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			Introduction

			A few days ago I said to a dis­tin­guished Bengali doc­tor of medi­cine, “I know no Ger­man, yet if a trans­la­tion of a Ger­man poet had moved me, I would go to the Brit­ish Mu­seum and find books in Eng­lish that would tell me some­thing of his life, and of the his­tory of his thought. But though these prose trans­la­tions from Ra­bindranath Tagore have stirred my blood as noth­ing has for years, I shall not know any­thing of his life, and of the move­ments of thought that have made them pos­sible, if some In­di­an trav­el­ler will not tell me.” It seemed to him nat­ur­al that I should be moved, for he said, “I read Ra­bindranath every day, to read one line of his is to for­get all the troubles of the world.” I said, “An Eng­lish­man liv­ing in Lon­don in the reign of Richard the Second had he been shown trans­la­tions from Petrarch or from Dante, would have found no books to an­swer his ques­tions, but would have ques­tioned some Florentine banker or Lom­bard mer­chant as I ques­tion you. For all I know, so abund­ant and simple is this po­etry, the new renais­sance has been born in your coun­try and I shall nev­er know of it ex­cept by hearsay.” He answered, “We have oth­er po­ets, but none that are his equal; we call this the epoch of Ra­bindranath. No poet seems to me as fam­ous in Europe as he is among us. He is as great in mu­sic as in po­etry, and his songs are sung from the west of In­dia in­to Burma wherever Bengali is spoken. He was already fam­ous at nine­teen when he wrote his first nov­el; and plays when he was but little older, are still played in Cal­cutta. I so much ad­mire the com­plete­ness of his life; when he was very young he wrote much of nat­ur­al ob­jects, he would sit all day in his garden; from his twenty-fifth year or so to his thirty-fifth per­haps, when he had a great sor­row, he wrote the most beau­ti­ful love po­etry in our lan­guage”; and then he said with deep emo­tion, “words can nev­er ex­press what I owed at sev­en­teen to his love po­etry. After that his art grew deep­er, it be­came re­li­gious and philo­soph­ic­al; all the in­spir­a­tion of man­kind are in his hymns. He is the first among our saints who has not re­fused to live, but has spoken out of Life it­self, and that is why we give him our love.” I may have changed his well-chosen words in my memory but not his thought. “A little while ago he was to read di­vine ser­vice in one of our churches—we of the Brahma Samaj use your word ‘church’ in Eng­lish—it was the largest in Cal­cutta and not only was it crowded, but the streets were all but im­pass­able be­cause of the people.”

			Oth­er In­di­ans came to see me and their rev­er­ence for this man soun­ded strange in our world, where we hide great and little things un­der the same veil of ob­vi­ous com­edy and half-ser­i­ous de­pre­ci­ation. When we were mak­ing the cathed­rals had we a like rev­er­ence for our great men? “Every morn­ing at three—I know, for I have seen it”—one said to me, “he sits im­mov­able in con­tem­pla­tion, and for two hours does not awake from his rev­er­ie upon the nature of God. His fath­er, the Maha Rishi, would some­times sit there all through the next day; once, upon a river, he fell in­to con­tem­pla­tion be­cause of the beauty of the land­scape, and the row­ers waited for eight hours be­fore they could con­tin­ue their jour­ney.” He then told me of Mr. Tagore’s fam­ily and how for gen­er­a­tions great men have come out of its cradles. “Today,” he said, “there are Go­gon­endranath and Abanindranath Tagore, who are artists; and Dwijendranath, Ra­bindranath’s broth­er, who is a great philo­soph­er. The squir­rels come from the boughs and climb on to his knees and the birds alight upon his hands.” I no­tice in these men’s thought a sense of vis­ible beauty and mean­ing as though they held that doc­trine of Ni­et­z­sche that we must not be­lieve in the mor­al or in­tel­lec­tu­al beauty which does not soon­er or later im­press it­self upon phys­ic­al things. I said, “In the East you know how to keep a fam­ily il­lus­tri­ous. The oth­er day the cur­at­or of a mu­seum poin­ted out to me a little dark-skinned man who was ar­ran­ging their Chinese prints and said, ‘That is the hered­it­ary con­nois­seur of the Mi­kado, he is the four­teenth of his fam­ily to hold the post.’ ” He answered, “When Ra­bindranath was a boy he had all round him in his home lit­er­at­ure and mu­sic.” I thought of the abund­ance, of the sim­pli­city of the poems, and said, “In your coun­try is there much pro­pa­gand­ist writ­ing, much cri­ti­cism? We have to do so much, es­pe­cially in my own coun­try, that our minds gradu­ally cease to be cre­at­ive, and yet we can­not help it. If our life was not a con­tinu­al war­fare, we would not have taste, we would not know what is good, we would not find hear­ers and read­ers. Four-fifths of our en­ergy is spent in the quar­rel with bad taste, wheth­er in our own minds or in the minds of oth­ers.” “I un­der­stand,” he replied, “we too have our pro­pa­gand­ist writ­ing. In the vil­lages they re­cite long myth­o­lo­gic­al poems ad­ap­ted from the Sanskrit in the Middle Ages, and they of­ten in­sert pas­sages telling the people that they must do their du­ties.”

			
				II

				I have car­ried the ma­nu­script of these trans­la­tions about with me for days, read­ing it in rail­way trains, or on the top of om­ni­buses and in res­taur­ants, and I have of­ten had to close it lest some stranger would see how much it moved me. These lyr­ics—which are in the ori­gin­al, my In­di­ans tell me, full of sub­tlety of rhythm, of un­trans­lat­able del­ic­acies of col­our, of met­ric­al in­ven­tion—dis­play in their thought a world I have dreamed of all my life long. The work of a su­preme cul­ture, they yet ap­pear as much the growth of the com­mon soil as the grass and the rushes. A tra­di­tion, where po­etry and re­li­gion are the same thing, has passed through the cen­tur­ies, gath­er­ing from learned and un­learned meta­phor and emo­tion, and car­ried back again to the mul­ti­tude the thought of the schol­ar and of the noble. If the civil­iz­a­tion of Bengal re­mains un­broken, if that com­mon mind which—as one di­vines—runs through all, is not, as with us, broken in­to a dozen minds that know noth­ing of each oth­er, some­thing even of what is most subtle in these verses will have come, in a few gen­er­a­tions, to the beg­gar on the roads. When there was but one mind in Eng­land, Chau­cer wrote his Troilus and Cressida, and though he had writ­ten to be read, or to be read out—for our time was com­ing on apace—he was sung by min­strels for a while. Ra­bindranath Tagore, like Chau­cer’s fore­run­ners, writes mu­sic for his words, and one un­der­stands at every mo­ment that he is so abund­ant, so spon­tan­eous, so dar­ing in his pas­sion, so full of sur­prise, be­cause he is do­ing some­thing which has nev­er seemed strange, un­nat­ur­al, or in need of de­fence. These verses will not lie in little well-prin­ted books upon ladies’ tables, who turn the pages with in­dol­ent hands that they may sigh over a life without mean­ing, which is yet all they can know of life, or be car­ried by stu­dents at the uni­ver­sity to be laid aside when the work of life be­gins, but as the gen­er­a­tions pass, trav­el­lers will hum them on the high­way and men row­ing upon the rivers. Lov­ers, while they await one an­oth­er, shall find, in mur­mur­ing them, this love of God a ma­gic gulf wherein their own more bit­ter pas­sion may bathe and re­new its youth. At every mo­ment the heart of this poet flows out­ward to these without derog­a­tion or con­des­cen­sion, for it has known that they will un­der­stand; and it has filled it­self with the cir­cum­stance of their lives. The trav­el­ler in the red-brown clothes that he wears that dust may not show upon him, the girl search­ing in her bed for the petals fallen from the wreath of her roy­al lov­er, the ser­vant or the bride await­ing the mas­ter’s home­com­ing in the empty house, are im­ages of the heart turn­ing to God. Flowers and rivers, the blow­ing of conch shells, the heavy rain of the In­di­an Ju­ly, or the moods of that heart in uni­on or in sep­ar­a­tion; and a man sit­ting in a boat upon a river play­ing upon a lute, like one of those fig­ures full of mys­ter­i­ous mean­ing in a Chinese pic­ture, is God Him­self. A whole people, a whole civil­iz­a­tion, im­meas­ur­ably strange to us, seems to have been taken up in­to this ima­gin­a­tion; and yet we are not moved be­cause of its strange­ness, but be­cause we have met our own im­age, as though we had walked in Ros­setti’s wil­low wood, or heard, per­haps for the first time in lit­er­at­ure, our voice as in a dream.

				Since the Renais­sance the writ­ing of European saints—how­ever fa­mil­i­ar their meta­phor and the gen­er­al struc­ture of their thought—has ceased to hold our at­ten­tion. We know that we must at last for­sake the world, and we are ac­cus­tomed in mo­ments of wear­i­ness or ex­al­ta­tion to con­sider a vol­un­tary for­sak­ing; but how can we, who have read so much po­etry, seen so many paint­ings, listened to so much mu­sic, where the cry of the flesh and the cry of the soul seems one, for­sake it harshly and rudely? What have we in com­mon with St. Bern­ard cov­er­ing his eyes that they may not dwell upon the beauty of the lakes of Switzer­land, or with the vi­ol­ent rhet­or­ic of the Book of Rev­el­a­tions? We would, if we might, find, as in this book, words full of cour­tesy. “I have got my leave. Bid me farewell, my broth­ers! I bow to you all and take my de­par­ture. Here I give back the keys of my door—and I give up all claims to my house. I only ask for last kind words from you. We were neigh­bours for long, but I re­ceived more than I could give. Now the day has dawned and the lamp that lit my dark corner is out. A sum­mons has come and I am ready for my jour­ney.” And it is our own mood, when it is fur­thest from À Kempis or John of the Cross, that cries, “And be­cause I love this life, I know I shall love death as well.” Yet it is not only in our thoughts of the part­ing that this book fathoms all. We had not known that we loved God, hardly it may be that we be­lieved in Him; yet look­ing back­ward upon our life we dis­cov­er, in our ex­plor­a­tion of the path­ways of woods, in our de­light in the lonely places of hills, in that mys­ter­i­ous claim that we have made, un­avail­ingly on the wo­man that we have loved, the emo­tion that cre­ated this in­si­di­ous sweet­ness. “En­ter­ing my heart un­bid­den even as one of the com­mon crowd, un­known to me, my king, thou didst press the signet of etern­ity upon many a fleet­ing mo­ment.” This is no longer the sanc­tity of the cell and of the scourge; be­ing but a lift­ing up, as it were, in­to a great­er in­tens­ity of the mood of the paint­er, paint­ing the dust and the sun­light, and we go for a like voice to St. Fran­cis and to Wil­li­am Blake who have seemed so ali­en in our vi­ol­ent his­tory.

			
			
				III

				We write long books where no page per­haps has any qual­ity to make writ­ing a pleas­ure, be­ing con­fid­ent in some gen­er­al design, just as we fight and make money and fill our heads with polit­ics—all dull things in the do­ing—while Mr. Tagore, like the In­di­an civil­iz­a­tion it­self, has been con­tent to dis­cov­er the soul and sur­render him­self to its spon­taneity. He of­ten seems to con­trast life with that of those who have loved more after our fash­ion, and have more seem­ing weight in the world, and al­ways humbly as though he were only sure his way is best for him: “Men go­ing home glance at me and smile and fill me with shame. I sit like a beg­gar maid, draw­ing my skirt over my face, and when they ask me, what it is I want, I drop my eyes and an­swer them not.” At an­oth­er time, re­mem­ber­ing how his life had once a dif­fer­ent shape, he will say, “Many an hour I have spent in the strife of the good and the evil, but now it is the pleas­ure of my play­mate of the empty days to draw my heart on to him; and I know not why is this sud­den call to what use­less in­con­sequence.” An in­no­cence, a sim­pli­city that one does not find else­where in lit­er­at­ure makes the birds and the leaves seem as near to him as they are near to chil­dren, and the changes of the sea­sons great events as be­fore our thoughts had aris­en between them and us. At times I won­der if he has it from the lit­er­at­ure of Bengal or from re­li­gion, and at oth­er times, re­mem­ber­ing the birds alight­ing on his broth­er’s hands, I find pleas­ure in think­ing it hered­it­ary, a mys­tery that was grow­ing through the cen­tur­ies like the cour­tesy of a Tristan or a Pellinore. In­deed, when he is speak­ing of chil­dren, so much a part of him­self this qual­ity seems, one is not cer­tain that he is not also speak­ing of the saints, “They build their houses with sand and they play with empty shells. With withered leaves they weave their boats and smil­ingly float them on the vast deep. Chil­dren have their play on the sea­shore of worlds. They know not how to swim, they know not how to cast nets. Pearl fish­ers dive for pearls, mer­chants sail in their ships, while chil­dren gath­er pebbles and scat­ter them again. They seek not for hid­den treas­ures, they know not how to cast nets.”

			
			
				W. B. Yeats

				Septem­ber 1912

			
		
	
		
			
				Gitanjali

				(Song Of­fer­ings)

			
		
	
		
			I

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

			This little flute of a reed thou hast car­ried over hills and dales, and hast breathed through it melod­ies etern­ally new.

			At the im­mor­tal touch of thy hands my little heart loses its lim­its in joy and gives birth to ut­ter­ance in­ef­fable.

			Thy in­fin­ite gifts come to me only on these very small hands of mine. Ages pass, and still thou pourest, and still there is room to fill.

		


			II

			When thou com­mand­est me to sing it seems that my heart would break with pride; and I look to thy face, and tears come to my eyes.

			All that is harsh and dis­son­ant in my life melts in­to one sweet har­mony—and my ad­or­a­tion spreads wings like a glad bird on its flight across the sea.

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

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

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

		


			III

			I know not how thou singest, my mas­ter! I ever listen in si­lent amazement.

			The light of thy mu­sic il­lu­mines the world. The life breath of thy mu­sic runs from sky to sky. The holy stream of thy mu­sic breaks through all stony obstacles and rushes on.

			My heart longs to join in thy song, but vainly struggles for a voice. I would speak, but speech breaks not in­to song, and I cry out baffled. Ah, thou hast made my heart cap­tive in the end­less meshes of thy mu­sic, my mas­ter!

		


			IV

			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.

		


			V

			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.

			Today the sum­mer has come at my win­dow with its sighs and mur­murs; and the bees are ply­ing their min­strelsy at the court of the flower­ing grove.

			Now it is time to sit quiet, face to face with thee, and to sing ded­ic­a­tion of life in this si­lent and over­flow­ing leis­ure.

		


			VI

			Pluck this little flower and take it, delay not! I fear lest it droop and drop in­to the dust.

			I may not find a place in thy gar­land, but hon­our it with a touch of pain from thy hand and pluck it. I fear lest the day end be­fore I am aware, and the time of of­fer­ing go by.

			Though its col­our be not deep and its smell be faint, use this flower in thy ser­vice and pluck it while there is time.

		


			VII

			My song has put off her ad­orn­ments. She has no pride of dress and dec­or­a­tion. Or­na­ments would mar our uni­on; they would come between thee and me; their jingling would drown thy whis­pers.

			My poet’s van­ity dies in shame be­fore thy sight. O mas­ter poet, I have sat down at thy feet. Only let me make my life simple and straight, like a flute of reed for thee to fill with mu­sic.

		


			VIII

			The child who is decked with prince’s robes and who has jew­elled chains round his neck loses all pleas­ure in his play; his dress hampers him at every step.

			In fear that it may be frayed, or stained with dust he keeps him­self from the world, and is afraid even to move.

			Moth­er, it is no gain, thy bond­age of finery, if it keep one shut off from the health­ful dust of the earth, if it rob one of the right of en­trance to the great fair of com­mon hu­man life.

		


			IX

			O Fool, try to carry thy­self upon thy own shoulders! O beg­gar, to come 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.

		


			X

			Here is thy foot­stool and there rest thy feet where live the poorest, and lowli­est, and lost.

			When I try to bow to thee, my obeis­ance can­not reach down to the depth where thy feet rest among the poorest, and lowli­est, and lost.

			Pride can nev­er ap­proach to where thou walkest in the clothes of the humble among the poorest, and lowli­est, and lost.

			My heart can nev­er find its way to where thou keep­est com­pany with the com­pan­ion­less among the poorest, the lowli­est, and the lost.

		


			XI

			Leave this chant­ing and singing and telling of beads! Whom dost thou wor­ship in this lonely dark corner of a temple with doors all shut? Open thine eyes and see thy God is not be­fore thee!

			He is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground and where the path­maker is break­ing stones. He is with them in sun and in shower, and his gar­ment is covered with dust. Put off thy holy mantle and even like him come down on the dusty soil!

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

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

		


			XII

			The time that my jour­ney takes is long and the way of it long.

			I came out on the chari­ot of the first gleam of light, and pur­sued my voy­age through the wil­der­nesses of worlds leav­ing my track on many a star and plan­et.

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

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

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

			The ques­tion and the cry “Oh, where?” melt in­to tears of a thou­sand streams and de­luge the world with the flood of the as­sur­ance “I am!”

		


			XIII

			The song that I came to sing re­mains un­sung to this day.

			I have spent my days in string­ing and in un­stringing my in­stru­ment.

			The time has not come true, the words have not been rightly set; only there is the agony of wish­ing in my heart.

			The blos­som has not opened; only the wind is sigh­ing by.

			I have not seen his face, nor have I listened to his voice; only I have heard his gentle foot­steps from the road be­fore my house.

			The livelong day has passed in spread­ing his seat on the floor; but the lamp has not been lit and I can­not ask him in­to my house.

			I live in the hope of meet­ing with him; but this meet­ing is not yet.

		


			XIV

			My de­sires are many and my cry is pi­ti­ful, but ever didst thou save me by hard re­fus­als; and this strong mercy has been wrought in­to my life through and through.

			Day by day thou art mak­ing me worthy of the simple, great gifts that thou gavest to me un­asked—this sky and the light, this body and the life and the mind—sav­ing me from per­ils of over­much de­sire.

			There are times when I lan­guidly linger and times when I awaken and hurry in search of my goal; but cruelly thou hid­est thy­self from be­fore me.

			Day by day thou art mak­ing me worthy of thy full ac­cept­ance by re­fus­ing me ever and anon, sav­ing me from per­ils of weak, un­cer­tain de­sire.

		


			XV

			I am here to sing thee songs. In this hall of thine I have a corner seat.

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

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

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

		


			XVI

			I have had my in­vit­a­tion to this world’s fest­iv­al, and thus my life has been blessed. My eyes have seen and my ears have heard.

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

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

		


			XVII

			I am only wait­ing for love to give my­self up at last in­to his hands. That is why it is so late and why I have been guilty of such omis­sions.

			They come with their laws and their codes to bind me fast; but I evade them ever, for I am only wait­ing for love to give my­self up at last in­to his hands.

			People blame me and call me heed­less; I doubt not they are right in their blame.

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

		


			XVIII

			Clouds heap upon clouds and it darkens. Ah, love, why dost thou let me wait out­side at the door all alone?

			In the busy mo­ments of the noon­tide work I am with the crowd, but on this dark lonely day it is only for thee that I hope.

			If thou show­est me not thy face, if thou leavest me wholly aside, I know not how I am to pass these long, rainy hours.

			I keep gaz­ing on the faraway gloom of the sky, and my heart wanders wail­ing with the rest­less wind.

		


			XIX

			If thou speak­est not I will fill my heart with thy si­lence and en­dure it. I will keep still and wait like the night with starry vi­gil and its head bent low with pa­tience.

			The morn­ing will surely come, the dark­ness will van­ish, and thy voice pour down in golden streams break­ing through the sky.

			Then thy words will take wing in songs from every one of my birds’ nests, and thy melod­ies will break forth in flowers in all my forest groves.

		


			XX

			On the day when the lo­tus bloomed, alas, my mind was stray­ing, and I knew it not. My bas­ket was empty and the flower re­mained un­heeded.

			Only now and again a sad­ness fell upon me, and I star­ted up from my dream and felt a sweet trace of a strange fra­grance in the south wind.

			That vague sweet­ness made my heart ache with long­ing and it seemed to me that it was the eager breath of the sum­mer seek­ing for its com­ple­tion.

			I knew not then that it was so near, that it was mine, and that this per­fect sweet­ness had blos­somed in the depth of my own heart.

		


			XXI

			I must launch out my boat. The lan­guid hours pass by on the shore—Alas for me!

			The spring has done its flower­ing and taken leave. And now with the bur­den of faded fu­tile flowers I wait and linger.

			The waves have be­come clam­or­ous, and upon the bank in the shady lane the yel­low leaves flut­ter and fall.

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

		


			XXII

			In the deep shad­ows of the rainy Ju­ly, with secret steps, thou walkest, si­lent as night, elud­ing all watch­ers.

			Today 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.

		


			XXIII

			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 to­night. Ever and again I open my door and look out on the dark­ness, my friend!

			I can see noth­ing be­fore me. I won­der where lies thy path!

			By what dim shore of the ink-black river, by what far edge of the frown­ing forest, through what mazy depth of gloom art thou thread­ing thy course to come to me, my friend?

		


			XXIV

			If the day is done, if birds sing no more, if the wind has flagged tired, then draw the veil of dark­ness thick upon me, even as thou hast wrapt the earth with the cov­er­let of sleep and ten­derly closed the petals of the droop­ing lo­tus at dusk.

			From the trav­el­ler, whose sack of pro­vi­sions is empty be­fore the voy­age is ended, whose gar­ment is torn and dust-laden, whose strength is ex­hausted, re­move shame and poverty, and re­new his life like a flower un­der the cov­er of thy kindly night.

		


			XXV

			In the night of wear­i­ness let me give my­self up to sleep without struggle, rest­ing my trust upon thee.

			Let me not force my flag­ging spir­it in­to a poor pre­par­a­tion for thy wor­ship.

			It is thou who draw­est the veil of night upon the tired eyes of the day to re­new its sight in a fresh­er glad­ness of awaken­ing.

		


			XXVI

			He came and sat by my side but I woke not. What a cursed sleep it was, O miser­able me!

			He came when the night was still; he had his harp in his hands, and my dreams be­came res­on­ant with its melod­ies.

			Alas, why are my nights all thus lost? Ah, why do I ever miss his sight whose breath touches my sleep?

		


			XXVII

			Light, oh where is the light? Kindle it with the burn­ing fire of de­sire!

			There is the lamp but nev­er a flick­er of a flame—is such thy fate, my heart? Ah, death were bet­ter by far for thee!

			Misery knocks at thy door, and her mes­sage is that thy lord is wake­ful, and he calls thee to the love-tryst through the dark­ness of night.

			The sky is over­cast with clouds and the rain is cease­less. I know not what this is that stirs in me—I know not its mean­ing.

			A mo­ment’s flash of light­ning drags down a deep­er gloom on my sight, and my heart gropes for the path to where the mu­sic of the night calls me.

			Light, oh where is the light! Kindle it with the burn­ing fire of de­sire! It thun­ders and the wind rushes scream­ing through the void. The night is black as a black stone. Let not the hours pass by in the dark. Kindle the lamp of love with thy life.

		


			XXVIII

			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.

		


			XXIX

			He whom I en­close with my name is weep­ing in this dun­geon. I am ever busy build­ing this wall all around; and as this wall goes up in­to the sky day by day I lose sight of my true be­ing in its dark shad­ow.

			I take pride in this great wall, and I plaster it with dust and sand lest a least hole should be left in this name; and for all the care I take I lose sight of my true be­ing.

		


			XXX

			I came out alone on my way to my tryst. But who is this that fol­lows me in the si­lent dark?

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

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

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

		


			XXXI

			“Pris­on­er, tell me, who was it that bound you?”

			“It was my mas­ter,” said the pris­on­er. “I thought I could outdo every­body in the world in wealth and power, and I amassed in my own treas­ure-house the money due to my king. When sleep over­came me I lay upon the bed that was for my lord, and on wak­ing up I found I was a pris­on­er in my own treas­ure-house.”

			“Pris­on­er, tell me, who was it that wrought this un­break­able chain?”

			“It was I,” said the pris­on­er, “who forged this chain very care­fully. I thought my in­vin­cible power would hold the world cap­tive leav­ing me in a free­dom un­dis­turbed. Thus night and day I worked at the chain with huge fires and cruel hard strokes. When at last the work was done and the links were com­plete and un­break­able, I found that it held me in its grip.”

		


			XXXII

			By all means they try to hold me se­cure who love me in this world. But it is oth­er­wise with thy love which is great­er than theirs, and thou keep­est me free.

			Lest I for­get them they nev­er ven­ture to leave me alone. But day passes by after day and thou art not seen.

			If I call not thee in my pray­ers, if I keep not thee in my heart, thy love for me still waits for my love.

		


			XXXIII

			When it was day they came in­to my house and said, “We shall only take the smal­lest room here.”

			They said, “We shall help you in the wor­ship of your God and humbly ac­cept only our own share in 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.

		


			XXXIV

			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.

		


			XXXV

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

			Where know­ledge is free;

			Where the world has not been broken up in­to frag­ments by nar­row do­mest­ic walls;

			Where words come out from the depth of truth;

			Where tire­less striv­ing stretches its arms to­wards per­fec­tion;

			Where the clear stream of reas­on has not lost its way in­to the dreary desert sand of dead habit;

			Where the mind is led for­ward by thee in­to ever-widen­ing thought and ac­tion—

			In­to that heav­en of free­dom, my Fath­er, let my coun­try awake.

		


			XXXVI

			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.

		


			XXXVII

			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.

		


			XXXVIII

			That I want thee, only thee—let my heart re­peat without end. All de­sires that dis­tract me, day and night, are false and empty to the core.

			As the night keeps hid­den in its gloom the pe­ti­tion for light, even thus in the depth of my un­con­scious­ness rings the cry—I want thee, only thee.

			As the storm still seeks its end in peace when it strikes against peace with all its might, even thus my re­bel­lion strikes against thy love and still its cry is—I want thee, only thee.

		


			XXXIX

			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.

		


			XL

			The rain has held back for days and days, my God, in my ar­id heart. The ho­ri­zon is fiercely na­ked—not the thin­nest cov­er of a soft cloud, not the vaguest hint of a dis­tant cool shower.

			Send thy angry storm, dark with death, if it is thy wish, and with lashes of light­ning startle the sky from end to end.

			But call back, my lord, call back this per­vad­ing si­lent heat, still and keen and cruel, burn­ing the heart with dire des­pair.

			Let the cloud of grace bend low from above like the tear­ful look of the moth­er on the day of the fath­er’s wrath.

		


			XLI

			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 pass­ersby come and take my flowers, one by one, and my bas­ket is nearly empty.

			The morn­ing time is past, and the noon. In the shade of even­ing my eyes are drowsy with sleep. Men go­ing home glance at me and smile and fill me with shame. I sit like a beg­gar maid, draw­ing my skirt over my face, and when they ask me, what it is I want, I drop my eyes and an­swer them not.

			Oh, how, in­deed, could I tell them that for thee I wait, and that thou hast prom­ised to come. How could I ut­ter for shame that I keep for my dowry this poverty. Ah, I hug this pride in the secret of my heart.

			I sit on the grass and gaze upon the sky and dream of the sud­den splend­our of thy com­ing—all the lights ablaze, golden pen­nons fly­ing over thy car, and they at the road­side stand­ing agape, when they see thee come down from thy seat to raise me from the dust, and set at thy side this ragged beg­gar girl a-tremble with shame and pride, like a creep­er in a sum­mer breeze.

			But time glides on and still no sound of the wheels of thy chari­ot. Many a pro­ces­sion passes by with noise and shouts and glam­our of glory. Is it only thou who wouldst stand in the shad­ow si­lent and be­hind them all? And only I who would wait and weep and wear out my heart in vain long­ing?

		


			XLII

			Early in the day it was whispered that we should sail in a boat, only thou and I, and nev­er a soul in the world would know of this our pil­grim­age to no coun­try and to no end.

			In that shore­less ocean, at thy si­lently listen­ing smile my songs would swell in melod­ies, free as waves, free from all bond­age of words.

			Is the time not come yet? Are there works still to do? Lo, the even­ing has come down upon the shore and in the fad­ing light the seabirds come fly­ing to their nests.

			Who knows when the chains will be off, and the boat, like the last glim­mer of sun­set, van­ish in­to the night?

		


			XLIII

			The day was when I did not keep my­self in read­i­ness for thee; and en­ter­ing my heart un­bid­den even as one of the com­mon crowd, un­known to me, my king, thou didst press the signet of etern­ity upon many a fleet­ing mo­ment of my life.

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

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

		


			XLIV

			This is my de­light, thus to wait and watch at the way­side where shad­ow chases light and the rain comes in the wake of the sum­mer.

			Mes­sen­gers, with tid­ings from un­known skies, greet me and speed along the road. My heart is glad with­in, and the breath of the passing breeze is sweet.

			From dawn till dusk I sit here be­fore my door, and I know that of a sud­den the happy mo­ment will ar­rive when I shall see.

			In the mean­while I smile and I sing all alone. In the mean­while the air is filling with the per­fume of prom­ise.

		


			XLV

			Have you not heard his si­lent steps? He comes, comes, ever comes.

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

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

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

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

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

		


			XLVI

			I know not from what dis­tant time thou art ever com­ing near­er to meet me. Thy sun and stars can nev­er keep thee hid­den from me for aye.

			In many a morn­ing and eve thy foot­steps have been heard and thy mes­sen­ger has come with­in my heart and called me in secret.

			I know not why today my life is all astir, and a feel­ing of trem­u­lous joy is passing through my heart.

			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.

		


			XLVII

			The night is nearly spent wait­ing for him in vain. I fear lest in the morn­ing he sud­denly come to my door when I have fallen asleep wear­ied out. Oh friends, leave the way open to him—for­bid him not.

			If the sound of his steps does not wake me, do not try to rouse me, I pray. I wish not to be called from my sleep by the clam­or­ous choir of birds, by the ri­ot of wind at the fest­iv­al of morn­ing light. Let me sleep un­dis­turbed even if my lord comes of a sud­den to my door.

			Ah, my sleep, pre­cious sleep, which only waits for his touch to van­ish. Ah, my closed eyes that would open their lids only to the light of his smile when he stands be­fore me like a dream emer­ging from dark­ness of sleep.

			Let him ap­pear be­fore my sight as the first of all lights and all forms. The first thrill of joy to my awakened soul let it come from his glance. And let my re­turn to my­self be im­me­di­ate re­turn to him.

		


			XLVIII

			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! Mock­ery 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 shad­ows and songs.

			At last, when I woke from my slum­ber and opened my eyes, I saw thee stand­ing by me, flood­ing my sleep with thy smile. How I had feared that the path was long and wear­i­some, and the struggle to reach thee was hard!

		


			XLIX

			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.

		


			L

			I had gone a-beg­ging from door to door in the vil­lage path, when thy golden chari­ot ap­peared in the dis­tance like a gor­geous dream and I wondered who was this King of all kings!

			My hopes rose high and me­thought my evil days were at an end, and I stood wait­ing for alms to be giv­en un­asked and for wealth scattered on all sides in the dust.

			The chari­ot stopped where I stood. Thy glance fell on me and thou camest down with a smile. I felt that the luck of my life had come at last. Then of a sud­den thou didst hold out thy right hand and say “What hast thou to give to me?”

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

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

		


			LI

			The night darkened. Our day’s works had been done. We thought that the last guest had ar­rived for the night and the doors in the vil­lage were all shut. Only some said the king was to come. We laughed and said, “No, it can­not be!”

			It seemed there were knocks at the door and we said it was noth­ing but the wind. We put out the lamps and lay down to sleep. Only some said, “It is the mes­sen­ger!” We laughed and said, “No, it must be the wind!”

			There came a sound in the dead of the night. We sleepily thought it was the dis­tant thun­der. The earth shook, the walls rocked, and it troubled us in our sleep. Only some said it was the sound of wheels. We said in a drowsy mur­mur, “No, it must be the rum­bling of clouds!”

			The night was still dark when the drum soun­ded. The voice came, “Wake up! delay not!” We pressed our hands on our hearts and shuddered with fear. Some said, “Lo, there is the king’s flag!” We stood up on our feet and cried “There is no time for delay!”

			The king has come—but where are lights, where are wreaths? Where is the throne to seat him? Oh, shame! Oh ut­ter shame! Where is the hall, the dec­or­a­tions? Someone has said, “Vain is this cry! Greet him with empty hands, lead him in­to thy rooms all bare!”

			Open the doors, let the conch shells be soun­ded! In the depth of the night has come the king of our dark, dreary house. The thun­der roars in the sky. The dark­ness shud­ders with light­ning. Bring out thy tattered piece of mat and spread it in the court­yard. With the storm has come of a sud­den our king of the fear­ful night.

		


			LII

			I thought I should ask of thee—but I dared not—the rose wreath thou hadst on thy neck. Thus I waited for the morn­ing, when thou didst de­part, to find a few frag­ments on the bed. And like a beg­gar I searched in the dawn only for a stray pet­al or two.

			Ah me, what is it I find? What token left of thy love? It is no flower, no spices, no vase of per­fumed wa­ter. It is thy mighty sword, flash­ing as a flame, heavy as a bolt of thun­der. The young light of morn­ing comes through the win­dow and spreads it­self upon thy bed. The morn­ing bird twit­ters and asks, “Wo­man, what hast thou got?” No, it is no flower, nor spices, nor vase of per­fumed wa­ter—it is thy dread­ful sword.

			I sit and muse in won­der, what gift is this of thine. I can find no place 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 de­mean­our. Thou hast giv­en me thy sword for ad­orn­ment. No more doll’s dec­or­a­tions for me!

		


			LIII

			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 think of.

		


			LIV

			I asked noth­ing from thee; I uttered not my name to thine ear. When thou took’st thy leave I stood si­lent. I was alone by the well where the shad­ow of the tree fell aslant, and the wo­men had gone home with their brown earthen pitch­ers full to the brim. They called me and shouted, “Come with us, the morn­ing is wear­ing on to noon.” But I lan­guidly lingered awhile lost in the midst of vague mus­ings.

			I heard not thy steps as thou camest. Thine eyes were sad when they fell on me; thy voice was tired as thou spokest low—“Ah, I am a thirsty trav­el­ler.” I star­ted up from my day­dreams 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.

		


			LV

			Lan­guor is upon your heart and the slum­ber is still on your eyes.

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

			At the end of the stony path, in the coun­try of vir­gin solitude, my friend is sit­ting all alone. De­ceive him not. Wake, oh awaken!

			What if the sky pants and trembles with the heat of the mid­day sun—what if the burn­ing sand spreads its mantle of thirst—

			Is there no joy in the deep of your heart? At every foot­fall of yours, will not the harp of the road break out in sweet mu­sic of pain?

		


			LVI

			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.

		


			LVII

			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.

		


			LVIII

			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.

		


			LIX

			Yes, I know, this is noth­ing but thy love, O be­loved of my heart—this golden light that dances upon the leaves, these idle clouds sail­ing across the sky, this passing breeze leav­ing its cool­ness upon my fore­head.

			The morn­ing light has flooded my eyes—this is thy mes­sage to my heart. Thy face is bent from above, thy eyes look down on my eyes, and my heart has touched thy feet.

		


			LX

			On the sea­shore of end­less worlds chil­dren meet. The in­fin­ite sky is mo­tion­less over­head and the rest­less wa­ter is bois­ter­ous. On the sea­shore of end­less worlds the chil­dren meet with shouts and dances.

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

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

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

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

		


			LXI

			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 there, in the fairy vil­lage among shad­ows of the forest dimly lit with glow­worms, 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.

		


			LXII

			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 now 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 flowers and why fruits are secretly filled with sweet juice—when I bring sweet things to your greedy hands.

			When I kiss your face to make you smile, my darling, I surely un­der­stand what pleas­ure streams from the sky in morn­ing light, and what de­light that is which the sum­mer breeze brings to my body—when I kiss you to make you smile.

		


			LXIII

			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 many.

		


			LXIV

			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 lone­some—lend me your light.” She raised her dark eyes on my face and stood for a mo­ment doubt­ful. “I have come,” she said at last, “to ded­ic­ate my lamp to the sky.” I stood and watched her light use­lessly burn­ing in the void.

			In the moon­less gloom of mid­night I ask her, “Maid­en, what is your quest, hold­ing the lamp near your heart? My house is all dark and lone­some—lend me your light.” She stopped for a minute and thought and gazed at my face in the dark. “I have brought my light,” she said, “to join the car­ni­val of lamps.” I stood and watched her little lamp use­lessly lost among lights.

		


			LXV

			What di­vine drink wouldst thou have, my God, from this over­flow­ing cup of my life?

			My poet, is it thy de­light to see thy cre­ation through my eyes and to stand at the portals of my ears si­lently to listen to thine own etern­al har­mony?

			Thy world is weav­ing words in my mind and thy joy is adding mu­sic to them. Thou givest thy­self to me in love and then fee­lest thine own en­tire sweet­ness in me.

		


			LXVI

			She who ever had re­mained in the depth of my be­ing, in the twi­light of gleams and of glimpses; she who nev­er opened her veils in the morn­ing light, will be my last gift to thee, my God, fol­ded in my fi­nal song.

			Words have wooed yet failed to win her; per­sua­sion has stretched to her its eager arms in vain.

			I have roamed from coun­try to coun­try keep­ing her in the core of my heart, and around her have ris­en and fallen the growth and de­cay of my life.

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

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

			There was none in the world who ever saw her face to face, and she re­mained in her loneli­ness wait­ing for thy re­cog­ni­tion.

		


			LXVII

			Thou art the sky and thou art the nest as well.

			O thou beau­ti­ful, there in the nest is thy love that en­closes the soul with col­ours and sounds and odours.

			There comes the morn­ing with the golden bas­ket in her right hand bear­ing the wreath of beauty, si­lently to crown the earth.

			And there comes the even­ing over the lonely mead­ows deser­ted by herds, through track­less paths, car­ry­ing cool draughts of peace in her golden pitch­er from the west­ern ocean of rest.

			But there, where spreads the in­fin­ite sky for the soul to take her flight in, reigns the stain­less white ra­di­ance. There is no day nor night, nor form nor col­our, and nev­er, nev­er a word.

		


			LXVIII

			Thy sun­beam comes upon this earth of mine with arms out­stretched and stands at my door the livelong day to carry back to thy feet clouds made of my tears and sighs and songs.

			With fond de­light thou wrappest about thy starry breast that mantle of misty cloud, turn­ing it in­to num­ber­less shapes and folds and col­our­ing it with hues ever­chan­ging.

			It is so light and so fleet­ing, tender and tear­ful and dark, that is why thou lovest it, O thou spot­less and se­rene. And that is why it may cov­er thy aw­ful white light with its pathet­ic shad­ows.

		


			LXIX

			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.

		


			LXX

			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.

		


			LXXI

			That I should make much of my­self and turn it on all sides, thus cast­ing col­oured shad­ows on thy ra­di­ance—such is thy maya.

			Thou set­test a bar­ri­er in thine own be­ing and then callest thy severed self in myri­ad notes. This thy self-sep­ar­a­tion has taken body in me.

			The poignant song is echoed through all the sky in many-col­oured tears and smiles, alarms and hopes; waves rise up and sink again, dreams break and form. In me is thy own de­feat of self.

			This screen that thou hast raised is painted with in­nu­mer­able fig­ures with the brush of the night and the day. Be­hind it thy seat is woven in won­drous mys­ter­ies of curves, cast­ing away all bar­ren lines of straight­ness.

			The great pa­geant of thee and me has over­spread the sky. With the tune of thee and me all the air is vi­brant, and all ages pass with the hid­ing and seek­ing of thee and me.

		


			LXXII

			He it is, the in­ner­most one, who awakens my be­ing with his deep hid­den touches.

			He it is who puts his en­chant­ment upon these eyes and joy­fully plays on the chords of my heart in var­ied ca­dence of pleas­ure and pain.

			He it is who weaves the web of this maya in evan­es­cent hues of gold and sil­ver, blue and green, and lets peep out through the folds his feet, at whose touch I for­get my­self.

			Days come and ages pass, and it is ever he who moves my heart in many a name, in many a guise, in many a rap­ture of joy and of sor­row.

		


			LXXIII

			De­liv­er­ance is not for me in re­nun­ci­ation. I feel the em­brace of free­dom in a thou­sand bonds of de­light.

			Thou ever pourest for me the fresh draught of thy wine of vari­ous col­ours and fra­grance, filling this earthen ves­sel to the brim.

			My world will light its hun­dred dif­fer­ent lamps with thy flame and place them be­fore the al­tar of thy temple.

			No, I will nev­er shut the doors of my senses. The de­lights of sight and hear­ing and touch will bear thy de­light.

			Yes, all my il­lu­sions will burn in­to il­lu­min­a­tion of joy, and all my de­sires ripen in­to fruits of love.

		


			LXXIV

			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 passerby, 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.

		


			LXXV

			Thy gifts to us mor­tals ful­fil all our needs and yet run back to thee un­di­min­ished.

			The river has its every­day work to do and hastens through fields and ham­lets; yet its in­cess­ant stream winds to­wards the wash­ing of thy feet.

			The flower sweetens the air with its per­fume; yet its last ser­vice is to of­fer it­self to thee.

			Thy wor­ship does not im­pov­er­ish the world.

			From the words of the poet men take what mean­ings please them; yet their last mean­ing points to thee.

		


			LXXVI

			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.

		


			LXXVII

			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.

		


			LXXVIII

			When the cre­ation was new and all the stars shone in their first splend­our, the gods held their as­sembly in the sky and sang “Oh, the pic­ture of per­fec­tion! the joy un­al­loyed!”

			But one cried of a sud­den—“It seems that some­where there is a break in the chain of light and one of the stars has been lost.”

			The golden string of their harp snapped, their song stopped, and they cried in dis­may—“Yes, that lost star was the best, she was the glory of all heav­ens!”

			From that day the search is un­ceas­ing for her, and the cry goes on from one to the oth­er that in her the world has lost its one joy!

			Only in the deep­est si­lence of night the stars smile and whis­per among them­selves—“Vain is this seek­ing! Un­broken per­fec­tion is over all!”

		


			LXXIX

			If it is not my por­tion to meet thee in this life then let me ever feel that I have missed thy sight—let me not for­get for a mo­ment, let me carry the pangs of this sor­row in my dreams and in my wake­ful hours.

			As my days pass in the crowded mar­ket of this world and my hands grow full with the daily profits, let me ever feel that I have gained noth­ing—let me not for­get for a mo­ment, let me carry the pangs of this sor­row in my dreams and in my wake­ful hours.

			When I sit by the road­side, tired and pant­ing, when I spread my bed low in the dust, let me ever feel that the long jour­ney is still be­fore me—let me not for­get 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.

		


			LXXX

			I am like a rem­nant of a cloud of au­tumn use­lessly roam­ing in the sky, O my sun ever-glor­i­ous! Thy touch has not yet melted my va­pour, mak­ing me one with thy light, and thus I count months and years sep­ar­ated from thee.

			If this be thy wish and if this be thy play, then take this fleet­ing empti­ness of mine, paint it with col­ours, gild it with gold, float it on the wan­ton wind and spread it in var­ied won­ders.

			And again when it shall be thy wish to end this play at night, I shall melt and van­ish away in the dark, or it may be in a smile of the white morn­ing, in a cool­ness of pur­ity trans­par­ent.

		


			LXXXI

			On many an idle day have I grieved over lost time. But it is nev­er lost, my lord. Thou hast taken every mo­ment of my life in thine own hands.

			Hid­den in the heart of things thou art nour­ish­ing seeds in­to sprouts, buds in­to blos­soms, and ripen­ing flowers in­to fruit­ful­ness.

			I was tired and sleep­ing on my idle bed and ima­gined all work had ceased. In the morn­ing I woke up and found my garden full with won­ders of flowers.

		


			LXXXII

			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 a 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.

		


			LXXXIII

			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.

		


			LXXXIV

			It is the pang of sep­ar­a­tion that spreads through­out the world and gives birth to shapes in­nu­mer­able in the in­fin­ite sky.

			It is this sor­row of sep­ar­a­tion that gazes in si­lence all night from star to star and be­comes lyr­ic among rust­ling leaves in rainy dark­ness of Ju­ly.

			It is this over­spread­ing pain that deep­ens in­to loves and de­sires, in­to suf­fer­ings and joys in hu­man homes; and this it is that ever melts and flows in songs through my poet’s heart.

		


			LXXXV

			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.

		


			LXXXVI

			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.

		


			LXXXVII

			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 to come to thy door.

			I stand un­der the golden can­opy of thine even­ing sky and I lift my eager eyes to thy face.

			I have come to the brink of etern­ity from which noth­ing can van­ish—no hope, no hap­pi­ness, no vis­ion of a face seen through tears.

			Oh, dip my emp­tied life in­to that ocean, plunge it in­to the deep­est full­ness. Let me for once feel that lost sweet touch in the all­ness of the uni­verse.

		


			LXXXVIII

			Deity of the ruined temple! The broken strings of Vina sing no more your praise. The bells in the even­ing pro­claim not your time of wor­ship. The air is still and si­lent about you.

			In your des­ol­ate dwell­ing comes the vag­rant spring breeze. It brings the tid­ings of flowers—the flowers that for your wor­ship are offered no more.

			Your wor­ship­per of old wanders ever long­ing for fa­vour still re­fused. In the even­tide, when fires and shad­ows mingle with the gloom of dust, he wear­ily comes back to the ruined temple with hun­ger in his heart.

			Many a fest­iv­al day comes to you in si­lence, deity of the ruined temple. Many a night of wor­ship goes away with lamp un­lit.

			Many new im­ages are built by mas­ters of cun­ning art and car­ried to the holy stream of ob­li­vi­on when their time is come.

			Only the deity of the ruined temple re­mains un­wor­shipped in death­less neg­lect.

		


			LXXXIX

			No more noisy, loud words from me—such is my mas­ter’s will. Hence­forth I deal in whis­pers. The speech of my heart will be car­ried on in mur­mur­ings of a song.

			Men hasten to the King’s mar­ket. All the buy­ers and sellers are there. But I have my un­timely leave in the middle of the day, in the thick of work.

			Let then the flowers come out in my garden, though it is not their time; and let the mid­day bees strike up their lazy hum.

			Full many an hour have I spent in the strife of the good and the evil, but now it is the pleas­ure of my play­mate of the empty days to draw my heart on to him; and I know not why is this sud­den call to what use­less in­con­sequence!

		


			XC

			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.

		


			XCI

			O thou the last ful­fil­ment of life, Death, my death, come and whis­per to me!

			Day after day I have kept watch for thee; for thee have I borne the joys and pangs of life.

			All that I am, that I have, that I hope and all my love have ever flowed to­wards thee in depth of secrecy. One fi­nal glance from thine eyes and my life will be ever thine own.

			The flowers have been woven and the gar­land is ready for the bride­groom. After the wed­ding the bride shall leave her home and meet her lord alone in the solitude of night.

		


			XCII

			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.

		


			XCIII

			I have got my leave. Bid me farewell, my broth­ers! I bow to you all and take my de­par­ture.

			Here I give back the keys of my door—and I give up all claims to my house. I only ask for last kind words from you.

			We were neigh­bours for long, but I re­ceived more than I could give. Now the day has dawned and the lamp that lit my dark corner is out. A sum­mons has come and I am ready for my jour­ney.

		


			XCIV

			At this time of my part­ing, wish me good luck, my friends! The sky is flushed with the dawn and my path lies beau­ti­ful.

			Ask not what I have with me to take there. I start on my jour­ney with empty hands and ex­pect­ant heart.

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

		


			XCV

			I was not aware of the mo­ment when I first crossed the threshold of this life.

			What was the power that made me open out in­to this vast mys­tery like a bud in the forest at mid­night!

			When in the morn­ing I looked upon the light I felt in a mo­ment that I was no stranger in this world, that the in­scrut­able without name and form had taken me in 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.

		


			XCVI

			When I go from hence let this be my part­ing word, that what I have seen is un­sur­pass­able.

			I have tasted of the hid­den honey of this lo­tus that ex­pands on the ocean of light, and thus am I blessed—let this be my part­ing word.

			In this play­house of in­fin­ite forms I have had my play and here have I caught sight of him that is form­less.

			My whole body and my limbs have thrilled with his touch who is bey­ond touch; and if the end comes here, let it come—let this be my part­ing word.

		


			XCVII

			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.

		


			XCVIII

			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 ex­ceed­ing 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 forever and the secret re­cess of its honey will be bared.

			From the blue sky an eye shall gaze upon me and sum­mon me in si­lence. Noth­ing will be left for me, noth­ing whatever, and ut­ter death shall I re­ceive at thy feet.

		


			XCIX

			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.

		


			C

			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 death­less.

			In­to the audi­ence hall by the fathom­less abyss where swells up the mu­sic of tone­less strings I shall take this harp of my life.

			I shall tune it to the notes of forever, and when it has sobbed out its last ut­ter­ance, lay down my si­lent harp at the feet of the si­lent.

		


			CI

			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?

		


			CII

			I boas­ted among men that I had known you. They see your pic­tures in all works of mine. They come and ask me, “Who is he?” I know not how to an­swer them. I say, “In­deed, I can­not tell.” They blame me and they go away in scorn. And you sit there smil­ing.

			I put my tales of you in­to last­ing songs. The secret gushes out from my heart. They come and ask me, “Tell me all your mean­ings.” I know not how to an­swer them. I say, “Ah, who knows what they mean!” They smile and go away in ut­ter scorn. And you sit there smil­ing.

		


			CIII

			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 di­verse strains in­to a single cur­rent and flow to a sea of si­lence in one sa­luta­tion to thee.

			Like a flock of home­sick cranes fly­ing night and day back to their moun­tain nests let all my life take its voy­age to its etern­al home in one sa­luta­tion to thee.
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