ˛ú «˛#íì˛y õõ Ñ˛Ó˚£ ˆäÈîò
î,ë ¸̨Ó Ï̂úñ xhs˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ xhs˛Ó˚ ££ẑ Ïì˛ñ
≤Ã¶%̨  ˆõyÓ˚Ê Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£y ¢%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ ¢!£ Ï̂ì˛
¢%̂ ÏÖ Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛!‡˛ò Ñ˛!Ó˚– Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£y î%̂ ÏÖñ
Îy Ï̂£ î%ÉÖ xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó˚ üyhs˛!fl˛øì˛õ%̂ ÏÖ
˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚ v ẑ̨ Į̈ ô!«˛ Ï̂ì˛– ¶˛Ñ˛!ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£yñ
Ñ˛ Ï̂õ≈ Îy Ï̂£ £Î˚ ˆ¢ ¢ö˛úñ ≤Ã#!ì˛ ˆfl ¨̨£
˛ô%̂ Ïíƒ Á Ï̂‡˛ ö%̨ !›˛– Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£y «%̨ oã Ï̂ò
òy Ñ˛!Ó˚̂ Ïì˛ £#òK˛yòñ Ó Ï̂úÓ˚ â˛Ó˚̂ Ïí
òy ú%!›˛ Ï̂ì˛– Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£y !â˛ Ï̂_ Ï̂Ó˚ ~Ñ˛yÑ˛#
≤Ãì˛ƒ Ï̂£Ó˚ ì%̨ FäÈì˛yÓ˚ v ẑ̨ Ïï≈ !î Ï̂ì˛ Ó˚y!Ö–
Ó#Î≈ ˆî Ï̂£y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ â˛Ó˚̂ Ïí ˛ôy!ì˛ !üÓ˚
x£!ò≈!ü xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!ÖÓy Ï̂Ó˚ !fiÌÓ˚–
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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.

37
ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈò% õ Ï̂ò Îy £ÓyÓ˚ ì˛y!Ó˚ ˆü Ï̂°Ï
Îyey xyõyÓ˚ Ó%!G˛ ˆÌ Ï̂õ ˆÜ Ï̂äÈ ~ Ï̂¢–

òy£z Ó%!G˛ ˛ôÌñ òy£z Ó%!G˛ xyÓ˚ Ñ˛yãñ
˛ôy Ï̂ÌÎ˚ Îy !äÈú ö%̨ Ó˚y Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ Ó%!G˛ xyãñ
ˆÎ Ï̂ì˛ £ Ï̂Ó ¢ Ï̂Ó˚ ò#Ó˚Ó xhs˛Ó˚y Ï̂ú

ã#í≈ ã#Ó Ï̂ò !äÈß¨ õ!úò ˆÓ Ï̂ü–

Ñ˛# !òÓ˚!Ö xy!ã ~!Ñ˛ xö%̨ Ó˚yò ú#úyÈÙÙÙÈ
~!Ñ˛ òÓ#òì˛y Ó Ï̂£ xhs˛Éü#úy–
˛ô%Ó˚yì˛ò ¶˛y°Ïy õ Ï̂Ó˚ ~ú Î Ï̂Ó õ%̂ ÏÖ
òÓÜyò £ Ï̂Î˚ Ü%õ!Ó˚ v z̨!‡˛ú Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛ñ
˛ô%Ó˚yì˛ò ˛ôÌ ˆü°Ï £ Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜú ˆÎÌy

ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ xy!ò Ï̂ú ò)ì˛ò ˆî Ï̂üÊ
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¢,!T˛¢rïyò

38

THAT I want thee, only thee let my heart
repeat without end. All desires that dis-
tract 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.

38
â˛y£z ˆÜy xy!õ ˆì˛yõy Ï̂Ó˚ â˛y£zñ

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ â˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛ ¢îy£z õ Ï̂ò

Óú Ï̂ì˛ ˆÎò ˛ôy£z–
xyÓ˚ ÎyÈÙÈ!Ñ˛ä%È Óy¢òy Ï̂ì˛
á%̂ ÏÓ˚ ˆÓv ¸̨y£z !î Ï̂ò Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛
!õÌƒy ˆ¢ÈÙÈ¢Ó !õÌƒyñ Á Ï̂Üyñ

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ â˛y£z–

Ó˚y!e ˆÎõò ú%!Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Ö
xy Ï̂úyÓ˚ ≤ÃyÌ≈òy£zñ

ˆì˛õ!ò Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ˆõy Ï̂£Ó˚ õy Ï̂G˛
ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ â˛y£z–

üy!hs˛ Ï̂Ó˚ G˛v ¸̨ ÎÖò £y Ï̂ò
üy!hs˛ ì˛Ó% â˛yÎ˚ ˆ¢ ≤Ãy Ï̂íñ
ˆì˛õ!ò ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xyáyì˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚

ì˛Ó% ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ â˛y£z–
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39
ã#Óò ÎÖò ü%Ñ˛yˆÏÎ˚ ÎyÎ˚

Ñ˛Ó%̊íyïyÓ˚yÎ˚ ~ Ï̂¢y–
¢Ñ˛ú õyï%Ó˚# ú%Ñ˛y Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÎ˚–

Ü#ì˛¢%ïyÓ˚̂ Ï¢ ~ Ï̂¢y–
Ñ˛õ≈ ÎÖò ≤ÃÓú ÈÙÈ xyÑ˛yÓ˚
ÜÓ˚!ã v z̨!‡˛Î˚y ë˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ â˛y!Ó˚ ïyÓ˚
£,îÎ˚≤Ãy Ï̂hs˛ñ ˆ£ ò#Ó˚Ó òyÌñ

üyhs˛â˛Ó˚̂ Ïí ~ Ï̂¢y–
xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó˚ Î Ï̂Ó Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y Ñ,̨ ˛ôí
ˆÑ˛y Ï̂í ˛ô Ï̂v ¸̨ Ìy Ï̂Ñ˛ î#ò£#ò õò
î%Î˚yÓ˚ Ö%!úÎ˚yñ ˆ£ v z̨îyÓ˚ òyÌñ
Ó˚yã¢õy Ï̂Ó˚y Ï̂£ ~ Ï̂¢–
Óy¢òy ÎÖò !Ó˛ô%ú ï%úyÎ˚
xrï Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y x Ï̂Óy Ï̂ï ¶%̨ úyÎ˚
Á Ï̂£ ˛ô!Óeñ Á Ï̂£ x!òoñ

Ó%̊o xy Ï̂úy Ï̂Ñ˛ ~ Ï̂¢y–
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WHEN the heart is hard and parched up, come
upon me with a shower of mercy.

When grace is lost from life, come with a burst
of song.

When tumultuous work raises its din on all
sides shutting me out from beyond, come to
me, my lord of silence, with thy peace and
rest.

When my beggarly heart sits crouched, shut
up in a corner, break open the door, my king,
and come with the ceremony of a king.

When desire blinds the mind with delusion and
dust, O thou holy one, thou wakeful, come
with thy light and thy thunder.
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40
î#á≈Ñ˛yú xòyÓ,!T˛ñ x!ì˛ î#á≈Ñ˛yúñ
ˆ£ £zwñ £,î Ï̂Î˚ õõ– !îÑ‰̨ â˛Ñ ̨ Óyú
¶˛Î˚ÇÑ˛Ó˚ ü)òƒ ˆ£!Ó˚ñ òy£z ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òyÖy Ï̂ò
¢Ó˚¢ ¢ãú ˆÓ˚ÖyÈÙÙÙÈ ˆÑ˛£ òy!£ xy Ï̂ò
òÓÓy!Ó˚Ó°Ï≈̂ ÏíÓ˚ üƒyõú ¢ÇÓyî–
Î!î £zFäÈy £Î˚ñ ˆîÓñ xy Ï̂òy ÓLòyî
≤ÃúÎ˚õ%ÖÓ˚ !£Çfl Ą̀ G˛!›˛Ñ˛yÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ì–
˛ôy Ï̂ú ˛ôy Ï̂ú !Óo%ƒ Ï̂ì˛Ó˚ ÓÑ ̨  Ñ˛üyáy Ï̂ì˛
¢â˛!Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆõyÓ˚ !îÜ‰!îÜhs˛Ó˚–
¢Ç£ Ï̂Ó˚y ¢Ç£ Ï̂Ó˚yñ ≤Ã Ï̂¶˛yñ !òhfl˛kï ≤ÃÖÓ˚
~£z Ó%̊oñ ~£z ÓƒyÆñ ~ !òÉü∑ îyÁñ
!òÉ¢£ ˜òÓ˚yüƒì˛y˛ô– â˛y Ï̂£y òyÌñ â˛y Ï̂£yñ
ãòò# ˆÎõò â˛y Ï̂£ ¢ãúòÎ˚y Ï̂òñ
!˛ôì˛yÓ˚ ˆÑ ̨ y Ï̂ïÓ˚ !î Ï̂ò ¢hs˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚–
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THE rain has held back for days and
days, my God, in my arid heart. The
horizon is fiercely naked not the thin-
nest 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 light-
ning 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 de-
spair.

Let the cloud of grace bend low from

above like the tearful look of the
mother on the day of the father's wrath.
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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 stand-
ing 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 -trem-
ble 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 ?

41
ˆÑ˛yÌy äÈyÎ˚yÓ˚ ˆÑ˛yˆÏí î§y!v˛¸ˆÏÎ˚ ì%˛!õ !Ñ˛ˆÏ¢Ó˚ ≤Ãì˛#«˛yÎ˚

ˆÑ˛ò xyäÈ ¢ÓyÓ˚ !˛ô Ï̂äÈ⁄
ÎyÓ˚y ï%úy ˛ôyˆÏÎ˚ ïyÎ˚ ˆÜy ˛ôˆÏÌñ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ˆ‡˛ˆÏú ÎyÎ˚ñ

ì˛yÓ˚y ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó !õ Ï̂äÈ–
xy!õ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü Ñ%̨ ¢%õ ì%̨ !úñ Ó!¢ ì˛Ó%̊Ó˚ õ)̂ Ïú

xy!õ ¢y!ã Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚y!Ö v˛y!úÈÙÙÙÈ
Á Ï̂Üyñ ˆÎ xyˆÏ¢ ˆ¢£z ~Ñ˛!›˛ ÈÙÈ î%!›˛ !òˆÏÎ˚ ˆÎ ÎyÎ˚ ì%̨ ˆÏúñ

xyõyÓ˚ ¢y!ã £Î˚ ˆÎ Öy!ú–

Á Ï̂Üyñ ¢Ñ˛yú ˆÜúñ !ÓÑ˛yú ˆÜúñ ¢rïƒy £ Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂¢ñ
ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö úyÜ Ï̂äÈ á%õ Ï̂áyÓ˚–

¢Óy£z á Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ò ÎyÓyÓ˚ ˆÓúy xyõyÎ˚ ˆî Ï̂Ö £y Ï̂¢ñ
õˆÏò úIy úy Ï̂Ü ˆõyÓ˚–

xy!õ ÓˆÏ¢ xy!äÈ Ó¢òÖy!ò ˆ›˛ˆÏò õ%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚
ˆÎò !¶˛Öy!Ó˚ò#Ó˚ õ Ï̂ì˛yÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆÑ˛£ ü%ïyÎ˚ Î!î ÚÑ˛# â˛yÁ ì%˛!õÛñ Ìy!Ñ˛ !òÓ˚%_ˆÏÓ˚
Ñ˛!Ó˚ î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò òì˛–

xy!ã ˆÑ˛yò‰ úyˆÏã Óy ÓúÓ xy!õ Úˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ü%ï% â˛y!£Ûñ
xy!õ ÓúÓ ˆÑ˛õò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ü%ï% ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ˛ôÌ ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ xy!õ Ó˚ãò# !îò Óy!£ñ
ì%˛!õ xy¢ˆÏÓ xyõyÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚–

xyõyÓ˚ ˜îòƒÖy!ò Î Ï̂b Ó˚y!Öñ Ó˚y Ï̃ãŸª Ï̂Î≈ ì˛Ó
ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ !îÓ !Ó¢ã≈òÁÈÙÙÙÈ

Á Ï̂Üyñ x¶˛y!Üò#Ó˚ ~ x!¶˛õyò Ñ˛y£yÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ Ñ˛Óñ
ì˛y£y Ó˚£zú ¢Ç Ï̂Üy˛ôò–

xy!õ ¢%î)Ó˚ÈÙÈ˛ôyˆÏò ̂ â˛ˆÏÎ˚ ̂ â˛ˆÏÎ˚ ¶˛y!Ó xy˛ôòÈÙÈõˆÏò
ˆ£Ìy ì,̨ Ï̂í xy¢ò ˆõ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ

ì%˛!õ £‡˛yÍ Ñ˛Öò xy¢ˆÏÓ ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ !Ó˛ô%ú xyˆÏÎ˚yãˆÏò
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛ú xy Ï̂úy ˆãµ̂ Ïú–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ó˚ˆÏÌÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚ ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ ïπãy G˛úˆÏÓ G˛ˆÏúyõúñ
¢y Ï̂Ì Óyã Ï̂Ó Ó§y!üÓ˚ ì˛yòÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ≤Ãì˛y˛ô ÈÙÈ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó¢%rïÓ˚y Ñ˛Ó˚̂ ÏÓ ›˛ Ï̂úyõúñ
xyõyÓ˚ v z̨‡˛ Ï̂Ó ˆò Ï̂â˛ ≤Ãyí–

ì˛Öò ˛ôˆÏÌÓ˚ ˆúyˆÏÑ˛ xÓyÑ  £ˆÏÎ˚ ¢Óy£z ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ Ó˚ˆÏÓñ
ì%˛!õ ˆò Ï̂õ xy¢ Ï̂Ó ˛ô Ï̂Ì–

ˆ£ Ï̂¢ î%£yì˛ ïˆÏÓ˚ ï%úy £ˆÏì˛ xyõyÎ˚ ì%˛ˆÏú úˆÏÓ
ì%˛!õ úˆÏÓ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ó˚ˆÏÌ–

xyõyÓ˚ ¶)̨ °Ïí!Ó£#ò õ!úò ˆÓ Ï̂ü !¶˛Öy!Ó˚ò#Ó˚ ¢y Ï̂ã
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ î§yv˛¸yÓ Óyõ ˛ôyˆÏü

ì˛Öò úì˛yÓ˚ õˆÏì˛y Ñ§˛y˛ôÓ xy!õ ÜˆÏÓ≈ ¢%ˆÏÖ úyˆÏã
¢Ñ˛ú !Ó Ï̂ŸªÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛y Ï̂ü–

Á Ï̂Üyñ ¢õÎ˚ Ó Ï̂Î˚ Îy Ï̂FäÈ â˛ Ï̂úñ Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ñ˛yò ˆ˛ô Ï̂ì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÑ˛yÌy Ñ˛£z ˆÜy â˛yÑ˛yÓ˚ ïπ!òÊ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ~ ˛ôÌ !îˆÏÎ˚ Ñ˛ì˛ÈÙÈòy ˆúyÑ˛ ÜˆÏÓ≈ ˆÜú ˆõˆÏì˛
Ñ˛ì˛£z ãy!ÜˆÏÎ˚ Ó˚òÓ˚!òÊ

ì˛ Ï̂Ó ì%˛!õ£z !Ñ˛ ˆÜy ò#Ó˚Ó £ˆÏÎ˚ Ó˚ˆÏÓ äÈyÎ˚yÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏúÈÙÙÙÈ
ì%˛!õ Ó˚̂ ÏÓ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ˆü Ï̂°ÏÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ !¶˛Öy!Ó˚ò#Ó˚ úIy !Ñ˛ ˆÜy G˛Ó˚̂ ÏÓ òÎ˚òã Ï̂ú⁄
ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚yÖ Ï̂Ó õ!úò ˆÓ Ï̂ü⁄

ˆÖÎ˚y ı ≤ÃFäÈß¨
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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, van-
ish into the night ?

42
Ñ˛Ìy !äÈú ~Ñ˛ ÈÙÈ ì˛Ó˚# Ï̂ì˛ ˆÑ˛Óú ì%̨ !õ xy!õ

ÎyÓ xÑ˛yÓ˚̂ Ïí ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ ˆÑ˛Óú ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ñ
!e¶%̨ Ó Ï̂ò ãyò Ï̂Ó òy ˆÑ˛v z̨ xyõÓ˚y ì˛#Ì≈Üyõ#

ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ˆÎ Ï̂ì˛!äÈ ˆÑ˛yò ˆî Ï̂ü ˆ¢ ˆÑ˛yò ˆî Ï̂ü–
Ñ)̨ ú£yÓ˚y ˆ¢£z ¢õ%o ÈÙÈ õyG˛Öy Ï̂ò
ˆüyòyÓ Üyò ~Ñ˛úy ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂òñ
ˆë˛v ẑ̨ ÏÎ˚Ó˚ õì˛ò ¶˛y°Ïy ÈÙÈ Ó§yïò ÈÙÈ £yÓ˚y

xyõyÓ˚ ˆ¢£z Ó̊y!Üí# ü%ò Ï̂Ó ò#Ó̊Ó ̂ £ Ï̂¢–

xy Ï̂ãy ¢õÎ˚ £Î˚ !ò !Ñ˛ ì˛yÓ˚ñ Ñ˛yã !Ñ˛ xy Ï̂äÈ Óy!Ñ˛–
ÁˆÏÜy Á£z ÈÙÈ ˆÎ ¢rïƒy òy Ï̂õ ¢yÜÓ˚ì˛# Ï̂Ó˚–

õ!úò xy Ï̂úyÎ˚ ˛ôyÖy ˆõ Ï̂ú !¢rï%̨ ôy Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˛ôy!Ö
xy˛ôò Ñ%̨ úyÎ˚ ÈÙÈ õy Ï̂G˛ ¢Óy£z ~ú !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

Ñ˛Öò ì%̨ !õ xy¢ Ï̂Ó áy Ï̂›˛Ó˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚
Ó§yïò›%̨ Ñ%̨  ˆÑ˛ Ï̂›˛ ˆîÓyÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚–
xhfl˛Ó˚!ÓÓ˚ ˆü°Ï xy Ï̂úy!›˛Ó˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y

ì˛Ó˚# !òü#ÌÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛ Îy Ï̂Ó !òÓ%̊̂ Ïj Ï̂ü–
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43

THE day was when I did not keep my- self in
readiness for thee ; and entering my heart un-
bidden even as one of the common crowd,
unknown to me, my king, thou didst press the
signet of eternity upon many a fleeting mo-
ment of my life.

And to-day when by chance I light upon them
and see thy signature, I find they have lain scat-
tered in the dust mixed with the memory of
joys and sorrows of my trivial days forgotten.

Thou didst not turn in contempt from my child-
ish play among dust, and the steps that I heard
in my playroom are the same that are echoing
from star to star.

43
ì˛Öò Ñ˛!Ó˚ !òñ òyÌñ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òy xy Ï̂Î˚yãò
!Ó Ï̂ŸªÓ˚ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ìñ ˆ£ !ÓŸªÓ˚yãò‰ñ
xK˛y Ï̂ì˛ xy!¢ Ï̂ì˛ £y!¢ xyõyÓ˚ xhs˛ Ï̂Ó˚
Ñ˛ì˛ ü%¶˛!î Ï̂òó Ñ˛ì˛ õ%£)̂ Ïì≈̨ Ó˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚
x¢# Ï̂õÓ˚ !â˛£´ !ú Ï̂Ö ˆÜäÈ– ú£z ì%̨ !ú
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ fl ∫̨y«˛Ó˚ ÈÙÈ xy§Ñ˛y ˆ¢£z «˛íÜ%!úÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆî!Ö ì˛yÓ˚y fl˛ø,!ì˛ ÈÙÈ õy Ï̂G˛ xy!äÈú äÈv ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚
Ñ˛ì˛ÈÙÈòy ï)!úÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ìñ xy!äÈú ãv ¸̨y Ï̂Î˚
«˛!í Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ Ñ˛ì˛ ì%̨ FäÈ ¢%Öî%ÉÖ !á Ï̂Ó˚–
ˆ£ òyÌñ xÓK˛y Ñ˛!Ó˚ ÎyÁ òy£z !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚
xyõyÓ˚ ˆ¢ ï%úyhfl(̨ ˛ô ˆÖúy áÓ˚ ˆî Ï̂Ö–
ˆÖúy õy Ï̂G˛ ü%!ò Ï̂ì˛ ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚!äÈ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛
ˆÎ â˛Ó˚íïπ!òñ xyã ü%!ò ì˛y£z Óy Ï̂ã
ãÜÍ ÈÙÈ ¢ÇÜ#ì˛ ÈÙÈ ¢y Ï̂Ì â˛w¢)Î≈ ÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛–
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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 un- known 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.

44
xyõyÓ˚ ~£z ˛ôÌ ÈÙÈ â˛yÁÎ˚y Ï̂ì˛£z

xyò®–
ˆÖˆÏú ÎyÎ˚ ˆÓ˚Ôo äÈyÎ˚yñ

Ó°Ï≈ xy Ï̂¢
Ó¢hs˛–

Ñ˛yÓ˚y ~£z ¢õ%Ö !îˆÏÎ˚
xy Ï̂¢ ÎyÎ˚ ÖÓÓ˚ !ò Ï̂Î˚ñ
Ö%!ü Ó˚£z xy˛ôò õ Ï̂òñ

Óyì˛¢ Ó Ï̂£
¢%õ®–

¢yÓ˚y!îò x•y!Ö ˆõ Ï̂ú
î%Î˚yˆÏÓ˚ Ó˚Ó ~Ñ˛y–

ü%¶˛Öò £‡˛yÍ ~ Ï̂ú
ì˛Ö!ò ˛ôyÓ ˆîÖy–

ì˛ì˛Öò «˛ Ï̂í «˛ Ï̂í
£y!¢ Üy£z xy˛ôò õ Ï̂òñ
ì˛ì˛Öò Ó˚!£ Ó˚!£

ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ xy Ï̂¢ ¢%Ürï–
xyõyÓ˚ ~£z ˛ôÌÈÙÈâ˛yÁÎ˚y Ï̂ì˛£z

xyò®
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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 pro-
claimed, " He comes, comes,
ever comes."

In the fragrant days of sunny April through
the forest path he comes, comes, ever
comes.

In the rainy gloom of July nights on the
thundering chariot of clouds he comes,
comes, ever comes.

In sorrow after sorrow it is his steps that
press upon my heart, and it is the golden
touch of his feet that makes my joy to shine.

45
ˆì˛yÓ˚y ü%!ò¢ !ò !Ñ˛ ü%!ò¢ !ò ì˛yÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ÎÏ̊Ó˚ ïπ!òñ

Á£z ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢–
Î%Ü Î%̂ ÏÜ ˛ô Ï̂ú ˛ô Ï̂ú !îòÈÙÈ Ó˚ãò#

ˆ¢ ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ xy Ï̂¢–
ˆÜ Ï̂Î˚!äÈ Üyò ÎÖò Îì˛
xy˛ôòÈÙÈõ Ï̂ò Öƒy˛ôyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y
¢Ñ˛ú ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ ˆÓ Ï̂ã Ï̂äÈ ì˛yÓ˚

xyÜõò#ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ¢ ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ xy Ï̂¢–

Ñ˛ì˛ Ñ˛y Ï̂úÓ˚ ö˛yÜ%òÈÙÈ!î Ï̂ò Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ì
ˆ¢ ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢–

Ñ˛ì˛ ◊yÓí ÈÙÈ xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ Ó˚̂ ÏÌ
ˆ¢ ˆÎÈ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢

î%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ ˛ôÓ˚õ î%̂ ÏÖ
ì˛y!Ó˚ â˛Ó˚í Óy Ï̂ã Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛ñ
¢%̂ ÏÖ Ñ˛Öò‰ Ó%!úˆÏÎ˚ ˆ¢ ˆîÎ˚

˛ôÓ˚üõ!í–
ˆ¢ ˆÎ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢ñ xy Ï̂¢–
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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 foot-
steps have been heard and thy messen-
ger 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 pass-
ing 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.

46
xyõyÓ˚ !õúò úy!Ü ì%̨ !õ

xy¢äÈ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ â˛w ¢)Î≈ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚

Ó˚yÖ Ï̂Ó ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛–
Ñ˛ì˛ Ñ˛y Ï̂úÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛yú ÈÙÈ ¢§y Ï̂G˛
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ â˛Ó˚íïπ!ò Óy Ï̂ãñ
ˆÜy˛ô Ï̂ò î)ì˛ £,îÎ˚ ÈÙÈ õy Ï̂G˛

ˆÜ Ï̂äÈ xyõyÎ˚ ˆv˛ Ï̂Ñ˛–
Á Ï̂Üy ˛ô!ÌÑ˛ñ xyã Ï̂Ñ˛ xyõyÓ˚

¢Ñ˛ú ˛ôÓ˚yò ˆÓƒ Į̈̂ ô˛
ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ £Ó˚°Ï ˆÎò

v z̨‡˛ Ï̂äÈ ˆÑ§̨ Į̈̂ ô ˆÑ§̨ Į̈̂ ô–
ˆÎò ¢õÎ˚ ~ Ï̂¢ Ï̂äÈ xyãñ
ö%̨ Ó˚yú ˆõyÓ˚ Îy !äÈú Ñ˛yãÈÙÙÙÈ
Óyì˛y¢ xy Ï̂¢ñ ˆ¢ õ£yÓ˚yãñ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ürï ˆõ Ï̂Ö–
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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 re-
turn to him.

47
˛ôÌ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛y Ñ˛y›˛ú !ò!üñ

úyÜ Ï̂äÈ õ Ï̂ò ¶˛Î˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
¢Ñ˛yú ÈÙÈ ˆÓúy á%!õ Ï̂Î˚ ˛ô!v ¸̨

Î!î ~õò £Î˚Ê
Î!î ì˛Öò £‡˛yÍ ~ Ï̂¢
î§yv ¸̨yÎ˚ xyõÓ˚ î%Î˚yÓ˚ ÈÙÈ ˆî Ï̂üÊ
ÓòFäÈyÎ˚yÎ˚ ˆáÓ˚y ~ áÓ˚

xy Ï̂äÈ ˆì˛y ì˛yÓ˚ ãyòyÈÙÙÙÈ
Á Ï̂Üy ˆì˛yÓ˚y ˛ôÌ ˆäÈ Ï̂v ¸̨ !î¢ñ

Ñ˛!Ó˚¢ ˆò ˆÑ˛v z̨ õyòy–

Î!î Óy ì˛yÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ ü Ï̂∑
á%õ òy ¶˛y Ï̂à ˆõyÓ˚–

ü˛ôÌ xyõyÓ˚ñ ˆì˛yÓ˚y ˆÑ˛£
¶˛yày¢ ˆò ˆ¢ ˆáyÓ˚–

â˛y£z ˆò ãyÜ Ï̂ì˛ ˛ôy!ÖÓ˚ Ó˚̂ ÏÓ
òì%̨ ò xy Ï̂úyÓ˚ õ Ï̂£yÍ¢ Ï̂Óñ
â˛y£z ˆò ãyÜ Ï̂ì˛ £yÁÎ˚yÎ˚̊ xyÑ%̨ ú

ÓÑ%̨ ú ö%̨ Ï̂úÓ˚ Óy Ï̂¢ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yÓ˚y xyõyÎ˚ á%̂ Ïõy Ï̂ì˛ !î¢

Î!î£z Óy ˆ¢ xy Ï̂¢–

Á Ï̂Üyñ xyõyÓ˚ á%õ ˆÎ ¶˛y Ï̂úy
Ü¶˛#Ó˚ x Ï̂â˛ì˛ Ï̂ò

Î!î xyõyÎ˚ ãyÜyÎ˚ ì˛y!Ó˚
xy˛ôò ˛ôÓ˚ü Ï̂ò–

á%̂ ÏõÓ˚ xy Ï̂Óü ˆÎõ!ò ›%̨ !›˛
ˆîÖÓ ì˛yÓ˚£z òÎ˚òî%!›˛
õ%̂ ÏÖ xyõyÓ˚ ì˛yÓ˚£z £y!¢

˛ôv ¸̨̂ ÏÓ ¢ Ï̂Ñ˛Ôì%̨ Ï̂Ñ˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ¢ ˆÎò ˆõyÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ fl ∫̨̨ ôò

î§yv ¸̨y Ï̂Ó ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–

ˆ¢ xy¢ Ï̂Ó ˆõyÓ˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂ÖÓ˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚
¢Ñ˛ú xy Ï̂úyÓ˚ xy Ï̂ÜÈÙÙÙÈ

ì˛y£yÓ˚£z Ó)̨̊ ô ˆõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶˛y Ï̂ì˛Ó˚
≤ÃÌõ £ Ï̂Î˚ ãy Ï̂Ü–

≤ÃÌõ â˛õÑ˛ úyÜ Ï̂Ó ¢%̂ ÏÖ
ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ì˛yÓ˚£z Ñ˛Ó%̊í õ%̂ ÏÖñ
!â˛_ xyõyÓ˚ v z̨‡˛ Ï̂Ó ˆÑ§̨ Į̈̂ ô

ì˛yÓ˚ ˆâ˛ì˛òyÎ˚ ¶˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yÓ˚y xyõyÎ˚ ãyÜy¢ ˆò ˆÑ˛v z̨ñ

ãyÜy Ï̂Ó ˆ¢£z ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚– ˆÖÎ˚y ı ãyÜÓ˚í
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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,  faraway countries. All honour to you,
heroic host of the interminable path ! Mock-
ery and reproach pricked me to rise, but found
no response in me. I gave myself up for lost in
the depth of a glad humiliation in the shadow
of a dim delight.

The repose of the sun-embroidered green
gloom slowly spread over my heart. I forgot
for what I had travelled, and I surrendered my
mind without struggle to the maze of shad-
ows 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 !

48
ì˛Öò xyÑ˛yüì˛ Ï̂ú ˆë˛v z̨ ì%̨ Ï̂ú Ï̂äÈ

˛ôy!ÖÓ˚y Üyò ˆÜ Ï̂Î˚–
ì˛Öò ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ î%!›˛ ïy Ï̂Ó˚
ö%̨ ú ö%̨ Ï̂›˛ Ï̂äÈ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ñ
ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂í Ó˚à ï Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆî Ï̂Ö !ò ˆÑ˛v z̨ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚–
ˆõyÓ˚y xy˛ôò ÈÙÈ õ Ï̂ò Óƒhfl˛ £ Ï̂Î˚

â˛ Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂úõ ˆï Ï̂Î˚–
ˆõyÓ˚y ¢%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ Ó Ï̂ü Üy£z !ò ˆì˛y Üyòñ

Ñ˛!Ó˚ !ò ˆÑ˛v z̨ ˆÖúy–
â˛y£z !ò ¶%̨ Ï̂ú v˛y!£ò ÈÙÈ Ó§y Ï̂Î˚ñ
£y Ï̂›˛Ó˚ úy!Ü Îy£z !ò Ü§y Ï̂Î˚ñ
£y!¢ !ò ˆÑ˛v z̨ñ Ñ˛£z !ò Ñ˛ÌyÈÙÙÙÈ

Ñ˛!Ó˚ !ò ˆÑ˛v z̨ ˆ£úy–
ˆõyÓ˚y ì˛ì˛£z ˆÓ Ï̂Ü â˛ Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂úõ

Îì˛£z Óy Ï̂v ¸̨ ˆÓúy–
ˆüˆÏ°Ï ¢)Î≈ ÎÖò õyG˛ÈÙÈxyÑ˛y Ï̂üñ

Ñ˛ Į̈̂ ôyì˛ v˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ Ó Ï̂òñ
ì˛Æ £yÁÎ˚yÎ˚ á%̂ ÏÓ˚ á%̂ ÏÓ˚
ü%Ñ˛ Ï̂òy ˛ôyì˛y ˆÓv ¸̨yÎ˚ v ẑ̨ Ïv ¸̨ñ
Ó Ï̂›˛Ó˚ ì˛ Ï̂ú Ó˚yÖyú ÈÙÈ !üü%

á%õyÎ˚ x Ï̂â˛ì˛ Ï̂òÈÙÙÙÈ
xy!õ ã Ï̂úÓ˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚ ü%̂ Ïúõ ~ Ï̂¢

üƒyõú ì,̨ íy¢ Ï̂ò–
xyõyÓ˚ î Ï̂úÓ˚ ¢Óy£z xyõyÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂ò

ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜú ˆ£ Ï̂¢–
â˛ Ï̂ú ˆÜú v z̨Fâ˛!ü Ï̂Ó˚ñ
â˛y£zú òy ˆÑ˛v z̨ !˛ôä%È !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
!õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜú ¢%î)Ó˚ äÈyÎ˚yÎ˚

˛ôÌì˛Ó%̊Ó˚ ˆü Ï̂°Ï
ì˛yÓ˚y ˆ˛ô!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆÜú Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ õy‡˛ñ

Ñ˛ì˛ î)̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˆî Ï̂ü–
ÁˆÏÜy ïòƒ ˆì˛yõÓ˚y î%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ Îye#ñ

ïòƒ ˆì˛yõÓ˚y ¢ Ï̂Ó–
úy Ï̂ãÓ˚ áy Ï̂Î˚ v z̨!‡˛ Ï̂ì˛ â˛y£zñ
õ Ï̂òÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛ ¢yv ¸̨y òy ˛ôy£zÈÙÙÙÈ
õ@¿ £ Ï̂úõ xyò®õÎ˚

xÜyï x Ï̂ÜÔÓ˚̂ ÏÓÈÙÙÙÈ
˛ôy!ÖÓ˚ Üy Ï̂òñ ˛Ó§y!üÓ˚ ì˛y Ï̂òñ

Ñ˛!¡ôì˛ ˛ôÕ‘̂ ÏÓ–
xy!õ õ%?ïì˛ò% !î Ï̂úõ ˆõ Ï̂ú
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Ó¢%rïÓ˚yÓ˚ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂ú–
Ó§y Ï̂üÓ˚ äÈyÎ˚y Ñ˛# ˆÑ˛Ôì%̨ Ï̂Ñ˛
òy Ï̂â˛ xyõyÓ˚ â˛ Ï̂«˛ õ%̂ ÏÖñ
xy Ï̂õÓ˚ õ%Ñ%̨ ú Ü Ï̂rï xyõyÎ˚

!Óï%Ó˚ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ ˆì˛y Ï̂ú–
òÎ˚ò õ,̂ Ïî xy Ï̂¢ ˆõÔõy!äÈ Ï̂îÓ˚

Ü%OòÑ˛ˆÏÕ‘yˆÏú–
ˆ¢£z ˆÓ˚Ô Ï̂o ÈÙÈ ˆáÓ˚y ¢Ó%ã xyÓ˚yõ

!õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ ~ú ≤Ãy Ï̂í–
¶%̨ Ï̂ú ˆÜ Ï̂úõ !Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚
Óy!£Ó˚ £ Ï̂úõ ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ñ
ˆë˛ Ï̂ú !î Ï̂úõ ˆâ˛ì˛òy ˆõyÓ˚

äÈyÎ˚yÎ˚ Ü Ï̂rï Üy Ï̂ò–
ï#ˆÏÓ˚ á%!õ Ï̂Î˚ ˛ôÛ Ï̂úõ xÓü ˆî Ï̂£

Ñ˛Öò ˆÑ˛ ì˛y ãy Ï̂òÊ
ˆüˆÏ°Ï Ü¶˛#Ó˚ á%̂ ÏõÓ˚ õïƒ £ Ï̂ì˛

ö%̨ ›˛ú ÎÖò xy§!Ö
ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆî!Ñ˛ Ñ˛Öò ~ Ï̂¢
î§y!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ xyäÈ !üÎ˚Ó˚ ÈÙÈ ˆî Ï̂ü
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ £y!¢ !î Ï̂Î˚ xyõyÓ˚

x Ï̃Ïâ˛ì˛òƒ ë˛y!Ñ˛–
ÁˆÏÜyñ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõ xy Ï̂äÈ xyõyÓ˚

Ñ˛ì˛ ÈÙÈ òy ˛ôÌ Óy!Ñ˛–
ˆõyÓ˚y ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõ ˛ôÓ˚yòÈÙÈ ˛ô Ï̂í

¢ãyÜ Ó˚Ó ¢ Ï̂Ó–
¢rïƒy £ÓyÓ˚ xy Ï̂Ü Î!î
˛ôyÓ˚ £ Ï̂ì˛ òy ˛ôy!Ó˚ òî#
ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõ ì˛y £ Ï̂ú£z

¢Ñ˛ú ÓƒÌ≈ £ Ï̂Ó–
ÎÖò xy!õ ˆÌ Ï̂õ ˆÜ Ï̂úõñ ì%̨ !õ

xy˛ô!ò ~ Ï̂ú Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı !òÓ%̊îƒõ
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You came down from your throne and stood
at my cottage door.

I was singing all alone in a corner, and the
melody caught your ear. You came down and
stood at my cottage door.

Masters are many in your hall, and songs are
sung there at all hours. But the simple carol of
this novice struck at your love. One plaintive
little strain mingled with the great music of the
world, and with a flower for a prize you came
down and stopped at my cottage door.

49
ì˛Ó !¢Ç£y¢ Ï̂òÓ˚ xy¢ò £ Ï̂ì˛

~ Ï̂ú ì%̨ !õ ˆò Ï̂õÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆõyÓ˚ !Óãò á Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ

î§yv ¸̨y Ï̂úñ òyÌñ ˆÌ Ï̂õ–
~Ñ˛úy Ó Ï̂¢ xy˛ôòÈÙÈõ Ï̂ò

Üy£ẑ Ïì˛!äÈ Ï̂úõ Üyòñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂ò ˆÜú ˆ¢ ¢%Ó˚ñ

~ Ï̂ú ì%̨ !õ ˆò Ï̂õÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆõyÓ˚ !Óãò á Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ

î§yv ¸̨y Ï̂úñ òyÌ ˆÌ Ï̂õ–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢¶˛yÎ˚ Ñ˛ì˛ÈÙÈòy Üyò

Ñ˛ì˛£z xy Ï̂äÈò Ü%í#ÈÙÙÙÈ
Ü%í£# Ï̂òÓ˚ ÜyòÖy!ò xyã

Óyãú ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õ–
úyÜú !ÓŸªì˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛

~Ñ˛!›˛ Ñ˛Ó%̊í ¢%Ó˚ñ
£y Ï̂ì˛ ú Ï̂Î˚ ÓÓ˚íõyúy

~ Ï̂ú ì%̨ !õ ˆò Ï̂õÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆõyÓ˚ !Óãò á Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ

î§yv ¸̨y Ï̂úñ òyÌñ ˆÌ Ï̂õ–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 56
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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 earnest down
with a smile. I felt that the luck of my life
had come at last. Then of a sudden thou
didst hold out thy right hand and say " What
hast thou to give to me?"

Ah, what a kingly jest was it to open thy
palm to a beggar to beg. I was confused
and stood undecided, and then from my
wallet I slowly took out the least little grain
of corn and gave it to thee.

But how great my surprise when at the day's
end I emptied my bag on the floor to find a
least little grain of gold among the poor
heap. I bitterly wept and wished that I had
had the heart to give thee my all.

50
xy!õ !¶˛«˛y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !ö˛Ó˚̂ Ïì˛!äÈ Ï̂úõ

@˘Ãy Ï̂õÓ˚ ˛ô Ï̂Ì ˛ô Ï̂Ìñ
ì%̨ !õ ì˛Öò â˛ Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂ú

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ fl ∫̨í≈Ó˚̂ ÏÌ–
x˛ô)Ó≈ ~Ñ˛ fl ∫̨≤¿¢õ
úyÜ Ï̂ì˛!äÈú â˛ Ï̂«˛ õõÈÙÙÙÈ
Ñ˛# !Ó!â˛e ˆüy¶˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ñ

Ñ˛# !Ó!â˛e ¢y£ãÊ
xy!õ õ Ï̂ò ¶˛yÓ Ï̂ì˛!äÈ Ï̂úõñ

~ ˆÑ˛yò‰ õ£yÓ˚yãÊ
xy!ã ü%¶˛«˛ Ï̂í Ó˚yì˛ ˆ˛ôy£y Ï̂úyÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõñ ì˛ Ï̂Ó
xyã xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚ my Ï̂Ó˚

!ö˛Ó˚̂ Ïì˛ òy!£ £ Ï̂Ó–
Óy!£Ó˚ £ Ï̂ì˛ òy!u £ Ï̂ì˛
Ñ˛y£yÓ˚ ˆîÖy ˆ˛ô Ï̂úõ ˛ô Ï̂Ìñ
â˛!ú Ï̂ì˛ Ó˚Ì ïòïyòƒ

äÈv ¸̨y Ï̂Ó î%£z ïy Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
õ%‡˛y õ%‡˛y Ñ%̨ !v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆòÓñ

ˆòÓ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚Ê

ˆî!Ö ¢£¢y Ó˚Ì ˆÌ Ï̂õ ˆÜú
xyõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ ~ Ï̂¢ñ

xyõyÓ˚ õ%Ö˛ôy Ï̂ò ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚
òyõ Ï̂ú ì%̨ !õ ˆ£ Ï̂¢–

ˆî Ï̂Ö õ%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ ≤Ã¢ß¨ì˛y
ã%!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆÜú ¢Ñ˛ú ÓƒÌyñ
ˆ£òÑ˛y Ï̂ú !Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ úy!Ü

ì%̨ !õ xÑ˛fl˛øyÍ
ÚxyyÎ˚ !Ñ˛ä%È îyÁ ˆÜyÛ ÓÛ Ï̂ú

Óy!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ !î Ï̂ú £yì˛Ê

õ!Ó˚ñ ~ Ñ˛# Ñ˛Ìy Ó˚yãy!ïÓ˚yã
ÚxyõyÎ˚ îyÁ ˆÜy !Ñ˛ä%ÈÛÊ

ü%̂ Ïò «˛íÑ˛y Ï̂úÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚
Ó˚£zò% õyÌyÈÙÈ!òâ%̨ –

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛# Óy x¶˛yÓ xy Ï̂äÈ
!¶˛Öy!Ó˚ !¶˛«%̨ Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈÊ
~ ˆÑ˛Óú ˆÑ˛Ôì%̨ Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ Ó Ï̂ü

xyõyÎ˚ ≤ÃÓM˛òy–
G%̨ !ú !î Ï̂úõ ì%̨ Ï̂ú

~Ñ˛!›˛ ˆäÈy Ï̂›˛y Ñ˛íy–

ÎˆÏÓ ˛ôyeÖy!ò á Ï̂Ó˚ ~ Ï̂ò
v z̨ãyv ¸̨ Ñ˛!Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ ~ Ñ˛#Ê

!¶˛«˛yÈÙÈ õy Ï̂G˛ ~Ñ˛!›˛ ˆäÈy Ï̂›˛y
ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ Ñ˛íy ˆî!Ö–

!î Ï̂úõ Îy Ó˚yã ÈÙÈ !¶˛Öy!Ó˚̂ ÏÓ˚
fl ∫̨í≈ £ Ï̂Î˚ ~ú !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
ì˛Öò Ñ§̨ y!î ˆâ˛y Ï̂ÖÓ˚ ã Ï̂ú

î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò ¶˛Û Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ˆÑ˛ò !î£z !ò xyõyÓ˚

¢Ñ˛ú ü)òƒ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó˚Ê

ˆÖÎ˚y ı Ñ,̨ ˛ôí
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THE night darkened. Our day's works had
been done. We thought that the last guest
had arrived for the night and the doors in
the village were all shut. Only some said,
The king was to come. We laughed and
said "No, it cannot be ! "

It seemed there were knocks at the door
and we said it was nothing but the wind.
We put out the lamps and lay down to
sleep. Only some said, " It is the messen-
ger. " 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 dis-
tant 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, de-
lay 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 dark-
ness shudders with lightning. Bring out thy
tattered piece of mat and spread it in the
courtyard. With the storm has come of a
sudden our king of the fearful night.

51
ì˛Öò Ó˚y!e xy§ïyÓ˚ £úñ

¢yAÜ £ú Ñ˛yãÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõÓ˚y õ Ï̂ò ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈ Ï̂úõñ

xy¢ˆÏÓ òy ˆÑ˛v z̨ xyã–
ˆõyˆÏîÓ˚ @˘ÃyˆÏõ î%Î˚yÓ˚ Îì˛
Ó%̊Âï £ú Ó˚yˆÏì˛Ó˚ õˆÏì˛yó
î%ÈÙÈ~Ñ˛ ãò Ó Ï̂ú!äÈúñ
Úxy¢ Ï̂Ó õ£yÓ˚yã–Û

xyõÓ˚y ˆ£ Ï̂¢ Ó Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂úõñ
Úxy¢ˆÏÓ òy ˆÑ˛v z̨ xyã–Û

myˆÏÓ˚ ˆÎò xyáyì˛ £ú
ü%̂ Ïò!äÈ Ï̂úõ ¢ Ï̂ÓÈÙÙÙÈ

xyõÓ˚y ì˛Öò Ó Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂úõñ
ÚÓyì˛y¢ Ó%!G˛ £ˆÏÓ–Û

!ò!Ó Ï̂Î˚ ≤Ãî#˛ô á Ï̂Ó˚ á Ï̂Ó˚
ü%̂ ÏÎ˚!äÈ Ï̂úõ xyú¢¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚ó
î%ÈÙÈ~Ñ˛ ã Ï̂ò Ó Ï̂ú!äÈúñ
Úî%ì˛ ~ú ÈÙÈÓy ì˛ Ï̂ÓÊÛ

xyõÓ˚y ˆ£ Ï̂¢ Ó Ï̂ú!äÈ Ï̂úõ
ÚÓyì˛y¢ Ó%!G˛ £ˆÏÓ–Û

!òü#ÌÓ˚yˆÏì˛ ˆüyòy ˆÜú
!Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ ˆÎò ïπ!òÈÙÙÙÈ

á%̂ ÏõÓ˚ ˆáyˆÏÓ˚ ˆ¶˛ˆÏÓ!äÈˆÏúõ
ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ ÜÓ˚ã!ò–

«˛ Ï̂í «˛ Ï̂í ˆâ˛ì˛ò Ñ˛!Ó˚
Ñ§˛y˛ôú ïÓ˚y ÌÓ˚£!Ó˚ñ
î%ÈÙÈ~Ñ˛ ã Ï̂ò Ó Ï̂ú!äÈú
Úâ˛yÑ˛yÓ˚ G˛òG˛!ò–Û

á%ˆÏõÓ˚ ˆáyˆÏÓ˚ Ñ˛!£ ˆõyÓ˚y
Úˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ ÜÓ˚ã!òÛ–

ì˛Öò Ó˚yì˛ xy§ïyÓ˚ xyˆÏäÈñ
ˆÓ Ï̂ã v z̨‡˛ú ̂ ¶˛Ó˚#ÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆÑ˛ ö%˛Ñ˛yˆÏÓ˚ñ ÚãyˆÏÜy ¢Óy£zñ
xyÓ˚ ˆÑ˛yˆÏÓ˚y òy ˆî!Ó˚–Û

Ó«˛ÈÙÈ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚ î% £yì˛ ˆâ˛ˆÏ˛ô
xyõÓ˚y ¶˛ˆÏÎ˚ v˛z!‡˛ ˆÑ§˛ˆÏ˛ôó
î%ÈÙÈ~Ñ˛ ãˆÏò Ñ˛ˆÏ£ Ñ˛yˆÏòñ
ÚÓ˚yãyÓ˚ ïπãy ˆ£!Ó˚–Û

xyõÓ˚y ˆã Ï̂Ü v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Ó!úñ
ÚxyÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó òÎ˚ ˆî!Ó˚–Û

ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xyˆÏúyñ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ õyúƒñ
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xyˆÏÎ˚yãòÊ

Ó˚yãy xyõyÓ˚ ˆî Ï̂ü ~úñ
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ !¢Ç£y¢òÊ

£yÎ˚ ˆÓ˚ ¶˛yÜƒñ £yÎ˚ ˆÓ˚ úIyÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ¢¶˛yñ ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ¢IyÊ

î%ÈÙÈ~Ñ˛ ãˆÏò Ñ˛ˆÏ£ Ñ˛yˆÏòñ
Ó,Ìy ~ Ñ ̨ ®òÈÙÙÙÈ

!Ó˚=˛Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ ü)òƒ áˆÏÓ˚
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚y x¶˛ƒÌ≈ò–Û

ÁˆÏÓ˚ñ î%Î˚yÓ˚ Ö%̂ Ïú ˆî ˆÓ˚ñ
Óyãy üC ÓyãyÊ

Ü¶˛#Ó˚ Ó˚y Ï̂ì˛ ~ Ï̂¢ Ï̂äÈ xyã
xy§ïyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ Ó˚yãy–

ÓL v˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ ü)òƒì˛ Ï̂úñ
!Óî%ƒˆÏì˛Ó˚£z !G˛!úÑ˛ G˛ˆÏúñ
!äÈß¨ üÎ˚ò ˆ›˛ˆÏò ~ˆÏò

xy!àòy ˆì˛yÓ˚ ¢yãyÈÙÙÙÈ
G˛ˆÏv˛¸Ó˚ ¢yˆÏÌ £‡˛yÍ ~ú
î%ÉÖÓ˚y Ï̂ì˛Ó˚ Ó˚yãy

ˆÖÎ˚y ı xyÜõò
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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 frag-
ments 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 thun-
der. 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 me 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 demean-
our. Thou hast given me thy sword for
adornment. No more doll's decorations for
me.
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ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈúyõ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆòÓÈÙÙÙÈ

â˛y£z !ò ¢y£¢ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
¢ Ï̂rï Ï̂ÓúyÎ˚ ˆÎ õyúy!›˛

ÜúyÎ˚ !äÈ Ï̂ú ˛ôÛ Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
xy!õ â˛y£z !ò ¢y£¢ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈúyõ ¢Ñ˛yú £ Ï̂ú
ÎÖò ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚ Îy Ï̂Ó â˛ Ï̂ú
!äÈß¨õyúy üÎƒyì˛ Ï̂ú

Ó˚£zˆÏÓ Ó%!G˛ ˛ôˆÏv˛¸–
ì˛y£z xy!õ Ñ˛yàyˆÏúÓ˚ õˆÏì˛y

~ Ï̂¢!äÈ Ï̂úõ ̂ ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ì˛Ó% â˛y£z !ò ¢y£¢ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

~ ˆì˛y õyúy òÎ˚ ˆÜyñ ~ ˆÎ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛Ó˚Óy!Ó˚–

ãµ̂ Ïú Á Ï̂‡˛ xyÜ%ò ˆÎòñ
ÓL ÈÙÈ ˆ£ò ¶˛yÓ˚#ÈÙÙÙÈ

~ ˆÎ ì˛Ó%̊í xy Ï̂úy ãyòúy ˆÓ Ï̂Î˚
˛ôv ¸̨ú ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ üÎ˚ò ˆäÈˆÏÎ˚ñ
ˆ¶˛yˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˛ôy!Ö ü%ïyÎ˚ ˆÜˆÏÎ˚ñ

ÚÑ˛# ˆ˛ô!ú ì%˛£z òyÓ˚#⁄Û
òÎ˚ ~ õyúyñ òÎ˚ ~ Ìyúyñ

Ürïã Ï̂úÓ˚ G˛y!Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
¶˛#°Ïí ì˛Ó˚Óy!Ó˚–

~ ˆÎ ¶˛#°Ïí ì˛Ó˚ÓyÓ˚#–
ì˛y£z ˆì˛y xy!õ ¶˛y!Ó ÓˆÏ¢

~ Ñ˛# ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ îyòÊ
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ~ˆÏÓ˚ ú%!Ñ˛ˆÏÎ˚ Ó˚y!Ö

òy£z ˆÎ ˆ£ò fiÌyò–
Á Ï̂Üy ~ Ñ˛# ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ îyòÊ

ü!=˛£#òy õ!Ó˚ úyˆÏãñ
~ ¶)˛°Ïí !Ñ˛ xyõyÎ˚ ¢yˆÏãÊ
Ó˚yÖˆÏì˛ ˆÜú Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛Ó˚ õyˆÏG˛

ÓƒÌy ˆÎ ˛ôyÎ˚ ≤Ãyí–

ì˛Ó% xy!õ Ó£zÓ Ó%ˆÏÑ˛
!ò Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ~£z îyò–

xyã Ï̂Ñ˛ £ Ï̂ì˛ ãÜÍÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛
äÈyv˛¸Ó xy!õ ¶˛Î˚ñ

xyã £ Ï̂ì˛ ˆõyÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛ú Ñ˛y Ï̂ã
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚  £ Ï̂Ó ãÎ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

xy!õ äÈyv ¸̨Ó ¢Ñ˛ú ¶˛Î˚–
õÓ˚íˆÏÑ˛ ˆõyÓ˚ ˆîy¢Ó˚ Ñ˛ÛˆÏÓ˚
ˆÓ˚̂ ÏÖ ˆÜäÈ xyõyÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ñ
xy!õ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ÓÓ˚í Ñ˛ÛˆÏÓ˚

Ó˚yÖÓ ˛ôÓ˚yòõÎ˚–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛Ó˚Óy!Ó˚ xyõyÓ˚

Ñ˛Ó˚̂ ÏÓ Ó§yïò «˛Î˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
xy!õ äÈyv ¸̨Ó ¢Ñ˛ú ¶˛Î˚–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü xAÜ ¶˛!Ó˚
Ñ˛Ó˚Ó òy xyÓ˚ ¢yã–

òy£zÓy ì%˛!õ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ ~ˆÏú
Á Ï̂Üy £,îÎ˚Ó˚yã–

xy!õ Ñ˛ÓÓ˚ òy xyÓ˚ ¢yã–
ï%úyÎ˚ ÓˆÏ¢ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚
Ñ§˛yîÓ òy xyÓ˚ ~Ñ˛úy áˆÏÓ˚ñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü áˆÏÓ˚ÈÙÈ˛ôˆÏÓ˚

õyòÓ òy xyÓ˚ úyã–
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛Ó˚Óy!Ó˚ xyõyÎ˚

¢y!ã Ï̂Î˚ !îú xyãÈÙÙÙÈ
Ñ˛Ó˚Ó òy xyÓ˚ ¢yã–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı îyò
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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.
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¢%®Ó˚ Ó Ï̂›˛ ì˛Ó xAÜîÖy!ò

ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ Ö!â˛ì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
fl ∫̨̂ Ïí≈ Ó˚̂ Ïb ˆüy¶˛ò ˆúy¶˛òñ ãy!òñ

Ó Ï̂í≈ Ó Ï̂í≈ Ó˚!â˛ì˛–
Öv ¸̨Ü ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xy Ï̂Ó˚y õ Ï̂òy£Ó˚ úy Ï̂Ü

Ó§yÑ˛y !Óî%ƒ Ï̂ì˛ xy§Ñ˛y ˆ¢ñ
ÜÓ%̊̂ Ïv ¸̨Ó˚ ˛ôyÖy Ó˚=˛Ó˚!ÓÓ˚ Ó˚y Ï̂Ü

ˆÎò ˆÜy xhfl˛ ÈÙÈ xyÑ˛y Ï̂ü–
ã#Óò Ï̂ü Ï̂°ÏÓ˚ ˆü°Ï ãyÜÓ˚í¢õ

G˛ú!¢ Ï̂äÈ õ£y Ï̂ÓîòyÈÙÙÙÈ
!ò Ï̂õ Ï̂°Ï î!£Î˚y Îy£yÈÙÈ !Ñ˛ä%È xy Ï̂äÈ õõ

ì˛#Ó  ¶˛#°Ïí ˆâ˛ì˛òy–
¢%®Ó˚ Ó Ï̂›˛ ì˛Ó xAÜîÖy!ò

ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ Ö!â˛ì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
Öv ¸̨Ü ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ñ ˆ£ ˆîÓ ÓL˛ôy!íñ

â˛Ó˚õ ˆüy¶˛yÎ˚ Ó˚!â˛ì˛–
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I ASKED nothing from thee ; I uttered
not my name to thine ear. When thou
took'st thy leave I stood silent. I was alone
by the well where the shadow of the tree
fell aslant, and the women had gone home
with their brown earthen pitchers full to
the brim. They called me and shouted, "
Come with us, the morning is wearing on
to noon." But I languidly lingered awhile
lost in the midst of vague musings.

I heard not thy steps as thou earnest. 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.

54
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ â˛y£z !ò !Ñ˛ä%Èñ

ãyòy£z !ò ˆõyÓ˚ òyõÊ
ì%̨ !õ ÎÖò !ÓîyÎ˚ !ò Ï̂ú

ò#Ó˚Ó Ó˚!£úyõ–
~Ñ˛úy !äÈúyõ Ñ%̨ Î˚yÓ˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚

!ò Ï̂õÓ˚ äÈyÎ˚yì˛ Ï̂úñ
Ñ˛ú¢ !ò Ï̂Î˚ ¢Óy£z ì˛Öò

˛ôyv ¸̨yÎ˚ ˆÜ Ï̂äÈ â˛ Ï̂ú–
xyõyÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚y ˆv˛ Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÜúñ

ÚxyÎ˚ ˆÜyñ ˆÓúy ÎyÎ˚–Û
ˆÑ˛yò‰ xyú Ï̂¢ Ó˚£zò% Ó Ï̂¢

!Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ ¶˛yÓòyÎ˚Ê

˛ôîïπ!ò ü%!ò òy£ẑ ÏÑ˛y
Ñ˛Öò‰ ì%̨ !õ ~ Ï̂ú–

Ñ˛£ẑ Ïú Ñ˛Ìy Ñœ̨ yhs˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂t˛
Ñ˛Ó%̊í â˛«%̨  ˆõ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ

Úì,̨ °ÏyÑ˛yì˛Ó˚ ˛ôyrÌ xy!õÛÈÙÙÙÈ
ü%̂ Ïò â˛õ‰̂ ÏÑ˛ v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛

ã Ï̂úÓ˚ ïyÓ˚y !î Ï̂úõ ˆë˛ Ï̂ú
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ñ˛Ó˚̨ ô%̂ Ï›˛–

õõ≈!Ó˚Î˚y Ñ§̨ y Į̈̂ ô ˛ôyì˛yñ
ˆÑ˛y!Ñ˛ú ˆÑ˛yÌy v˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ñ

ÓyÓúy ö%̨ Ï̂úÓ˚ Ürï Á Ï̂‡˛
˛ôÕ‘#˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Ó§y Ï̂Ñ˛–

ÎÖò ì%̨ !õ ü%ïy Ï̂ú òyõ
ˆ˛ô Ï̂úõ Ó Ï̂v ¸̨y úyãÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ò ÌyÑ˛yÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚!äÈ ˆÑ˛yò‰ Ñ˛yãÊ

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ !î Ï̂ì˛ ˆ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚!äÈúyõ
~Ñ˛›%̨  ì,̨ °ÏyÓ˚ ã Ï̂úñ

~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛ xyõyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ò
Ó˚!£ú ¢¡∫ú–

Ñ%̨ Î˚yÓ˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚ î%̨ ô%Ó˚ ÈÙÈ ˆÓúy
ˆì˛õ!ò v˛y Ï̂Ñ˛ ˛ôy!Öñ

ˆì˛õ!ò Ñ§̨ y Į̈̂ ô !ò Ï̂õÓ˚ ˛ôyì˛yÈÙÙÙÈ
xy!õ Ó Ï̂¢£z Ìy!Ñ˛–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı Ñ%̨ Î˚yÓ˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚
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LANGUOR is upon your heart and the
slumber is still on your eyes.

Has not the word come to you that the
flower is reigning in splendour among
thorns ? Wake, oh awaken ! Let not the
time pass in vain !

At the end of the stony path, in the coun-
try 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 mu-
sic of pain ?

55
~ÖyˆÏò ˆáyÓ˚ ¶˛yˆÏà òy ˆì˛yÓ˚ ˆÎ

ˆõˆÏú òy ˆì˛yÓ˚ xy§!Öñ
Ñ§˛y›˛yÓ˚ ÓˆÏò ö%˛ú ö%˛ˆÏ›˛ˆÏäÈ ˆÓ˚

ãy!ò¢ ˆò ì%˛£z ì˛y !Ñ˛–
Á Ï̂Ó˚ x¢úñ ãy!ò¢ ˆò ì%˛£z ì˛y !Ñ˛–

ãy Ï̂Üy ~ÓyÓ˚ ãy Ï̂Üyñ
ˆÓúy Ñ˛y›˛y¢ òy ˆÜy–

Ñ˛!‡˛ò ˛ôˆÏÌÓ˚ ˆüˆÏ°Ï
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ xÜõ !Óãò ˆî Ï̂ü
Á ˆ¢£z Órï% xyõyÓ˚ ~Ñ˛úy xy Ï̂äÈ ˆÜyñ

!î¢ ˆò ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ö§˛y!Ñ˛–
!â˛Ó˚ã#Óò !î¢ ˆò ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ö§˛y!Ñ˛–

ãy Ï̂Üy ~ÓyÓ˚ ãy Ï̂Üyñ
ˆÓúy Ñ˛y›˛y¢ òy ˆÜy–

≤ÃÖÓ˚ Ó˚!ÓÓ˚ ì˛y Į̈̂ ô
òy£Î˚ ü%‹Ò ÜÜò Ñ§˛yˆÏ˛ôñ
òy£Î˚ î?ï Óyú% ì˛Æ xy§â˛ˆÏú

!îÑ˛ â˛y!Ó˚ !îÑ˛ ë˛y!Ñ˛–
!˛ô˛ôy¢yˆÏì˛ !îÑ˛ â˛y!Ó˚ !îÑ˛ ë˛y!Ñ˛–

õˆÏòÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ â˛y!£
ˆîÖ‰ ˆÓ˚ xyò® !Ñ˛ òy!£–
˛ô Ï̂Ì ˛ôyˆÏÎ˚ ˛ôyˆÏÎ˚ î%ˆÏÖÓ˚ Ó§yü!Ó˚

ÓyãˆÏÓ ˆì˛yˆÏÓ˚ v˛y!Ñ˛–
õï%Ó˚ ¢%ˆÏÓ˚ ÓyãˆÏÓ ˆì˛yˆÏÓ˚ v˛y!Ñ˛–

ãy Ï̂Üy ~ÓyÓ˚ ãy Ï̂Üyñ
ˆÓúy Ñ˛y›˛y¢ òy ˆÜy–
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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.

56
ì˛y£z ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyò® xyõyÓ˚ Û˛ôÓ˚

ì%˛!õ ì˛y£z ~ Ï̂¢äÈ ò# Ï̂â˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõyÎ˚ òy£ẑ Ïúñ !e¶%̨ ÓˆÏòŸªÓ˚ñ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ãõ £ì˛ ˆÎ !õ Ï̂äÈ–
xyõyÎ˚ !òˆÏÎ˚ ˆõˆÏúäÈ ~£z ˆõúyñ
xyõyÓ˚ !£Î˚yÎ˚ â˛ú Ï̂äÈ Ó˚̂ Ï¢Ó˚ ˆÖúyñ
ˆõyÓ˚ ã#ÓˆÏò !Ó!â˛eÓ˚)˛ô ïÛˆÏÓ˚

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ £zFäÈy ì˛Ó˚!AÜˆÏäÈ–
ì˛y£z ˆì˛y ì%˛!õ Ó˚yãyÓ˚ Ó˚yãy £ˆÏÎ˚

ì˛Ó% xyõyÓ˚ £,îÎ˚ úy!Ü
!ö˛Ó˚äÈ Ñ˛ì˛ õ Ï̂òy£Ó˚í ˆÓ Ï̂üÈÙÙÙÈ

≤Ã¶%̨ ñ !òì˛ƒ xyäÈ ãy!Ü–
ì˛y£z ˆì˛yñ ≤Ã¶%˛ñ ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ ~ú ˆòˆÏõ
ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ˆ≤Ãõ ¶˛=˛≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õñ
õ)!ì≈˛ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Î%Üú¢!¡øúˆÏò

ˆ¢ÌyÎ̊ ˛ô%í≈ ≤ÃÑ˛y!üˆÏäÈ–
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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.

57
xyˆÏúyñ xyõyÓ˚ xyˆÏúyñ ÁˆÏÜ

xy Ï̂úy ¶%̨ Óò¶˛Ó˚yÊ
xyˆÏúy òÎ˚ò ÈÙÈ ˆïyÁÎ˚y xyõyÓ˚

xyˆÏúy £,îÎ˚£Ó˚yÊ
òyˆÏâ˛ xyˆÏúy òyˆÏâ˛ñ Á ¶˛y£zñ

xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ–
ÓyˆÏã xyˆÏúy ÓyˆÏãñ Á ¶˛y£zñ

£,îÎ˚Ó#íyÓ˚ õy Ï̂G˛–
ãyˆÏÜ xyÑ˛yüñ ˆäÈyˆÏ›˛ Óyì˛y¢ñ

£y Ï̂¢ ¢Ñ˛ú ïÓ˚y–
xyˆÏúyñ xyõyÓ˚ xyˆÏúyñ ÁˆÏÜy

xy Ï̂úy ¶%̨ Óò¶˛Ó˚y–
xyˆÏúyÓ˚ ˆfl˛ÀyˆÏì˛ ˛ôyú ì%˛ˆÏúˆÏäÈ

£yãyÓ˚ ≤Ããy˛ô!ì˛ñ
xyˆÏúyÓ˚ ˆë˛v˛zˆÏÎ˚ v˛z‡˛ú ˆòˆÏâ˛

õ!Õ‘Ñ˛y õyúì˛#–
ˆõˆÏá ˆõˆÏá ˆ¢yòyñ Á ¶˛y£zñ

ÎyÎ˚ òy õy!òÑ˛ ˆÜyòy–
˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ ˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ £y!¢ñ Á ¶˛y£zñ

˛ô%úÑ˛ Ó˚y!ü Ó˚y!ü–
¢%Ó˚òî#Ó˚ Ñ)̨ ú v%̨ ˆÏÓˆÏäÈ

¢%ïyÈÙÈ !òG˛Ó˚ ÈÙÈ G˛Ó˚y–
xyˆÏúyñ xyõyÓ˚ xyˆÏúyñ ÁˆÏÜy

xy Ï̂úy ¶%̨ Óò¶˛Ó˚yÊ

xâ˛úyÎ̊ì˛ò
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LET all the strains of joy mingle in my last
song the joy that makes the earth flow over
in the riotous excess of the grass, the joy
that sets the twin brothers, life and death,
dancing over the wide world, the joy that
sweeps in with the tempest, shaking and
waking all life with laughter, the joy that
sits still with its tears on the open red lotus
of pain, and the joy that throws everything
it has upon the dust, and knows not a word.

58
ˆÎò ˆü°Ï ÜyˆÏò ˆõyÓ˚ ¢Ó Ó˚y!Üí# ˛ô%̂ ÏÓ˚ñ
xyõyÓ˚ ¢Ó xyò® ˆõ Ï̂ú ì˛y£yÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚–

ˆÎ xyòˆÏ® õy!›˛Ó˚ ïÓ˚y £yˆÏ¢
xï#Ó˚ £ˆÏÎ˚ ì˛Ó%̊úì˛yÎ˚ áyˆÏ¢ñ
ˆÎ xyòˆÏ® î%£z ˛ôyÜˆÏúÓ˚ õˆÏì˛y

ã#Óò õÓ˚í ˆÓv ¸̨yÎ˚ ¶%̨ Óò á%̂ ÏÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ¢£z xyò® ˆõˆÏú ì˛y£yÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚–

ˆÎ xyò® xyˆÏ¢ G˛ˆÏv˛¸Ó˚ ˆÓˆÏüñ
á%õhs˛ ≤Ãyí ãyÜyÎ˚ xR ˆ£ Ï̂¢–

ˆÎ xyò® î§yv ¸̨yÎ˚ xy§!ÖãˆÏú
î%ÉÖÓƒÌyÓ˚ Ó˚=˛üì˛î Ï̂úñ
Îy xy Ï̂äÈ ¢Ó ï%úyÎ˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂ú !î Ï̂Î˚ñ
ˆÎ xyòˆÏ® Óâ˛ò òy!£ ö%̨ ˆÏÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ¢£z xyò® ˆõˆÏú ì˛y£yÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚–
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YES, I know, this is nothing but thy love, O be-
loved 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.

59
~£z ˆì˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ãõñ Á Ï̂Üy

£,îÎ˚£Ó˚íñ
~£zÈÙÈˆÎ ˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ xy Ï̂úy òy Ï̂â˛

ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ ÓÓ˚ò–
~£z ÈÙÈ ˆÎ õï%Ó˚ xyú¢ÈÙÈ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚
ˆõá ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ ÎyÎ˚ xyÑ˛yüÈÙÈ Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ñ
~£zÈÙÈˆÎ Óyì˛y¢ ˆî Ï̂£ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚

xõ,ì˛«˛Ó˚íÈÙÙÙÈ
~£z ˆì˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ≤Ãõñ Á Ï̂Üy

£,îÎ˚£Ó˚íÊ

≤Ã¶˛yì˛ ÈÙÈ xy Ï̂úyÓ˚ ïyÓ˚yÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚
òÎ˚ò ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ Ï̂äÈ–

~£z ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õÓ˚ Óyí#
≤Ãy Ï̂í ~ Ï̂¢ Ï̂äÈ–

ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ õ%Ö Á£z ò%̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈñ
õ%̂ ÏÖ xyõyÓ˚ ˆâ˛yÖ Ì%̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ
xyõyÓ˚ £,îÎ˚ xyã ä%È§̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ

ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ â˛Ó˚í–
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ON the seashore of endless worlds children meet.
The infinite sky is motionless overhead and the
restless water is boisterous. On the seashore of
endless worlds the children meet with shouts and
dances.

They build their houses with sand and they play
with empty shells. With withered leaves they weave
their boats and smilingly float them on the vast
deep. Children have their play on the seashore of
worlds.

They know not how to swim, they know not how
to cast nets. Pearl fishers dive for pearls, merchants
sail in their ships, while children gather pebbles
and scatter them again. They seek not for hidden
treasures, they know not how to cast nets.

The sea surges up with laughter and pale gleams
the smile of the sea beach. Death-dealing waves
sing meaningless ballads to the children, even like
a mother while rocking her baby's cradle. The sea
plays with children, and pale gleams the smile of
the sea beach.

On the seashore of endless worlds children meet.
Tempest roams in the pathless sky, ships get
wrecked in the trackless water, death is abroad
and children play. On the seashore of end- less
worlds is the great meeting of children.

60
ãÜÍ ÈÙÈ ˛ôyÓ˚yÓyˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ ì˛#ˆÏÓ˚

ˆäÈ Ï̂úÓ˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõúy–
xhs˛£#ò ÜÜòì˛ú
õyÌyÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚ xâ˛M˛úñ
ˆö˛!òú Á£z ¢%ò#ú ãú

òy!â˛ Ï̂äÈ ¢yÓ˚y ˆÓúy–
v z̨!‡˛ˆÏäÈ ì˛ˆÏ›˛ Ñ˛# ˆÑ˛yúy£úÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆäÈ Ï̂úÓ˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõúy–

Óyú%Ñ˛y !îˆÏÎ˚ Ó§y!ïˆÏäÈ áÓ˚ñ
!G˛ò%Ñ˛ !ò Ï̂Î˚ ˆÖúy–

!Ó˛ô%ú ò#ú ¢!úúÈÙÈ Û˛ô!Ó˚
¶˛y¢yÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚y ˆÖúyÓ˚ ì˛Ó˚#
xy˛ôò £yˆÏì˛ ˆ£úyÎ˚ Ü!v˛¸

˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ Ü§yÌy ˆ¶˛úy–
ãÜÍ ÈÙÈ˛ôyÓ˚yÓyˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ ì˛#ˆÏÓ˚

ˆäÈ Ï̂úÓ˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÖúy–

ãyˆÏò òy ì˛yÓ˚y ¢§yì˛yÓ˚ ˆîÁÎ˚yñ
ãyˆÏò òy ãyú ˆö˛úy–

v%˛Óy!Ó˚ v%˛ˆÏÓ õ%Ñ%˛ì˛y ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ñ
Ó!íÑ˛ ïyÎ˚ ì˛Ó˚í# ˆÓ Ï̂Î˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆäÈˆÏúÓ˚y ò%!v˛¸ Ñ%˛v˛¸yˆÏÎ˚ ˆ˛ôˆÏÎ˚

¢yãyÎ˚ Ó!¢ ˆë˛úy–
Ó˚ì˛ò ïò ˆÖ§yˆÏã òy ì˛yÓ˚yñ

ãyˆÏò òy ãyú ˆö˛úy–

ˆö˛!òˆÏÎ˚ v˛zˆÏ‡˛ ¢yÜÓ˚ £yˆÏ¢ñ
£y Ï̂¢ ¢yÜÓ˚ ÈÙÈ ˆÓúy–

¶˛#°Ïí ˆë˛v˛z !üü%Ó˚ Ñ˛yˆÏò
Ó˚!â˛ˆÏäÈ ÜyÌy ì˛Ó˚ú ì˛yˆÏòñ
ˆîyúòy ï!Ó˚ ˆÎõò ÜyˆÏòñ

ãòò# ˆîÎ˚ ˆ‡˛úy–
¢yÜÓ˚ ˆÖˆÏú !üü%Ó˚ ¢yˆÏÌñ

£y Ï̂¢ ¢yÜÓ˚ÈÙÈ Ï̂Óúy–

ãÜÍ ÈÙÈ ˛ôyÓ˚yÓyˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ ì˛#ˆÏÓ˚
ˆäÈ Ï̂úÓ˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆõúy–

G˛Py !ö˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ÜÜòì˛ Ï̂úñ
ì˛Ó˚í# v%̨ Ï̂Ó ¢%î%Ó˚ ã Ï̂úñ
õÓ˚íî)ì˛ v z̨!v ¸̨Î˚y â˛ˆÏúÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆäÈ Ï̂úÓ˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÖúy–
ãÜÍÈÙÈ˛ôyÓ˚yÓy Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ì˛# Ï̂Ó˚

!üü%Ó˚ õ£y Ï̂õúy–

!üü%
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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

61
ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö ˆÎ á%õ xy Ï̂¢

¢Ñ˛ú ÈÙÈ ì˛y˛ô ÈÙÈ òyüyÈÙÙÙÈ
ãyò !Ñ˛ ˆÑ˛v z̨ ˆÑ˛yÌy £ Ï̂ì˛ ˆÎ

Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢ ÎyÁÎ˚y ÈÙÈ xy¢y–
ü%̂ Ïò!äÈ ÈÓ%̨̊ ôÑ˛ÌyÓ˚ Ü§y Ï̂Î˚
ˆãyòy!Ñ˛ ÈÙÈ ãµúy Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ äÈy Ï̂Î˚
î%!Ïú Ï̂äÈ î%!›˛ ˛ôyÓ%̊ú ÈÙÈ Ñ%§̨ !v ¸̨ñ

ì˛y£y!Ó˚ õyˆÏG˛ Óy¢yÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ¢Öyò £ Ï̂ì˛ ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆâ˛y Ï̂Ö

Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢ ÎyÁÎ˚y ÈÙÈ xy¢y–
ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆ‡§̨ y Ï̂›˛ ˆÎ £y!¢Öy!ò

â˛õ Ï̂Ñ˛ á%õ Ï̂áy Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÑ˛yò ˆî Ï̂ü ˆÎ ãòõ ì˛yÓ˚

ˆÑ˛ Ñ˛Û Ï̂Ó ì˛y£y ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚–
ü%̂ Ïò!äÈ ˆÑ˛yò‰ üÓ˚Í ÈÙÈ ˆõ Ï̂á
!üü%Ó˚ÈÙÈ üÓ˚#Ó˚ !Ñ˛Ó˚í ˆúˆÏÜ
ˆ¢ £y!¢Ó%̊!â˛ ãò!õ !äÈú

!ü!üÓ˚ü%!â˛ ˆ¶˛y Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ ˆ‡§̨ y Ï̂›˛ ˆÎ £y!¢Öy!ò

â˛õ Ï̂Ñ˛ á%õ Ï̂áy Ï̂Ó˚–
ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ Üy Ï̂Î˚ !õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂äÈ

ˆÎ Ñ˛!â˛ ˆÑ˛yõúì˛yÈÙÙÙÈ
ãyò !Ñ˛ ˆ¢ ˆÎ ~ì˛›˛y Ñ˛yú

ú%!Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚ !â˛ú ˆÑ˛yÌy–
õy Î Ï̂Ó !äÈú˛ !Ñ˛ Ï̂üyÓ˚# ˆõ Ï̂Î˚
Ñ˛Ó%̊í ì˛y!Ó˚ ˛ôÓ˚yò ˆäÈ Ï̂Î˚
õyï%Ó˚#Ó)̊̂ Į̈ ô õ%Ó˚!äÈ !äÈú
Ñ˛ Ï̂£ !ò ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òy Ñ˛ÌyÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆÖyÑ˛yÓ˚ Üy Ï̂Î˚ !õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂äÈ
ˆÎ Ñ˛!â˛ ˆÑ˛yõúì˛y–

xy!ü¢ xy!¢ ˛ôÓ˚ü Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
ˆÖyÑ˛yˆÏÓ˚ !áˆÏÓ˚ !áˆÏÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

ãyò !Ñ˛ ˆÑ˛£ ˆÑ˛yÌy £ Ï̂ì˛ ˆ¢
ÓÓ˚ˆÏ°Ï ì˛yÓ˚ !üˆÏÓ˚–

xyÜ%ˆÏò òÓ õúÎ˚ŸªyˆÏ¢ñ
◊yÓ Ï̂í òÓ ò# Į̈̂ ôÓ˚ Óy Ï̂¢

xy!ü Ï̂ò òÓ ïyòƒî Ï̂ú
xy°ÏyˆÏë˛¸¸ òÓ ò#ˆÏÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ

xy!ü¢ xy!¢ ˛ôÓ˚ü Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚
ˆÖyÑ˛yˆÏÓ˚ !áˆÏÓ˚ !áˆÏÓ˚–

~£z ÈÙÈ ˆÎ ˆÖyÑ˛y ì˛Ó%̊íì˛ò%
òì%̨ ò ˆõ Ï̂ú xy§!ÖÈÙÙÙÈ

£z£yÓ˚ ¶˛yÓ˚ ˆÑ˛ ú Ï̂Ó xy!ã
ˆì˛yõÓ˚y ãyò ì˛y !Ñ˛⁄

!£Ó˚íõÎ˚ ÈÙÈ !Ñ˛Ó˚í ÈÙÈ ˆG˛yúy
Î§y£yÓ˚ ~£z ¶%̨ Óò ÈÙÈ ˆîyúy
ì˛˛ôò üü# ì˛yÓ˚yÓ˚ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂ú

ˆî Ï̂Óò ~ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚y!ÖÈÙÙÙÈ
~£z ÈÙÈ ˆÎ ˆÖyÑ˛y ì˛Ó%̊íì˛ò%

òì%̨ ò ˆõ Ï̂ú xy§!Ö–

!üü% ı ˆÖyÑ˛y
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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 I 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 se-
cretly 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.

62
Ó˚!àò ˆÖˆÏúòy !îˆÏú Á Ó˚yày £yˆÏì˛
ì˛Öò Ó%!G˛ ˆÓ˚ ÓyäÈyñ ˆÑ˛ò ˆÎ ≤ÃyˆÏì˛

~ì˛ Ó˚à ˆÖ Ï̂ú ˆõ Ï̂áñ ã Ï̂ú Ó˚à Á Ï̂‡˛ ˆã Ï̂Üñ
ˆÑ˛ò ~ì˛ Ó˚à úyˆÏÜ ö%˛ˆÏúÓ˚ ˛ôyˆÏì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
Ó˚yày ˆÖúy ˆî!Ö Î Ï̂Ó Á Ó˚yày £y Ï̂ì˛–

Üyò ˆÜˆÏÎ˚ ˆì˛yˆÏÓ˚ xy!õ òyâ˛y£z ÎˆÏÓ
xy˛ôò £,îÎ˚ ÈÙÈ õyˆÏG˛ Ó%!G˛ ˆÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ

˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ ˛ôyì˛yÎ˚ ÓˆÏò ïπ!ò ~ì˛ Ñ˛# Ñ˛yÓ˚̂ Ïíñ
ˆë˛v z̨ Ó Ï̂£ !òãõ Ï̂ò ì˛Ó˚úÓ˚̂ ÏÓÈÙÙÙÈ
Ó%!G˛ ì˛y ˆì˛yõyˆÏÓ˚ Üyò ü%òy£z ÎyˆÏÓ–

ÎÖò òÓò# !î£z ˆúyú%̨ ô Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ
£yˆÏì˛ õ%̂ ÏÖ ˆõˆÏÖâ%̨ ˆÏÑ˛ ˆÓv ¸̨yÁ áˆÏÓ˚ñ

ì˛Öò Ó%!G˛ˆÏì˛ ˛˛ôy!Ó˚ fl ∫̨yî% ˆÑ˛ò òî#Óy!Ó˚ñ
ö˛ú õï%Ó˚̂ Ï¢ ¶˛yÓ˚# !Ñ˛ Ï̂¢Ó˚ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ÎÖò òÓò# !î£z ˆúyú%̨ ô Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚–

ÎÖò â%̨ !õ Ï̂Î˚ ˆì˛yÓ˚ ÓîòÖy!ò
£y!¢!›˛ ö%˛›˛yˆÏÎ˚ ì%˛!ú ì˛Ö!ò ãy!ò

xyÑ˛yü !Ñ˛ˆÏ¢Ó˚ ¢%̂ ÏÖ xyˆÏúy ˆîÎ˚ ˆõyÓ˚ õ%ˆÏÖñ
ÓyÎ˚% !îˆÏÎ˚ ÎyÎ˚ Ó%ˆÏÑ˛ xõ,ì˛ xy!òÈÙÙÙÈ
Ó%!G˛ ì˛y â%̨ !õˆÏú ˆì˛yÓ˚ ÓîòÖy!ò–

!üü% ı ˆÑ˛ò õï%Ó˚
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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.

63
Ñ˛ì˛ xãyòyˆÏÓ˚ ãyòy£zˆÏú ì%˛!õñ

Ñ˛ì˛ áˆÏÓ˚ !îˆÏú ‡§˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
î)Ó˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú !òÑ˛›˛ñ Órï%ñ

˛ôÓ˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú ¶˛y£z–
˛ô%Ó˚yˆÏòy xyÓy¢ ˆäÈˆÏv˛¸ Îy£z ÎˆÏÓ
õˆÏò ˆ¶˛ˆÏÓ õ!Ó˚ Ñ˛# ãy!ò Ñ˛# £ˆÏÓñ
ò)ì˛ˆÏòÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ ì%˛!õ ˛ô%Ó˚yì˛ò

ˆ¢ Ñ˛Ìy ˆÎ ¶%̨ Ï̂ú Îy£z–
î)Ó˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú !òÑ˛›˛ñ Órï%ñ

˛ôÓ˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú ¶˛y£z–
ã#Ó Ï̂ò õÓ˚̂ Ïí !ò!Öú ¶%̨ Ó Ï̂ò

ÎÖ!ò ˆÎÖy Ï̂ò ú Ï̂Óñ
!â˛Ó˚ãò Ï̂õÓ˚ ̨ ô!Ó˚!â˛ì˛ Á Ï̂£ñ

ì%̨ !õ£z !â˛òyˆÏÓ ¢ˆÏÓ–
ˆì˛yõyˆÏÓ˚ ãy!òˆÏú òy!£ ˆÑ˛£ ˛ôÓ˚ñ
òy£z ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy õyòyñ òy!£ ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy v˛Ó˚ñ
¢ÓyÓ˚ !õúy Ï̂Î˚ ì%̨ !õ ãy!Ü Ï̂ì Į̈äÈÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆîÖy ˆÎò ¢îy ˛ôy£z–
î)Ó˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú !òÑ˛›˛ñ Órï%

˛ôÓ˚ˆÏÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏú ¶˛y£z–
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ON the slope of the desolate river among   tall
grasses I asked her, " Maiden, where do you go
shading your lamp with your mantle? My house
is all dark and lonesome lend me your light!"
She raised her dark eyes for a moment and
looked at my face through the dusk. "I have come
to the river," she said, " to float my lamp on the
stream when the daylight wanes in the west." I
stood alone among 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 lone- some, lend me your light" She raised
her dark eyes on my face and stood for a mo-
ment 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 lone-
some, 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.

64
Ñ˛yˆÏüÓ˚ ÓˆÏò ü)òƒ òî#Ó˚ ì˛#ˆÏÓ˚

xy!õ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ !ãK˛y!¢úyõ ˆv˛ˆÏÑ˛ñ
Ú~Ñ˛úy ˛ôˆÏÌ ˆÑ˛ ì%̨ !õ ÎyÁ ï#ˆÏÓ˚

xy§â˛úÈÙÈ xy Ï̂v ¸̨ ≤Ãî#˛ôÖy!ò ˆë˛ Ï̂Ñ˛⁄
xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ £Î˚ !ò xyˆÏúy ãµyúyñ

ˆîv˛z!›˛ ì˛Ó ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ Ó˚yˆÏÖy Óyúy–Û

ˆÜyï)!úˆÏì˛ î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò Ñ˛yˆÏúy
«˛ˆÏíÑ˛ ÈÙÈ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ õ%̂ ÏÖ ì%̨ ˆÏú

ˆ¢ Ñ˛!£úñ Ú¶˛y!¢ Ï̂Î˚ ˆîÓ xy Ï̂úyñ
!îˆÏòÓ˚ ˆüˆÏ°Ï ì˛y£z ~ˆÏ¢!äÈ Ñ)̨ ˆÏú–Û

ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ ˆî!Ö î§y!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ Ñ˛yˆÏüÓ˚ ÓˆÏòñ
≤Ãî#˛ô ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ ˆÜú xÑ˛yÓ˚̂ Ïí–

¶˛Ó˚y ¢§yˆÏG˛ xy§ïyÓ˚ £ˆÏÎ˚ ~ˆÏú
xy!õ ˆv˛ˆÏÑ˛ !ãK˛y!¢úyõ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ñ

Úˆì˛yõyÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ ¢Ñ˛ú xy Ï̂úy ˆãµ̂ Ïú
~ î#˛ôÖy!ò ¢§!˛ôˆÏì˛ ÎyÁ Ñ˛yˆÏÓ˚⁄

xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ £Î˚ !ò xyˆÏúy ãµyúyñ
ˆîv˛z!›˛ ì˛Ó ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ Ó˚yˆÏÖy Óyúy–Û

xyõyÓ˚ õ%̂ ÏÖ î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò Ñ˛yˆÏúy
«˛ Ï̂íÑ˛ ÈÙÈ ì˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó˚£zú ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ¶%̨ Ï̂úÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆ¢ Ñ˛!£úñ ÚxyõyÓ˚ ~ÈÙÈˆÎ xy Ï̂úy
xyÑ˛yü≤Ãî#˛ô ü)̂ Ïòƒ !îÓ ì%̨ ˆÏú–Û

ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆî!Öñ ü)òƒ ÜÜòÈÙÈˆÑ˛y Ï̂í
≤Ãî#˛ôÖy!ò ãµ̂ Ïú xÑ˛yÓ˚̂ Ïí–

xõyÓ¢ƒy xy§ïyÓ˚ î%£z ˛ô£ˆÏÓ˚
!ãK˛y!¢úyõ ì˛y£yÓ˚ Ñ˛yˆÏäÈ !ÜˆÏÎ˚ñ

ÚÁˆÏÜyñ ì%˛!õ â˛ˆÏúäÈ Ñ˛yÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚
≤Ãî#˛ôÖy!ò Ó%ˆÏÑ˛Ó˚ Ñ˛yˆÏäÈ !òˆÏÎ˚⁄

xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ £Î˚ !ò xyˆÏúy ãµyúyñ
ˆîv˛z!›˛ ì˛Ó ˆ£ÌyÎ˚ Ó˚yˆÏÖy Óyúy–Û

xrïÑ˛yˆÏÓ˚ î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò Ñ˛yˆÏúy
«˛ Ï̂íÑ˛ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆîÖ Ï̂ú ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ì˛ Ï̂ÓÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆ¢ Ñ˛!£úñ Ú~ Ï̂ò!äÈ ~£z xy Ï̂úyñ
î#˛ôy!ú Ï̂ì˛ ¢y!ã Ï̂Î˚ !î Ï̂ì˛ £ Ï̂Ó–Û

ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆî!Ö ú«˛ î# Į̈̂ ôÓ˚ ¢ Ï̂ò
î#˛ôÖy!ò ì˛yÓ˚ ãµˆÏú xÑ˛yÓ˚ˆÏí–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı xòyÓüƒÑ˛
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WHAT divine drink wouldst thou have, my God,
from this overflowing cup of my life ?

My poet, is it thy delight to see thy creation through
my eyes and to stand at the portals of my ears si-
lently 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 sweet-
ness in me.

65
ˆ£ ˆõyÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yñ ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y ~ ˆî£ ≤Ãyí
Ñ˛# xõ,ì˛ ì%˛!õ â˛y£ Ñ˛!Ó˚ÓyˆÏÓ˚ ˛ôyò–

xyõyÓ˚ òÎ˚ˆÏò ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ !ÓŸªäÈ!Ó
ˆî!ÖÎ˚y ú£ẑ Ïì˛ ¢yï ÎyÎ˚ ì˛Ó Ñ˛!ÓÈÙÙÙÈ
xyõyÓ˚ õ%?ï ◊Ó Ï̂í ò#Ó˚Ó Ó˚!£

ü%!òÎ˚y ú£zˆÏì˛ â˛y£ xy˛ôòyÓ˚ Üyò–
ˆ£ ˆõyÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yñ ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y ~ ˆî£ ≤Ãyí
Ñ˛# xõ,ì˛ ì%˛!õ â˛y£ Ñ˛!Ó˚ÓyˆÏÓ˚ ˛ôyò–

xyõyÓ˚ !â˛ˆÏ_ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢,!T˛Öy!ò
Ó˚!â˛Î˚y ì%̨ !úˆÏäÈ !Ó!â˛e ~Ñ˛ Óyí#–

ì˛y!Ó˚ ¢yˆÏÌñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ !õ!úÎ˚y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ≤Ã#!ì˛
ãyÜyˆÏÎ˚ ì%̨ !úˆÏäÈ xyõyÓ˚ ¢Ñ˛ú Ü#!ì˛ñ
xy˛ôòyˆÏÓ˚ ì%̨ !õ ˆî!ÖäÈ õï%Ó˚ Ó˚ˆÏ¢

xyõyÓ˚ õyG˛yˆÏÓ˚ !òˆÏãˆÏÓ˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y îyò–
ˆ£ ˆõyÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yñ ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y ~ ˆî£ ≤Ãyí–
Ñ˛# xõ,ì˛ ì%˛!õ â˛y£ Ñ˛!Ó˚ÓyˆÏÓ˚ ˛ôyò–
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ã#Óò Îy !â˛Ó˚!îò

Ó˚ˆÏÎ˚ ˆÜˆÏäÈ xy¶˛yˆÏ¢ñ
≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xyˆÏúyˆÏÑ˛ Îy

ˆö˛yˆÏ›˛ òy£z ≤ÃÑ˛yˆÏüñ
ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆü°Ï îy Ï̂ò
ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆü°Ï Üy Ï̂òñ

ˆ£ ˆîÓì˛yñ ì˛y£z xy!ã
!îÓ ì˛Ó ¢Ñ˛y Ï̂üÈÙÙÙÈ

≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xyˆÏúyˆÏÑ˛ Îy
ˆö˛yˆÏ›˛ òy£z ≤ÃÑ˛yˆÏü–

Ñ˛Ìy ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ˆü°Ï Ñ˛ÛˆÏÓ˚
˛ôyˆÏÓ˚ òy£z Ó§y!ïˆÏì˛ñ

Üyò ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ¢%Ó˚ !îˆÏÎ˚
˛ôyˆÏÓ˚ òy£z ¢y!ïˆÏì˛–

Ñ˛# !ò¶,˛ˆÏì˛ â%˛ˆÏ˛ô â%˛ˆÏ˛ô
ˆõy£ò òÓ#òÓ)̊̂ Ï˛ô

!ò!ÖúòÎ˚ò £ˆÏì˛
ë˛yÑ˛y !äÈúñ ¢Öyñ ˆ¢ÈÙÙÙÈ

≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xyˆÏúyˆÏÑ˛ ˆì˛y
ˆö˛yˆÏ›˛ òy£z ≤ÃÑ˛yˆÏü–

ºˆÏõ!äÈ ì˛y£yˆÏÓ˚ úˆÏÎ˚
ˆîˆÏü ˆîˆÏü !ö˛!Ó˚Î˚yñ

ã#Ó Ï̂ò Îy ¶˛yàyÜv ¸̨y
¢Ó£z ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ !á!Ó˚Î˚y–

¢Ó ¶˛y Ï̂Ó ¢Ó Ñ˛y Ï̂ã
xyõyÓ˚ ¢ÓyÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛

üÎ˚ˆÏò fl˛∫˛ôˆÏò ˆÌˆÏÑ˛
ì˛Ó% !äÈú ~Ñ˛y ˆ¢ÈÙÙÙÈ

≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xyˆÏúyˆÏÑ˛ ˆì˛y
ˆö˛yˆÏ›˛ òy£z ≤ÃÑ˛yˆÏü–

Ñ˛ì˛ !îò Ñ˛ì˛ ˆúyˆÏÑ˛
ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚!äÈúñ v z̨£y Ï̂Ó˚ñ

Ó,Ìy !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ ˆÜˆÏäÈ ì˛yÓ˚y
Óy!£ˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ î%Î˚yˆÏÓ˚–

xyÓ˚ ˆÑ˛£ Ó%!G˛ˆÏÓ òyñ
ˆì˛yõy ÈÙÈ ¢yˆÏÌ £ˆÏÓ ˆâ˛òy

ˆ¢£z xyüy ú Ï̂Î˚ !äÈú
xy˛ôòyÓ˚£z xyÑ˛yˆÏüÈÙÙÙÈ

≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xyˆÏúyˆÏÑ˛ ì˛y
ˆö˛yˆÏ›˛ òy£z ≤ÃÑ˛yˆÏü–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 149

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 ; persua-
sion 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.
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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, si-
lently to crown the earth.

And there comes the evening over the lonely mead-
ows 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.

67
~Ñ˛yïyˆÏÓ˚ ì%˛!õ£z xyÑ˛yüñ ì%˛!õ ò#v˛¸–
ˆ£ ¢%®Ó˚ñ ò# Ï̂v ¸̨ ì˛Ó ˆ≤Ãõ ¢%!ò!Óv ¸̨
≤Ã!ì˛ «˛ˆÏí òyòy ÓˆÏí≈ òyòy ÜˆÏrï Ü#ˆÏì˛
õ%?ï ≤Ãyí ˆÓT˛ò Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈ â˛y!Ó˚ !¶˛ Ï̂ì˛–
ˆ¢Ìy v˛z°Ïy v˛yò £yˆÏì˛ ï!Ó˚ fl˛∫í≈Ìyúy
!òˆÏÎ˚ xyˆÏ¢ ~Ñ˛Öy!ò õyï%ˆÏÎ≈Ó˚ õyúy
ò#Ó˚ˆÏÓ ˛ôÓ˚yˆÏÎ˚ !îˆÏì˛ ïÓ˚yÓ˚ úúyˆÏ›˛ó
¢rïƒy xyˆÏ¢ ò¡Àõ%̂ ÏÖ ˆïò%ü)òƒ õyˆÏ‡˛
!â˛£´£#ò ˛ôÌ !îˆÏÎ˚ úˆÏÎ˚ fl˛∫í≈G˛y!Ó˚
˛ô!ÿ˛õ¢õ%o £ˆÏì˛ ¶˛!Ó˚ üy!hs˛Óy!Ó˚–

ì%˛!õ ˆÎÌy xyõyˆÏîÓ˚ xydyÓ˚ xyÑ˛yü
x˛ôyÓ˚ ¢M˛yÓ˚̂ Ï«˛eñ ˆ¢Ìy ü%º ¶˛y¢ó
!îò òy£zñ Ó˚y!e òy£zñ òy£z ãò≤Ãyí#ñ
Óí≈ òy£zñ Ürï òy£zÈÙÙÙÈ òy£z òy£z Óyí#–

˜ò Ï̂Óîƒ 81
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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, turn-
ing it into numberless shapes and folds and
colouring it with hues ever changing.

It is so light and so fleeting, tender and tear-
ful 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 pa-
thetic shadows.

68
ì˛Ó Ó˚!ÓÑ˛Ó˚ xyˆÏ¢ Ñ˛Ó˚ Óyv˛¸y£zÎ˚y

~ xyõyÓ˚ ïÓ˚í# Ï̂ì˛–
¢yÓ˚y!îò myˆÏÓ˚ Ó˚ˆÏ£ ˆÑ˛ò î§yv˛¸y£zÎ˚yñ

Ñ˛# xyˆÏäÈ Ñ˛# â˛yÎ˚ !òˆÏì˛–
Ó˚yˆÏì˛Ó˚ xy§ïyˆÏÓ˚ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÎyÎ˚ ÎˆÏÓñ ãy!òñ
!ò Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÎ˚ Ó!£ ˆõá ÈÙÈ xyÓÓ˚íÖy!òÈÙÙÙÈ
òÎ˚ˆÏòÓ˚ ãˆÏú Ó˚!â˛ì˛ ÓƒyÑ%̨ ú Óyí#

Ö!â˛ì˛ ú!úì˛ Ü# Ï̂ì˛–
òÓ òÓ Ó)̊̂ Ï˛ô ÓÓ˚ˆÏí ÓÓ˚ˆÏò ¶˛!Ó˚
Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛ ú£ ì%̨ !ú ˆ¢£z ˆõáÈÙÈv z̨_Ó˚#–

úá% ˆ¢ â˛˛ôú ˆÑ˛yõú üƒyõú Ñ˛y Ï̂úyñ
ˆ£ !òÓ˚Oòñ ì˛y£z Óy¢ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ¶˛yˆÏúyñ
ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ !îˆÏÎ˚ ì%˛!õ ë˛yÑ˛ xy˛ôòyÓ˚ xyˆÏúy

¢Ñ˛Ó%̊í äÈyÎ˚y!›˛ˆÏì˛–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 29
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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.

69
~ xyõyÓ˚ üÓ˚#ˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ !üÓ˚yÎ˚ !üÓ˚yÎ˚
ˆÎ ≤Ãyíì˛Ó˚AÜõyúy Ó˚y!e!îò ïyÎ˚
ˆ¢£z ≤Ãyí ä%È!›˛Î˚y Ï̂äÈ !ÓŸª!îÜ‰!Óã Ï̂Î˚ñ
ˆ¢£z ≤Ãyí x˛ôÓ)̨̊ ô äÈˆÏ® ì˛ˆÏú úˆÏÎ˚
òy!â˛ˆÏäÈ ¶%̨ ÓˆÏòÈÙÙÙÈ ˆ¢£z ≤Ãyí â%̨ ˆÏ˛ô â%̨ ˆÏ˛ô
Ó¢%ïyÓ˚ õ,!_Ñ˛yÓ˚ ≤Ã!ì˛ ˆÓ˚yõÑ)˛ˆÏ˛ô
ú«˛ ú«˛ ì,˛ˆÏí ì,˛ˆÏí ¢M˛yˆÏÓ˚ £Ó˚ˆÏ°Ïñ
!ÓÑ˛yˆÏü ˛ôÕ‘ˆÏÓ ˛ô%ˆÏ‹ôó ÓÓ˚ˆÏ°Ï ÓÓ˚ˆÏ°Ïñ
!ÓŸªÓƒy˛ô# ãß√õ,ì%̨ ƒÈÙÈ¢õ%o ÈÙÈ ˆîyúyÎ˚
î%!ú Ï̂ì˛ Ï̂äÈ xhs˛£#ò ˆãyÎ˚yÓ˚ ÈÙÈ ¶§̨ y›˛yÎ˚–
Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏì˛!äÈ xò%¶˛Óñ ˆ¢ xòhs˛ ≤Ãyí
x Ï̂AÜ x Ï̂AÜ xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈ õ£#Î˚yò–
ˆ¢£z Î%ÜÎ%ÜyˆÏhs˛Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚y›˛ fl˛ô®ò
xyõyÓ˚ òyv˛¸#ˆÏì˛ xy!ã Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏäÈ òì≈˛ò–

˜ò Ï̂Óîƒ 26
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Is it beyond thee to be glad with the gladness of
this rhythm ? to be tossed and lost and broken
in the whirl of this fearful joy ?

All things rush on, they stop not, they look not
behind, no power can hold them back, they rush
on.

Keeping steps with that restless, rapid music,
seasons come dancing and pass away colours,
tunes, and perfumes pour in endless cascades in
the abounding joy that scatters and gives up and
dies every moment.

70
˛ôyÓ˚!Ó òy !Ñ˛ ˆÎyÜ !îˆÏì˛ ~£z äÈˆÏ® ˆÓ˚ñ

Ö Ï̂¢ ÎyÓyÓ˚ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ ÎyÓyÓ˚ñ
¶˛yàÓyÓ˚£z xyò Ï̂® ˆÓ˚–

˛ôy!ì˛Î˚y Ñ˛yò ü%!ò¢ òy ˆÎ
!îˆÏÑ˛ !îˆÏÑ˛ ÜÜòÈÙÈ õyˆÏG˛
õÓ˚í ÈÙÈ Ó#íyÎ˚ Ñ˛# ¢%Ó˚ Óy Ï̂ã

ì˛˛ôò ÈÙÈ ì˛yÓ˚y ÈÙÈ â˛ˆÏw ˆÓ˚
ãµy!úˆÏÎ˚ xyÜ%ò ˆïˆÏÎ˚ ˆïˆÏÎ˚

ãµúÓyÓ˚£z xyò Ï̂® ˆÓ˚–
˛ôyÜú ÈÙÈ Ñ˛Ó˚y ÜyˆÏòÓ˚ ì˛yˆÏò
ïyÎ˚ ˆÎ ˆÑ˛yÌy ˆÑ˛£zÓy ãyˆÏòñ
â˛yÎ˚ òy !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ !˛ôäÈò ÈÙÈ ˛ôyˆÏòñ

Ó˚Î˚ òy Ó§yïy ÓˆÏrï ˆÓ˚
ú%ˆÏ›˛ ÎyÓyÓ˚ ä%ÈˆÏ›˛ ÎyÓyÓ˚

â˛úÓyÓ˚£z xyò Ï̂® ˆÓ˚–

ˆ¢£z xyò® ÈÙÈ â˛Ó˚í ˛ÈÙÈ ˛ôyˆÏì˛
äÈÎ˚ }ì%˛ ˆÎ ò,ˆÏì˛ƒ õyˆÏì˛ñ
≤’yÓò ÓˆÏ£ ÎyÎ˚ ïÓ˚yˆÏì˛

ÓÓ˚ò ÈÙÈ Ü# Ï̂ì˛ Ü Ï̂rï ˆÓ˚
ˆö˛ˆÏú ˆîÓyÓ˚ ˆäÈˆÏv ¸̨ ˆîÓyÓ˚

õÓ˚ÓyÓ˚£z xyò Ï̂® ˆÓ˚–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 36
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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-separa- tion 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 won-
drous mysteries of curves, casting away all bar-
ren 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 seek-
ing of thee and me.

71
xy!õ xyõyÎ˚ Ñ˛Ó˚Ó ÓˆÏv ¸̨y

~£z ˆì˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õyÎ˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyˆÏúy Ó˚y!àˆÏÎ˚ !îˆÏÎ˚

ˆö˛úÓ Ó˚!àò äÈyÎ˚y–
ì%˛!õ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ Ó˚yÖˆÏÓ î)ˆÏÓ˚ñ
v˛yÑ˛ˆÏÓ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ òyòy ¢%ˆÏÓ˚ñ
xy˛ôòy!Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚£ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚

xyõyÎ˚ !òú Ñ˛yÎ˚y–

!ÓÓ˚£Üyò v z̨‡˛ú ˆÓ Ï̂ã
!ÓŸªÜÜòõÎ˚–

Ñ˛ì˛ Ó˚ˆÏàÓ˚ Ñ˛yß¨y£y!¢ñ
Ñ˛ì˛£z xyüy ÈÙÈ ¶˛Î˚–

Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ ˆë˛v˛z ÁˆÏ‡˛ ˛ôˆÏv˛¸ñ
Ñ˛ì˛ fl˛∫˛ôò ¶˛yˆÏà ÜˆÏv˛¸ñ
xyõyÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ Ó˚!â˛ˆÏú ˆÎ

xy˛ôò ̨ôÓ˚yãÎ˚–

~£z ˆÎ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyv˛¸yúÖy!ò
!îˆÏú ì%˛!õ ë˛yÑ˛yñ

!îÓy!ò!üÓ˚ ì%˛!ú !îˆÏÎ˚
£yãyÓ˚ äÈ!Ó xy§Ñ˛yÈÙÙÙÈ

~!Ó˚ õyˆÏG˛ xy˛ô‰òyˆÏÑ˛ ˆÎ
Ó§yïy ˆÓ˚̂ ÏÖ Ó¢ Ï̂ú ˆ¢ Ï̂ãñ
ˆ¢yãy !Ñ˛ä%È Ó˚yÖˆÏú òyñ ¢Ó

õï%Ó˚ Ó§yˆÏÑ˛ Ó§yˆÏÑ˛–

xyÑ˛yü ã%̂ Ïv ¸̨ xyã ˆú Ï̂Ü Ï̂äÈ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ˆõúy–

î%ˆÏÓ˚ Ñ˛yˆÏäÈ äÈ!v˛¸ˆÏÎ˚ ˆÜˆÏäÈ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ˆÖúy–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ Ü%OÓ˚ˆÏí
Óyì˛y¢ õy Ï̂ì˛ Ñ%̨ OÓ Ï̂òñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ÎyÁÎ˚y ÈÙÈ xy¢yÎ˚

Ñ˛y Ï̂›˛ ¢Ñ˛ú ˆÓúy–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 15
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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 eva-
nescent 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.

72
ˆÑ˛ ˆÜy xhs˛Ó˚ì˛Ó˚ ˆ¢–

xyõyÓ˚ ˆâ˛ì˛òy xyõyÓ˚ ˆÓîòy
ì˛y!Ó˚ ¢%Ü¶˛#Ó˚ ˛ôÓ˚ˆÏü–

xy§!ÖˆÏì˛ xyõyÓ˚ Ó%úyÎ˚ õs˛fñ
ÓyãyÎ˚ £,îÎ˚ ÈÙÈ Ó#íyÓ˚ ì˛s˛fñ
Ñ˛ì˛ xyò Ï̂® ãyÜyÎ˚ äÈ®

Ñ˛ì˛ ¢%̂ ÏÖ î%̂ ÏÖ £Ó˚̂ Ï°Ï–

ˆ¢yòy!ú Ó%̨̊ ôy!ú ¢Ó%̂ Ïã ¢%ò# Ï̂ú
ˆ¢ ~õò õyÎ˚y ˆÑ˛õ Ï̂ò Ü§y!Ì Ï̂úñ
ì˛y!Ó˚ ˆ¢ xyv˛¸yˆÏú â˛Ó˚í Óyv˛¸yˆÏúñ

v%̨ Óy Ï̂ú ˆ¢ ¢%ïy¢Ó˚̂ Ï¢–

Ñ˛ì˛ !îò xyˆÏ¢ Ñ˛ì˛ Î%Ü ÎyÎ˚
ˆÜy˛ôˆÏò ˆÜy˛ôˆÏò ˛ôÓ˚yò ¶%˛úyÎ˚ñ
òyòy ˛ô!Ó˚â˛ˆÏÎ˚ òyòy òyõ úˆÏÎ˚

!ò!ì˛ !ò!ì˛ Ó˚¢ ÓÓ˚̂ Ï°Ï–
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DELIVERANCE is not for me in renuncia- tion. 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 tem-
ple.

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 illumina-
tion of joy, and all my desires ripen into fruits of love.

73
˜ÓÓ˚yÜƒ¢yï Ï̂ò õ%!=˛ñ ˆ¢ xyõyÓ˚ òÎ˚–

x¢ÇÖƒÓrïò ÈÙÈ õy Ï̂G˛ õ£yò®õÎ˚
ú!¶˛Ó õ%!=˛Ó˚ fl ∫̨yî– ~£z Ó¢%ïyÓ˚
õ,!_Ñ˛yÓ˚ ˛ôyeÖy!ò ¶˛!Ó˚ ÓyÓ˚¡∫yÓ˚
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xõ,ì˛ ë˛y!ú !îˆÏÓ x!ÓÓ˚ì˛
òyòyÈÙÈÓí≈ÈÙÈÜrïÈÙÈõÎ˚– ≤Ãî# Į̈̂ ôÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y
¢õhfl˛ ¢Ç¢yÓ˚ ˆõyÓ˚ ú«˛ Ó!ì≈˛Ñ˛yÎ˚
ãµyúyˆÏÎ˚ ì%˛!úˆÏÓ xyˆÏúy ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ !üÖyÎ˚
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õ!®Ó˚ÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛–

£z!wˆÏÎ˚Ó˚ myÓ˚
Ó%̊Âï Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˆÎyÜy¢òñ ˆ¢ ò Ï̂£ xyõyÓ˚–
ˆÎÈÙÈ!Ñ˛ä%È xyò® xyˆÏäÈ î,̂ Ïüƒ ÜˆÏrï ÜyˆÏò
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyò® Ó˚ˆÏÓ ì˛yÓ˚ õyG˛ÖyˆÏò–
ˆõy£ ˆõyÓ˚ õ%!=˛Ó˚)ˆÏ˛ô v˛z!‡˛ˆÏÓ ãµ!úÎ˚yñ
ˆ≤Ãõ ˆõyÓ˚ ¶˛!=˛Ó)̊̂ Ï˛ô Ó˚!£ˆÏÓ ö˛!úÎ˚y–
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THE day is no more, the shadow is upon the
earth. It is time that I go to the stream to fill
my pitcher.

The evening air is eager with the sad music of
the water. Ah, it calls me out into the dusk. In
the lonely lane there is no passer by, the wind
is up, the ripples are rampant in the river.

I know not if I shall come 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.

74
xyÓ̊ òy£z ˆÓ˚ ˆÓúyñ òyõú äÈyÎ˚y

ïÓ̊í# Ï̂ì˛ñ
~Öò â˛ú‰ ˆÓ˚ áyˆÏ›˛ Ñ˛ú¢Öy!ò

¶˛ˆÏÓ˚ !òˆÏì˛–
ãúïyÓ˚yÓ˚ Ñ˛úfl ∫̨̂ ÏÓ˚
¢rïƒyÜÜò xyÑ%̨ ú Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ

Á Ï̂Ó̊ñ v˛yˆÏÑ˛ xyõyÎ˚ ˛ôˆÏÌÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚
ˆ¢£z ïπ!ò Ï̂ì˛–

â˛ú‰ ˆÓ˚ áyˆÏ›˛ Ñ˛ú¢Öy!ò
¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !ò Ï̂ì˛–

~Öò !Óãò ˛ôˆÏÌ Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ òy ˆÑ˛v˛z
xy¢yÈÙÈÎyÁÎ̊yÈÙÙÙÈ

Á Ï̂Ó̊ñ ˆ≤ÃõÈÙÈòî#ˆÏì˛ v˛zˆÏˆÏäÈ ̂ ë˛v˛zñ
v z̨ì˛ú £yÁÎ˚y–

ãy!ò òy xyÓ˚ !ö˛Ó˚Ó !Ñ˛ òyñ
Ñ˛yÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ì˛ xyã £ Ï̂Ó !â˛òyñ

á Ï̂›˛ ˆ¢£z xãyòy ÓyãyÎ˚ Ó#íy
â˛ú‰ ˆÓ˚ áyˆÏ›˛ Ñ˛ú¢Öy!ò

¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚ !ò Ï̂ì˛–
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THY gifts to us mortals fulfil all our needs
and yet run back to thee un- diminished.

The river has its everyday work to do and has-
tens through fields and hamlets ; yet its inces-
sant 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.

75
õì≈̨ ƒÓy¢# Ï̂îÓ˚ ì%̨ !õ Îy !î Ï̂Î˚äÈñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
õˆÏì˛ƒ≈Ó˚ ¢Ñ˛ú xyüy !õ›˛y£zÎ˚y ì˛Ó%
!Ó˚=˛ ì˛y£y òy!£ £Î˚– ì˛yÓ˚ ¢Ó≈ˆÏü°Ï
xy˛ô!ò Ö%§!ãÎ˚y !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ v˛zˆÏjü–

òî# ïyÎ˚ !òì˛ƒÑ˛y Ï̂ãñ ¢Ó≈ Ñ˛õ≈ ¢y!Ó˚
xhs˛£#ò ïyÓ˚y ì˛yÓ˚ â˛Ó˚ˆÏí ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚
!òì˛ƒ ãúyO!úÓ˚)ˆÏ˛ô G˛ˆÏÓ˚ x!òÓyÓ˚–
Ñ%̨ ¢%õ xy˛ôò Ü Ï̂rï ¢õhfl˛ ¢Ç¢yÓ˚
¢¡ô)í≈ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y ì˛Ó% ¢¡ô)í≈ òy £Î˚ñ
ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ˛ô)ãyÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚ ˆü°Ï ˛ô!Ó˚â˛Î˚–
¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚ Ó!M˛ì˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚ ì˛Ó ˛ô)ãy ò Ï̂£–
Ñ˛!Ó xy˛ôòyÓ˚ ÜyˆÏò Îì˛ Ñ˛Ìy Ñ˛ˆÏ£
òyòy ãˆÏò úˆÏ£ ì˛yÓ˚ òyòy xÌ≈ ›˛y!òñ
ˆì˛yõyÈÙÈ˛ôyˆÏò ïyÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚ ˆü°Ï xÌ≈Öy!ò–
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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 ?

76
≤Ã!ì˛!îò xy!õñ ˆ£ ã#Óòfl ∫̨yõ#ñ

î§yv ¸̨yÓ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–
Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˆãyv ¸̨Ñ˛Ó˚ñ ˆ£ ¶%̨ Ó Ï̂òŸªÓ˚ñ

î§yv ¸̨yÓ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ x˛ôyÓ˚ xyÑ˛yˆÏüÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏú
!Óã Ï̂ò !ÓÓ˚̂ Ïú ˆ£ñ

ò¡À£,îˆÏÎ˚ òÎ˚ˆÏòÓ˚ ãˆÏú
î§yv ¸̨yÓ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ !Ó!â˛e ~ ¶˛Ó¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚
Ñ˛õ≈˛ôyÓ˚yÓyÓ˚ ÈÙÈ ˛ôyˆÏÓ˚ ˆ£ñ

!ò!Öú ãÜì˛ã Ï̂òÓ˚ õyG˛y Ï̂Ó˚
î§yv ¸̨yÓ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ~ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó ˆõyÓ˚ Ñ˛yã Î Ï̂Ó
¢õy˛ôò £ Ï̂Ó ˆ£ñ

Á Ï̂Üy Ó˚yãÓ˚yãñ ~Ñ˛yÑ˛# ò#Ó˚̂ ÏÓ
î§yv ¸̨yÓ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ¢¡ø%̂ ÏÖ–
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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.

77
ˆîÓì˛y ˆãˆÏò î)̂ ÏÓ˚ Ó˚£z î§yv ¸̨yˆÏÎ˚ñ

xy˛ôò ˆã Ï̂ò xyîÓ˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˆò–
!˛ôì˛y ÓˆÏú ≤Ãíyõ Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˛ôyˆÏÎ˚ñ

Órï% Ó Ï̂ú î% £yì˛ ï!Ó˚ ˆò–
xy˛ô!ò ì%̨ !õ xì˛ ¢£ã ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õ
xyõyÓ˚ £ˆÏÎ˚ ~ˆÏú ˆÎÌyÎ˚ ˆòˆÏõ
ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÖ Ó%̂ ÏÑ˛Ó˚ õ Ï̂ïƒ ïÛ Ï̂Ó˚

¢AÜ# Ó Ï̂ú ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ Ó!Ó˚ ˆò–

¶˛y£z ì%˛!õ ˆÎ ¶˛y£zˆÏÎ˚ÏÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ ≤Ã¶%˛ñ
ì˛yˆÏîÓ˚ ˛ôyˆÏò ì˛yÑ˛y£z òy ˆÎ ì˛Ó%ñ
¶˛y£ẑ ÏÎ˚Ó˚ ¢yˆÏÌ ¶˛yÜ Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ ˆõyÓ˚ ïò

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ õ%‡˛y ˆÑ˛ò ¶˛!Ó˚ ˆò–
ä%È Ï̂›˛ ~ Ï̂¢ ¢ÓyÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÖ î%̂ ÏÖ
î§yv˛¸y£z ˆÏò ˆì˛y ˆì˛yõyÓ˚£z ¢¡ø%ˆÏÖñ
¢§!˛ôˆÏÎ˚ ≤Ãyí Ñœ̨ y!hs˛!Ó£#ò Ñ˛yˆÏã

≤Ãyí¢yÜˆÏÓ˚ G§˛y!˛ôˆÏÎ˚ ˛ô!v˛¸ ˆò–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 93



¢,!T˛¢rïyò

78
!Ó!ï ˆÎ!îò «˛yhs˛ !îˆÏúò

¢,!T˛ Ñ˛Ó˚yÓ˚ Ñ˛yˆÏã
¢Ñ˛ú ì˛yÓ˚y v˛z‡˛ú ö%˛ˆÏ›˛

ò#ú xyÑ˛yˆÏüÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛
òÓ#ò ¢,!T˛ ¢yõ Ï̂ò ˆÓ˚̂ ÏÖ

¢%Ó˚¢¶˛yÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂ú
äÈyÎ˚y˛ôˆÏÌ ˆîÓ‰ì˛y ¢Óy£z

Ó Ï̂¢ò î Ï̂ú î Ï̂ú–
ÜyˆÏ£ò ì§˛yÓ˚yñ ÚÑ˛# xyò®Ê

~ Ñ˛# ˛ô)í≈ äÈ!Ó–
~ Ñ˛# õs˛fñ ~ Ñ˛# äÈ®ÈÙÙÙÈ

@˘Ã£ â˛w Ó˚!ÓÊÛ

ˆ£òÑ˛y Ï̂ú ¢¶˛yÎ˚ ˆÑ˛ ˆÜy
£‡˛yÍ Ó!ú v˛zˆÏ‡˛

Úˆãƒy!ì˛Ó˚ õyúyÎ˚ ~Ñ˛!›˛ ì˛yÓ˚y
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ˆÜˆÏäÈ ›%˛ˆÏ›˛ÊÛ

!äÈ•ˆÏv˛¸ ˆÜú Ó#íyÓ˚ ì˛s˛f#ñ
ˆÌ Ï̂õ ˆÜú ÜyòÈÙÙÙÈ

£yÓ˚y ì˛yÓ˚y ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ˆÜú
˛ô!v ¸̨ú ¢rïyò–

¢Óy£z ÓˆÏúñ Úˆ¢£z ì˛yÓ˚yˆÏì˛£z
fl˛∫Ü≈ £ì˛ xyˆÏúyÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆ¢£z ì˛yÓ˚y›˛y£z ¢ÓyÓ˚ ÓˆÏv˛¸yñ
¢ÓyÓ˚ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ¶˛y Ï̂úy–Û

ˆ¢!îò £ Ï̂ì˛ ãÜÍ xy Ï̂äÈ
ˆ¢£z ì˛yÓ˚y!›˛Ó˚ ˆÖ§y Ï̂ãÈÙÙÙÈ

ì,˛!Æ òy!£ !îˆÏòñ Ó˚yˆÏe
â˛«%̨  òy!£ ˆÓy Ï̂ã–

¢Óy£z Ó Ï̂úñ Ú¢Ñ˛ú ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚
ì˛yˆÏÓ˚£z ˛ôyÁÎ˚y â˛y£z–Û

¢Óy£z Ó Ï̂úñ Úˆ¢ !Ü Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ
¶%˛Óò Ñ˛yòy ì˛y£zÊ

ü%ï% Ü¶˛#Ó˚ Ó˚y!eˆÏÓúyÎ˚
hfl˛kï ì˛yÓ˚yÓ˚ îˆÏú

Ú!õÌƒy ˆÖ§yãyñ ¢Óy£z xy Ï̂äÈÛ
ò#Ó˚Ó ˆ£ Ï̂¢ Ó Ï̂ú–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı £yÓ˚yïò

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 some-
where 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 un- ceasing 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 !
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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 noth-
ing 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.

79
Î!î ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆîÖy òy ˛ôy£zñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ

~ÓyÓ˚ ~ ã#Ó Ï̂ò
ì˛ Ï̂Ó ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ xy!õ ˛ôy£z !ò ˆÎò

ˆ¢ Ñ˛Ìy Ó˚Î˚ õ Ï̂ò–
ˆÎò ¶%˛ˆÏú òy Îy£zñ ˆÓîòy ˛ôy£z

üÎ˚ˆÏò fl ∫̨̨ ôˆÏò–
~ ¢Ç¢yˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ £yˆÏ›˛

xyõyÓ˚ Îì˛£z !îÓ¢ Ñ˛y Ï̂›˛ñ
xyõyÓ˚ Îì˛£z î% £yì˛ ¶˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÁˆÏ‡˛ ïˆÏòñ
ì˛Ó% !Ñ˛ä%È£z xy!õ ˛ôy£z !ò ˆÎò

ˆ¢ Ñ˛Ìy Ó˚Î˚ õ Ï̂ò–
ˆÎò ¶%˛ˆÏú òy Îy£zñ ˆÓîòy ˛ôy£z

üÎ˚ò fl ∫̨̨ ô Ï̂ò–
Î!î xyú¢¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚

xy!õ Ó!¢ ˛ôˆÏÌÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚
Î!î ï%úyÎ˚ üÎ˚ò ˛ôy!ì˛ ¢Îì˛ Ï̂òñ
ˆÎò ¢Ñ˛ú ˛ôÌ£z Óy!Ñ˛ xyˆÏäÈ

ˆ¢ Ñ˛Ìy Ó˚Î˚ õ Ï̂ò–
ˆÎò ¶%˛ˆÏú òy Îy£zñ ˆÓîòy ˛ôy£z

üÎ˚ˆÏò fl ∫̨̨ ôˆÏò–
Îì˛£z v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ £y!¢ñ

á Ï̂Ó˚ Îì˛£z ÓyˆÏã Ó§y!üñ
Á Ï̂Üyñ Îì˛£z Ü,£ ¢yãy£z xyˆÏÎ˚yãˆÏòñ
ˆÎò ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ £Î˚ !ò xyòy

ˆ¢ Ñ˛Ìy Ó˚Î˚ õ Ï̂ò–
ˆÎò ¶%˛ˆÏú òy Îy£zñ ˆÓîòy ˛ôy£z

üÎ˚ˆÏò fl ∫̨̨ ôˆÏò–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 24



¢,!T˛¢rïyò

 80

I AM like a remnant of a cloud of autumn use-
lessly roaming in the sky, O my sun ever-glori-
ous ! 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 morn-
ing, in a coolness of purity transparent.

80
xy!õ üÓ˚ÍˆÏüˆÏ°ÏÓ˚ ˆõˆÏáÓ˚ õˆÏì˛y

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ÜÜ Ï̂ò ÈÙÈ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂í
¢îy£z !ö˛!Ó˚ xÑ˛yÓ˚ˆÏí–
ì%˛!õ xyõyÓ˚ !â˛Ó˚!îˆÏòÓ˚

!îòõ!í ˆÜyÈÙÙÙÈ
xyˆÏãy ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ !Ñ˛Ó˚í ÈÙÈ ˛ôyˆÏì˛
!õ!üˆÏÎ˚ !îˆÏÎ˚ xyˆÏúyÓ˚ ¢yˆÏÌ
ˆîÎ˚ !ò ˆõyˆÏÓ˚ Óy‹ô Ñ˛ÛˆÏÓ˚

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚ü!òÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆì˛yõy £ˆÏì˛ ˛˛ô,ÌÑ˛ £ˆÏÎ˚

ÓÍ¢Ó˚ õy¢ Ü!í–
Á Ï̂Üyñ ~õ!ò ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ £zFäÈy Î!îñ

~õ!ò ˆÖúy ì˛Óñ
ì˛ Ï̂Ó ˆÖúyÁ òÓ òÓ–
ú Ï̂Î˚ xyõyÓ˚ ì%̨ FäÈ Ñ˛!íÑ˛

«˛!íÑ˛ì˛y ˆÜyÈÙÙÙÈ
¢yãyÁ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ÓˆÏí≈ ÓˆÏí≈
v%˛ÓyÁ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ fl˛∫ˆÏí≈
ÓyÎ˚%Ó˚ ˆfl˛ÀyˆÏì˛ ¶˛y!¢ˆÏÎ˚ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚

ˆÖúyÁ ÎÌy˛ ÈÙÈ ì˛ÌyÈÙÙÙÈ
ü)òƒ xyõyÎ˚ !òˆÏÎ˚ Ó˚â˛

!òì˛ƒ !Ó!â˛eì˛y–

Á Ï̂Üyñ xyÓyÓ˚ ÎˆÏÓ £zFäÈy £ˆÏÓ
¢yAÜ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚y ˆÖúy

ˆáyÓ˚ !òü#ÌÈÙÈÓ˚y!eˆÏÓúy–
x◊%ïyˆÏÓ˚ G˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÎyÓ

xrïÑ˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ̂ ÜyÈÙÙÙÈ
≤Ã¶˛yì˛ ÈÙÈ Ñ˛y Ï̂ú Ó˚̂ ÏÓ ˆÑ˛Óú
!òõ≈úì˛y ü%ºü#ì˛úñ
ˆÓ˚Öy!Ó£#ò õ%=˛ xyÑ˛yü

£y¢ Ï̂Ó â˛y!Ó˚ ïy Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ ˆÖúy !õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ Îy Ï̂Ó

ˆãƒy!ì˛¢yÜÓ˚ ÈÙÈ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚–

ˆÖÎ˚y ı ú#úy
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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 rip-
ening flowers into fruitfulness.

I was tired and sleeping on my idle bed and imag-
ined all work had ceased.

In the morning I woke up and found my garden
full with wonders of flowers.

81
cyˆÏG˛ õyˆÏG˛ Ñ˛ì˛ ÓyÓ˚ ¶˛y!Ó Ñ˛õ≈ £#ò
xyã òT˛ £ú ˆÓúyñ òT˛ £ú !îò–

òT˛ £Î˚ òy£zñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ ˆ¢ ¢Ñ˛ú «˛íÈÙÙÙÈ
xy˛ô!ò ì˛yˆÏîÓ˚ ì%˛!õ Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚äÈ @˘Ã£í
ÁˆÏÜy xhs˛Î≈yõ# ̂ îÓÊ xhs˛ˆÏÓ˚ xhs˛ˆÏÓ˚
ˆÜy˛ô Ï̂ò ≤ÃFäÈß¨ Ó˚!£ ˆÑ˛yò xÓ¢ Ï̂Ó˚
Ó#ˆÏãˆÏÓ˚ xAÑ%̨ Ó˚Ó)̊̂ Ï˛ô ì%̨ ˆÏúäÈ ãyÜyˆÏÎ˚ó
õ%Ñ%̨ Ï̂ú ≤Ãfl˛≥%̨ ›˛Ó Ï̂í≈ !î Ï̂Î˚äÈ Ó˚yày Ï̂Î˚ó
ö%̨ ˆÏúˆÏÓ˚ Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚äÈ ö˛ú Ó˚ˆÏ¢ ¢%õï%Ó˚ñ
Ó#ˆÏã ˛ô!Ó˚íì˛ Ü¶≈˛– xy!õ !òoyì%̨ Ó˚
xyú¢ƒüÎƒyÓ˚ Û˛ôˆÏÓ˚ ◊y!hs˛ˆÏì˛ õ!Ó˚Î˚y
ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó!äÈò% ¢Ó Ñ˛õ≈ Ó˚!£ú ˛ô!v ¸̨Î˚y–
≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛ ãy!ÜÎ˚y v z̨!‡˛ ˆõ!úò% òÎ˚òó
ˆî!Öò% ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y xyˆÏäÈ xyõyÓ˚ Ñ˛yòò–
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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.

82
ˆ£ Ó˚y Ï̂ãwñ ì˛Ó £y Ï̂ì˛ Ñ˛yú xhs˛£#ò–

Üíòy ˆÑ˛£ òy Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÈÙÙÙÈ Ó˚y!e xyÓ˚ !îò
xyˆÏ¢ ÎyÎ˚ñ ö%˛ˆÏ›˛ G˛ˆÏÓ˚ Î%ÜÎ%Üyhs˛Ó˚y–
!Óú¡∫ òy!£ˆÏÑ˛y ì˛Óñ òy!£ ì˛Ó cÓ˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
≤Ãì˛#«˛y Ñ˛!Ó˚ˆÏì˛ ãyò– üì˛Ó°Ï≈ ïÛˆÏÓ˚
~Ñ˛!›˛ ˛ô%ˆÏ‹ôÓ˚ Ñ˛!ú ö%˛›˛yÓyÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚
â˛ˆÏú ì˛Ó ï#Ó˚ xyˆÏÎ˚yãò– Ñ˛yú òy£z
xyõyˆÏîÓ˚ £yˆÏì˛ó Ñ˛yv˛¸yÑ˛y!v˛¸ Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ ì˛y£z
¢ˆÏÓ !õˆÏúñ ˆî!Ó˚˛ Ñ˛yˆÏÓ˚y òy!£ ¢ˆÏ£ Ñ˛¶%̨ –
xy Ï̂Ü ì˛y£z ¢Ñ˛ Ï̂úÓ˚ ¢Ó ˆ¢Óyñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
ˆü°Ï Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ !îˆÏì˛ !îˆÏì˛ ˆÑ˛ˆÏ›˛ ÎyÎ˚ Ñ˛yúÈÙÙÙÈ
ü)òƒ ˛ôˆÏv˛¸ ÌyˆÏÑ˛ñ £yÎ˚ñ ì˛Ó ˛ô)ãyÌyú–

x¢õˆÏÎ˚ ä%ÈˆÏ›˛ xy!¢ñ õˆÏò Óy!¢ ¶˛Î˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
~ Ï̂¢ ˆî!Öñ ÎyÎ˚ òy£z ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢õÎ˚–
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MOTHER, I shall weave a chain of pearls
for thy neck with my tears of sorrow.

The stars have wrought their anklets of
light to deck thy feet, but mine will hang
upon thy breast.

Wealth and fame come from thee and it
is for thee to give or to withhold them.
But this my sorrow is absolutely mine
own, and when I bring it to thee as my
offering thou rewardest me with thy
grace.

83
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ ÌyúyÎ˚ ¢yãyÓ xyã

î%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ x◊%ïyÓ˚–
ãòò# ˆÜyñ Ü§yÌÓ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚

ÜúyÓ˚ õ%=˛y£yÓ˚–
â˛w¢)Î≈ ̨ ôyˆÏÎ˚Ó˚ Ñ˛yˆÏäÈ
õyúy £ˆÏÎ˚ ã!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ xyˆÏäÈñ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ó%ˆÏÑ˛ ˆüy¶˛y ˛ôyˆÏÓ xyõyÓ˚
î%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ xúÇÑ˛yÓ˚–

ïò ïyòƒ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ ïòñ
Ñ˛# Ñ˛Ó˚̂ ÏÓ ì˛y Ñ˛Á–

!îˆÏì˛ â˛yÁ ˆì˛y !îˆÏÎ˚y xyõyÎ˚ñ
!òˆÏì˛ â˛yÁ ˆì˛y úÁ–

î%ÉÖ xyõyÓ˚ á Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ !ã!ò¢ñ
Ö§y!›˛ Ó˚ì˛ò ì%˛£z ˆì˛y !â˛!ò¢ÈÙÙÙÈ

ˆì˛yÓ˚ ≤Ã¢yî !îˆÏÎ˚ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ !Ñ˛!ò¢ñ
~ ˆõyÓ˚ x£ÇÑ˛yÓ˚–
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¢,!T˛¢rïyò

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 si-
lence all night from star to star and becomes
lyric among rustling leaves in rainy dark-
ness 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.

84
ˆ£!Ó˚ x£Ó˚£ ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚£‰

¶%̨ ÓˆÏò ¶%̨ ÓˆÏò Ó˚yˆÏã ˆ£–
Ñ˛ì˛ Ó˚)˛ô ïÛˆÏÓ˚ Ñ˛yòˆÏò ¶)˛ïˆÏÓ˚

xyÑ˛y Ï̂ü ¢yÜ Ï̂Ó˚ ¢y Ï̂ã ˆ£–
¢yÓ˚y !ò!ü ï!Ó˚ ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚ ì˛yÓ˚yÎ˚
x!òˆÏõ°Ï ˆâ˛yˆÏÖ ò#Ó˚ˆÏÓ î§yv˛¸yÎ˚ñ
˛ôÕ‘Óî Ï̂ú ◊yÓíïyÓ˚yÎ˚

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ !ÓÓ˚£ ÓyˆÏã ˆ£–

á Ï̂Ó˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ xy!ã Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÓîòyÎ˚
ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ Ü¶˛#Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚£ áòyÎ˚ñ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆ≤Ã Ï̂õ £yÎ˚ Ñ˛ì˛ Óy¢òyÎ˚

Ñ˛ì˛ ¢%̂ ÏÖ î%̂ ÏÖ Ñ˛y Ï̂ã ˆ£–
¢Ñ˛ú ã#Óò v z̨îy¢ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y
Ñ˛ì˛ ÜyˆÏò ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚ Ü!úÎ˚y G˛!Ó˚Î˚y
ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚£ v˛z!‡˛ˆÏäÈ ¶˛!Ó˚Î˚y

xyõyÓ˚ !£Î˚yÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ ˆ£–
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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.

85
≤Ã¶%̨ Ü,£ £ Ï̂ì˛ xy!¢ Ï̂ú ˆÎ!îò

Ó# Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ îú
ˆ¢!îò ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ !äÈú ˆÎ ú%Ñ˛y Ï̂òy

!Ó˛ô%ú ÓúÊ
ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ïõ≈ñ xfl˛f ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ñ
«˛#í î!Ó˚o x!ì˛ÈÙÈx¢£yÎ˚ñ
â˛y!Ó˚ !îÑ˛ £ˆÏì˛ ~ˆÏ¢ˆÏäÈ xyáyì˛

xòÜ≈úÈÙÙÙÈ
≤Ã¶%̨ Ü,£ £ Ï̂ì˛ xy!¢ Ï̂ú ˆÎ!îò

Ó# Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ îú
≤Ã¶%̨ Ü,£õy Ï̂G˛ !ö˛!Ó˚̂ Ïú ˆÎ!îò

Ó# Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ îú
ˆ¢!îò ˆÑ˛yÌyÎ˚ ú%Ñ˛y Ï̂úy xyÓyÓ˚

!Ó˛ô%ú ÓúÊ
ïò% üÓ˚ x!¢ ˆÑ˛yÌy ˆÜú Ö!¢ñ
üy!hs˛Ó˚ £y!¢ v z̨!‡˛ú !ÓÑ˛!üÈÙÙÙÈ
â˛ Ï̂ú ˆÜ Ï̂ú Ó˚y!Ö ¢yÓ˚y ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ˚

¢Ñ˛ú ö˛úñ
≤Ã¶%̨ Ü,£õy Ï̂G˛ !ö˛!Ó˚̂ Ïú ˆÎ!îò

Ó# Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ îú–
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DEATH, thy servant, is at my door. He
has crossed the unknown sea and brought
thy call to my home.

The night is dark and my heart is fearful
yet I will take up the lamp, open my gates
and bow to him my welcome. It is thy
messenger who stands at my door.

I will worship him with folded hands, and
with tears. I will worship him placing at
his feet the treasure of my heart.

He will go back with his errand done,
leaving a dark shadow on my morning ;
and in my desolate home only my forlorn
self will remain as my last offering to thee.

86
˛ ôy‡˛y£zˆÏú xy!ã õ,ì%˛ƒÓ˚ î)ì˛

xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ myˆÏÓ˚ñ
ì˛Ó xy£πyò Ñ˛!Ó˚ ˆ¢ Ó£ò

˛ôyÓ˚ £ˆÏÎ˚ ~ú ˛ôyˆÏÓ˚–

xy!ã ~ Ó˚ãò# !ì˛!õÓ˚ ÈÙÈ xy§ïyÓ˚ñ
¶˛Î˚¶˛yÓ˚yì%̨ Ó˚ £,îÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ñ
ì˛Ó% î#˛ô £yˆÏì˛ Ö%!ú !îÎ˚y myÓ˚

ò!õÎ˚y ú£zÓ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚–

˛ôy‡˛y£zˆÏú xy!ã õ,ì%˛ƒÓ˚ î)ì˛
xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ myˆÏÓ˚–

˛ô)!ãÓ ì˛y£yˆÏÓ˚ ˆãyv˛¸ ÈÙÈ Ñ˛Ó˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚
ÓƒyÑ%̨ ú òÎ˚òã Ï̂úó

˛ô)!ãÓ ì˛y£yˆÏÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚yˆÏòÓ˚ ïò
¢§!˛ôÎ˚y â˛Ó˚íì˛ Ï̂ú–

xyˆÏîü ˛ôyúò Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y ˆì˛yõy!Ó˚
Îy Ï̂Ó ˆÎ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ã¶˛yì˛ xy§ïy!Ó˚ñ
ü)òƒ ¶˛Ó Ï̂ò Ó!¢ ì˛Ó ˛ôy Ï̂Î˚

x!˛ô≈Ó xy˛ôòyˆÏÓ˚–
˛ôy‡˛y£zˆÏú xy!ã õ,ì%˛ƒÓ˚ î)ì˛

xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ myˆÏÓ˚–
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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 full- ness. Let
me for once feel that lost sweet touch in
the allness of the universe.

87
xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ˆÏì˛ xyÓ˚ òy ˆÎ òy£zÈÙÙÙÈ
Îy£z xyÓ˚ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ xy!¢ñ Ö%§!ãÎ˚y òy ˛ôy£z–
xyõyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ˆÏì˛ñ òyÌñ ~£z›%˛Ñ%˛ fiÌyò
ˆ¢Ìy £ Ï̂ì˛ Îy £yÓ˚yÎ˚ ˆõ Ï̂ú òy ¢rïyò–
xòhs˛ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ Ü,£ñ !ÓŸªõÎ˚ ïyõÈÙÙÙÈ
ˆ£ òyÌñ Ö%§!ã Ï̂ì˛ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ ˆ¢Ìy xy!¢úyõ–
î§yv ¸̨y Ï̂úõ ì˛Ó ¢rïƒyÜÜ Ï̂òÓ˚ ì˛ Ï̂úñ
â˛y!£úyõ ˆì˛yõyÈÙÈ ˛ôy Ï̂ò òÎ˚̂ ÏòÓ˚ ã Ï̂ú–
ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy õ%Ö ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy ¢%Öñ xyüyì,˛°Ïy ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy
ˆÎÌy £ˆÏì˛ £yÓ˚y£zˆÏì˛ ˛ôyˆÏÓ˚ òy Ñ˛ÖˆÏòyñ
ˆ¢ÌyÎ˚ ~ˆÏò!äÈ ˆõyÓ˚ ˛ô#!v˛¸ì˛ ~ !£Î˚yÈÙÙÙÈ
îyÁ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ñ îyÁ ì˛yˆÏÓ˚ñ îyÁ v%˛Óy£zÎ˚y–
áˆÏÓ˚  ˆõyÓ˚ òy!£ xyÓ˚ ˆÎ xõ,ì˛Ó˚¢
!ÓŸªÈÙÈõyˆÏG˛ ˛ôy£z ˆ¢£z £yÓ˚yˆÏòy ˛ôÓ˚ü–
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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 flow-
ers the flowers that for your worship are
offered no more.

Your worshipper of old wanders ever long-
ing 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
unworshipped in deathless neglect.

88
¶˛yày ˆîv ẑ̨ ÏúÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yÊ

ì˛Ó Ó®òy Ó˚!â˛ˆÏì˛ñ !äÈß¨y
Ó#íyÓ˚ ì˛s˛f# !ÓÓ˚ì˛y–

¢rïƒyÜÜ Ï̂ò ˆáy Ï̂°Ï òy üC
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xyÓ˚!ì˛ ÈÙÈ ÓyÓ˚ì˛y–

ì˛Ó õ!®Ó˚ !fiÌÓ˚ÜΩ˛#Ó˚
¶˛yày ˆîv ẑ̨ ÏúÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yÊ

ì˛Ó ãò£#ò ¶˛Ó Ï̂ò
ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ xy Ï̂¢ ÓƒyÑ%̨ ú Ürï

òÓÓ¢hs˛˛ôÓ Ï̂ò–
ˆÎ ö%˛ˆÏú Ó˚ˆÏâ˛ !ò ˛ô)ãyÓ˚ xá≈ƒñ

Ó˚yˆÏÖ !ò Á Ó˚yày â˛Ó˚ˆÏõñ
ˆ¢ ö%˛ú ˆö˛y›˛yÓ˚ xyˆÏ¢ ¢õyâ˛yÓ˚

ãò£#ò ¶˛yày ¶˛Ó Ï̂ò–
˛

˛ô)ãy£#ò ì˛Ó ˛ô)ãy!Ó˚
ˆÑ˛yÌy ¢yÓ˚y!îò !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ v˛zîy¢#ò

Ñ˛yÓ˚ ≤Ã¢y Ï̂îÓ˚ !¶˛Öy!Ó˚Ê
ˆÜyï)!úˆÏÓúyÎ˚ ÓˆÏòÓ˚ äÈyÎ˚yÎ˚

!â˛Ó˚ÈÙÈv z̨̨ ôÓy¢ ÈÙÈ ¶%̨ Öy!Ó˚
¶˛yày õ!®ˆÏÓ˚ xyˆÏ¢ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚

˛ô)ãy£#ò ì˛Ó ˛ô)ãy!Ó˚–
¶˛yày ˆîv ẑ̨ ÏúÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛yÊ

Ñ˛ì˛ v z̨Í¢Ó ££zú ò#Ó˚Óñ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˛ô)ãy!òüy !ÓÜì˛yÊ

Ñ˛ì˛ !ÓãÎ˚yÎ˚ òÓ#ò ≤Ã!ì˛õy
Ñ˛ì˛ ÎyÎ˚ Ñ˛ì˛ Ñ˛Ó ì˛yÈÙÙÙÈ

ü%ï% !â˛Ó˚!îò ÌyˆÏÑ˛ ˆ¢Óy£#ò
¶˛yày ˆîv ẑ̨ ÏúÓ˚ ˆîÓì˛y–

Ñ˛“òy ı ¶˛@¿õ!®Ó˚
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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  gar-
den, 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 !

89
ˆÑ˛yúy£ú ˆì˛y ÓyÓ˚í £ú

~ÓyÓ˚ Ñ˛Ìy Ñ˛yˆÏò Ñ˛yˆÏò–
~Öò £ Ï̂Ó ≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚ xyúy˛ô

ˆÑ˛Óúõye Üy Ï̂ò Üy Ï̂ò–
Ó˚yãyÓ˚ ˛ôˆÏÌ ˆúyÑ˛ ä%ÈˆÏ›˛ˆÏäÈñ
ˆÓâ˛yˆÏÑ˛òyÓ˚ £§yÑ˛ v˛zˆÏ‡˛ˆÏäÈñ

xyõyÓ˚ ä%È!›˛ xˆÏÓúyˆÏì˛£z
!îòî%̨ ô%̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ õïƒÖy Ï̂òÈÙÙÙÈ

Ñ˛yˆÏãÓ˚ õyˆÏG˛ v˛yÑ˛ ˛ôˆÏv˛¸ˆÏäÈ
ˆÑ˛ò ˆÎ ì˛y ˆÑ˛£zz Óy ãyˆÏò–

ˆõyÓ˚ Ñ˛yòˆÏò xÑ˛yˆÏú ö%˛ú
v z̨‡%̨ Ñ˛ ì˛ˆÏÓ õ%O!Ó˚Î˚y–

õïƒ!îˆÏò ˆõÔõy!äÈÓ˚y
ˆÓv ¸̨yÑ˛ õ,î% Ü%O!Ó˚Î˚y–

õ®ÈÙÈ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓ˚ m Ï̂®µ ˆÖ Ï̂›˛
ˆÜˆÏäÈ ˆì˛y !îò xˆÏòÑ˛ ˆÑ˛ˆÏ›˛ñ

x¢ú ÈÙÈ ˆÓúyÓ˚ ˆÖúyÓ˚ ¢y!Ì
~ÓyÓ˚ xyõyÓ˚ £,îÎ˚ ›˛yˆÏò–

!Óòy ÈÙÈ Ñ˛yˆÏãÓ˚ v˛yÑ˛ ˛ôˆÏv˛¸ˆÏäÈ
ˆÑ˛ò ˆÎ ì˛y ˆÑ˛£z Óy ãyˆÏò–
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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.

90
õÓ˚ò ˆÎ!îò !î Ï̂òÓ˚ ˆü Ï̂°Ï

xy¢ˆÏÓ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ î%Î˚yˆÏÓ˚
ˆ¢!îò ì%˛!õ Ñ˛# ïò !îˆÏÓ v˛z£yˆÏÓ˚–

¶˛Ó˚y xyõyÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚yòÖy!ò
¢¡ø%ˆÏÖ ì˛yÓ˚ !îÓ xy!òñ

ü)òƒ !ÓîyÎ˚ Ñ˛Ó˚Ó òy ˆì˛y v z̨£yˆÏÓ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
õÓ˚í ˆÎ!îò xy¢ Ï̂Ó xyõyÓ˚ î%Î˚y Ï̂Ó˚–

Ñ˛ì˛ üÓ˚Í ÈÙÈ Ó¢hs˛ ÈÙÈ Ó˚yì˛ñ
Ñ˛ì˛ ¢rïƒyñ Ñ˛ì˛ ≤Ã¶˛yì˛

ã#Óò˛ôy Ï̂e Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÎ Ó˚¢ ÓÓ˚̂ Ï°ÏÈÙÙÙÈ
Ñ˛ì˛£z ö˛ˆÏú Ñ˛ì˛£z ö%˛ˆÏú
£,îÎ˚ xyõyÓ˚ ¶˛!Ó˚ ì%˛ˆÏú

î%ÉÖ¢%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ xy Ï̂úyäÈyÎ˚yÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚̂ Ïü–

ÎyÈÙÈ!Ñ˛ä%È ˆõyÓ˚ ¢!M˛ì˛ ïò
~ì˛!î Ï̂òÓ˚ ¢Ó xy Ï̂Î˚yãò

â˛Ó˚õ !î Ï̂ò ¢y!ã Ï̂Î˚ !îÓ v z̨£y Ï̂Ó˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
õÓ˚í ˆÎ!îò xy¢ Ï̂Ó xyõyÓ˚ î%Î˚y Ï̂Ó˚–
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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 gar-
land is ready for the bridegroom. After the
wedding the bride shall leave her home and
meet her lord alone in the  solitude of night.

91
Á Ï̂Üy xyõyÓ˚ ~£z ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ˚

ˆü°Ï ̨ ô!Ó˚˛ô)í≈ì˛y
õÓ˚íñ xyõyÓ˚ õÓ˚íñ ì%̨ !õ

Ñ˛Á xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛Ìy–
¢yÓ˚y ãòõ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ úy!Ü
≤Ã!ì˛!îò ˆÎ xy!äÈ ãy!Üñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÓˆÏ£ ˆÓv˛¸y£z

î%ÉÖ¢%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ ÓƒÌy–
õÓ˚íñ xyõyÓ˚ õÓ˚íñ ì%̨ !õ

Ñ˛Á xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛Ìy–

Îy ˆ˛ôˆÏÎ˚!äÈñ Îy £ˆÏÎ˚!äÈñ
ÎyÈÙÈ!Ñ˛ä%È ˆõyÓ˚ xyüyñ

òy ˆãˆÏò ïyÎ˚ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˛ôyˆÏò
¢Ñ˛ú ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy¢y–

!õúò £ Ï̂Ó ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢y Ï̂Ìñ
~Ñ˛!›˛ ü%ï% î,!T˛˛ôyˆÏì˛ñ
ã#ÓòÓï) £ Ï̂Ó ˆì˛yõyÓ˚

!òì˛ƒÈÙÈxò%Üì˛y–
õÓ˚íñ xyõyÓ˚ õÓ˚íñ ì%̨ !õ

Ñ˛Á xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛Ìy–
ÓÓ˚íõyúy Ü§yÌy xy Ï̂äÈ

xyõyÓ˚ !â˛_õyˆÏG˛ñ
Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó ò#Ó˚Ó £y¢ƒõ%̂ ÏÖ

xy¢ Ï̂Ó Ó Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ¢y Ï̂ã–
ˆ¢!îò xyõyÓ˚ Ó˚ˆÏÓ òy áÓ˚ñ
ˆÑ˛v z̨ÈÙÈÓy xy˛ôò ̂ Ñ˛v z̨ÈÙÈÓy ̨x˛ôÓ˚ñ
!Óãò Ó˚yˆÏì˛ ˛ô!ì˛Ó˚ ¢yˆÏÌ

!õú Ï̂Ó ˛ô!ì˛Ó ì˛y–
õÓ˚íñ xyõyÓ˚ õÓ˚íñ ì%̨ !õ

Ñ˛Á xyõy Ï̂Ó˚ Ñ˛Ìy–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 116
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I KNOW that the day will come when my
sight of this earth shall be lost, and life will
take its leave in silence, drawing the last
curtain over my eyes.

Yet stars will watch at night, and morning
rise as before, and hours heave like sea
waves casting up pleasures and pains.

When 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.

92
~Ñ˛!îò ~£z ˆîÖy £ˆÏÎ˚ ÎyˆÏÓ ˆü°Ïñ
˛ô!v˛¸ˆÏÓ òÎ˚òÈÙÈÛ ˛ôˆÏÓ˚ x!hs˛õ !òˆÏõ°Ï–
˛ôÓ˚!îˆÏò ~£zõˆÏì˛y ˆ˛ôy£y£zˆÏÓ Ó˚yì˛ñ
ãy@˘Ãì˛ ãÜÍÈÙÈ˛Û˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ ãy!Ü Ï̂Ó ≤Ã¶˛yì˛–
Ñ˛úÓ˚̂ ÏÓ â˛!ú Ï̂ÓÑ˛ ¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˆÖúyñ
¢%̂ ÏÖ î%É Ï̂Ö á Ï̂Ó˚ á Ï̂Ó˚ Ó!£ Îy Ï̂Ó ˆÓúy–
ˆ¢ÈÙÈÑ˛Ìy fl˛øÓ˚í Ñ˛!Ó˚ !ò!ÖˆÏúÓ˚ ˛ôyˆÏò
xy!õ xy!ã ˆâ˛ˆÏÎ˚ xy!äÈ v z̨Í¢%Ñ˛ òÎ˚yˆÏò–
Îy£y !Ñ˛ä%È ˆ£!Ó˚ ˆâ˛yˆÏÖ ˆâ˛yˆÏÖ˛ !Ñ˛ä%È ì%̨ FäÈ òÎ˚ó
¢Ñ˛!ú î%ú≈¶˛ ÓÛ Ï̂ú xy!ã õ Ï̂ò £Î˚–
î%ú≈¶˛ ~ ïÓ˚í#Ó˚ ˆúüì˛õ fiÌyò
î%ú≈¶˛ ~ ãÜ Ï̂ì˛Ó˚ ÓƒÌ≈ì˛õ ≤Ãyí–
Îy ˛ôy£z !ò ì˛yÁ ÌyÑ‰˛ñ Îy ˆ˛ôˆÏÎ˚!äÈ ì˛yÁÈÙÙÙÈ
ì%̨ FäÈ ÓÛˆÏú Îy â˛y£z !ò ì˛y£z ˆõyˆÏÓ˚ îyÁ–

˜â˛ì˛y!ú ı î%ú≈¶˛ ãß√
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ˆ˛ôˆÏÎ˚!äÈ ä%È!›˛ñ !ÓîyÎ˚ ˆîˆÏ£yñ ¶˛y£zñ
¢Óy Ï̂Ó˚ xy!õ ≤Ãíyõ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Îy£z–

!ö˛Ó˚yˆÏÎ˚ !îò% myˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ â˛y!Óñ
Ó˚y!Ö òy xyÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ îy!Óñ

¢ÓyÓ˚ xy!ã ≤Ã¢yîÓyí# â˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
¢Óy Ï̂Ó˚ xy!õ ≤Ãíyõ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Îy£z–

x Ï̂òÑ˛ !îò !äÈúyõ ≤Ã!ì˛ Ï̂Óü#ñ
!î Ï̂Î˚!äÈ Îì˛ !ò Ï̂Î˚!äÈ ì˛yÓ˚ ˆÓ!ü–

≤Ã¶˛yì˛ £ Ï̂Î˚ ~ Ï̂¢ Ï̂äÈ Ó˚y!ì˛ñ
˛ !ò!ÓÎ˚y ˆÜú ˆÑ˛y Ï̂íÓ˚ Óy!ì˛ñ
˛ôˆÏv˛¸ˆÏäÈ v˛yÑ˛ â˛ˆÏú!äÈ xy!õ ì˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
¢Óy Ï̂Ó˚ xy!õ ≤Ãíyõ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Îy£z–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 26
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I HAVE got my leave. Bid me farewell,
my brothers 1 1 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 re-
ceived more than I could give. Now the
day has dawned and the lamp that lit my
dark corner is out. A summons has come
and I am ready for my journey.
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~ÓyÓ̊ ˆì˛yÓ˚y xyõyÓ˚ ÎyÓyÓ˚ ˆÓúyˆÏì˛

¢Óy£z ãÎ˚ïπ!ò Ñ˛Ó˚ñ
ˆ¶˛yˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ xyÑ˛yü Ó˚yày £ú ˆÓ˚ñ

xyõyÓ˚ ˛ôÌ £ú ¢%®Ó˚
!Ñ˛ !òˆÏÎ˚ ÎyÓ ˆ¢Ìy
ÁˆÏÜy ˆì˛yÓ˚y ¶˛y!Ó¢ ˆò ì˛yñ
ü)òƒ £y Ï̂ì˛£z â˛úÓñ Ó!£ Ï̂Î˚

xyõyÓ˚ ÓƒyÑ%̨ ú xhs˛Ó˚–

õyúy ˛ô Ï̂Ó˚ ÎyÓ !õúòÈÙÈ ˆÓ Ï̂üñ
xyõyÓ˚ ˛ô!ÌÑ˛ÈÙÈ¢Iy òÎ˚–

Óyïy !Ó˛ôî xyˆÏäÈ õyˆÏG˛Ó˚ ˆîˆÏüñ
õˆÏò Ó˚y!Ö ˆò ˆ¢£z ¶˛Î˚–

Îyey ÎÖò £ Ï̂Ó ¢yÓ˚y
v z̨‡˛ Ï̂Ó ãµ̂ Ïú ¢rïƒyì˛yÓ˚yñ
˛ô)Ó˚Ó#ˆÏì˛ Ñ˛Ó˚%í Ó§yü!Ó˚ñ

my Ï̂Ó̊ Óyã Ï̂Ó õï%Ó˚ fl ∫̨Ó˚–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 21
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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 redbrown dress of the traveller,
and though there are dangers on the way
I have no fear in my mind.

The evening star will come out when my
voyage is done and the plaintive notes of
the twilight melodies be struck up from
the King's gateway.
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95
ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ !¢Ç£my Ï̂Ó˚ ˛ô!üò% ˆÎÈÙÈ«˛ Ï̂í
~ xyŸªÎ≈ ¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ õ£y!ò Ï̂Ñ˛ì˛ Ï̂òñ
ˆ¢ «˛í xK˛yì˛ ˆõyÓ˚– ˆÑ˛yò‰ ü!=˛ ˆõyˆÏÓ˚
ö%˛›˛y£zú ~ !Ó˛ô%ú Ó˚£ˆÏ¢ƒÓ˚ ˆÑ ˛yˆÏv˛¸
xï≈Ó˚yˆÏe õ£yÓ˚ˆÏíƒ õ%Ñ%̨ ˆÏúÓ˚ õˆÏì˛y–
ì˛Ó% ˆì˛y ≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛ !üÓ˚ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y v˛zß¨ì˛
ÎÖ!ò òÎ˚ò ˆõ!ú !òÓ˚!Öò% ïÓ˚y
Ñ˛òÑ˛!Ñ˛Ó˚íÈÙÈÜ§yïy ò#úy¡∫Ó˚ÈÙÈ˛ôÓ˚yñ
!òÓ˚!Öò% ¢%̂ ÏÖÈÙÈî%É Ï̂ÖÈÙÈÖ!â˛ì˛ ¢Ç¢yÓ˚ñ
ì˛Ö!ò xK˛yì˛ ~£z Ó˚£¢ƒ x˛ôyÓ˚
!ò Ï̂õ Ï̂°Ï£z õ Ï̂ò £ú õyì,̨ Ó«˛¢õ
!òì˛yhs˛£z ˛ô!Ó˚!â˛ì˛ñ ~Ñ˛yhs˛£z õõ–

Ó)̨̊ ô£#ò K˛yòyì˛#ì˛ ¶˛#°Ïí üÑ˛!ì˛
ï Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏäÈ xyõyÓ˚ Ñ˛y Ï̂äÈ ãòò#õ%Ó˚!ì˛–

˜ò Ï̂Óîƒ 89

õ,ì%˛ƒ xK˛yì˛ ˆõyÓ˚– xy!ã ì˛yÓ˚ ì˛ˆÏÓ˚
«˛ˆÏí «˛ˆÏí !ü£!Ó˚Î˚y Ñ§˛y!˛ôˆÏì˛!äÈ v˛ˆÏÓ˚–
¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚ !ÓîyÎ˚ !î Ï̂ì˛ñ xy§!Ö äÈúäÈ!ú
ã#Óò xy§Ñ˛!v˛¸ ï!Ó˚ xy˛ôòyÓ˚ Ó!ú
î%£z ¶%̨ Ï̂ã–

Á Ï̂Ó˚ õ)ë ¸̨ñ ã#Óò ¢Ç¢yÓ˚
ˆÑ˛ Ñ˛!Ó˚Î˚y ˆÓ˚ˆÏÖ!äÈú ~ì˛ xy˛ôòyÓ˚
ãòõõ)£)ì≈˛ £ˆÏì˛ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ xK˛yˆÏì˛ñ
ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ £zFäÈyÓ˚ ˛ô)̂ ÏÓ≈– õ,ì%̨ ƒÓ˚ ≤Ã¶˛yˆÏì˛
ˆ¢£z xˆÏâ˛òyÓ˚ õ%Ö ˆ£!Ó˚!Ó xyÓyÓ˚
õ%£)ˆÏì≈˛ ˆâ˛òyÓ˚ õˆÏì˛yñ ã#Óò xyõyÓ˚
~ì˛ ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy!¢ Ó Ï̂ú £ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈ ≤Ãì˛ƒÎ˚ÈÙÙÙÈ
õ,ì%̨ ƒ Ï̂Ó˚ ~õ!ò ¶˛y Ï̂úy Óy!¢Ó !òÿ˛Î˚–

hfl˛ò £ˆÏì˛ ì%˛ˆÏú !òˆÏú Ñ§˛yˆÏî !üü% v˛ˆÏÓ˚ñ
õ%£)ˆÏì≈˛ xyŸªy¢ ˛ôyÎ˚ !ÜˆÏÎ˚ hfl˛òyhs˛ˆÏÓ˚–

˜ò Ï̂Óîƒ 90
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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 in-
scrutable without name and form had
taken me in its arms in the form of my
own mother.

Even so, in death the same unknown will
appear as ever known to me. And because
I love this life, I know I shall love death
as well.

The child cries out when from the right
breast the mother takes it away, in the
very next moment to find in the left one
its consolation.
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ÎyÓyÓ˚ !îˆÏò ~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛

Ó Ï̂ú ˆÎò Îy£zÈÙÙÙÈ
Îy ˆî Ï̂Ö!äÈ Îy ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚!äÈ

ì%˛úòy ì˛yÓ˚ òy£z–
~£z ˆãƒy!ì˛É¢õ%oõy Ï̂G˛
ˆÎ üì˛îú ˛ôp Ó˚y Ï̂ã
ì˛yÓ˚£z õï% ˛ôyò Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚!äÈñ

ïòƒ xy!õ ì˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
ÎyÓyÓ˚ !îˆÏò ~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛

ãy!ò Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎò Îy£z–

!ÓŸªÓ)̊̂ Į̈ ôÓ˚ ̂ Öúyá Ï̂Ó˚
Ñ˛ì˛£z ˆÜ Ï̂úõ ˆÖ Ï̂úñ

x˛ôÓ˚)˛ôˆÏÑ˛ ̂ îˆÏÖ ̂ ÜˆÏúò
î%!›˛ òÎ˚ò ˆõˆÏú–

˛ôÓ˚ü Î§yˆÏÓ˚ ÎyÎ˚ òy Ñ˛Ó˚y
¢Ñ˛ú ˆî Ï̂£ !î Ï̂úò ïÓ˚yñ
~£zÖy Ï̂ò ˆü°Ï Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚ò Î!î

ˆü°Ï Ñ˛ˆÏÓ˚ !îò ì˛y£zÈÙÙÙÈ
ÎyÓyÓ˚ ˆÓúy ~£z Ñ˛Ìy!›˛

ãy!ò Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎò Îy£z–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 142
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WHEN I go from hence let this be my
parting word, that what I have seen is
unsurpassable.

I have tasted of the hidden honey of this
lotus that expands on the ocean of light,
and thus am I blessed let this be my part-
ing 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.
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xyõyÓ˚ ˆÖúy ÎÖò !äÈú ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢ Ï̂ò

ì˛Öò ˆÑ˛ ì%˛!õ ì˛y ˆÑ˛ ãyòì˛
ì˛Öò !äÈú  òy ¶˛Î˚ñ !äÈú òy úyã õ Ï̂òñ

ã#Óò ÓˆÏ£ ˆÎì˛ xüyhs˛
ì%˛!õ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˆÓúy v˛yÑ˛ !î Ï̂Î˚äÈ Ñ˛ì˛

ˆÎò xyõyÓ˚ xy˛ôò ¢ÖyÓ˚ õˆÏì˛yñ
ˆ£ Ï̂¢ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ¢yˆÏÌ !ö˛ˆÏÓ˚!äÈˆÏúò ä%ÈˆÏ›˛

ˆ¢!îò Ñ˛ì˛ÈÙÈòy ÓòÈÙÈÓòyhs˛–

Á Ï̂Üyñ ˆ¢!îò ì%̨ !õ Üy£ẑ Ïì˛ ˆÎÈÙÈ¢Ó Üyò
ˆÑ˛yˆÏòy xÌ≈ ì˛y£yÓ˚ ˆÑ˛ ãyòì˛–

ü%ï% ¢ Ï̂AÜ ì˛y!Ó˚ Üy£zì˛ xyõyÓ˚ ≤Ãyíñ
¢îy òyâ˛ì˛ £,îÎ˚ xüyhs˛–

£‡˛yÍ ˆÖúyÓ˚ ˆü Ï̂°Ï xyã Ñ˛# ˆî!Ö äÈ!Ó
hfl˛kï xyÑ˛yüñ ò#Ó˚Ó üü# Ó˚!Óñ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ â˛Ó˚í˛ôyˆÏò òÎ˚ò Ñ˛!Ó˚ òì˛
¶%̨ Óò îy!v ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ xyˆÏäÈ ~Ñ˛yhs˛–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 68
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WHEN my play was with thee I never
questioned who thou wert. I knew nor
shyness nor fear, my life was boisterous.

In the early morning thou wouldst call me
from my sleep like my own comrade and
lead me running from glade to glade.

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

Now, when the playtime is over, what is
this sudden sight that is come upon me ?
The world with eyes bent upon thy feet
stands in awe with all its silent stars.
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98
£yÓ˚ÈÙÈõyòy £yÓ˚ ˛ôÓ˚yÓ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ÜˆÏú–
î)̂ ÏÓ˚ Ó˚Ó Ñ˛ì˛ xy˛ôò Ó Ï̂úÓ˚ äÈ Ï̂ú–

ãy!ò xy!õ ãy!òñ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ Îy Ï̂Ó x!¶˛õyòñ
!ò!Óv˛¸ ÓƒÌyÎ˚ ö˛y!›˛Î˚y ˛ô!v˛¸ˆÏÓ ≤Ãyíñ
ü)òƒ !£Î˚yÓ˚ Ó§y!üˆÏì˛ Óy!ãˆÏÓ Üyòñ
˛ ˛ôy°yÏí ì˛Öò Ü!ú Ï̂Ó òÎ˚òã Ï̂ú–

üì˛îúÈÙîú Ö%̂ Ïú Îy Ï̂Ó Ì Ï̂Ó˚ Ì Ï̂Ó˚ñ
ú%Ñ˛yˆÏòy Ó˚ˆÏÓ òy õï% !â˛Ó˚!îòì˛ˆÏÓ˚–

xyÑ˛yü ã%!v˛¸Î˚y â˛y!£ˆÏÓ Ñ˛y£yÓ˚ xy§!Öñ
áˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ Óy!£ˆÏÓ˚ ò#Ó˚ˆÏÓ ú£ẑ ÏÓ v˛y!Ñ˛ñ
!Ñ˛ä%È£z ˆ¢!îò !Ñ˛ä%È£z Ó˚ˆÏÓ òy Óy!Ñ˛ñ

˛ôÓ˚õ õÓ˚í ú!¶˛Ó â˛Ó˚íì˛ Ï̂ú–

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 24
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I WILL deck thee with trophies, garlands
of my defeat. It is never in my power to
escape unconquered.

I surely know my pride will go to the wall,
my life will burst its bonds in ex- ceeding
pain, and my empty heart will sob out in
music like a hollow reed, and the stone will
melt in tears.

I surely know the hundred petals of a lotus
will not remain closed for ever and the se-
cret 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.
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99
xy!õ £yú äÈyv ¸̨̂ Ïú ì˛ˆÏÓ

ì%̨ !õ £yú ïÓ˚̂ ÏÓ ãy!ò–
Îy £ÓyÓ˚ xy˛ô!ò £ˆÏÓñ

!õˆÏäÈ ~£z ›˛yòy›˛y!ò–
ˆäÈˆÏv˛¸ ˆî ˆî ˆÜy ˆäÈˆÏv ¸̨ñ
ò#Ó˚̂ ÏÓ Îy ì%˛£z ˆ£ˆÏÓ˚ñ
ˆÎÖy Ï̂ò xy!äÈ¢ Ó Ï̂¢

ÓˆÏ¢ ÌyÑ‰˛ ¶˛yÜƒ õy!ò–
xyõyÓ˚ ~£z xyˆÏúyÜ%!ú

ˆòˆÏÓ xyÓ˚ ãµy!ú Ï̂Î˚ ì%̨ !úñ
ˆÑ˛Ó!úñ ì˛y!Ó˚ !˛ôˆÏäÈ

ì˛y !òˆÏÎ˚£z Ìy!Ñ˛ ¶%̨ !ú–
~ÓyÓ˚ ~£z xy§ïy Ï̂Ó̊ Ï̂ì˛
Ó˚!£úyõ xy§â˛ú ̂ ˛ôˆÏì˛ñ
ÎÖ!ò Ö%!ü ˆì˛yõyÓ˚

!òˆÏÎ˚y ˆ¢£z xy¢òÖy!ò

Ü#!ì˛õyúƒ 6

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 is this struggle.

Then take away your hands and silently
put up with your defeat, my heart, and
think it your good fortune to sit perfectly
still where you are placed.

These my lamps are blown out at every
little puff of wind, and trying to light
them I forget all else again and again.

But I shall be wise this time and wait in
the dark, spreading my mat on the floor
; and whenever it is thy pleasure, my
lord, come silently and take thy seat here.
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Ó)̨̊ ô ÈÙÈ¢yÜ Ï̂Ó˚ v%̨ Ó !î Ï̂Î˚!äÈ

xÓ˚)˛ô ÈÙÈ Ó˚ì˛ò xyüy Ñ˛!Ó˚ó
áyˆÏ›˛ áyˆÏ›˛ á%Ó˚Ó òy xyÓ˚

¶˛y!¢ Ï̂Î˚ xyõyÓ˚ ã#í≈ ì˛Ó˚#–
¢õÎ˚ ˆÎò £Î˚ ˆÓ˚ ~ÓyÓ˚
ˆë˛v z̨ ÈÙÈ ÖyÁÎ˚y ¢Ó â%̨ !Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆîÓyÓ˚ñ
¢%ïyÎ˚ ~ÓyÓ˚ ì˛!úˆÏÎ˚ !ÜˆÏÎ˚

xõÓ˚ £ Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚Ó õ!Ó˚–

ˆÎ Üyò Ñ˛yˆÏò ÎyÎ˚ òy ˆüyòy
ˆ¢ Üyò ˆÎÌyÎ˚ !òì˛ƒ Óy Ï̂ãñ

≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ˚ Ó#íy !ò Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÓ
ˆ¢£z xì˛ˆÏúÓ˚ ¢¶˛y ÈÙÈ õyˆÏG˛–

!â˛Ó˚!îˆÏòÓ˚ ¢%Ó˚!›˛ ̂ Ó§ˆÏï
ˆü°Ï ÜyˆÏò ì˛yÓ˚ Ñ˛yß¨y ˆÑ§˛ˆÏî
ò#Ó˚Ó !Î!ò ì§˛y£yÓ˚ ˛ôyˆÏÎ˚

ò#Ó˚Ó Ó#íy !îÓ ï!Ó˚–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 47
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I DIVE down into the depth of the ocean of
forms, hoping to gain the perfect pearl of
the formless.

No more sailing from harbour to harbour
with this my weather-beaten boat. The days
are long passed when my sport was to be
tossed on waves.

And now I am eager to die into the death-
less.

Into the audience hall by the fathom less
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.
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101
Üyò !îˆÏÎ˚ ˆÎ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ Ö%§!ã

Óy!£Ó˚ ÈÙÈ õˆÏò
!â˛Ó˚!îÓ¢ ˆõyÓ˚ ã#Ó Ï̂ò–

!òˆÏÎ˚ ˆÜˆÏäÈ Üyò xyõyˆÏÓ˚
áˆÏÓ˚ áˆÏÓ˚ myˆÏÓ˚ myˆÏÓ˚ñ

Üyò !îˆÏÎ˚ £yì˛ Ó%!úˆÏÎ˚ ˆÓv ¸̨y£z
~£z ¶%̨ Ó Ï̂ò–

Ñ˛ì˛ ˆüÖy ˆ¢£z ˆüÖy Ï̂úyñ
Ñ˛ì˛ ˆÜy˛ôò ˛ôÌ ˆîÖyˆÏúyñ

!â˛!òˆÏÎ˚ !îú Ñ˛ì˛ ì˛yÓ˚y
£,î‰ÜÜ Ï̂ò–

!Ó!â˛e ¢%Ö ÈÙÈ î%̂ ÏÖÓ˚ ˆî Ï̂ü
Ó˚£¢ƒˆÏúyÑ˛ á%!Ó˚ˆÏÎ˚ ˆüˆÏ°Ï

¢rïƒy Ï̂ÓúyÎ˚ !ò Ï̂Î˚ ~ú
ˆÑ˛yò‰ ¶˛Ó Ï̂ò–
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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 ?
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ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ !â˛!ò ÓÛ Ï̂ú xy!õ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚!äÈ ÜÓ˚Ó

ˆúy Ï̂Ñ˛Ó˚ õy Ï̂G˛ó
ˆõyÓ˚ xy§Ñ˛y ˛ô Ï̂›˛ ˆî Ï̂Ö Ï̂äÈ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚

x Ï̂òÑ˛ x Ï̂òÑ˛ ¢y Ï̂ã–
Ñ˛ì˛ ã Ï̂ò ~ Ï̂¢ ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ ˆv˛ Ï̂Ñ˛ Ñ˛Î˚
ÚˆÑ˛ ˆÜy ˆ¢Ûñ ü%ïyÎ˚ ì˛Ó ˛ô!Ó˚â˛Î˚

ÚˆÑ˛ ˆÜy ˆ¢ÛÈÙÙÙÈ
ì˛Öò Ñ˛# Ñ˛£zñ òy!£ xy Ï̂¢ Óyí#ñ
xy!õ ü%ï% Ó!ú ÚÑ˛# ãy!ò Ñ˛# ãy!òÛ–
ì%̨ !õ ü%̂ Ïò £y¢ñ ì˛yÓ˚y î%̂ Ï°Ï ˆõyˆÏÓ˚

Ñ˛# ˆîy Ï̂°ÏÊ

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ x Ï̂òÑ˛ Ñ˛y!£ò# Üy!£Î˚y!äÈ xy!õ
x Ï̂òÑ˛ Üy Ï̂ò–

ˆÜy˛ôò ÓyÓ˚ì˛y ú%Ñ˛y Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚y!Ö Ï̂ì˛
˛ôy!Ó˚ !ò xy˛ôò ≤Ãy Ï̂í–

Ñ˛ì˛ ãò ˆõy Ï̂Ó˚ v˛y!Ñ˛Î˚y Ñ˛ Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏäÈñ
ÚÎy Üy!£äÈ ì˛yÓ˚ xÌ≈ Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏäÈ

!Ñ˛ä%È !Ñ˛⁄Û
ì˛Öò Ñ˛# Ñ˛£z òy!£ xy Ï̂¢ Óyí#ñ
xy!õ ü%ï% Ó!ú ÚxÌ≈ Ñ˛# ãy!òÛ–
ì˛yÓ˚y ˆ£ Ï̂¢ ÎyÎ˚ñ ì%̨ !õ £y¢ Ó Ï̂¢

õ%â%̨ !Ñ˛–

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ ãy!ò òyñ !â˛!ò òyñ ~Ñ˛Ìy Ó Ï̂ú ˆì˛y
ˆÑ˛õ Ï̂ò Ó!úÊ

Ö Ï̂ò Ö Ï̂ò ì%̨ !õ v z̨§!Ñ˛ õy!Ó˚ â˛yÁñ
Ö Ï̂ò Ö Ï̂ò ÎyÁ äÈ!ú–

ˆãƒyÍfl ¨̨y!òü# Ï̂Ìñ ˛ô)í≈ üü# Ï̂ì˛ñ
ˆî Ï̂Ö!äÈ ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ˆáyõ›˛y Ö!¢ Ï̂ì˛ÈÙÙÙÈ
xy§!ÖÓ˚ ˛ôú Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆ˛ô Ï̂Î˚!äÈ ˆì˛yõyÎ˚

ú!ÖˆÏì˛–
Ó Ï̂«˛ ¢£¢y v z̨!‡˛Î˚y Ï̂äÈ î%!úñ
xÑ˛yÓ˚̂ Ïí xy§!Ö v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ Ï̂äÈ xyÑ%̨ !úñ
Ó%̂ ÏG˛!äÈ £,î Ï̂Î˚ ˆö˛ Ï̂úäÈ â˛Ó˚í

â˛!Ñ˛ Ï̂ì˛–

ˆì˛yõyÎ˚ Ö Ï̂ò Ö Ï̂ò xy!õ Ó§y!ï Ï̂ì˛ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚!äÈ
Ñ˛ÌyÓ˚ ˆv˛y Ï̂Ó˚–

!â˛Ó˚Ñ˛yú ÈÙÈ ì˛y Ï̂Ó˚ Üy Ï̂òÓ˚ ¢%̂ ÏÓ˚̂ Ïì˛
Ó˚y!Ö Ï̂ì˛ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î˚!äÈ ï Ï̂Ó˚–

ˆ¢yòyÓ˚ äÈ Ï̂® ˛ôy!ì˛Î˚y!äÈ ˛ö§̨ yîñ
Ó§y!ü Ï̂ì˛ ¶˛ Ï̂Ó˚!äÈ ˆÑ˛yõú !òÖyîÈÙÙÙÈ
ì˛Ó% ¢ÇüÎ˚ ãy Ï̂Ü ïÓ˚y ì%̨ !õ

!î Ï̂ú !Ñ˛Ê
Ñ˛yã òy£zÈÙÙÙÈ ì%̨ !õ Îy Ö%!ü ì˛y Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó˚yñ
ïÓ˚y òyÛ£z ˆõyÓ˚ õò £ Ï̂Ó˚yñ
!â˛!ò Óy òy !â˛!ò ≤Ãyí v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ ˆÎò

˛ô%ú!Ñ˛–
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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, "In-
deed, I cannot tell." They blame me and they
go away in scorn. And you sit there
smiling.

I put my tales of you into lasting songs. The
secret gushes out from my heart. They come
and ask me, "Tell me all your meanings." I
know not how to answer them. I say, " Ah,
who knows what they mean ! " They smile
and go away in utter scorn. And you sit there
smiling.
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~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚ñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ

~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚
¢Ñ˛ú ˆî£ ú%!›˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˛ôv Y̨Ñ˛

ˆì˛yõyÓ˚ ~ ¢Ç¢y Ï̂Ó˚–
áò ◊yÓí ÈÙÈ ˆõ Ï̂áÓ˚ õ Ï̂ì˛y
Ó˚ˆÏ¢Ó˚ ¶˛yˆÏÓ˚ ò¡À òì˛

~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚ñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚

¢õhfl˛ õò ˛ô!v˛¸Î˚y ÌyÑ‰˛
ì˛Ó ¶˛ÓòÈÙÈmy Ï̂Ó˚–

òyòy ¢%ˆÏÓ˚Ó˚ xyÑ%˛ú ïyÓ˚y
!õ!ú Ï̂Î˚ !î Ï̂Î˚ xyd£yÓ˚y

~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚ñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚

¢õhfl˛ Üyò ¢õyÆ ˆ£yÑ˛
ò#Ó˚Ó ˛ôyÓ˚yÓyˆÏÓ˚–

£Ç¢ ˆÎõò õyò¢ ÈÙÈ Îye#
ˆì˛õ!ò ¢yÓ˚y !îÓ¢ ÈÙÈ Ó˚y!e

~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚ñ ≤Ã¶%̨ ñ
~Ñ˛!›˛ òõfl˛ÒyˆÏÓ˚

¢õhfl˛ ≤Ãyí v ẑ̨ Ïv ¸̨ â˛ú%Ñ˛
õ£yõÓ˚í ÈÙÈ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚–

Ü#ì˛yO!ú 148

103

IN one salutation to thee, my God, let all
my senses 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 di-
verse 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.


