The Child—Angel

They clamour and fight, they doubt and despair,

they know no end to their wranglings.

Let your life come amongst them like a flame of light, my child,

unflickering and pure, and delight them into silence.
They are cruel in their greed and their envy,

their words are like hidden knives thirsting for blood.
Go and stand amidst their scowling hearts, my child,

and let your gentle eyes fall upon them

like the forgiving peace of the evening

over the strife of the day.
Let them see your face, my child,
and thus know the meaning of all things;

let them love you and thus love each other.

Come and take your seat in the bosom of the limitless, my child.

At sunrise open and raise your heart
like a blossoming flower,
and at sunset bend your head
and in silence complete the worship of the day.
The Crescent Moon ]

My Song

This song of mine will wind its music around you,
my child, like the fond arms of love,
This song of mine will touch your forehead
like a kiss of blessing.
When you are alone it will sit by your side
and whisper in your ear,
when you are in a crowd
it will fence you about with aloofness.

My song will be like a pair of wings to your dreams,

it will transport your heart to the verge of the unknown.

It will be like the faithful star overhead
when dark night is over your road.
My song will sit in the pupils of your eyes,
and it will carry your sight into the heart of things.
And when my voice is silent in death,

my song will speak in your living heart.

The Crescent Moon |
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Come friend, flinch not,
step down upon the hard earth.

Do not gather dreams in the dusk.
Storms are brewing in the sky,
lightning flashes are striking at our sleep.
Come down to the common life.
The web of illusion is torn,

take shelter within walls of rough stones.

Poems ]

_2_6_

I was to go away; still she did not speak.
But I felt, from a slight quiver,
her yearning arms would say:
“Ah, no, not yet.”
I have often heard her pleading hands
vocal in a touch,
though they knew not what they said.

I have known those arms to stammer when,
had they not, they would have become
youth’s garland round my neck.

Their little gestures
return to remembrance in the covert of still hours;
like truants they playfully reveal

things she had kept secret from me.

The Fugitive ]
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My songs are like bees;
they follow through the air some fragrant trace —
some memory — of you,
to hum around your shyness,
eager for its hidden store.
When the freshness of dawn droops in the sun,
when in the noon
the air hangs low with heaviness
and the forest is silent,
my songs return home,

their languid wings dusted with gold.

The Fugitive ]

When she passed by me with quick steps,
the end of her skirt touched me.
From the unknown island of a heart
came a sudden warm breath of spring.
A flutter of a flitting touch brushed me
and vanished in a moment,
like a torn flower petal blown in the breeze.
It fell upon my heart like a sigh of her body
and whisper of her heart.

The Gardener ]
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My heart, the bird of the wilderness,
has found its sky in your eyes.
They are the cradle of the morning,
they are the kingdom of the stars.
My songs are lost in their depths.
Let me but soar in that sky, in its lonely immensity.
Let me but cleave its clouds

and spread wings in its sunshine.

The Gardener ]

Free me from the bonds of your sweetness, my love !
No more of this wine of kisses.
This mist of heavy incense stifles my heart.

Open the doors, make room for the morning light.

I am lost in you, wrapped in the folds of your caresses.

Free me from your spells,
and give me back the manhood

to offer you my freed heart.

The Gardener ]
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Love, my heart longs day and night
for the meeting with you
-for the meeting that is like all devouring death.
Sweep me away like a storm;
take everything I have;
break open my sleep
and plunder my dreams.
Rob me of my world.
In that devastation,
in the utter nakedness of spirit,
let us become one in beauty.
Alas for my vain desire!
Where is this hope for union

except in thee, my God?

The Gardener ]

—-2—

The news of my love is abroad
among the spring flowers.
It brings to my mind the old songs.

My heart of a sudden has put on green leaves of desire.
My love came not but her touch is on my hair,
and her voice comes across the fragrant fields
in murmurs of April.

Her gaze is here in the sky, but where are her eyes?

Her kisses are in the air, but where are her lips?

Poems ]
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The Kiss

Lip’s language to lip’s ears.

Two drinking each other’s heart, it seems.
Two roving loves who have left home,
pilgrims to the confluence of lips.
Two waves rise by the law of love
to break and die on two sets of lips.
Two wild desires craving each other
meet at last at the body’s limits.
Love’s writing a song in dainty letters,
layers of kiss—calligraphy on lips.
Plucking flowers from two sets of lips
perhaps to thread them into a chain later.
This sweet union of lips

is the red marriage-bed of a pair of smiles.

Poems ] [ English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson
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Desire

A fast damp wind blows sharply from the east,
sweeping dark-blue clouds on the sunrise-path.
Far-off, on the Ganga — not a boat! — the sand drifts.
I sit and wonder: where is she today!
Withered leaves are blown on empty paths.
From a distance comes the woodland’s mad commotion.
The morning birds are silent.

Their nests shake.

I think continually: where is she today?

Ah, how long she was near me, and I said nothing!
And the days went by, one after another.
Laughter and jokes, throwing words at each other;
within them lurked the heart’s intended hints.

If T could have her by me today,

I feel I could tell her all I wanted to say.
Clouds would cast dark shadows across my words
and the wind would lend its wildness to my breath.
From afar it would gather - the stillness before a storm.
Clouds, woods, riverbanks — all would merge into one.
Her loose hair would cascade over her face
and her eyes would hold back the dewy drops.
Speeches most solemn, covering life and death, i
nner longing, like the forest’s uproar, vital throbbing -
from here to hereafter, hymns of grandeur,
high effusive hopes, huge sadness -
shadows, deep absence-pangs, restless desires, locked
up, heart-concealed, half-formed whispers,
not for elaboration,
would fill the solitude like clouds heaped on clouds.
As at the end of the day, in midnight’s mansion
the universe displays its planets and stars,
so in my heart, freed from laughter and jests,
she would perceive infinity’s outburst.

The noise, the games, the merriment would be below;

the spirit’s tranquil sky would be above.

(continued)

HlelA] - aceo

VA5

yduie] ol udA-l Yauanel vddl.
YALEU-AL cll 52 BN, AN, Vil dladl.
g dauue, 4 8§ €ldl, Qlsdl Hiat .
¢ ARl (3203 60, 20 sleL, 54 87
A21, 22 Yl uiesl Bldl.
g4l 1ol Gul2 Bl
foscll. HIdl, Uelcl vl Al 42,

Add ¢ [Q; 20% o 54l 97
22, 3edl Al YAl d Wl wA edl
oA, W 55 o s8], <!
25wl 218 [ed uauR 4S L.
681M25Y), U, AGEAM YRR AL,
AL (ULl Sl AL SARLAL UALE.
U Aol © 5 21 o d Wl WA ¢ld,

dl R % ol dd 589 ¢q d s¢l AL Sl
WAL 2168l U2 Usd Al B2l usesidl),
WAL A, 52 53, Ul (Aot il
g g4l oY @} Ad-oiidld udalil 2ild.
dst, dlen i AR ARAAL-AS6LAH] )AL
drll €921 UL detl ASRA YR YA,
dell st L (gl (Glg M.

%, U, 4y, 2043 Adl viel2 dldl,
aei Glsdl AR 2l 2ida-d i,
2, (ML B35, Mogetell el
Aletaudl iR 20, ol diot ueoLl,
Al [aReel (MR, A wddl s,
22, ORI, Al A6l g, Asid.
B4, [Eetic HHRAAAL HSAHL YRl Azl eold,
dM. s8M2sell Y5 HIAL SUML A 43l eid selHt.
slalsd, Md, Ho, W, ot o 3 284,
Al A, 2512l GuR GL3al.

(o)

sl sleayle



HlalA] -

In light you see but the gambolling of a moment;
in darkness alone am I myself without end.
How small T was when she left me and went away!
How small that farewell, spoken with trivial words!
I neither showed her imagination’s true realm,
nor made her sit in my soul’s dark solitude.
If in such privacy, stillness, grand ambience
two minds could spend an eternal night together -
in the sky no laughter, no sound, no sense of direction, just
four roving eyes waking like four stars!
No weariness, no satiety, no road-blocks:
life expanding from one world to the next!
From the strings of twin spirits in full unison
a duet would rise to the throne of the limitless.
English translation
by Ketaki Kushari Dyson.

_3_

All fruitless is the cry.
All vain this burning fire of desire.
The sun goes down to his rest.
There is gloom in the forest and glamour in the sky.
With downcast look and lingering steps
The evening star comes in the wake of departing day
And the breath of the twilight is deep
with the fulness of a farewell feeling.
I clasp both thine hands in mine,

And keep thine eyes prisoner with my hungry eyes;
Seeking and crying, Where art thou, Where, O, where!
Where is the immortal flame
hidden in the depth of thee!

As in the solitary star of the dark evening sky
The light of heaven,
with its immense mystery, is quivering
In thine eyes, in the depth of their darkness
There shines a soul-beam

tremulous with a wide mystery.

(continued)
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Speechless I gaze upon it.
And I plunge with all my heart
Into the deep of a fathomless longing:

1 lose myself.

Poems ]

_6_

I have ever loved thee in a hundred forms and times,
Age after age, in birth following birth.

The chain of songs that my fond heart did weave
Thou graciously didst take around thy neck,
Age after age, in birth following birth.
When I listen to the tales of the primitive past,
The love-pangs of the far distant times,

The meetings and partings of the ancient ages,
I see thy form gathering light
Through the dark dimness of Eternity
And appearing as a star
ever fixed in the memory of the All

We two have come floating by the twin currents of love

That well up from the inmost heart of the Beginningless.

We two have played in the lives of my riad lovers.
In tearful solitude of sorrow,
In tremulous shyness of sweet union,
In old old love ever renewing its life.
The on-rolling flood of the love eternal
Hath at last found its perfect final course.

All the joys and sorrows and longings of heart,
All the memories of the moments of ecstasy,
All the love-lyrics of poets of all climes and times.
Have come from the everywhere

And gathered in one single love at thy feet.

Poems ]
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I am like the night to you, little flower.
I can only give you peace
and a wakeful silence hidden in the dark.
When in the morning you open your eyes,
I shall leave you to a world a-hum with bees,
and songful with birds.
My last gift to you will be a tear
dropped into the depth of your youth;
it will make your smile all the sweeter,

and bemist your outlook on the pitiless mirth of day.

The Fugitive ]

~1-14-

I am glad you will not wait for me

with that lingering pity in your look.

It is only the spell of the night and my farewell words,
startled at their own tune of despair,
which bring these tears to my eyes.
But day will dawn, my eyes will dry and my heart;
and there will be no time for weeping.
Who says it is hard to forget?

The mercy of death works at life’s core,
bringing it respite from its own foolish persistence.
The stormy sea is lulled at last in its rocking cradle;

the forest fire falls to sleep on its bed of ashes.
You and I shall part,
and the cleavage will be hidden

under living grass and flowers that laugh in the sun.

The Fugitive ]
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I forgot myself for a moment, and I came.
But raise your eyes, and let me know
if there still linger some shadow of other days,
like a pale cloud on the horizon
that has been robbed of its rain.
For a moment bear with me if I forget myself.
The roses are still in the bud;
they do not yet know
how we neglect to gather flowers this summer.
The morning star has the same palpitating hush;
the early light is enmeshed in the branches
that overbrow your window, as in thos other days.
That times are changed I forget for a little,
and have come.
I forget if you ever shamed me
by looking away when I bared my heart.
I only remember the words
that stranded on the tremor of your lips;
I remember in your dark eyes sweeping shadows of passion,
like the wings of a home-seeking bird in the dusk.

I forget that you do not remember, and I come.

The Fugitive ]
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Speak to me, my love! Tell me in words what you sang.
The night is dark. The stars are lost in clouds.
The wind is sighing through the leaves.
I will let loose my hair.
My blue cloak will cling round me like night.

I will clasp your head to my bosom;

and there in the sweet loneliness murmur on your heart.

I will shut my eyes and listen.
I will not look in your face.
When your words are ended, we will sit still and silent.
Only the trees will whisper in the dark.
The night will pale. The day will dawn.
We shall look at each other’s eyes
and go on our different paths.

Speak to me, my love! Tell me in words what you sang.

The Gardener ]

I hold her hands and press them to my breast.
I try to fill my arms with her loveliness,
to plunder her sweet smile with kisses,
to drink her dark glances with my eyes.
Ah, but, where is it?
Who can strain the blue from the sky?
[ try to grasp the beauty;
it eludes me, leaving only the body in my hands.
Baffled and weary I come back.
How can the body touch the flower
which only the spirit may touch?

The Gardener ]
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Death-dream

The night after full moon. Early in the evening

the pale moon rose in a corner of the sky.
The small boat, quivering, sped with a billowing sail,
as on time’s stream glides
an idle thought in a mind half-awake.
One bank, high and jagged, cast a shadow.
The other sloped and merged

with white sand, looking the same in moonlight.

Below the banks in a lazy langour flowed
Ganga slim, sluggish in Baishakh.

The wind blew from the east, my home’s direction,
like the sighing of distant relatives who missed me.
before my waking eyes sometimes the moon,
sometimes a loved face drifted.

One half of me was wistful, the other half elated.
Densa orchards of mango appeared on the north bank.
They looked unreal, like remembered groves.
Bank, tree, hut, path - sketched on moonlight’s scroll -
and sky reflected in water,
like the image of a far-off magical world.

Eyes shut, dream-immersed, I imagined
a swan gliding along the boundless sky:
upheaval of large white wings in moonlight,
myself stretched on its back, on a downy ride.

Sleep crouched on me like a pleasurable death.

There were no hours, nor night-watchman to call them.

Night without end, disconnected from day.

In the hushed, deserted world only the waves,
the murmuring waters softly lapped my ears -
sea of sleep dream-ruffled.

Ages passe - I couldn’t count how many.

Like a lamp without oil, the universe began to flutter.
A giant shadow swallowed the firmament,
and with head bowed, the universal night

began the countdown to death: three, two, one...

(continued) °
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The moon began to wane, to disappear.
The liquid murmur faded, fell silent.
All the stars, unflinching, like ghost’s eyes
without mercy fixed themselves on me,
the only creature in the entire heavens.
Through that long night the billions of stars
slowly went out, one after another.

I opened my eyes wide, but received no light.

Ice-hard, death-chill, that darkness
couldn’t pierce my irises.

Numbed then, the bird-wings started to droop.
The long neck plunged. The swan began to descend.
For ten thousand years the deafening sound of a fall

struckmy ear-drums. The horrendous
gaping night split into two.
Suddenly all the memories of my life
woke for a moment, and in a flash sped
ahead of me, crashing to a thousand pieces.
The hottest chase I gave them, but couldn’t retrieve
a particle from that debacle, alas.
Nowhere could I rest this body of mine,
wholly wearied bymy own iron weight.
I wanted to cry, but found neither breath nor voice,
my throat choked by darkness:
solely within me it was happening - the cosmic collapse.
The fierce velocity made me long and thin
like the shrill whistle of a swift hurricane.
Sharp as an arrow, as fine as a needle’s tip,
piercing infinite time’s breast I went,

my body and mind merged, reduced to a line.

Gradually the limits of time dissolved.
An instant and eternity became one.
The ocean of empty space shrank to a point
of the deepest, the most ultimate blackness.
I was swallowed by that ocean of a point.

The dark lost its darkness. There was none called ‘T’
yet in a curious way it seemed there was.
Awareness, gagged, blind beneath unawareness,
waited for someone or something, like a life-breath

lingering eternally after death.
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I opened my eyes. ganga flowed as before,

and my boat was speeding westward to its mooring.

Faint lamps flickered in cottages on the bank,

and above, the moon was as honey-faced as ever.

The earth kept her vigil, creatures asleep on her lap.

AUALYR
28.4.1888
English translation by Ketaki Kushari Dyson

Bride

‘Day’s ending, let’s go and fetch water.’

I seem to hear from afar that old evening call -
But where is the shade and the water?
Where are the steps and the fig-tree?

As I sit alone with my thoughts I seem to hear
‘Day’s ending, let's go and fetch water.’
Pitcher at my hip, the winding path -
Nothing but fields to the left stretching into haze,
to the right the slanting bamboo-grove.

The evening sunlight shines on the blackness of the
pool, the woods round its edge are sunk in shade.
I let myself idly float in the pool’s deep calm,
the koel on the bank has sweetness in its song.
Returning, I suddenly see above the dark trees,
painted on the sky, the moon.

The wall, split by the peepul tree -

I used to run there when I woke.

On autumn mornings the world glistened with dew,
clusters of oleanders bloomed.

Two creepers covering the wall
were laden with purple flowers.

I sat in my hiding-place peering through cracks,
my sari trailed on the ground.

Field after field, and on the horizon

a distant village blending with the sky.

(continued)
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Next to me ancient palm-trees stand so densely
their dark green foliage merges.
I can see the dam’s thin line, its water glinting,
herd-boys crowd its edge.
The path goes on out of sight, I do not know where -
who knows through what new places?
Oh this city with its stony body!
Its massive loveless fist has squeezed and crushed
a young girl’s feelings, pitilessly.
Where are the boundless fields, the open path,
the birdsong, the trees, the shadows !
There seem to be people all around me,

I can’t speakmy heart in case they hear me.
Weeping is wasted here, it is stopped by the walls,
my weeping always comes back to me.

No one understands why I cry, they wonder,
they want to know the cause.

Nothing pleases the girl, she ought to be ashamed,
it's always the same with girls from villages.

All these friends and relations to keep her company,
but she sits in a corner and shuts her eyes!
They point at my body or face,
they argue about how I look - I feel like a garland-seller,
my wares examined, tested for quality, coldly.

I loiter alone amidst them all,
each day hangs so heavily.

People here are like worms crawling between bricks,
there is no love, there is no gaiety.

What of you, mother, where are you?

You can’t have forgotten me, surely !

When you sit outside on our roof beneath the new moon
do you still tell fairy-stories?

Or do you, alone in bed, lie awake at night,
in tears and sickness of heart?

Take flowers to the temple at dawn to offer your prayers
for your exiled daughter’s well-being ?

Here also the moon rises over the roof,
its light is at my door and begs for entry.

I feel that it wandered widely before it found me,

it sought me because it loved me.
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I forget myself for a moment,
I rush to fling open the door.

At once the spies all around me rise like a storm,
swoop with their cruel authority.
They won’t give love, they won't give light.
I feel all the time it would be good to die,
to sink in the lap of the water of the pool,
in its shady darkness, its cool black depths.
Keep on, keep on with your evening call -
‘Day’s ending, let's go and fetch water.’
When will my evening come?

All playing end?

The cooling water quench all fires?

If anyone knows, tell me when.

The Gardener ]
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