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Introduction

At the core of this endeavour is a small (12x8cm) manuscript bound in blue roan and deposited
in the Houghton Library of Harvard University, among the ‘Rothenstein papers.’

This manuscript contains 86 verses in English and 14 in Bangla in the hands of Rabindranath
Tagore. None of the verses are dated nor is the place of its composition mentioned anywhere
in the diary. All the 14 Bangla verses have been translated into English on the opposite page.
All the English verses are translation of verses from various Bangla collection of poems
written by Tagore. 83 of these English translations along with 20 more, duly edited by the
Irish poet William Butler Yeats in consultation with Rabindranath Tagore, were published in
1912 by India Society, England as Gitanjali: Song Offerings (English Gitanjali). It was this slim
collection of poems that was responsible for the 1913 Nobel Prize for literature being awarded
to Rabindranath Tagore - the first Asian to be awarded this prestigious Prize.

I was fascinated by the thought of a manuscript containing a significant portion of a collection
of verses subsequently published in one book. Generally, poets would write verses in one
book and while publishing these may be split into several different volumes depending upon
the theme or mood of each volume. Or there may be several drafts or revisions spread over
many different notebooks or diaries. It was almost 10 years ago that I saw the manuscript on
a microfilm ordered from the Houghton Library.

The poems of English Gitanjali were my first introduction to Tagore’s poetry and I was swept
off my feet by its unique expression of devotion as well as the mood of tranquility and peace
pervading in its poems. Exquisite blending between man, nature and divine captivated my
imagination and inspired to me pursue Tagore’s literature and subsequently his concepts.

Later, when I came to learn about the controversy raised by Yeats’ contribution to the success
and status of the English Gitanjali, my interest in the manuscript was further enhanced. After
going through various detailed studies comparing the manuscript and the published version I
felt that the best and simplest way to present the difference between the two was not resorted
to for reasons difficult to comprehend. Hence, after placing a verse from the manuscript
side by side with the published version, I embarked upon a study of my own, which brought
out some hitherto unexplored insights and interpretations which I intend to share with the
readers.

To make this monograph interesting and comprehensible to readers who are not well versed
with Tagoreana, I believe it is necessary to start with a background or the (hi)story of English
Gitanjali. Hence, I have divided the presentation in three parts:

1. (Hi)story of English Gitanjali
2. Manuscript of English Gitanjali
3. Comparison of the Manuscript with the Published Version



In my endeavour, I have been greatly helped by immaculate and meticulous work presented
in Late Prasanta Kumar Paul’s Rabijibani, vol. 6. Similarly, bichitra.jdvu.ac.in - the website
of online Tagore variorum developed by School of Cultural Texts and Records, Jadavpur
University, Kolkata - has been a fantastic tool for researching various Tagore manuscripts
from the comfort of home and direct access to computer. Indeed, there have been friends and
guides who have helped find archival references from internet and encouraged preparation of
this endeavour for publishing by reading and re-reading the analysis of labyrinthine data and
offering their own comments and inputs. I am indeed grateful to Don Johnson, Rijuta Mehta,
Niranjan Bhagat, Rajendra Patel, Supriya Roy and of course Sankha Ghosh. For snatching
away many a moment from their claim and devoting them to my fanciful pursuits of joy, I can
never thank my family adequately.

I do hope this endeavour will shed some more light on this oft pursued topic and perhaps,
inspire some to pursue an extensive research by following up such unexplored leads as total

correspondence of Yeats, Rothenstein and others with reference to Tagore.

November 2014



1. (Hi)Story of English Gitanjali

The international icon that is Rabindranath Tagore, owes its eminence not only to the multi-
faceted genius of the poet, but also to his Gitanjali: Song Offerings (referred to as The English
Gitanjali from now on) published in 1912. It was this collection of prose-poems translated
into English by the poet himself from his own Bangla poems and songs published in several
collections, which was primarily responsible for the Nobel Prize of Literature awarded to the
first Asian in 1913.

At the outset, it is worth noting that the Bangla Gitanjali, which was published in 1910 and
contains 72 poems and 85 songs is distinctly different from The English Gitanjali, which was
published in 1912 and contains 103 prose-poems. The English Gitanjali is translated from
various Bangla collections as shown below:

No. of Poems Title Publication Year
53 Gitanjali 1910
16 Gitimalya 1914!
15 Naibedya 1901
11 Kheya 1906
3 Shishu 1903
1 Achalayatan 1912
1 Kalpana 1900
1 Smaran 1903
1 Utsarga 1914!
1 Chaitali 1896

Table 1

The story of how these translations came about is fascinating and so is the context in which
they emerged.

The first decade of the 20" century was a decade of major changes in the life of Tagore.

It was in this decade that he had to struggle on more than one front, facing many a frustration
and living with the pain of several loved ones dying. In the previous decade he had lived
mostly away from Kolkata, looking after the family landed estates. This called for travel by
boat on rivers of the then East Bengal. In 1901, he moved to Santiniketan, where ha established
a school - brahmacharyashram. It was a period of unprecedented financial stringency and
he was forced to sell his house in Puri as well as his wife’s jewelry. After taking an active
interest in the movement of bangabhanga, (the partition of Bengal) he withdrew from
political sphere after his bitter experience of the politicians. His colleagues and people at
large were quite upset with him because of this. In 1902, he lost his wife, Mrinalini Devi, in
1903, his daughter, Renuka, in 1905, his father, Maharshi Debendranath; and in 1907, his
youngest son, Shamindranath. The pain of losing four family members in a span of five years
cannot be expressed in words. Despite such painful and frustrating experiences, because of
his optimistic and levitating approach to life, instead of bitterness towards the world, he
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cultivated a mode of internal reflection, which resulted in an outpouring of spiritual poems.
The poems of ‘Naibedya’, published in 1901, were primarily spiritual prayers. The summit was
Bangla ‘Gitanjali’, published in 1910.

Till then Tagore was not really known outside of Bengal, where he was known only as an
important poet of histime. Neither himnorhisliterature wereuniversally accepted oracclaimed
even in Bengal. His friends and well-wishers such as Sister Nivedita, Jagadishachandra Bose
- the great scientist, Ajit Chakravarti, Ramanand Chatterji,

Jadunath Sarkar, Anand Kumaraswami among others, were pleading with him to translate his
works into English. But he was quite diffident about his own English. In his first major letter
in English? addressed to Myron H. Phelps, on January 4, 1909, he said,

as I have never been used to express myself in the English language I shall not be able to give
an adequate or effective idea of what I feel to be the truth about our country.?

On June 24, 1911, he wrote to Thanwardas Lilaram Vaswani, later known as Sadhu Vaswani,

As I can very feebly and with difficulty express myself in English I ask your pardon and stop
here.*

Hence, he encouraged his friends to translate his works. Sister Nivedita was the first known
translator of his short story, ‘Kabuliwalla’, in 1900. The translation remained unpublished till
1910.° Bipin Chandra Pal, one of the renowned political figures of that time, translated four
of his stories and all of them were published in New India, a journal edited by Pal, between
1901 and 1902. Some of his poems were translated by Pramathlal Sen. However, these efforts
were short lived. It was between 1909 and 1912 that there was a sudden emergence of Tagore
translators such as Roby Dutt, Ajit Kumar Chakravarti, Ananda Coomaraswamy, Sister
Nivedita etc.® His friends, who were in England, spoke about him and his literature to their
English literary friends. Hence, his name was known in the literary circles of England.’

However, Tagore was not very happy with the translation of his poems undertaken by his
friends and he had expressed so in a letter dated 14 May, 1912:

I cannot see how my poems can be properly translated in English - certainly not in metre.
Perhaps simple prose would be more suitable. If possible, I will try to do that after going to
England.?

As I will show later, it is likely that at this time Tagore himself had started translating his
poems into English. Normally, Tagore used to talk freely about all his literary endeavours
in his letters to his friends. Yet, in numerous letters written during this period, he refrained
from disclosing the fact that he was attempting to translate his poems into English. Perhaps
this was due to his diffidence about his command over the English language.

In 1910, a group of English gentlemen interested in Indian Arts and culture had established
the India Society in England. Its president, William Rothenstein, a famous sculptor, had come
to India in November 1910. After traveling through Ajanta, Ellora, Abu and Banaras, he was
to visit Kolkata. However, he was so impressed with the beauty of the Ganges near Banaras
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that he decided not to visit Kolkata. It was at the instance of two British judges of Kolkata
High Court, who were in Banaras on vacation, and a personal invitation from Abanindranath
Tagore that Rothenstein changed his mind and visited Kolkata in January 1911. There he
met the famous painter brothers, Abanindranath and Gaganendranath Tagore and visited
their home at Jora Sanko. There he saw Rabindranath Tagore and was impressed with his
personality. He even sketched Tagore. However, there was not much of an interaction between
the two. Despite being advised to visit Santiniketan by Anand Kumaraswami and invited by
Rabindranath Tagore, he could not go there. Before leaving for England in February 1911, he
came across a short story - Postmaster — by Rabindranath, translated by Devendranath Mitra,
published in Modern Review of January 1911. He wrote to Rabindranath,

Yourself I shall always allow myself to regard with reverence & affection, & I hope you will
allow me to write to you sometimes & that you will perhaps remember that I shall be grateful
for any translations of poems or stories which may appear at any time.’

It was in one of his letters in June 1911 that Tagore first expressed his desire for a foreign
tour. He said that due to indifferent health he longed to fly far away. In such a state of mind
he wrote his famous play ‘Dakghar’.!® With thoughts towards the prolonged absence due to a
foreign tour, he drafted his will and he entrusted various responsibilities of his landed estates
and the school at Santiniketan to specific individuals. His proposed foreign tour in October
1911 was postponed due to an accident met by the ship he was to travel on.!" In March 1912,
the tour had to be cancelled at the eleventh hour due to his ill health. On this occasion his
friends had gone to see him off at the port and were dismayed to see the ship leave without
Tagore on board. Even his luggage was on board and had to be called back from Madras."
Under medical advice for complete rest, he went to Shelidah instead of Santiniketan.

It was during this period that Tagore started translation of his poems into English. In a letter
to his niece, Indira Devi Chaudharani, on 6 May, 1913, he says:

You have alluded to the English translation of Gitanjali. I have not been able to imagine to
th[is] day how people came to like it so much. That I cannot write English is such a patent fact
that I never had even the vanity to feel ashamed of it. If anybody wrote an English note asking
me to tea, I did not feel equal to answering it. Perhaps you think by now I have got over that
delusion. By no means. That I have written in English seems to be the delusion. On the day I
was to board the ship, I fainted due to my frantic efforts at leave-taking, and the journey itself
was postponed. Then I went to Shelidah to take rest. But unless the brain is fully active, one
does not feel strong enough to relax completely; so the only way to keep myself calm was to
take up some light work.

It was then the month of Chaitra (March-April), the air was thick with the fragrance of mango-
blossoms and all hours of the day were delirious with the songs of birds. When a child is full
of vigour, he does not think of his mother. It is only when he feels tired that he wants to settle
easily in her lap. That was exactly my position. With all my heart and with all my holiday I
seem to have ensconced myself comfortably in the arms of Chaitra, without missing a particle
of its light, its air, its scent, and its song. In such a state one cannot remain idle. When the air
strikes one’s bones they tend to respond in music; this is an old habit of mine, as you know.
Yet I had not the energy to gird up my loins and sit down to write. So I took up the poems
of Gitanjali and set myself to translate them one by one. You may wonder why such a crazy
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ambition should possess one in such a weak state of health. But believe me, I did not undertake
this task in a spirit of bravado. I simply felt an urge to recapture through the medium of another
language the feelings and sentiments which had created such a feast of joy within me in the
days gone by.

The pages of a small exercise-book came to be filled gradually, and with it in my pocket I
boarded the ship. The idea of keeping it in my pocket was that when my mind became restless
on the high seas, I would recline on a deck-chair and set myself to translate one or two poems
from time to time. And that is what happened. From one exercise-book I passed on to another.
Rothenstein already had an inkling of my reputation as a poet from another Indian friend.
Therefore, when in the course of conversation he expressed a desire to see some of my poems,
I handed him my manuscript with some diffidence. I could hardly believe the opinion he
expressed after going through it. He then made over the manuscript to Yeats. The story of what
followed is known to you. From this explanation of mine you will see that I was not responsible
for the offence, which was due mainly to the force of circumstances.

Though the letter is as poetic as all of Tagore’s work, it is a heady mix of fact and fiction and
there is far more to what is not said than appears at first sight. Recounting some historical
details:

Tagore was to leave for England on March 19, 1912. Having missed the boat on account of
ill-health, he was advised rest and he left for Shelidah on March 24, 1912."* Subsequently, he
travelled between Kolkata, Shelidah and Santiniketan, took a train to Mumbai on May 25,
from where he boarded a ship for Europe and after disembarking at Marseilles, took a train
to London via Paris. He reached London on 16 June 1912. His stay at various places between
these dates and what he wrote at those places is presented in Table 2 below:

Period’® Place Writings
March 19 to 24 Kolkata
March 24 to April 13 Shelidah 18 Poems/Songs, 1 Essay
April 13 to 26 Santiniketan 6 Poems/Songs
April 26 to May 3 Kolkata
May 3 to 20 Shelidah Translator
May 20 to 25 Kolkata
May 26 to June 16 Bombay/Boat/Europe 1 Song, 6 Essays, Translator
Table 2

Somendrachandra Devavarma, who accompanied Tagore from Kolkata to England, gives a
vivid description of the translations Tagore was busy with on the ship. In his travelogue titled,
Rabindra-prasange Europe-prabaser Smriti-katha, published in 1931, referring to the translations
of Tagore poems done by Ajitkumar, Kumaraswami etc. he states:

All these translations did not satisfy Rabindranath and hence, he started translating several
poems of Gitanjali. Whether on road or on a train or on the ship, I saw that Rabindranath was
absorbed in translating Gitanjali. Like a mother dressing up the child with various ornaments
for the sake of her own pleasure, Rabindranath was absorbed in dressing up his own poems in

7



foreign ornaments for the sake of his own pleasure. He was hesitant to show it or recite it to
anyone. ...He used to say, ‘I am floating in the pleasure of the flood of this new creation, but
through all this writing whether anyone will be satisfied or not I do not know. It is doubtful
if all these feelings will create any ripples in the Western literature; it may be better if all
these futile efforts end here only.’ ... Occasionally, after lunch or dinner he would read the
translations to me.'

Describing the first few days in London, Rathindranath says in his autobiography,

Thomas Cook had arranged rooms for us in a Bloomsbury hotel. We took the Tube from Charing
Cross station. This was our first experience of underground travelling and it left us completely
bewildered. I was carrying my father’s attaché case, which contained among other papers the
manuscript of the English translations later published as Gitanjali and The Gardener. When on
the next day father wanted to call on Rothenstein and asked for the manuscript, the leather
case was found to be missing. With my heart in my mouth I hastened to the Left Luggage
Office. One can imagine my relief, when at last I discovered the lost property there. Since then
I have often wondered what shape the course of events might have taken if the manuscript of
Gitanjali had been lost through my negligence."”

In due course the historical manuscript was handed over to Rothenstein, the President of India

Society. Rothenstein was impressed with the manuscript. He has noted in his autobiography,

‘Men and Memories’,

That evening I read the poems. Here was poetry of a new order, which seemed to me on a level
with that of the great mystics.

Rothenstein made three copies of the manuscript and sent them to the famous poet W. B.
Yeats, Andrew Cecil Bradely, professor of Poetry at Oxford, and Stopford Brooke, well-known
monotheist author. Bradley responded,

It looks as though we have at last a great poet amongst us again.

Brooke wrote,

I have read them with more than admiration, with great gratitude, for their spiritual help and
for the joy they bring and confirm, and for the love of beauty, which they deepen far more than
I can tell.’®

Opinion of Yeats has been quoted in his now famous Introduction to the English ‘Gitanjali’,
I have carried the manuscript of these translations about with me for days, reading it in railway
trains, or on the top of the omnibuses, and in restaurants, and I have often had to close it lest

some stranger would see how much it moved me."”

Having heard such unqualified and flattering remarks from three giants of the western
literature, Tagore was indeed elated.

On June 25, Rabindranath met Yeats for the first time at Rosenstein’s over dinner. On the very
next day he wrote to Kshitimohan Sen,

Kshitimohan Babu, last night I dined with one of the poets here, Yeats. He read aloud the prose
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translations of some of my poems. It was a very beautiful reading in the right tone.

I do not have much confidence in my own English - but he remarked that if someone were to say
he could improve this piece of writing, that person did not understand literature. It is proposed
that these prose translations of mine will be edited by Yeats, he will write an Introduction and
then these will be published.?

On July 7, 1912, Rothenstein arranged a programme of poetry reading in his drawing room.
Narrating the incident in his autobiography, Rathindranath Tagore says,

The historic evening at Rothenstein’s, when Yeats read out the Gitanjali poems in his musical,
ecstatic voice to a choice group of people like Ernest Rhys, Alice Meynell, Henry Nevinson,
Ezra Pound, May Sinclair, Charles Trevelyan, C. F. Andrews and others had gathered in the
drawing-room; the almost painful silence that followed the recitation; the flood of appreciative
letters that poured in the next day . .. are well-known.?

May Sinclair wrote,

It was impossible for me to say anything to you about your poems last night, because
they are of a kind not easily spoken about. May I say now that as long as I live, even
if I were never to hear them again, I shall never forget the impression that they made.
It is not only that they have an absolute beauty, a perfection as poetry, but that they
have made present for me forever the divine . .. Now it is satisfaction - this flawless
satisfaction - you gave me last night.?

Margaret Radford wrote,

... what a great experience it was, to me to hear your poems. I never felt as I felt last night
save when I first read certain parts of our English Bible.?

On July 10, a dinner at Trocadero restaurant was organized by India Society to meet Tagore.
About 70 persons were present including such luminaries as H. G. Wells, H. W. Nevinson,
E. B. Havell, T. W. Arnold, Cecil Sharp etc. apart from Yeats and Rothenstein. Proposing
the toast, Yeats had said,

To take part in honouring Mr. Rabindranath Tagore is one of the great events of my artistic
life. I have been carrying about with me a book of translations into English prose of 100 of his
Bengali lyrics, written within the last ten years. I know of no man in my time who has done
anything in the English language to equal these lyrics. Even as I read them in this literal prose
translation they are as exquisite in style and thought.

In this function, Yeats recited the following three poems by Tagore:
1. I was not aware of the moment - Poem No. 95 of English Gitanjali
2. In the deep shadows of the rainy July - Poem No. 22 of English Gitanjali
3. On the slope of desolate river — Poem No. 64 of English Gitanjali*

The Times of July 13 reported the function at Trocadero in detail, reproducing the text of the
first two poems recited by Yeats.



Responding to the greetings Tagore had humbly said,

....This is one of the proudest moments of my life. I have a speaking acquaintance with your
glorious language; yet I can but feel in my own. .....I have learned that, though our tongues are
different and our habits dissimilar, at the bottom our hearts are one. .. .. ideas may have to
cross from East to western shores to find a welcome in men’s hearts and fulfill their promise.
East is East and West is West — God forbid that it should be otherwise - but the twain must
meet in amity, peace and understanding; their meeting will be all the more fruitful because
of their differences; it must lead both to holy wedlock before the common altar of humanity.?¢

Perhaps this was the first public utterance of what was to be inscribed on the logo of his
‘Visva Bharati’ - ‘visvam bhavatyek nidam’.

Tagore went away to Cambridge on July 12 and returned on July 15. From July 18 to August
2, Yeats and Tagore worked on correcting the Gitanjali manuscript and Yeats took away the
corrected typescript to Normandy to write an Introduction to be included in the India Society
publication.”

On September 9 Gitanjali: Song Offerings was sent to the press. Tagore left for New York on
October 19, reaching there on October 27 and Gitanjali was published on November 1.7

Thisis where the story of the English Gitanjali or Gitanjali: Song Offerings, cast in the documented
historical mode ends. Its journey through the corridors of the Swedish Academy leading to the
ultimate award of the Nobel Prize, though interesting, is beyond the scope of this endeavour.

2. Manuscript of English Gitanjali

We shall now focus primarily on the 12x8cm. diary bound in blue roan at Houghton Library
of Harvard University.

As stated in the letter of May 6, 1913, referred to earlier, ‘from one exercise book’ Tagore
‘passed on to another’. This indicates that the translations were spread over two ‘exercise
books’ or diaries. One of them is at the centre of this endeavour. But where is the other? For
a while I thought that MS 229, preserved at Rabindra Bhavana, Santiniketan, could be the
other one.

This book has been used by Tagore in a peculiar fashion. The earliest poems appear at the
end, with the pages turned upside down. (See Plate 1)
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Plate 1

It certainly was with Tagore during the entire period he was away between May 1912 and
September 1913. It contains all the Gitimalya poems he wrote at Shelidah, on the ship and in
England. Poems written between March 1912 and October 1913 appear in this book. Almost all
the Bangla poems are dated and include place of their composition. It also has six poems in
English. This made me wonder if this was the second exercise book Tagore was referring to!
However, none of the English poems are dated and hence, one can only speculate about the
dates of these translations based on the dates of composition of the original Bangla poems.
Only three of the English poems - referred to as Nos. 15 and 17 of Poems and No. 51 of Fruit
Gathering in the transcription given on bichitra.jdvu.ac.in - are translation of the Bangla poems
composed before the publication of The English Gitanjali. Their position in the manuscript
does not allow us to draw any definite inference about the probable date of translation.

I am reasonably certain that MS 229 is not the second exercise book Tagore referred to.
However, it is worth remembering that there was another book that he carried with him and
wrote his fresh compositions in during the 1912-1913 travels to England and USA.

The manuscript that Tagore ‘handed to Rothenstein’ was eventually gifted by him to William
Rothenstein and is preserved in the Houghton Library of Harvard University along with
Rothenstein Papers.” On the first Page of this manuscript the following remark is found in

the hand of William Rothenstein:

et R
s hls Cnkral ﬁ)MWﬂM Hul
Pk
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It was this manuscript that was read by Rothenstein. He was so impressed with the poems
that he made three typed copies and sent them to the famous poet W. B. Yeats, Andrew Cecil
Bradely, professor of Poetry at Oxford, and Stopford Brooke, well-known monotheist author.
Eventually it was decided by The India Society to publish these poems and Yeats was entrusted
with the task of editing the manuscript.

It was this edited version that was published in a limited edition of 750 numbers by The India
Society in 1912. Later, Macmillan and Co. published a general edition in March 1913.%°

It is this manuscript, a 12x18 cm diary ‘bound in blue roan’ that is at the centre of my
endeavour. My romance with it commenced at 9:30 am on August 14, 2007, when I held it
in my hands at the Houghton Library of Harvard University in Cambridge, Massachusetts
(U.S.A.) It has fascinated me ever since, a slim volume, reproduced twice in India - first by
Sahitya Samsad, Kolkata in 2009 with Notes by Abhikkumar Dey and second by Ministry of
Culture, Government of India with Notes by Swapan Majumdar. Some eminent scholars have
studied it over the years.

I would like to mention the details of three of these which I have come across and admired:

1. Khyati Akhyatir Nepathye, Saurindra Mitra, Ananda Publishers Pvt. Ltd., Kolkata, 1995
(first edition 1977)

2. On the Autograph Manuscript of Gitanjali (Song Offerings) and The Manuscript of Gitanjali:
A Supplementary Note, Shyamal Kumar Sarkar, Visva-Bharati Quarterly, vol. 43, Nos. 3
& 4 and vol. 44, Nos. 3& 4 respectively

3. Gitanjali, Rabindranath Tagore, tr. William Radice, Penguin India, New Delhi, 2011

As stated earlier, I have been fascinated by this manuscript. Occasionally, fascination leads to
a point of view that might be inconsequential scholastically but is valuable intrinsically and
might perhaps clear the ground for some further consequence. My journey has been guided
by this fascination only, and hence, it is for the literary and the scholarly world to see if some
thing can be made of the questions I have asked and the answers I have received and realized.

First, I would like to describe the manuscript that I call the Rothenstein Manuscript. It is a
diary - bound in ‘blue roan’, as described by Houghton Library - quite distinct from most
other manuscripts, which are exercise books or notebooks. This manuscript contains 86
poems in English and 14 poems in Bangla. The 14 Bangla poems must have been copied here
from their original manuscript - MS 229 at Rabindra Bhavana, Santiniketan. The translation
of the Bangla poems appears on the opposite page. Out of these 86 poems in English, 83
have been included in the published version of The English Gitanjali. However, the order in
which they appear here is quite different from the one found in the published version that
contains 20 additional poems. Out of these 20 poems, manuscripts of 12 poems are also found
in Rothenstein papers at Houghton Library.’' This manuscript will be referred to as Crescent
Moon Manuscript. Manuscripts of the remaining 8 poems are not available.

In Table 3 below a summarized comparison between the Rothenstein manuscript and The
English Gitanjali is shown.
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. . No. of Poem§ in No. of Poems in Missing
No. of Poems in Title Rothenstein Crescent Moon Manuscript
book MS MS
53 Gitanjali 46 8
16 Gitimalya 15 2
15 Naibedya 15 1
11 Kheya 6 5
3 Shishu 3
1 Achalayatan 1
1 Kalpana 1
1 Smaran 1
1 Utsarga 1
1 Chaitali 1
103 Total 86 12 8
Table 3

As mentioned earlier, there are 14 poems for which the original Bangla version is given in this
manuscript. One wonders why the poet thought of including Bangla versions of his poems in
a manuscript intended to show his poetry to the Western literary world. As a matter of fact,
the very first poem starts with the English version on the right-hand side (which is completely
cancelled). The English translation is repeated on the left-hand side. The original Bangla is
on the bottom of the English translation and continued on the right-hand side, below the
erasure. (See plate 1 below).
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Plate 2: Page 1 of Rothenstein Manuscript
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The second, third and fourth poems have Bangla version on the left-hand side and English
translations on the right-hand side. This gives us the impression that the poet intends to
continue this pattern for the rest of the manuscript. However, for the fifth poem, there is no
Bangla version! On a closer scrutiny one realizes that the first four poems were written recently
- in March 1912 - and later included in Gitimalya, (published in 1914) whereas the fifth poem
was written in 1906 and included in Gitanjali (published in 1910). Perhaps, the poet intends to
consult the Bangla version with his English translation for these new compositions.*? But the
next three poems (Poem Nos. 6, 7 and 8) also have Bangla versions on the right-hand side, and
these have been written earlier and included in Gitanjali! Later in the manuscript we come
across 11 Gitimalya poems (Nos. 37 to 42, 47, 48, 51, 52 and 58) and 7 of them (nos. 37 to 42 and
52) have their Bangla counterparts presented on the right-hand side. I could not think of any
rationale for this practice.

There is no title, either for each poem or for the entire manuscript. The translations are
not dated as was his normal practice for Bangla poems. The manuscript of Bangla poems of
Gitimalya, which were being written at this time are included in MS 229 at Rabindra Bhavana,
Santiniketan. In the same manuscript there are a few English translations also. These are not
dated either. One wonders about the reason for not dating English translations when most
of his Bangla poems not only include the date but also state the place of composition. He
might have felt that the date of translation was not important while submitting the poems for
opinion or approval. He might have been diffident about the future of these translations and
hence might not have felt the need to note the date and place of their creation.

All this indicates that Tagore had taken this manuscript along with him so that he could show
his poetry as translated by him to the literary circles in London rather than with a view of
publishing the same. As shown earlier he was so diffident about his own English language that
he might have considered the very thought of publishing these translations as preposterous.
This is precisely what Tagore himself stated in his lecture to the Nobel Academy in Sweden
in 1921. He said:

After my Gitanjali poems had been written in Bengali I translated those poems in
English, without having any desire to have them published, being diffident of my
mastery of that language .....*

Most of the translations appear so neat and free of major erasures that I cannot rule out
the possibility that he was copying out in this diary the translations he had penned down
elsewhere. On the other hand, there are quite a few original drafts of English translations in
other manuscripts (including MS 229 referred to above) at Rabindra Bhavana, as reported on
bichitra.jdvu.ac.in, which are as neat and free of major erasures that it is difficult to conclude
anything from the appearance of the manuscript.

Moreover, how did he select the poems to be translated? My first instinct was to check if the
length of the poem had anything to do with his selection. It did seem that in his first effort
he avoided translating long poems. Of the 27 Gitimalya poems (Gitimalya Nos. 4 to 30) written
during this period (March 28 to June 25, 1912), he translated 17 (Gitimalya Nos. 6 to 8, 14 to 18,
20 to 24, 26, 28 to 30). These 17 poems average at 18 lines each. In all of the 27 poems written
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during this period, the average number of lines is 25. However, upon checking the 157 poems
of Bangla Gitanjali, I found that the average number of lines was almost the same as that of 53
poems of The English Gitanjali. This means that the choice was not made based on the length
of the original Bangla poem.

Next, I wondered whether he preferred to translate songs rather than poems. Of the 27
Gitimalya poems written during this period 16 are songs but of the 17 translated Gitimalya
poems 13 are songs! This would indicate that he might have preferred to translate songs.
Bangla Gitanjali has 72 poems and 85 songs. Of these he has translated 24 poems and 29 songs.
In this case, no preference is evident as about one third of the poems as well as the songs are
translated. In the Rothenstein Manuscript 44 poems and 42 songs are translated. Hence, this
could not be the basis on which the poet might have selected the poems to be translated.

A conversation with Sri Sankha Ghosh, ‘that living concordance of Tagore’s works’ (in Ketaki
Dyson’s words**) pointed the correct direction. He said the selection was thematic. Most of
the poems translated are devotional or spiritual. It occurred to me that Tagore was still in the
mood of internal reflection resulting in outpouring of spiritual poems that had commenced
with Naibedya (1901) and was to continue for two more years, till Gitali (1914). Hence, most of
the poems selected for translation were also reflecting the same mood.

Sisir Kumar Das has offered the following comments for the published version of The English
Gitanjali, which includes 83 of the 86 poems appearing in the Rothenstein manuscript:

The arrangement of the poems in Gitanjali [The English Gitanjali] is neither in chronological
order of their publication nor according to any sequence in the growth of mood or idea. They
are self-contained, independent lyrics, though they have a slender thematic connection, all of
them being addressed to a god who reveals himself in myriad forms and shapes, in the beauty
of nature, in the everyday situations of human relationships. .....

..... Free from all sectarian and theological doctrines, these poems have so intricately woven the
sacred with the secular that the Gitanjali poems are conspicuous by their complete coalescence.
The dominant note of Gitanjali is life-affirmation: it creates a world of light and colour and
abundance. If one hears a voice of melancholy in one lyric, there is expression of joy in another;
if there is despondency in one, there is another celebrating the joy of fulfillment.*

This thematic coherence and congruence of the sacred and the secular that created an
ambience of devotion and dedication to a unique Divine could not have been deliberate; it had
to be as innate as the purposeless smile on the lips of an innocent child yet uncorrupted by the
world. Perhaps, it was this spontaneous and simple expression of content that was the result
of intense meditation and reflection which found unprecedented acceptance and acclaim in
an alien land and language. At this juncture, Tagore was like a student apprehensive of his
own competence, encouraged and perhaps, pressured by his friends, presenting his works
for appraisal by littérateurs of a language, which, over a long period of time, had produced a
rich harvest of literature that had inspired him. He had progressed through various phases
and was at a phase - which was later termed as his Gitanjali phase - that must have had the
greatest appeal to him. So, his selections were essentially and spontaneously from that phase.
In his post-Gitanjali translations, which were not as well received, a poet, confident after
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tasting success, was deliberately selecting his works to reveal his total personality and hence,
his efforts and selections, perhaps, lacked this spontaneity.

The first sentence of Sisir Kumar Das quoted above, viz.:

The arrangement of the poems in Gitanjali [The English Gitanjali] is neither in chronological
order of their publication nor according to any sequence in the growth of mood or idea.

leads to the next topic of concern. How must have the poet gone about deciding the order in
which his translations were to appear in this manuscript? Sisir Kumar Das believes that apart
from ‘thematic connection’ each of the poems is ‘self-contained and independent lyric’. This
implies that there is no need for developing a crescendo of mood or expanding upon an idea
by placing the poems in a specific order or sequence. I agree with Das and believe that this
applies to the manuscript also. Having made a thematic selection of the poems, which are
‘self-contained and independent lyric’, need to present them in a specific order or sequence
is not important anymore. Perhaps, the poems are presented in the same chronological order
as they were translated. If Tagore had dated the translations, this would have been easy to
check. But as noted earlier, none of the translations are dated and hence we cannot avail of
this easy option.

However, we might stumble upon some clue if we examined the details - such as the date and
place of composition - of the Gitimalya poems written during this period. Fortunately, Tagore
has given the date and place of composition of each of these poems in his manuscript (MS
229) as well as the published book, confirmed by Prasanta Kumar Paul. Table 4 below gives
all the details about these Gitimalya poems:

BANGLA in
Gitimalya | FIRST LINE IN NOIN | NOIN .
POEM NO BANGLA FIRST LINE IN ENGLISH DATE MS BOOK ROth;[nSSteln
4 Sthiranayane Not Translated(NT) 28-Mar NT NT
Takiye Achhi
Bhagye Ami
> Path Haralam NT 29-Mar NT NT
Ami Hal )
6 Chhadale Tabe When I give up the helm 30-Mar 47 99
Amar Path- .. .
7 Chaoatei Anand This is my delight 30-Mar 1 44 Yes
8 Kolahal To No more noisy loud words 31-Mar 2 89 Yes
Baran Hal
Namahara Ei
9 Nadir Pare NT 01-Apr NT NT
Ke Go Tumi
10 Bideshi NT 02-Apr NT NT
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BANGLA in

Gitimalya | FIRST LINE IN NOIN | NOIN -
POEM NO BANGLA FIRST LINE IN ENGLISH DATE MS BOOK Roth;[nsstem
Ogo Pathik,
11 Diner Sheshe NT 03-Apr NT NT
Ei Duyarti
12 Khola NT 04-Apr NT NT
13 Ei Je Exo NT 05-Apr | NT NT
Anginate
Anek Kaler . .
14 Jatra Amar The time of my journey 06-Apr 48 12
Ami Amay That I should make much of
15 Karab bado myself 07-Apr > n
Ebar Bhasiye
16 Dite habe Amar I must launch out my boat 08-Apr 42 21 Yes
Jedin Futal
17 Kamal Kichhui On the day when the lotus 08-Apr 39 20 Yes
oy bloomed
Jani Nai
Ekhano Ghor
18 Bhange Na Tor Langour is in my heart 09-Apr 52 55 Yes
Je
19 Jhade Jay ude NT 10-Apr | NT NT
Jay Go
Tumi Ektu I ask for a moment’s
20 Basate Diyo induleence 11-Apr 38 5 Yes
Kachhe &
Ebar Tora Amar . .
21 Jabar Belate At this time of my parting, 12-Apr 40 94 Yes
22 Ke Go ls\:tartar It is he, the innermost one, 19-Apr 37 72 Yes
Amar Tumi
23 Ashesh Thou hast made me endless 20-Apr 3 1 Yes
Karechh
Har-mana har
24 Parab Tomar I will deck Thee 20-Apr 4 98 Yes
Gale
Emani Kare
25 Ghurib Dure NT. 22-Apr NT NT
Bahire
Peyechhi
Chhuti, Biday I have got my leave 22-Apr 41 93 Yes
26 .
Deho, Bhai
Ajike Ei
27 Sakalbelate NT 26-Apr NT NT
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BANGLA in
Gitimalya | FIRST LINE IN NOIN | NOIN -
POEM NO BANGLA FIRST LINE IN ENGLISH DATE MS BOOK Roth;?sstem
Pran Bhariye
28 Trisha Hariye- More life, my lord, yet more, 03-Jun 58 inclf:;ed
puja
Tab Rabikar The sunbeam comes upon
29 Ase Kar . 23-Jun N.A. 68
. this earth
Badaiya
Sundar
30 Bate Tab Beautiful is thy wristlet 25-Jun N.A. 53
Angadakhani

Table 4: Gitimalya songs/poems written between March 28 and June 26 -
Poems are in Bold letters, others are songs

A first glance at this table reveals the fact that during his first 20-day stay at Shelidah between
March 24 and April 13, 1912, Tagore wrote 10 poems and 8 songs of Gitimalya (Gitimalya Nos.
4 to 21). This explodes his epistolary declaration of enervation - ‘not [having] the energy to gird
up ... loins and sit down to write.’

During his 14-day stay at Santiniketan between April 13 and April 26, 1912, he wrote 6 songs
of Gitimalya (Gitimalya Nos. 22 to 27).

There are no fresh compositions between 27 April and 3 June - 37 days - when he was in
Kolkata, Shelidah, Kolkata again, on the train to Mumbai, and on a ship to Europe.

A song was written on 3 June (Gitimalya No. 28) when his ship was passing through the Red
Sea.

Finally, two more songs appear after he was settled at Hampstead Heath in London.

Let us arrange this in a tabular form:

Period Place Compositions
March 19 to 24 Kolkata
March 2143t0 April Shelidah 10 poems and 8 songs
April 13 to 26 Santiniketan 6 songs
April 26 to May 3 Kolkata
May 3 to 20 Shelidah
May 20 to 25 Kolkata
May 26 to June 26 | Bombay/Boat/Europe 3 songs

Table 5 - Place of Composition of Gitimalya poems/songs (Gitimalya Nos. 4 to 30)

Details of his other writings during this period, such as letters and essays, are found in
Prasanta Kumar Paul’s Rabijibani, vol. 6, pp. 280 to 310.

It is difficult to establish the dates of translation from this information. If one is to believe
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Tagore’s letter to Indira Devi, of 6 May 1913, the translations commenced in Shelidah in the
month of Chaitra. That would indicate that the translations started during his first stay at
Shelidah between 24 March and 13 April during which period he was composing poems of
Gitimalya also. Prasanta Kumar Paul also speculates that the translation must have started at
this time.*

However, the bulk of translation seems to have been undertaken during his second stay
at Shelidah and must have continued through the rest of the period under consideration.
Prasanta Kumar Paul supports this. He states:

Rabindranath wrote his last song or poem on 26 April, at Santiniketan - ajike ei sakalabelate.
On his next visit [May 3 to 20] to Shelidah, he was primarily a translator. Ten freshly written
songs, ten songs of Gitanjali and alo amar, alo ogo of Achalayatan were translated into English
before June 3. This can be understood on examination of [Rothenstein Manuscript].?”

Personally, I fail to appreciate the rationale behind this statement. The song written on June 3
might have been translated later and entered in the Rothenstein manuscript at any subsequent
date. From the date on which the original Bangla song was written, one can only say that that poem could
not have been entered in the Rothenstein manuscript before the date on which Bangla poem was written.

Let us make another attempt to see how the translations of Gitimalya poems are placed in the
Rothenstein manuscript. This is presented in Table 6 below:

Gitimalya No. | Date of Composition® | Poem No. in MS
7 March 30 1
8 March 31 2
23 April 20 3
24 April 20 4
22 April 19 37
20 April 11 38
17 April 8 39
21 April 12 40
26 April 22 41
16 April 8 42
6 March 30 47
14 April 6 48
15 April 7 51
18 April 9 52
28 June 3 58

Table 6
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The above table indicates that the Gitimalya poems do not appear in the Rothenstein
Manuscript in chronological order. On the other hand, for publication of Gitimalya in Bangla,
these poems, Nos. 4 to 30, appear in chronological order, as can be seen from Table 4. If there
was a scheme to build a particular mood or group the poems in the Rothenstein Manuscript
for publication, at the very least, Gitimalya poems should have appeared in chronological
order as they were grouped in the Bangla publication.

The first poem in the Rothenstein manuscript is translation of Gitimalya No. 7, which was
written on March 30, 1912. Hence, the first entry in this manuscript could not have been earlier
than that date i.e., a week after he reached Shelidah. The next poem being a translation of
Gitimalya 8, a poem written on the very next day, March 31, it might suggest a chronological
order but the next two Gitimalya poems (Nos. 3 and 4 in the Rothenstein Manuscript) were
written much later — on April 20 - and those written in between appear later! Comparing
the order of appearance of Gitimalya poems in Rothenstein manuscript with the date of
composition of the original Bangla poems, one finds them appearing randomly.

A summary of poems appearing in the Rothenstein manuscript from various sources is
presented in Table 7.

NO SOURCE SONG(s)/POEM(p)
1to 4 Gitimalya all songs
5 to 36 Gitanjali 2s/1p/11s/2p/4s/2p/1s/6p/1s/2p
37 to 42 Gitimalya all songs
43 to 46 Gitanjali all songs
47-48 Gitimalya all poems
49 - 50 Gitanjali all songs
51-52 Gitimalya 1poem/1song
53 to 56 Gitanjali 2 songs/2 poems
57 Achalayatan Song
58 Gitimalya Song
59 to 73 Naibedya 1 song/14 poems
74 to 79 Kheya all poems
80 to 83 Gitanjali 1 song/3 poems
84 to 86 Shishu all poems
Table 7

After the first four poems of Gitimalya, 32 Gitanjali poems appear in ascending order followed
in the Bangla book with 7" (Gitanjali 142), 28" (Gitanjali 119) and 35" (Gitanjali 152) appearing
out of order. These are followed by Gitimalya, and Gitanjali poems grouped randomly until one
reaches Poem No. 57, which is from Achalayatan. This is followed by a poem from Gitimalya
and then follow Naibedya and Kheya poems. Again, a group of 4 Gitanjali poems appear which
is followed by 3 poems from Shishu.
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No explainable approach can be found even in distribution of songs and poems, as indicated
by table 7 above.

This arbitrary approach, which does not fit any readable scheme, tempts me to agree with
Prasanata Kumar Paul’s statement that the translation was done in a random (tiryakabhabe)*’
manner. The same appears to be true of the Rothenstein manuscript. This adds to my earlier
stated belief that Tagore had no plans for publication when he was preparing this manuscript.

Another important point to be noted is the composition of Gitimalya No. 28, Pran Bhariye, Trisha
Hariye, translated as More life, my lord, yet more, and appearing at No. 58 in the Rothenstein
Manuscript - though not included in the final published version. This Bangla song was written
on June 3 - one week after boarding the ship in Mumbai - when Tagore was still on a ship and
the place of composition is reported to be Lohit Samudra or Red Sea.

Plate 3: Manuscript of Pran Bhariye, Trisha Hariye (MS229)

Obviously, thisand all the subsequent poems (Nos. 58 to 86) in the Rothenstein Manuscript must
have been translated on or after June 3 and before June 26. This supports Somendrachandra
Devavarma’s description of translation continuing on the ship, on the train etc.
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Itis obvious that 28 poems (nos. 59 to 86) were entered in the Rothenstein Manuscript between
June 3 and 26 - 24 days or less. During this period Tagore was aboard a ship or travelling.
These are poems from Naibedya, Kheya, Gitanjali and Sisu - in that order. He may not have had
access to the original Bangla version of these poems. It is quite likely that the translation was
ready on separate sheet(s) or book(s), and these were copied. A quick look at the manuscript
supports this as the erasures are found to be minimal in these poems (nos. 59 to 86). He might
have completed translation of these at Shelidah or Santiniketan before boarding the ship
and carried them with him. Or could he have remembered all these poems in original and
translated them on the ship?

While it is on record that a few days before he passed away, he recalled and recited Bipade
Mor Raksha Karo — a song he wrote more than 30 years ago — despite his failing health,*
one must appreciate that remembering a few poems for recitation is quite different from
remembering at least 29 poems for translation! It is quite likely that he was carrying
his earlier publications with him as he intended to continue his translations while on
the tour. In the present age of air travel this may appear improbable but in those days it
might not have been so. After all, in 1930, he travelled to Europe with 400 paintings!

Apart from my fascination, the Rothenstein Manuscript is a very important historical
document already pursued and continuing to be pursued by scholars and by seekers of truth
alike. This is because of a great controversy that arose about the contribution of William
Butler Yeats, the Irish poet, who wrote an Introduction to The English Gitanjali in which he
praised the poems and complimented the poet.

The first signs of this controversy were documented by Tagore himself in his letters to Sturge
Moore and Rothenstein in February 1914 - three months after the Nobel Prize was announced.
On 17 February 1914, Tagore wrote to Sturge Moore:

A report has reached me from a barrister friend of mine who was present on the occasion
when in a meeting of the leading Mohamedan gentlemen of Bengal[,] Valentine Chirol told
the audience that the English Gitanjali was practically a production of Yeats...unfortunately
for me there are signs of this feeling of antagonism in England itself which may be partly due
to the national reaction following the chorus of praise that Gitanjali evoked and partly, as you
have said in your letter, to the bitterness of disappointment in the minds of the partisans of the
candidates for the Nobel Prize.

To Rothenstein Tagore wrote:

It will amuse you to learn that at a semi-public conference of Mohamedan leaders of Bengal
Valentine Chirol gave his audience to understand that the English Gitanjali was practically
written by Yeats.*

Sturge Moore and Rothenstein sympathized with Tagore and had refuted the insinuations.
However, there are two letters from Yeats which I would like to quote and comment upon.

Excerpts from his letter dated 28 January 1917, addressed to the owner of Macmillan and
Company, Tagore’s publishers:
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I send A Lover’s Knot [Gift]. It is rather an embarrassment. I hope you will not mind if I write to
Tagore that you have asked me to make as few alterations as possible as American publication
hurries us. I can add from myself that his English is now much more perfect. You probably do
not know how great my revisions have been in the past. William Rothenstein will tell you how
much I did for Gitanjali and even his Ms. of The Gardener. Of course, all one wanted to do ‘was
to bring out the author’s meaning’, but that meant a continual revision of vocabulary and even
more of cadence. Tagore’s English was a foreigner’s English and as he wrote to me, he ‘could
never tell the words that had lost their souls or the words that had not yet got their souls’ from
the rest. I left out sentence after sentence and probably putting one day with another spent
some weeks on the task. It was a delight, and I did not grudge the time, and at my request
Tagore has made no acknowledgement. I knew that if he did so, his Indian enemies would
exaggerate what I did beyond all justice and use it to attack him. Now I had no great heart in
my version of his last work Fruit Gathering. The work is a mere shadow. After Gitanjali and
The Gardener and The Crescent Moon (exhaustively revised by Sturge Moore), and a couple of
plays and perhaps Sadhana nothing should have been published except the long autobiography
which has been printed in Modern Review, a most valuable and rich work. He is an old man
now and these later poems are drowning his reputation. I told this to Rothenstein, and he said,
‘we must not tell him so for it would put him into the deepest depression.’

I am relieved at your letter though I would not like to tell Tagore so. I merely make ordinary
press revisions for there is nothing between that and exhaustive revising of all phrases and
rhythms that ‘have lost their soul’ or never had souls. Tagore’s English has grown better, that
is to say more simple, and more correct, but it is still often very flat.

Excuse my writing so much unasked criticism but I have been deeply moved by Tagore’s best
work and that must be my excuse.*?

The letter to follow is more like an outburst of feelings. I wish one could examine the complete
context to appreciate and judge it meaningfully. It would be equally interesting to find out
how it was responded to by the addressee.

A letter from Yeats to Rothenstein, probably written in 1935, post mark reading May 7, 193?:

My dear Rothenstein,
Damn Tagore. We got out three good books, Sturge Moore and I, and then, because he thought
it more important to see and know English than to be a great poet, he brought out sentimental
rubbish and wrecked his reputation. Tagore does not know English, no Indian knows English.
Nobody can write with music and style in a language not learned in childhood and ever since
the language of his thought. I shall return to the question of Tagore but not yet — I shall return
to it because he has published, in recent [?years], and in English, prose books of great beauty,
and these books have been ignored because of the eclipse of his reputation as a poet.
Yours
W. B. Yeats*?

By the time these letters appeared in public view, 1917 letter in 1967 and 1935 letter in 1954, all
the stakeholders were not around to pronounce the truth. I am indeed at a loss to understand
how and why Yeats, who was so impressed with Tagore and his English poetry in 1912-13, takes
the above stand as early as 1917 and retain it all the way to 1935. Saurindra Mitra deals with
this rather extensively in his Khyati Akhyatir Nepathye (referred to earlier). Though it would

23



be fascinating to delve into this aspect, it certainly is beyond the scope of this endeavour.

If one can assume that the difference between the Rothenstein Manuscript and the published
version is all on account of Yeats’s intervention, one can see the difference Yeats made to
the Tagore translations - whether he had to ‘throw out sentence after sentence’, whether
his contribution added to the cadence - by comparing the Rothenstein Manuscript with the
published version.

However, before one can test the claims of Yeats by comparing the published version and the
Rothenstein Manuscript, I would like to clarify a few points about the published version.

As stated earlier, the first publication was by India Society’s limited edition and the second
one was a general edition by Macmillan. The following differences between the two have
been reported by Sisir Kumar Das:

India Society Macmillan
Poem 30 My Lord My lord
Poem 51 Someone has said Some one has said (fifth paragraph)
Poem 52 Shy and soft demeanour Coyness and softness of demeanour
(Last paragraph)
Poem 87 My Lord My lord*

The variants in the India Society edition (Poem 52) were prompted by C. F. Andrews which
made Yeats extremely unhappy (Yeats to Tagore, January 9, 1913). Tagore apologized and
requested Yeats to revise the proofs of the Macmillan edition (Tagore to Yeats, January
26, 1913). Yeats was particularly unhappy with the change in poem no. 52. Tagore asked
Rothenstein to request Macmillan to submit the proofs of the second edition of Gitanjali to
Yeats for ‘necessary restorations’ (Tagore to Rothenstein, February 14, 1913).#

Both the published versions are marked with singular distinction of carrying and perpetuating
one of the greatest errors in a book as prominent, prestigious, and popular as Gitanjali: Song
Offerings. I would like to draw your attention to Poem No. 59 of the Rothenstein Manuscript
(Poem No. 76 in the published version). This is translation of Pratidin Ami He Jibanswami
(Naibedya No. 1) translated by Tagore as Day after day, Oh lord of my life, shall I stand before thee
face to face.

Tagore’s five sentence translation is broken into three paragraphs in Rothenstein Manuscript.
The published version retains five lines but breaks them into four paragraphs. Three ‘Oh’ in
the manuscript become ‘O’ in the published version.; ‘workaday world’ becomes ‘laborious
world’, ‘surging with toil’ becomes ‘tumultuous with toil’ and ‘bustling crowds’ become
‘hurrying crowds’.

All the five sentences that end with a full stop in the manuscript end with a question mark in
the published version! The error here cannot be overstated. (See Plate 3 below).
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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.?

Plate 4

At first sight one would like to attribute this to printer’s error, but I would not be surprised
if this was a ‘correction’ by Yeats. As pointed out earlier, he had checked the India Society
edition thoroughly and had objected to changes in poem no. 52 of the manuscript. How could
he have overlooked this question mark? This tempts me to believe that he had introduced the
same in view of the construction of the line.

This was first pointed out to Tagore by John W. Rattray, who subsequently wrote an article
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about it and published it in Visva Bharati Quarterly, Vol. 14, No. 1, 1948. In this article he
describes his meeting with Tagore in 1938, when the poet confirmed to him, ‘Yes, of course,
that mark of interrogation should not be there.*

William Radice has not only reproduced the entire article by Rattray, but he also traces the
story of this ‘mark of interrogation’ being perpetuated in various Macmillan editions till 1950;
- it reappeared in 2000 edition and has been retained by 2003 and 2012 editions published
even by Visva Bharati and Rabindra Bhavana, respectively.*’

With thisbackground, let us take a detailed look at the changes made by Yeats to the Rothenstein
Manuscript. Atthe outset I must admit that my exposure tolanguage and literature is extremely
limited, and I know next to nothing about prosody. Hence, my comments should be accepted
as an opinion of a layman, who enjoys poetry and does not mind treading upon the grounds
which are not necessarily his forte. Quite frankly, I would have liked the readers to see for
themselves, as they would be able to, on the pages to follow, where a page of the manuscript
is presented opposite the published version for an immediate reference and comparison and
draw their own conclusion. But I have been convinced by my friends and well wishers that
as the author is the first reader of what he writes, his opinion must appear. I guess that is
another way of saying that by putting in so much effort the author has earned the right to
opine even though his opinion may not be worth considering!

On the other hand, persons like me, who do not have the requisite scholastic background
but can appreciate and enjoy the poetry and literature merely by their intrinsic nature, may
comprehend the contents of the poetry with their common sense uncluttered by canonic
diktats of the science of arts!

What is it that made The English Gitanjali so appealing? First and foremost are its contents.
Next is the simplicity of its presentation. The rhythm, cadence, and other elements of prosody
are important from the point of view of literature. But when it comes to acceptance of poetry
by people, these play a subordinate role to the elements stated earlier. The English Gitanjali, as
indicated by the numbers sold and revealed by the reviews received when it was published,
was accepted by the people, and acclaimed by the littérateurs.

It is with this explicit admission of my limitations and limited competence that I will venture
to offer my own comments on changes made by Yeats.

Yeats introduced or removed, according to the need perceived by him, punctuation marks,
such as comma, semicolon etc. He also introduced his own scheme of paragraphs which was
different from that provided by Tagore. There have been changes in verbs and at times even
phrases - sometimes for the better and sometimes otherwise. Most of the times, I agree with
Yeats when he changes ‘Oh’ to ‘O’. I will restrict my comments to what I perceive as a major
or significant change, either for better or worse. I will follow the manuscript sequence.
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MS NO. BOOK NO. REMARK
1 44 Last but one line changed for better cadence
6 63 Change in the third sentence makes it simple
10 79 Change in the last paragraph unnecessary -
Introduces ‘sound of flute’ instead of ‘laughter’!
15 70 The first two lines unnecessarily abridged.
17 39 ‘regal splendour’ in the fourth line changed to ‘ceremony of a king’ - this is
detrimental to the poem
21 77 Changes are not called for and they hurt the rhythm of the original
29 85 Most of the changes make the poem more lucid and simple
31 34 As above
36 17 Change from ’at’ to ‘into’ is appropriate
40 94 Personally, I prefer Tagore’s ‘sing cheers’ and ‘grey garb’ to Yeats’s ‘wish me
good luck’ to ‘red-brown dress’
51 71 I prefer Tagore’s version
59 76 If the five question marks at the end of each sentence were not a printing error
and were introduced by Yeats, I would question his comprehension of this poem!
67 4 In last but one line, how does ‘open’ become ‘flower’? Perhaps, we can grant
this liberty, knowing that Tagore was also a part of the team!
70 95 Change in the last line makes it more readable
71 25 Elimination of the beautiful first line is meaningless and detrimental to the poem.
72 35 While I prefer Tagore’s ‘fritter into fragments’ to Yeats’s ‘broken up’, Yeats’s
last line, (perhaps, due to long period of familiarity?) is better than Tagore’s.
77 52 Like Andrews, I would prefer to retain Tagore’s ‘coyness and sweetness of
demeanour’ to Yeats’s ‘shy and soft demeanour’
84 60 I wonder how Tagore’s ‘smiles the sea beach’ became ‘pale gleams the smile of
the sea beach’ in the published version!
ADDL POEMS
I boasted 102 Change of ‘ditties’ to ‘songs’ is to be appreciated. ‘Ditties’ is perhaps one of
among those words that Tagore refers to as ‘without soul’!
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In my opinion, Yeats’s did go through the manuscript meticulously and did his best to improve
the English language, which was reasonably good to begin with - at least from the point of
view of a person like me, who has not learned English from his childhood nor has thought
in English from the beginning! However, I emphatically believe that his intervention did not
improve the poetry of Tagore to the extent he claims in the above referenced letters.

He did not spend more than two weeks at the ‘task’ of ‘bringing out the author’s meaning.” This
is obvious from the fact that the text of the poems recited at Trocadero restaurant (July 10) as
reported by The Times is practically the same as in the manuscript indicating that the ‘task’
had not begun till July 10. With Tagore’s visit to Cambridge and subsequent correspondence
cited Pal, concludes irrefutably that the ‘task’ was accomplished between July 18 and August
2, when Yeats left for Normandy with the corrected manuscript to write the introduction to
the same.
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Plate 5: Text of Poem 95 and 22 - clipping of The Times vs. Manuscript
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There certainly was no ‘continual revision of vocabulary and even more of cadence’ nor did he
leave out ‘sentence after sentence’. Perhaps, even without the corrections by Yeats, the English
Gitanjali might have become as popular and prestigious as it did.

Before we proceed to compare the Rothenstein Manuscript with the India Society publication,
a summary connecting the two is presented in Table 8 below. Some of the features of this table
are:

MS 1 refers to Rothenstein Manuscript.

MS 2 refers to Crescent Moon Manuscript.

Book refers to India Society publication of Gitanjali: Song Offerings

Songs are in plain letters and Poems are in bold letters.

On the pages following Table 8, the facsimile of Rothenstein Manuscript appears on the left

and text as in India Society publication appears on the right. Changes are marked in red and
appear in bold letters duly underlined.
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Table 8

MS | NO FIRST LINE BOOK SOURCE
1 1 This is my delight 44 Gitimalya 7
1 2 No more noisy loud words 89 Gitimalya 8
1 3 Thou hast made me endless 1 Gitimalya 23
1 4 I will deck thee 98 Gitimalya 24
1 5 My desires are many 14 Gitanjali 2
1 6 Thou hast made known to me 63 Gitanjali 3
1 7 When I leave from hence 96 Gitanjali 142
1 8 Clouds heap upon clouds 18 Gitanjali 16
1 9 In the deep shadow of the rainy July 22 Gitanjali 18
1 10 If it is not my portion to meet thee 79 Gitanjali 24
1 11 The day is no more 74 Gitanjali 26
1 12 Yes, I know, this is nothing 59 Gitanjali 30
1 13 I am here to sing thee songs 15 Gitanjali 31
1 14 I know not from what distant 46 Gitanjali 34
1 15 Is it beyond thee to be glad 70 Gitanjali 36
1 16 You came down from your throne 49 Gitanjali 56
1 17 When the heart is hard 39 Gitanjali 58
1 18 When my play was with thee 97 Gitanjali 68
1 19 If thou speaketh not 19 Gitanjali 71
1 20 Pluck this little flower 6 Gitanjali 87
1 21 I know thee as my God 77 Gitanjali 92
1 22 What divine drink wouldst thou 65 Gitanjali 101
1 23 O fool, to carry thyself upon thy shoulders 9 Gitanjali 105
1 24 There is thy footstool 10 Gitanjali 107
1 25 On the day when death 90 Gitanjali 114
1 26 O thou the last fulfillment 91 Gitanjali 116
1 27 Thus it is that thy joy 56 Gitanjali 121
1 28 Leave this chanting and singing 11 Gitanjali 119
1 29 When first they came out 85 Gitanjali 123
1 30 Ever in my life have I sought 101 Gitanjali 132
1 31 Let only that little remain 34 Gitanjali 138
1 32 He, whom I enclose with my name 29 Gitanjali 143
1 33 On the day thou breakst through this my name Gitanjali 144
1 34 In one salutation to thee 103 Gitanjali 148
1 35 By all means they try to hold me 32 Gitanjali 152
1 36 I am only waiting for love 17 Gitanjali 151
1 37 It is he the innermost one 72 Gitimalya 22
1 38 I ask for a moments indulgence 5 Gitimalya 20
1 39 On the day when the lotus 20 Gitimalya 17
1 40 At this time of my parting 94 Gitimalya 21
1 41 I have got my leave 93 Gitimalya 26
1 42 I must launch out my boat 21 Gitimalya 16
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MS | NO FIRST LINE BOOK SOURCE
1 43 Art thou abroad on this stormy night 23 Gitanjali 20
1 44 It is the pang of severance 84 Gitanjali 25
1 45 I have had my invitation 16 Gitanjali 44
1 46 He came and sat by my side 26 Gitanjali 61
1 47 When I give up the helm 99 Gitimalya 6
1 48 The time of my journey 12 Gitimalya 14
1 49 Light oh where is the light 27 Gitanjali 17
1 50 I know not how thou singest 3 Gitanjali 22
1 51 That I should make much of myself 71 Gitimalya 15
1 52 Langour is in my heart 55 Gitimalya 18
1 53 I dive down into the depth 100 Gitanjali 47
1 54 Hast thou not heard his silent steps 45 Gitanjali 62
1 55 When thou commandest me 2 Gitanjali 78
1 56 Early in the day 42 Gitanjali 83
1 57 Light, my light, 57 Achalayatan
1 58 More life my lord yet more Gitimalya 28
1 59 Day after day 76 Naibedya 1
1 60 On many a idle day 81 Naibedya 24
1 61 The same stream of life 69 Naibedya 26
1 62 Deliverance is not for me 73 Naibedya 30
1 63 The day was when I did not 43 Naibedya 33
1 64 Time is endless 82 Naibedya 39
1 65 Thy gifts to us mortals 75 Naibedya 44
1 66 Thy rod of justice Naibedya 70
1 67 Life of my life 4 Naibedya 75
1 68 Thou art the sky 67 Naibedya 81
1 69 The rain has held back 40 Naibedya 86
1 70 I was not aware of the moment 95 Naibedya 89/90
1 71 In the night of weariness 25 Naibedya 98
1 72 Where the mind is without fear 35 Naibedya 72
1 73 This is my prayer to thee 36 Naibedya 99
1 74 Where dost thou stand 41 Kheya Prachhchhan
1 75 I went abegging from door to door 50 Kheya Krupan
1 76 The night darkened 51 Kheya Agaman
1 77 I thought I should ask of thee 52 Kheya Dan
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MS | NO FIRST LINE BOOK SOURCE
1 78 I am like a remnant 80 Kheya Lila
1 79 When the creation was new 78 Kheya Haradhan
1 80 Mother I shall weave 83 Gitanjali 10
1 81 That I want thee only thee 38 Gitanjali 88
1 82 I thought that my voyage 37 Gitanjali 124
1 83 Let all the strains of my joy 58 Gitanjali 134
1 84 On the seashore of endless 60 Shishu P Jag] at
1 85 The sleep that flits 61 Shishu Khoka
1 86 When I bring to thee 62 Shishu Kena Madhur
MS | NO FIRST LINE BOOK SOURCE
2 1 I know that the day will come 92 Chaitali Durlabh Janm
2 2 I boasted among men that I had known you 102 Utsarg 6
2 3 Deity of the ruined temple 88 Kalpana Bhagn Mandir
2 4 My song has put off 7 Gitanjali 125
2 5 The child who is decked 8 Gitanjali 127
2 6 She who ever had remained 66 Gitanjali 149
2 7 In desperate hope 87 Smaran 5
2 8 When it was day they came into my house 33 Gitanjali 80
2 9 I came out alone 30 Gitanjali 103
2 10 If the day is done 24 Gitanjali 157
2 11 The song that I came to sing 13 Gitanjali 39
2 12 Obstinate are the tremmels 28 Gitanjali 145
POEMS WHOSE MS IS NOT FOUND
Prisoner, tell me 31 Kheya Bandi
The night is nearly spent 47 Kheya Jagaran
The morning sea of silence 48 Kheya Nirudyam
Beautiful is thy wristlet 53 Gitimalya 30
I asked nothing from thee 54 Kheya Kuyar Dhare
On the slope of the desolate river 64 Kheya Anabashyak
The sunbeam comes upon this earth 68 Gitimalya 29
Death, thy servant is at my door 86 Naibedya 18
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While the collection was published after The English Gitanjali, the translated Bangla verses were
written prior to 1912.
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Rabijibani, vol. 6, Op. Cit., p. 277 and 281, translation, mine

Dates are as reported in Rabijibani, vol. 6, Op. Cit., pp. 280 to 310

Rabijibani, vol. 6, Op. Cit., p. 308, translation, mine

On the Edges of Time, Rathindranath Tagore, Visva Bharati, Kolkata, 1981, p. 99-100

Rabijibani, vol. 6, Op. Cit., as reported on p. 311, translation, mine.
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Rabijibani, vol. 6, Op. Cit., p. 315, translation, mine

On the Edges of Time, Rathindranath Tagore, Visva Bharati, Kolkata, 2nd edition, 1981, p. 101
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English and Bengali; [n.p., ca.1910] 88f.(106p.) . . . A notebook bound in blue roan.

There are some minor differences between these published versions which have been pointed out
by Sisir Kumar Das on page 602 of The English Writings of Rabindranath Tagore, vol. 1. To verify
the differences incorporated by Yeats, I have decided to follow India Society edition. It may be
noted that Visva Bharati follows India Society version in their 2003 publication and Macmillan’s
version (1938) for their 2012 publication.
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204 ¢

SUd | $ULs waH, U5 iﬂ: olnell Yes
1 i} This is my delight XY QRIS 9
1 2 No more noisy loud words [4& AflfQxe 4
i} 3 Thou hast made me endless ! Sfl[dmuen R3
q ¥ I will deck thee ¢ Qe RY
1 \ My desires are many 1Y oA 2
i} S Thou hast made known to me 53 fldiw(d 3
q 9 When I leave from hence S ol ¥R
1 4 Clouds heap upon clouds <c ol 1S
1 4 In the deep shadow of the rainy July R Oﬂdj."zf[a 1L
1 10 If it is not my portion to meet thee O ofldlsld LY
q 19 The day is no more 9¥ ofldles(a RS
1 R Yes, I know, this is nothing Y Al 30
1 13 I am here to sing thee songs u Aflalos(d, 31
k! 1Y I know not from what distant ¥S ofldios@ 3Y
q Yy Is it beyond thee to be glad 90 Al 35
q s You came down from your throne & Al s
q 19 When the heart is_hard 3¢ Adls(d u¢
q ¢ When my play was with thee (29 ofldlos(d 14
1 e If thou speaketh not e Afaeld 99
q R0 Pluck this little flower S ofare(a ¢9
1 9 I know thee as my God 99 Al (£
k! L What divine drink wouldst thou sS4 i@ 101
1 3 O fool, to carry thyself upon thy shoulders Cf Al (. Q0o
1 VY There is thy footstool 0 il 09
1 LY On the day when death <0 Malxla 1Y
1 RS O thou the last fulfillment i Afldisld 14§
q R9 Thus it is that thy joy ug Adles(d 124
1 L X4 Leave this chanting and singing 9 fald 1<
1 LX& When first they came out (4} Afald 3
q 30 Ever in my life have I sought 101 A 13
L | 31 Let only that little remain 3y | aixfd | a3¢
1 3 He, whom I enclose with my name EX & °ﬂ.cl.L°5[a. 1¥3
1 | 33 | On the day thou breakst through this my name fNaes@ | axy
1 3Y In one salutation to thee 103 ofldiosfa 1¥ <
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SUd | $ULS waH U5 salis oludll Yes
1 3V By all means they try to hold me 3 Oﬂdj."&[é. QY
q 3% I am only waiting for love 19 aildj."lf[@l 144
q 39 It is he the innermost one 9 QRIS LR
i} 3¢ I ask for a moments indulgence B! RIS RO
i} 3 On the day when the lotus RO RIS 9
q ¥O At this time of my parting 21 AflfAxe 9
q ¥4 I have got my leave 3 AflfAxe RS
q ¥R I must launch out my boat 9 oA, Qs
1 ¥3 Art thou abroad on this stormy night X3 flalos(d RO
1 XY It is the pang of severance 21 Aflalos(d, LY
q ¥\, I have had my invitation s ofldios(d Y
1 ¥S He came and sat by my side RS ofldls(d 59
q ¥9 When I give up the helm (zz Alauie S
q ¥< The time of my journey 2 sl 1y
q ¥t Light oh where is the light 29 ofldles(d 99
1 YO I know not how thou singest 3 ofldles(a AR
1 Yq That I should make much of myself 91 Al 1y
1 Y Langour is in my heart vy, Gitimalya 14
q 43 I dive down into the depth 900 ofldles(d ¥9
1 0y Hast thou not heard his silent steps ¥4 ofldles(d S
q vy When thou commandest me R oflalesl@ 14
1 g Early in the day ¥ | dila ¢3
a Y9 Light, my light, 19 A A
a ¢ More life my lord yet more AflfAxue <
a (< Day after day 9% A0el a
1| so On many a idle day ¢ RIAE] ¥
q 3! The same stream of life S Aol EXH
q SR Deliverance is not for me 93 RREN 30
1 $3 The day was when I did not ¥3 RRE] 33
q SY Time is endless R daie 3¢
q sy Thy gifts to us mortals oy BRAEN ¥
q 8§ Thy rod of justice B 90
1| go Life of my life ¥ RN oy
1| s¢ Thou art the sky 59 Rk A
1| Se The rain has held back %O RIAE] ¢S
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S | $HLS waH U5 sl olnell Yes
q 90 I was not aware of the moment «q ;'\lc-'\l.él. 44 [Ze)
q 91 In the night of weariness Y B (34
q R Where the mind is without fear 3Y4 SRE] 9
1 93 This is my prayer to thee 3S "'\Lal.él. (<&
q oY Where dost thou stand ¥ vl U9,
q QY I went abegging from door to door YO v, $UL
q 9% The night darkened Yq v, L OH
1| 99 I thought I should ask of thee w2 vl gl
q 14 I am like a remnant ¢O vl dlen
q 9o¢ When the creation was new 14 v S,
q <O Mother I shall weave ¢3 ofldios(d 0
q ¢ That 1 want thee only thee 3¢ il ¢
1 R I thought that my voyage 39 Ml QY
% ¢3 Let all the strains of my joy ue | oddiwld | a3¥
%ld
i} (4 1 On the seashore of endless SO QL%L 2
YL
1 4 The sleep that flits 51 () wll st
1 ¢S When I bring to thee SR (g, 3 wY
S | $4LS wau U5 %f:f: olnell Yes
) q I know that the day will come ) Actiell %ﬁr
2 2 I boasted among men that I had known you 10 Bl S
R 3 Deity of the ruined temple 44 SEAY-L (?-LOFL
Hler
2 X My song has put off 9 ldlos(d Y
R Y The child who is decked ¢ ofldix(d 129
R S She who ever had remained SS i@ 1Y
2 9 In desperate hope <9 ofldlos(d q
< (4 When it was day they came into my house 33 ol O
R & I came out alone 30 i@ 103
R 10 If the day is done Y ool 149
2 19 The song that I came to sing 13 ol 3«
R 2 Obstinate are the tremmels RC i@ ¥4
% sl sdud ol wadl
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SUd | $ULS waH U5 salis oludll Yes
Prisoner, tell me 31 v, Xl
The night is nearly spent ¥9 vl B1OLRA,
The morning sea of silence X< vl [:l?,él}"l,
Beautiful is thy wristlet 3 aflfAxe 30
I asked nothing from thee WY vl SUR QR
On the slope of the desolate river Y vl ALORYS
The sunbeam comes upon this earth S¢ SRS P&
Death, thy servant is at my door ¢S A0i8L 14
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and Bengali; [n.p., ca.1910] 88f. (106 p.)... A notebook bound in blue roan.

70



30

31

32

33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42
43
44
45

21 6l 2gR 92 dldL dllel Acsde O % RRR U2 el Hodla ASdoxn 2dls 26llgele 2o, AQH il
Wel <. G0 uR sallal ©. 42 s3al YA slddl Al S<dal ANl diugRAL R Al Bl .
Qe eiRdl dMl 20034L UsialAHL S=dal AU AgRA 208 & O U 0L Usiald W AsFar
(13¢) 2GR 2R A ©.

“*Catalogue No. bMSENG 1159(5) Tagore, Sir Rabindranath, 1861-1941. [The crescent moon, and poems from
other works] AMS.s.; [v.p.,v.d.] 70£(72p.) Some are in the form of letters to Rothenstein; several are slightly

revised in the autograph of William Butler Yeats.
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-44-

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

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

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

Let then the flowers come out in my 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 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!
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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.
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I will deck thee with trophies, garlands of my defeat.
It is never in my power to escape unconquered.

I surely know my pride will go to the wall, my
life will burst its bonds in 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 for ever and the secret recess of its
honey will be bared.

From the blue sky an eye shall gaze upon me and
summon me in silence. Nothing will be left for me,
nothing whatever, and utter death shall I receive
at thy feet.
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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.
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Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew
not. Thou hast given me seats in homes not my
own. Thou hast brought the distant near and made
a brother of the stranger.

I am uneasy at heart when I have to leave my
accustomed shelter; I forget that there abides the
old in the new, and that there also thou abidest.

Through birth and death, in this world or in others,
wherever thou leadest me it is thou, the same, the
one companion of my endless life who ever linkest
my heart with bonds of joy to the unfamiliar.

When one knows thee, then alien there is none,
then no door is shut. Oh, grant me ( ) my prayer
that I may never lose the bliss of the touch of the
one in the play of the () many.
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When I go from hence let this be my parting word,
that what I have seen is unsurpassable.

I have tasted of the hidden honey of this lotus ()
that expands on the ocean of light, and thus am I
blessed-let this be my 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 part-ing word.
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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.
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In the deep shadows of the rainy July, with secret
steps, thou walkest, silent as night, eluding all
watchers.

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

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

When I sit by the roadside, tired and panting, when
I spread my bed low in the dust, let me ever feel
that the long journey is still before me - let me not
forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of this
sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.

When my rooms have been decked out and the flutes
sound and the laughter there is loud, let me ever
feel that I have not invited thee to my house-let me
not forget for a moment, let me carry the pangs of
this sorrow in my dreams and in my wakeful hours.
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The day is no more, the shadow is upon the earth.
It is time that I go to the stream to fill my pitcher.

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

I know not, if I shall come back home. I know not
whom I shall chance to meet. There at the fording,
in the little boat, the unknown man plays upon his
lute.
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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.
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I am here to sing thee songs. In this hall of thine
I have a corner seat.

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

When the hour strikes for thy silent 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.
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I know not from what distant time thou art ever
coming nearer to meet me. Thy sun and stars can
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Is it beyond thee to be glad with the gladness of
this ( ) rhythm? to be tossed and lost and broken
in the whirl of this fearful joy? ()

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

Keeping steps with that restless, rapid music,
seasons come dancing and pass away - colours,
tunes, and perfumes pour in endless cascades in
the abounding joy that scatters and gives up and
dies every moment.
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You came down from your throne and ( ) stood at
my cottage door.

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

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

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

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

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

When desire blinds the mind with delusion and dust,
O thou holy one, thou wakeful, come with thy light
() and thy thunder.
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When my play was with thee I never questioned
who thou wert. I knew nor shyness nor fear, my
life was boisterous.

In the early morning thou wouldst call me from my
sleep like my own comrade and lead me running
from glade to glade.

On those days I never cared to know the meaning
of songs thou sangest to me. Only my voice took up
the tunes, and my heart danced in their cadence.

Now, when the playtime is over, what is this sudden
sight that is come upon me? The world with eyes
bent upon thy feet stands in awe with all its silent
stars.
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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 wings in songs from every
one of () birds' nests, and thy melodies will break
forth in flowers in all my forest groves.
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Pluck this little flower and take it, delay not! I fear
lest it droop and drop into the dust.

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

() Though its colour be not deep and its smell be
faint, use this flower in thy service and pluck it
while there is time.
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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.
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What divine drink wouldst thou have, my God, from
this overflowing cup of my life?

My poet, is it thy delight to see thy creation through
my eyes and to stand at the portals of my ears
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.
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O fool, to try to carry thyself upon thy own
shoulders! O beggar, to come to beg at thy own door!

Leave all thy burdens on his hands who can bear
all, and never look behind in regret.

Thy desire at once puts out the light from the lamp
it touches with its breath. It is unholy-take not thy
gifts through its unclean hands.

Accept only what is offered by sacred love.
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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, and lowliest, and lost.
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On the day when death will knock at thy door, what
wilt thou offer to him?

Oh, I will set before my guest the full vessel of my
life-I will never let him go with empty hands.

All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and
summer nights, all the earnings and gleanings of
my busy life will I place before him at the close of
my days when death will knock at my door.
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O thou the last fulfilment of life, Death, my death,
come and whisper to me!

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

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

The flowers have been woven and the 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.
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Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full.
Thus it is that thou hast come down to me.

O thou lord of all heavens, where would be thy love
if I were not?

Thou hast taken me as thy partner of all this wealth
(). In my heart is the endless play of thy delight.
In my life thy will is ever taking shape.

And for this, thou who art the King of kings ( )
hast decked thyself in beauty to captivate my heart.
And for this thy love loses itself in the love of thy
lover, and there art thou ( ) seen in the perfect
union of two.
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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 path( )maker 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.
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When the warriors came out first from their master's
hall, where had they hid their power? Where were
their armour and their arms?

They looked poor and helpless, and the arrows were
showered upon them () on the day they came out
from their master's hall.

When the warriors marched back again to their
master's hall where () did they hide their power?

They had dropped the sword and dropped the bow
and the arrow; peace was on their foreheads, and
they had left the fruits of their life behind them on
the day they marched back again to their master's
hall.
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Ever in my life have I sought thee with my songs. It
was they who led me from door to door, and with
them have I felt about me, searching and touching
my world.

It was my songs that taught me all the lessons
that 1 ever learnt; they showed me secret paths,
they brought before my sight many a star on the
horizon of my heart.

They guided me all the day long to the mysteries
of the country of pleasure and pain, and, at last,
to what palace gate have they brought me in the
evening at the end of my journey?
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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 1
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.
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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.
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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.



b

-32-

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

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

If I call not thee in my prayers, if I keep not thee
in my heart, thy love for me still waits for my love.
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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. afs
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He it is, the innermost one, who awakens my being
with his deep hidden touches.

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

He it is who weaves the web of this maya in
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.
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I ask for a moment's indulgence to sit by thy side
(). The works that I have in hand I will finish
afterwards.

Away from the sight of thy face my heart knows no
rest nor respite, and my work becomes an endless
toil in a shoreless sea of toil.

To-day the summer has come at my window with
its () sighs and murmurs; and the bees are plying
their minstrelsy at the court of the flowering grove.

Now it is the time to sit quiet, face to face with
thee, and to sing dedication of life in this silent
and overpowering leisure.
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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.
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At this time of my parting, wish me good luck, my
friends! The sky is flushed with the ( ) dawn and
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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.
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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 far away song floating from the other shore?
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Art thou abroad on this stormy night( ) on thy
journey of love, my friend? The sky groans like
one in despair.

I have no sleep to-night. Ever and again I open my
door and look out on the darkness, my friend!

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

By what dim shore of the ink-black river, by what
far edge of the frowning forest, through what mazy
depth of gloom art thou threading thy course to
come to me, my friend?
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I have had my invitation to this world's festival,
and thus my life has been blessed.

My eyes have seen and my ears have heard.

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

Now, I ask, has the time come at last when I may
go in and see thy face and offer thee my silent
salutation?
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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?
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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 the wind, and trying to light them I forget all
else again and again.

But I shall be wise this time and wait in the dark,
spreading my mat on the floor; and whenever it is
thy pleasure, my lord, come silently and take thy
seat here.
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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 () 'l am!
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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,-1
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.
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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!
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That I should make much of myself and turn it
on all sides, thus casting coloured shadows on thy
radiance-such is thy maya.

Thou settest a barrier in thine own being and then
callest thy severed self in myriad notes. This thy
self-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 has 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.
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Languor is upon your heart and the slumber is still
on your eyes.

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

At the end of the stony path, in the 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?
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I dive down into the depth of the ocean of forms,
hoping to gain the perfect pearl of the formless.

No more sailing from harbour to harbour with this
my weather-beaten boat. The days are long passed
when my sport was to be tossed on waves.

And now( ) () I am eager to die into the deathless.

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

I shall tune it to the notes of for ever, and, when
it has sobbed out its last utterance, lay down my
silent harp at the feet of the silent.
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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.
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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 that 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.
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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 that last glimmer of sunset, ( ) vanish
into the night?
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Light, my light, the world -filling light, the eye-
kissing light, heart-sweetening light!

Ah, the light dances, my darling, at the centre of
my life; the light strikes, my darling, the chords of
my love; the sky opens, the wind runs wild, laughter
passes over the earth.

The butterflies spread their sails on the sea of light.
Lilies and jasmines surge up on the crest of the
waves of light.

The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my
darling, and it scatters gems in profusion.

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, and
gladness without measure. The heaven's river has
drowned its banks and the flood of joy is abroad.
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On many an idle day have I grieved over ( ) lost
time. But it is never lost, my lord. Thou hast taken
every moment of my life in thine own hands.

Hidden in the heart of things thou art nourishing
seeds into sprouts, buds into blossoms, and 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.
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The same stream of life that runs through my veins
night and day runs through () the world and dances
in rhythmic measures.

It is the same life that shoots in joy through the
dust of the earth in numberless blades of grass and
breaks into tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers.

It is the same life that is rocked in the ( ) ocean-
cradle of birth and of death, in ebb and in flow.

I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of
this world of life. And my pride is from the life-
throb of ( ) ages dancing in my blood this moment.
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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.
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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, un-known to me, my
king, thou didst press the signet of eternity upon
many a fleeting moment of my life.

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

Thou didst not turn () in contempt from my childish
play among dust, and the steps that I heard in my
playroom are the same that are echoing from star
to star.
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Time is endless is thy hands, my lord.
There is none to count thy minutes.

Days and nights pass and ages bloom and fade like
flowers. Thou knowest how to wait.

Thy centuries follow each other perfecting a small
wild flower.

We have no time to lose, and having no time we
must scramble for our chances. We are too poor
to be late.

And thus it is that time goes by while I give it to
every querulous man who claims it, and thine altar
is empty of all offerings to the last.

At the end of the day I hasten in fear lest thy gate
be shut; but I find that yet there is time.
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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.
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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. fs
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Thou art the sky and thou art the nest as well.

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

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

And there comes the evening over the lonely
meadows deserted by the 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.
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The rain has held back for days and days, my God,
in my arid heart. The horizon is fiercely naked - not
the 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 lightening 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.
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I was not aware of the moment when I first crossed
the threshold of this life.

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

When in the morning I looked upon the light I felt
in a moment that I was no stranger in this world,
that the 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.
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() 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.
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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.
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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
SOIrows.

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.
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Where dost thou stand behind them all, my lover,
hiding thyself in the shadows? They push thee
and pass thee by on the dusty road, taking thee
for naught. I wait here weary hours spreading my
offerings for thee, while passers-by come and take
my flowers, one by one, and my basket is nearly
empty.

The morning time is past, and the noon. In the
shade of evening my eyes are drowsy with sleep.

Men going home glance at me and smile and fill
me with shame. I sit like a beggar maid, drawing
my skirt over my face, and when they ask me, what
it is I want, I drop my eyes and answer them not.

Oh, how indeed, could I tell them that for thee I
wait, and that thou hast promised to come. How
could I utter for shame that I keep for my dowry
this () poverty. Ah, I hug this pride in the secret
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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?
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I had gone a begging from door to door in the
village path, when thy golden chariot appeared in
the distance like a gorgeous dream and I wondered
who was this King of all kings!

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

The chariot stopped where I stood. Thy glance fell
on me and thou 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
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But how great my surprise when at the day's end

’ . I emptied my bag on the floor to find a least little
aﬂmfﬂmﬂjww%u ﬁ-«ﬂa’hf—fhzﬁ{m. p y bag

: G b bt E‘ B gram of gold ( ) among the poor heap. I bitterly

ﬁd = 5 ?3 - wept and wished that I had had the heart to give
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The night darkened. Our day's works had been done.
We thought that the last guest had arrived for the
night and the doors in the village were all shut.
Only some said( ) the king was to come.

We laughed and said 'No, it cannot be!'

It seemed there were knocks at the door and we
said it was nothing but the wind. We put out the
lamps and lay down to sleep. Only some said,

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

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

I sit and muse in wonder, what gift is this of thine.

I can find no place where to hide it. I am ashamed
to wear it, frail as I am, and it hurts me when 1
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.
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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 shy and soft
demeanour. Thou hast given me thy sword for
adornment. No more doll's decorations for me!
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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.
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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!"
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Mother, I shall weave a chain of pearls for thy neck
with my tears of sorrow.

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

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



b5

Al D ik thee, by Bac, lol g Reant
vfaeal wilbort end . AUl dewinia oA dislaael
ma_c&.,?a,wv Wmﬁ@w%
i He eonn

Ao He Mhu?‘m&,?p{»hw+ﬁ(?6mm
Hz_};-ﬁm N‘ZW tops £ven Wora W&Wﬁ?v
vawqmawwwm&&? 3 et
l’fr_z,_.:r}v@\: Kz

A m%msﬂ{mﬁﬁmdﬁﬂmmﬁ‘
st JMAWJWMM{'{,&‘
ﬁwﬁ,fx('m«nfﬁﬁw%.gWJMﬂm
.:mewvf r‘qu b o d saﬁ:{.{'uu? o»g f.J' Jwind
Tie, by R,

LR

-38-

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

As the night keeps hidden in its gloom the petition for
light, even thus in the depth of my unconsciousness
rings the cry-'l 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-'l want thee, only thee'.
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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 ( ) from the heart; and where the old tracks
are () lost, new country is revealed with its wonders.
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Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song-

the joy that makes the earth flow over in the
riotous excess of the grass, the joy that sets the
twin brothers, life and death, dancing over the wide
world, the joy that sweeps in with the tempest,
shaking and waking all life with laughter, the joy
that sits still with its tears on the open red lotus
of pain, and the joy that throws everything it has
upon the dust, and knows not a word.
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On the seashore of endless worlds children meet.

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

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

They know not how to swim, they know not how
to cast nets. Pearlfishers 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 wavessing
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



s les

K sea beoch # pllos.

3 ﬂ?“ e Seashere d;ll erdbeaa Mﬁ‘{-’%«
gjm‘fu;vf‘ Moama i R pad¥icsq

&“Ma MW o e imefitcas
Bo Wd} diath s abrons

and ehilobnin EE?H e sho seashoee

%}@Lm i 5

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.
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The sleep that flits on the baby's eyes- does anybody
know from where it comes? Yes, there is a rumour
that it has its dwelling where, in the fairy village
among shadows of the forest( ) dimly lit with glow-
worms, there hang two shy buds of enchantment.
From there it comes to kiss the baby's eyes.

The () smile that flickers on the 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 the 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.
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When I bring to you coloured toys, my child, I
understand why there is such a play of colours on
clouds, on water, and why flowers are painted in
tints-when I give coloured toys to you, my child.

When I sing to make you dance I truly know why
there is music in leaves, and why waves send their
chorus of voices to the heart of the listening earth-
when I sing to make you dance.

When I bring sweet things to your greedy hands I
know why there is honey in the cup of the flower
and why fruits are 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 to make you smile.
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I know that the day will come () when my sight of
this earth shall be lost, and () life will take its leave
in silence, drawing the last curtain over my eyes.

Yet stars will watch at night, and morning ( ) rise
as before, and hours () heave like sea waves casting
up pleasures and pains.

When I think of this end f 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.
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I boasted among men that I had known you. They
see your pictures in all works of mine. They come
and ask me, 'Who is he( )?' I know not how to
answer them ( ). I () say '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.
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( ) Deity of the ruined temple! The broken strings
of vina sing no more your praise. The bells in the
evening proclaim not your time of worship. The air
is still and silent about you.

In your desolate dwelling comes the vagrant spring
breeze. It brings the tidings of 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.
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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.
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Mother, it is no gain, thy bondage of finery, if it
keeps one shut off from the healthful dust of the
earth, if it robs one of the right of entrance to the
great fair of common human life ().
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and fallen () the growth and decay of my life.

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

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

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

There was none in the world who ever saw her
face to face, and she remained in her ( ) loneliness
waiting for thy recognition.
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In desperate hope I go and search for her in all the
corners of my room; I find her not.

My house is small and what once has gone from it
can never be regained.

But infinite is thy mansion, my Lord, and seeking
her I have come to thy door.

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

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

Oh, dip my emptied life into that ocean, plunge it
into the deepest fullness. Let me for once feel that
lost sweet touch in the allness of the universe.
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When it was day they came into my house and said,
'We shall only take the smallest room here.’

They said, 'We shall help you in the worship of your
God and humbly accept only our own share of his
grace'; and then they took their seat in a corner
and they sat quiet and meek.

But in the darkness of night I find they break into
my sacred shrine, strong and turbulent, and snatch
with unholy greed the offerings from () God's altar.
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' S T " _ He makes the dust rise from the earth with his

swagger; he adds his loud voice to every word that
I utter.

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 is my own little self, my lord, he knows no
shame; but I am ashamed to come to thy door in
his company.
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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( )
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.
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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 him; but this meeting is not yet.
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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.
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