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INTRODUCTION

A few days ago | said to a distinguished Bengatitdoof medicine, “| know no German, yet if a tatisn of a German
poet had moved me, | would go to the British Musemd find books in English that would tell me sonieg of his life, an
of the history of his thought. But though thesesprtranslations from Rabindranath Tagore haveestimy blood as nothing
has for years, | shall not know anything of hig liand of the movements of thought that have ntaela possible, if some
Indian traveller will not tell me." It seemed tarhnatural that | should be moved, for he saideadrRabindranath every di
to read one line of his is to forget all the trasbf the world." | said, "An Englishman livingliondon in the reign of
Richard the Second had he been shown translatiomsRPetrarch or from Dante, would have found noksdo answer his
guestions, but would have questioned some Floreti@mker or Lombard merchant as | question youakdknow, so
abundant and simple is this poetry, the new reaagshas been born in your country and | shall nievew of it except by
hearsay.' He answered, "We have other poets, gt that are his equal; we call this the epoch dfifRlxanath. No poet
seems to me as famous in Europe as he is amohtgus.as great in music as in poetry, and his soasung from the west
of India into Burma wherever Bengali is spoken.whes already famous at nineteen when he wrotesisrfovel; and plays
when he was but little older, are still played ial€itta. | so much admire the completeness ofifeiswhen he was very
young he wrote much of natural objects, he wouldlsday in his garden; from his twel-fifth year or so to his thirty-fifth
perhaps, when he had a great sorrow, he wrote tis¢ Imeautiful love poetry in our language'; andhthe said with deep
emotion, "words can never express what | owedwatrgeen to his love poetry. After that his art gideper, it became
religious and philosophical; all the inspirationménkind are in his hymns. He is the first amongsaints who has not
refused to live, but has spoken out of Life itsald that is why we give him our love.' | may hahanged his well-chosen
words in my memory but not his thought. "A littldie ago he was to read divine service in one ofobuirches---we of the
Brahma Samaj use your word “church' in Englishwas the largest in Calcutta and not only wasatveled, but the streets
were all but impassable because of the people.’

Other Indians came to see me and their reveremdhifoman sounded strange in our world, where ide breat and little
things under the same veil of obvious comedy affdsesious depreciation. When we were making thbedrals had we a
like reverence for our great men? "Every morninthege---I know, for | have seen itene said to me, "he sits immovable
contemplation, and for two hours does not awakm finis reverie upon the nature of God. His fathes,Maha Rishi, would
sometimes sit there all through the next day; onpen a river, he fell into contemplation becausthe beauty of the
landscape, and the rowers waited for eight houigréehey could continue their journey.' He theld tme of Mr. Tagore's
family and how for generations great men have cooief its cradles. "Today,' he said, ‘there arg@dendranath and
Abanindranath Tagore, who are artists; and Dwijandth, Rabindranath's brother, who is a great gptyilber. The squirrels
come from the boughs and climb on to his kneestla@dirds alight upon his hands.' | notice in thexm's thought a sense
of visible beauty and meaning as though they Hedtldoctrine of Nietzsche that we must not believe moral or
intellectual beauty which does not sooner or latgress itself upon physical things. | said, "Ia thast you know how to
keep a family illustrious. The other day the curatba museum pointed out to me a little ¢-skinned man who we
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arranging their Chinese prints and said, " Th#téshereditary connoisseur of the Mikado, he isfdleteenth of his family
to hold the post." 'He answered, "When Rabindrewass a boy he had all round him in his home liteeand music.' |
thought of the abundance, of the simplicity of peems, and said, “In your country is there muclpg@gandist writing, muc
criticism? We have to do so much, especially inawy country, that our minds gradually cease torbatove, and yet we
cannot help it. If our life was not a continual feasie, we would not have taste, we would not knovatws good, we would
not find hearers and readers. Four-fifths of owargn is spent in the quarrel with bad taste, whratheur own minds or in
the minds of others.' 'l understand,' he repliad, foo have our propagandist writing. In the vilaghey recite long
mythological poems adapted from the Sanskrit inMiiddle Ages, and they often insert passages tethie people that they
must do their duties.'

| have carried the manuscript of these translatarmit with me for days, reading it in railway trsior on the top of
omnibuses and in restaurants, and | have ofteridheldse it lest some stranger would see how mucioved me. These
lyrics---which are in the original, my Indians tetle, full of subtlety of rhythm, of untranslatallelicacies of colour, of
metrical invention---display in their thought a Wbt have dreamed of all my live long. The workaoSupreme culture, they
yet appear as much the growth of the common sdli@grass and the rushes. A tradition, where peeatd religion are th
same thing, has passed through the centuries,rgaghiieom learned and unlearned metaphor and emgodiod carried back
again to the multitude the thought of the schotat af the noble. If the civilization of Bengal reimsunbroken, if that
common mind which---as one divines---runs throuljhignot, as with us, broken into a dozen mirtus know nothing of
each other, something even of what is most subtiedse verses will have come, in a few generatiorthie beggar on the
roads. When there was but one mind in England, Gramrote his Troilus and Cressida, and thoughtadewritten to be
read, or to be read out---for our time was comin@pace---he was sung by minstrels for a while.iftltbnath Tagore, like
Chaucer's forerunners, writes music for his woatsl one understands at every moment that he iswsaant, so
spontaneous, so daring in his passion, so fulligirsse, because he is doing something which hasrrsemed strange,
unnatural, or in need of defence. These verseswillie in little well-printed books upon ladi¢ables, who turn the pages
with indolent hands that they may sigh over awfthout meaning, which is yet all they can knowlif#, or be carried by
students at the university to be laid aside whenatbrk of life begins, but, as the generations pmasgellers will hum them
on the highway and men rowing upon the rivers. ksyehile they await one another, shall find, inrmuring them, this
love of God a magic gulf wherein their own moredsippassion may bathe and renew its youth. At ememgnent the heart
this poet flows outward to these without derogatiocondescension, for it has known that they willierstand; and it has
filled itself with the circumstance of their liveBhe traveller in the read-brown clothes that hans¢hat dust may not show
upon him, the girl searching in her bed for theafgetallen from the wreath of her royal lover, #eFvant or the bride
awaiting the master's home-coming in the empty &oaie images of the heart turning to God. Flowearsrivers, the
blowing of conch shells, the heavy rain of the &mdiuly, or the moods of that heart in union @dparation; and a man
sitting in a boat upon a river playing lute, likeeoof those figures full of mysterious meaning i@lanese picture, is God
Himself. A whole people, a whole civilization, imasurably strange to us, seems to have been takiatoubis
imagination; and yet we are not moved becauses atiingeness, but because we have met our owe jmsighough we h
walked in Rossetti's willow wood, or heard, perhfipshe first time in literature, our voice asdrdream.

Since the Renaissance the writing of Europeanssaihbwever familiar their metaphor and the genstraicture of their
thought---has ceased to hold our attention. We kit@at/we must at last forsake the world, and weaaoeistomed in
moments of weariness or exaltation to considerlantary forsaking; but how can we, who have readchsch poetry, seen
S0 many paintings, listened to so much music, wtierery of the flesh and the cry of the soul seernes forsake it harshly
and rudely? What have we in common with St. Berrarcering his eyes that they may not dwell uponttbauty of the
lakes of Switzerland, or with the violent rhetooicthe Book of Revelations? We would, if we midimid, as in this book,
words full of courtesy. "I have got my leave. Bié fiarewell, my brothers! | bow to you all and takg departure. Here |
give back the keys of my door---and | give up &ims to my house. | only ask for last kind wordsfi you. We were
neighbours for long, but | received more than lldagive. Now the day has dawned and the lamp thatyl dark corner is
out. A summons has come and | am ready for my gutind it is our own mood, when it is furthesirfr “a Kempis or
John of the Cross, that cries, "And because | tbigdlife, | know | shall love death as well.' Yiets not only in our thoughts
of the parting that this book fathoms all. We hatiknown that we loved God, hardly it may be thathelieved in Him; yet
looking backward upon our life we discover, in exploration of the pathways of woods, in our ddlighthe lonely places
of hills, in that mysterious claim that we have maghavailingly on the woman that we have loved,dmotion that created
this insidious sweetness. "Entering my heart urdnidelzen as one of the common crowd, unknown tamgeking, thou
didst press the signet of eternity upon many aiflggnoment.' This is no longer the sanctity of ¢tedl and of the scourge;
being but a lifting up, as it were, into a greatdensity of the mood of the painter, painting thest and the sunlight, and we
go for a like voice to St. Francis and to WilliartaBe who have seemed so alien in our violent hystor
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We write long books where no page perhaps has aalityjto make writing a pleasure, being confidensome general
design, just as we fight and make money and fillleads with politics---all dull things in the dgia-while Mr. Tagore, like
the Indian civilization itself, has been contentiscover the soul and surrender himself to itsisguteity. He often seems to
contrast life with that of those who have loved enafter our fashion, and have more seeming weigtite world, and
always humbly as though he were only sure his wdest for him: "Men going home glance at me anitesand fill me
with shame. | sit like a beggar maid, drawing mitskver my face, and when they ask me, whatlivignt, | drop my eyes
and answer them not.' At another time, remembéraw his life had once a different shape, he wiji, sMany an hour |
have spent in the strife of the good and the buil,now it is the pleasure of my playmate of theosnalays to draw my hes
on to him; and | know not why this sudden call toatvuseless inconsequence.' An innocence, a sityghat one does not
find elsewhere in literature makes the birds amrddlaves seem as near to him as they are neaitdeech and the changes
the seasons great events as before our thoughtwisad between them and us. At times | wondee ifi&s it from the
literature of Bengal or from religion, and at ottienes, remembering the birds alighting on his lheo hands, | find
pleasure in thinking it hereditary, a mystery tlas growing through the centuries like the courtefsy Tristan or a
Pelanore. Indeed, when he is speaking of childsemuch a part of himself this quality seems, enmot certain that he is
not also speaking of the saints, "They build theiuses with sand and they play with empty shellsh Withered leaves the
weave their boats and smilingly float them on tast\deep. Children have their play on the seasifor®rlds. They know
not how to swim, they know not how to cast netarPishers dive for pearls, merchants sail inttlskips, while children
gather pebbles and scatter them again. They sedkmudden treasures, they know not how to cass.h

W.B. YEATS September 1912

GITANJALI

Thou hast made me endless, such is thy pleasuiefrail vessel thou emptiest again and again,félledt it ever with fresh
life.

This little flute of a reed thou hast carried otéis and dales, and hast breathed through it nietoeternally new.
At the immortal touch of thy hands my little helges its limits in joy and gives birth to utterarineffable.

Thy infinite gifts come to me only on these veryadinhands of mine. Ages pass, and still thou pduees still there is rool
to fill.

When thou commandest me to sing it seems that st heuld break with pride; and I look to thy faeed tears come to
my eyes.

All that is harsh and dissonant in my life melt®ione sweet harmony---and my adoration spreadgsiike a glad bird on
its flight across the sea.

| know thou takest pleasure in my singing. | kndnattonly as a singer | come before thy presence.
| touch by the edge of the far-spreading wing ofsagg thy feet which | could never aspire to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing | forget myself andlkthee friend who art my lord.

| know not how thou singest, my master! | evelelisin silent amazemer
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The light of thy music illumines the world. Thedibreath of thy music runs from sky to sky. Theytatteam of thy music
breaks through all stony obstacles and rushes on.

My heart longs to join in thy song, but vainly gfgles for a voice. | would speak, but speech breakéto song, and | cry
out baffled. Ah, thou hast made my heart captivinénendless meshes of thy music, my master!

Life of my life, | shall ever try to keep my bodye, knowing that thy living touch is upon all mimbs.

| shall ever try to keep all untruths out from rhpaights, knowing that thou art that truth which kiaslled the light of
reason in my mind.

| shall ever try to drive all evils away from mydreand keep my love in flower, knowing that th@astthy seat in the
inmost shrine of my heart.

And it shall be my endeavour to reveal thee in tjoas, knowing it is thy power gives me strengtlatt.

| ask for a moment's indulgence to sit by thy sitlee works that | have in hand | will finish afteawds.

Away from the sight of thy face my heart knows aetmor respite, and my work becomes an endldss ®ishoreless sea
of toil.

Today the summer has come at my window with ites@nd murmurs; and the bees are plying their nelsgtat the court
of the flowering grove.

Now it is time to sit quite, face to face with thead to sing dedication of live in this silent ancrflowing leisure

Pluck this little flower and take it, delay notldar lest it droop and drop into the dust.

I may not find a place in thy garland, but hondwith a touch of pain from thy hand and plucK fiear lest the day end
before | am aware, and the time of offering go by.

Though its colour be not deep and its smell bet faige this flower in thy service and pluck it vehihere is time.

My song has put off her adornments. She has ne pfidress and decoration. Ornaments would mauwion; they would
come between thee and me; their jingling would drély whispers.

My poet's vanity dies in shame before thy sighm&ster poet, | have sat down at thy feet. Onlynletmake my life simple
and straight, like a flute of reed for thee to fifth music.

The child who is decked with prince's robes and Wae jewelled chains round his neck loses all pleam his play; his
dress hampers him at every st
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In fear that it may be frayed, or stained with dustkeeps himself from the world, and is afraidretcemove.

Mother, it is no gain, thy bondage of finery, ikiteps one shut off from the healthful dust oféheth, if it rob one of the
right of entrance to the great fair of common hurifan

O Fool, try to carry thyself upon thy own shouldé&dsbeggar, to come beg at thy own door!
Leave all thy burdens on his hands who can beaaradl never look behind in regret.

Thy desire at once puts out the light from the lantpuches with its breath. It is unholy---taket ttioy gifts through its
unclean hands. Accept only what is offered by shioee.

Here is thy footstool and there rest thy feet whisethe poorest, and lowliest, and lost.

When | try to bow to thee, my obeisance cannotireavn to the depth where thy feet rest among thoegst, and lowliest,
and lost.

Pride can never approach to where thou walkestarckothes of the humble among the poorest, antidstyand lost.

My heart can never find its way to where thou ketpgempany with the companionless among the padrestowliest, and
the lost.

Leave this chanting and singing and telling of l&tlhom dost thou worship in this lonely dark caroka temple with
doors all shut? Open thine eyes and see thy Goaet isefore thee!

He is there where the tiller is tilling the haregnd and where the pathmaker is breaking stoness With them in sun and
in shower, and his garment is covered with dust.oPthy holy mantle and even like him come dowrtlo& dusty soil!

Deliverance? Where is this deliverance to be fouddPmaster himself has joyfully taken upon him bleeds of creation;
he is bound with us all for ever.

Come out of thy meditations and leave aside thydis and incense! What harm is there if thy clothexsome tattered and
stained? Meet him and stand by him in toil andweat of thy brow.

The time that my journey takes is long and the wafaiy long.

| came out on the chariot of the first gleam ohtigand pursued my voyage through the wildernesberlds leaving my
track on many a star and planet.

It is the most distant course that comes neardhtyself, and that training is the most intricateiet leads to the utter
simplicity of a tune.

The traveller has to knock at every alien doordme to his own, and one has to wander througthalbtiter worlds to reas
the innermost shrine at the el
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My eyes strayed far and wide before | shut themsaid "Here art thou!'

The question and the cry "Oh, where?' melt intesteia thousand streams and deluge the worldtiviHlood of the
assurance ‘| am!'

The song that | came to sing remains unsung tadtys

| have spent my days in stringing and in unstriggimy instrument.

The time has not come true, the words have not bigktly set; only there is the agony of wishingniry heart.
The blossom has not opened; only the wind is sighin

I have not seen his face, nor have | listenedgobice; only | have heard his gentle footstepmftbe road before my
house.

The livelong day has passed in spreading his setiteofloor; but the lamp has not been lit andrirea ask him into my
house.

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

My desires are many and my cry is pitiful, but ediglst thou save me by hard refusals; and thisigtroercy has been
wrought into my life through and through.

Day by day thou art making me worthy of the simpjieat gifts that thou gavest to me unasked--gkysand the light, this
body and the life and the mind---saving me fronilpe&f overmuch desire.

There are times when | languidly linger and timé®w | awaken and hurry in search of my goal; buéky thou hidest
thyself from before me.

Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy fulcaptance by refusing me ever and anon, saving one ferils of weak,
uncertain desire.

| am here to sing thee songs. In this hall of thihave a corner seat.
In thy world | have no work to do; my useless tin only break out in tunes without a purpose.

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

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

| have had my invitation to this world's festivahd thus my life has been blessed. My eyes haveaseemy ears have
heard.
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It was my part at this feast to play upon my ingtemt, and | have done all | could.

Now, | ask, has the time come at last when | majngod see thy face and offer thee my silent atitui?

I am only waiting for love to give myself up attidsto his hands. That is why it is so late and whygve been guilty of suc
omissions.

They come with their laws and their codes to biredfast; but | evade them ever, for | am only wajtiar love to give
myself up at last into his hands.

People blame me and call me heedless; | doubthegtdre right in their blame.

The market day is over and work is all done fortibsy. Those who came to call me in vain have dad in anger. | am
only waiting for love to give myself up at lastarhis hands.

Clouds heap upon clouds and it darkens. Ah, lovg;, dost thou let me wait outside at the door ahaP
In the busy moments of the noontide work | am wlith crowd, but on this dark lonely day it is onty thee that | hope.
If thou showest me not thy face, if thou leavestwilly aside, | know not how | am to pass thesgy|aainy hours.

| keep gazing on the far-away gloom of the sky, maycheart wanders wailing with the restless wind.

If thou speakest not | will fill my heart with ttgilence and endure it. | will keep still and walkel the night with starry vigil
and its head bent low with patience.

The morning will surely come, the darkness will gl and thy voice pour down in golden streamskinggthrough the
sky.

Then thy words will take wing in songs from evenemf my birds' nests, and thy melodies will bréakh in flowers in all
my forest groves.

On the day when the lotus bloomed, alas, my mingl stiying, and | knew it not. My basket was engptgl the flower
remained unheeded.

Only now and again a sadness fell upon me, arattest up from my dream and felt a sweet tracestfange fragrance in
the south wind.

That vague sweetness made my heart ache with Igrgid it seemed to me that is was the eager boé#tle summer
seeking for its completion.

I knew not then that it was so near, that it wasenand that this perfect sweetness had blossamtée idepth of my own
heart.
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I must launch out my boat. The languid hours pgssrbthe shore---Alas for me!
The spring has done its flowering and taken leAwel now with the burden of faded futile flowers &aivand linger.
The waves have become clamorous, and upon theibdmé shady lane the yellow leaves flutter and fal

What emptiness do you gaze upon! Do you not feletithpassing through the air with the notes af far-away song
floating from the other shore?

In the deep shadows of the rainy July, with sestegs, thou walkest, silent as night, eluding aftclers.

Today the morning has closed its eyes, heedlefeadhsistent calls of the loud east wind, andiektkieil has been drawn
over the ever-wakeful blue sky.

The woodlands have hushed their songs, and doewlleshut at every house. Thou art the solitaryfar@r in this deserted
street. Oh my only friend, my best beloved, theegare open in my house---do not pass by like andre

Art thou abroad on this stormy night on thy jourredéyove, my friend? The sky groans like one ingigs
I have no sleep tonight. Ever and again | open oor énd look out on the darkness, my friend!
| can see nothing before me. | wonder where liggptth!

By what dim shore of the ink-black river, by what £dge of the frowning forest, through what maggtd of gloom art
thou threading thy course to come to me, my friend?

If the day is done, if birds sing no more, if thandrhas flagged tired, then draw the veil of dagenthick upon me, even as
thou hast wrapt the earth with the coverlet ofslaed tenderly closed the petals of the droopingslat dusk.

From the traveller, whose sack of provisions is gnipefore the voyage is ended, whose garmentiisaod dustladen,
whose strength is exhausted, remove shame andtpoard renew his life like a flower under the cowéthy kindly night.

In the night of weariness let me give myself ugleEep without struggle, resting my trust upon thee.
Let me not force my flagging spirit into a poor pagation for thy worship.

It is thou who drawest the veil of night upon thred eyes of the day to renew its sight in a fregfi@dness of awakening.
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He came and sat by my side but | woke not. Whairsed sleep it was, O miserable me!
He came when the night was still; he had his haufis hands, and my dreams became resonant witteitadies.

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

Light, oh where is the light? Kindle it with thedming fire of desire!
There is the lamp but never a flicker of a flamis-such thy fate, my heart? Ah, death were begtdabfor thee!

Misery knocks at thy door, and her message istliyalord is wakeful, and he calls thee to the lonyest through the darkne
of night.

The sky is overcast with clouds and the rain iseksss. | know not what this is that stirs in nékrow not its meaning.

A moment's flash of lightning drags down a deepeomy on my sight, and my heart gropes for the patithere the music
of the night calls me.

Light, oh where is the light! Kindle it with the ming fire of desire! It thunders and the wind restscreaming through the
void. The night is black as a black stone. Letthethours pass by in the dark. Kindle the lampwéIwith thy life.

Obstinate are the trammels, but my heart aches Wwingrio break them.
Freedom is all | want, but to hope for it | feehamed.

| am certain that priceless wealth is in thee, tad thou art my best friend, but | have not tharhto sweep away the tinsel
that fills my room

The shroud that covers me is a shroud of dust aathdl hate it, yet hug it in love.

My debts are large, my failures great, my shamessend heavy; yet when | come to ask for my gbogiake in fear lest
my prayer be granted.

He whom | enclose with my name is weeping in thisgkon. | am ever busy building this wall all arduand as this wall
goes up into the sky day by day | lose sight oftmg being in its dark shadow.

| take pride in this great wall, and | plaster itmdust and sand lest a least hole should bénleftis name; and for all the
care | take | lose sight of my true being.

| came out alone on my way to my tryst. But whthis that follows me in the silent dark?

I move aside to avoid his presence but | escapenbin
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He makes the dust rise from the earth with his g@gdie adds his loud voice to every word thatdrut

He is my own little self, my lord, he knows no shegrhut | am ashamed to come to thy door in his @mp

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

“It was my master,’ said the prisoner. "I thougttuld outdo everybody in the world in wealth amavpr, and | amassed in
my own treasure-house the money due to my king.\/gheep overcame me | lay upon the bad that wamydord, and on
waking up | found | was a prisoner in my own treashiouse.'

“Prisoner, tell me, who was it that wrought thidreakable chain?'

‘It was |,' said the prisoner, "who forged thisiohzery carefully. | thought my invincible power wigl hold the world
captive leaving me in a freedom undisturbed. Thghktrand day | worked at the chain with huge fiesl cruel hard stroke
When at last the work was done and the links weneptete and unbreakable, | found that it held migsigrip.'

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

Lest | forget them they never venture to leave toaa But day passes by after day and thou arsewmn.

If | call not thee in my prayers, if | keep not ¢hiem my heart, thy love for me still waits for movk.

When it was day they came into my house and séid,shall only take the smallest room here."

They said, "We shall help you in the worship of y@od and humbly accept only our own share in hésg/; and then they
took their seat in a corner and they sat quietraadk.

But in the darkness of night | find they break intg sacred shrine, strong and turbulent, and snaitthunholy greed the
offerings from God's altar.

Let only that little be left of me whereby | mayma thee my all.

Let only that little be left of my will whereby | ay feel thee on every side, and come to thee irythieg, and offer to thee
my love every moment.

Let only that little be left of me whereby | mayvee hide thee.

Let only that little of my fetters be left wherebgm bound with thy will, and thy purpose is cadrigut in my life---and that
is the fetter of thy love.
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Where the mind is without fear and the head is hajd;

Where knowledge is free;

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

Where words come out from the depth of truth;

Where tireless striving stretches its arms towaet$ection;

Where the clear stream of reason has not lostdtsimto the dreary desert sand of dead habit;
Where the mind is led forward by thee into everemithg thought and action---

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my ¢guawake.

This is my prayer to thee, my lord---strike, striethe root of penury in my heart.
Give me the strength lightly to bear my joys and@es.

Give me the strength to make my love fruitful imsee.

Give me the strength never to disown the poor adbay knees before insolent might.
Give me the strength to raise my mind high abovily tifles.

And give me the strength to surrender my strermthy will with love.

| thought that my voyage had come to its end atabelimit of my power,---that the path before mas closed, that
provisions were exhausted and the time come togh&ker in a silent obscurity.

But | find that thy will knows no end in me. And et old words die out on the tongue, new melodiealpforth from the
heart; and where the old tracks are lost, new cgustevealed with its wonders.

That | want thee, only thee---let my heart repeittout end. All desires that distract me, day aight) are false and empty
to the core.

As the night keeps hidden in its gloom the petifionlight, even thus in the depth of my unconssiwess rings the cry---"1
want thee, only thee'.

As the storm still seeks its end in peace whetrikes against peace with all its might, even thnysrebellion strikes against
thy love and still its cry is---"| want thee, ortlyee'.
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When the heart is hard and parched up, come upomithe@ shower of mercy.
When grace is lost from life, come with a burssohg.

When tumultuous work raises its din on all sidegttihg me out from beyond, come to me, my lordilgfree, with thy
peace and rest.

When my beggarly heart sits crouched, shut updoraer, break open the door, my king, and come thithceremony of a
king.

When desire blinds the mind with delusion and d@stthou holy one, thou wakeful, come with thy ligimd thy thunder.

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

Send thy angry storm, dark with death, if it is thigh, and with lashes of lightning startle the $fkom end to end.
But call back, my lord, call back this pervadinkgst heat, still and keen and cruel, burning therteith dire despair.

Let the cloud of grace bend low from above like tierful look of the mother on the day of the fatherath.

Where dost thou stand behind them all, my lovetinig thyself in the shadows? They push thee ansl {h&s by on the
dusty road, taking thee for naught. | wait here nwdwurs spreading my offerings for thee, whilegms-by come and take
my flowers, one by one, and my basket is nearlytgmp

The morning time is past, and the noon. In the slidaévening my eyes are drowsy with sleep. Mengbiome glance at
me and smile and fill me with shame. | sit likeegbar maid, drawing my skirt over my face, and wtiney ask me, what it
is | want, | drop my eyes and answer them not.

Oh, how, indeed, could I tell them that for theeslit, and that thou hast promised to come. Howdbutter for shame that
| keep for my dowry this poverty. Ah, | hug thisge in the secret of my heart.

| sit on the grass and gaze upon the sky and doédine sudden splendour of thy coming---all théiggablaze, golden
pennons flying over thy car, and they at the rad@istanding agape, when they see thee come domrtlisoseat to raise r
from the dust, and set at thy side this ragged &egigl a-tremble with shame and pride, like a perdn a summer breeze.

But time glides on and still no sound of the whexlthy chariot. Many a procession passes by waisanand shouts and
glamour of glory. Is it only thou who wouldst staimthe shadow silent and behind them all? And dmi§ro would wait
and weep and wear out my heart in vain longing?

Early in the day it was whispered that we shoultlisa boat, only thou and |, and never a souhiaworld would know of
this our pilgrimage to no country and to no end.

In that shoreless ocean, at thy silently listersimdle my songs would swell in melodies, free asegadree from all bondag
of words.

Is the time not come yet? Are there works stilt® Lo, the evening has come down upon the sharénahe fading ligh
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the seabirds come flying to their nests.

Who knows when the chains will be off, and the bblké the last glimmer of sunset, vanish into tight?

The day was when | did not keep myself in readif@sthee; and entering my heart unbidden evemasofthe common
crowd, unknown to me, my king, thou didst pressdigaet of eternity upon many a fleeting momentngflife.

And today when by chance | light upon them andtbgeignature, | find they have lain scatteredhia dust mixed with the
memory of joys and sorrows of my trivial days foitga.

Thou didst not turn in contempt from my childislayplamong dust, and the steps that | heard in myqdan are the same
that are echoing from star to star.

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

Messengers, with tidings from unknown skies, gmeetand speed along the road. My heart is glad mvitind the breath of
the passing breeze is sweet.

From dawn till dusk | sit here before my door, &keow that of a sudden the happy moment will @&nivhen | shall see.

In the meanwhile | smile and | sing all alone.he meanwhile the air is filling with the perfumegrbmise.

Have you not heard his silent steps? He comes, $oewver comes.
Every moment and every age, every day and eveht higgcomes, comes, ever comes.

Many a song have | sung in many a mood of mindabuheir notes have always proclaimed, "He coronesjes, ever
comes.’

In the fragrant days of sunny April through theefgirpath he comes, comes, ever comes.
In the rainy gloom of July nights on the thunderafgriot of clouds he comes, comes, ever comes.

In sorrow after sorrow it is his steps that prgssrumy heart, and it is the golden touch of hig feat makes my joy to
shine.

| know not from what distant time thou art ever @ognnearer to meet me. Thy sun and stars can hkeegrthee hidden
from me for aye.

In many a morning and eve thy footsteps have beandhand thy messenger has come within my heartahet me in
secret.

| know not only why today my life is all astir, aadfeeling of tremulous joy is passing through regi.

file://G:\geniuscode\library\spiritual library\Gitgali.htmr 07/08/0¢



Gitanjali Pagel4 of 28

Itis as if the time were come to wind up my waxkd | feel in the air a faint smell of thy sweetgence.

The night is nearly spent waiting for him in valifiear lest in the morning he suddenly come to mgrdvhen | have fallen
asleep wearied out. Oh friends, leave the way épé&im---forbid him not.

If the sounds of his steps does not wake me, dérytd rouse me, | pray. | wish not to be callezhi my sleep by the
clamorous choir of birds, by the riot of wind ag¢tlestival of morning light. Let me sleep undisedteven if my lord comes
of a sudden to my door.

Ah, my sleep, precious sleep, which only waitsHisrtouch to vanish. Ah, my closed eyes that waydn their lids only to
the light of his smile when he stands before me éikdream emerging from darkness of sleep.

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

The morning sea of silence broke into ripples odl lsongs; and the flowers were all merry by thelsigde; and the wealth
gold was scattered through the rift of the cloutdlewve busily went on our way and paid no heed.

We sang no glad songs nor played; we went notadwittage for barter; we spoke not a word nor sdhilee lingered not on
the way. We quickened our pave more and more asntieesped by.

The sun rose to the mid sky and doves cooed igtihde. Withered leaves danced and whirled in thaihof noon. The
shepherd boy drowsed and dreamed in the shaddve dfanyan tree, and | laid myself down by the watet stretched my
tired limbs on the grass.

My companions laughed at me in scorn; they helif theads high and hurried on; they never looked vexe rested; they
vanished in the distant blue haze. They crossedyme@adows and hills, and passed through strangawfay countries. All
honour to you, heroic host of the interminable p&tbckery and reproach pricked me to rise, but fban response in me. |
gave myself up for lost in the depth of a glad Hiation---in the shadow of a dim delight.

The repose of the sun-embroidered green gloom glspread over my heart. | forgot for what | hadiédéed, and |
surrendered my mind without struggle to the mazehaidows and songs.

At last, when | woke from my slumber and openedaygs, | saw thee standing by me, flooding my sleigpthy smile.
How | had feared that the path was long and wearés@nd the struggle to reach thee was hard!

You came down from your throne and stood at myagettdoor.
| was singing all alone in a corner, and the melcalyght your ear. You came down and stood at ntagetdoor.

Masters are many in your hall, and songs are sweg fat all hours. But the simple carol of thisinewstruck at your love.
One plaintive little strain mingled with the grematsic of the world, and with a flower for a prizewycame down and
stopped at my cottage door.

| had gone -begging from door to door in the village path, wliey golden chariot appeared in the distance ligergeous
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dream and | wondered who was this King of all kings

My hopes rose high and methought my evil days \ween end, and | stood waiting for alms to be giweasked and for
wealth scattered on all sides in the dust.

The chariot stopped where | stood. Thy glancedieline and thou camest down with a smile. | felt tha luck of my life
had come at last. Then of a sudden thou didstdwtidhy right hand and say "What hast thou to ¢ivene?'

Ah, what a kingly jest was it to open thy palm tbemygar to beg! | was confused and stood undecatetithen from my
wallet | slowly took out the least little grain obrn and gave it to thee.

But how great my surprise when at the day's emdgdtied my bag on the floor to find a least littlam of gold among the
poor heap. | bitterly wept and wished that | had tiee heart to give thee my all.

The night darkened. Our day's works had been dbleethought that the last guest had arrived fomilgat and the doors in
the village were all shut. Only some said the kiregs to come. We laughed and said "No, it cannot be!

It seemed there were knocks at the door and weitsas nothing but the wind. We put out the larapd lay down to slee
Only some said, "It is the messenger!" We laugieldsaid "No, it must be the wind!'

There came a sound in the dead of the night. Wep#jethought it was the distant thunder. The eahthok, the walls
rocked, and it troubled us in our sleep. Only s@aid it was the sound of wheels. We said in a dyawsrmur, "No, it must
be the rumbling of clouds!

The night was still dark when the drum sounded. Wdiee came "Wake up! delay not!" We pressed ond&a@n our hearts
and shuddered with fear. Some said, "Lo, thereeking's flag!' We stood up on our feet and criBukre is no time for
delay!

The king has come---but where are lights, wherenmeaths? Where is the throne to seat him? Oh, sh@tm utter shame!
Where is the hall, the decorations? Someone hds 8&iin is this cry! Greet him with empty hand=sad him into thy room
all bare!"

Open the doors, let the conch-shells be soundetikinepth of the night has come the king of ouk.ddreary house. The
thunder roars in the sky. The darkness shuddetlslighitning. Bring out thy tattered piece of matlapread it in the
courtyard. With the storm has come of a sudderkimgr of the fearful night.

| thought | should ask of thee---but | dared ndite-rose wreath thou hadst on thy neck. Thus ledditr the morning, whe
thou didst depart, to find a few fragments on ted.bAnd like a beggar | searched in the dawn ooyafstray petal or two.

Ah me, what is it | find? What token left of thyie? It is no flower, no spices, no vase of perfumvatkr. It is thy mighty
sword, flashing as a flame, heavy as a bolt ofdeunThe young light of morning comes through tliedow and spread
itself upon thy bed. The morning bird twitters agks, "Woman, what hast thou got?' No, it is nevélig nor spices, nor va
of perfumed water---it is thy dreadful sword.

| sit and muse in wonder, what gift is this of #hith can find no place to hide it. | am ashamedéar it, frail as | am, and it
hurts me when press it to my bosom. Yet shall f ieany heart this honour of the burden of pairs tift of thine.

From now there shall be no fear left for me in thiwld, and thou shalt be victorious in all my fetriThou hast left death for
my companion and | shall crown him with my life.yréword is with me to cut asunder my bonds, ancetehall be no fear
left for me in the world
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From now | leave off all petty decorations. Lordnay heart, no more shall there be for me waiting weeping in corners,
no more coyness and sweetness of demeanour. TBbgitian me thy sword for adornment. No more dd#sorations for
me!

Beautiful is thy wristlet, decked with stars anahcingly wrought in myriad-coloured jewels. But mdreautiful to me thy
sword with its curve of lightning like the outspdeaings of the divine bird of Vishnu, perfectly ped in the angry red light
of the sunset.

It quivers like the one last response of life istasy of pain at the final stroke of death; it sisitike the pure flame of being
burning up earthly sense with one fierce flash.

Beautiful is thy wristlet, decked with starry gerbsit thy sword, O lord of thunder, is wrought witttermost beauty, terrib
to behold or think of.

| asked nothing from thee; | uttered not my namthiloe ear. When thou took'st thy leave | stooergill was alone by the
well where the shadow of the tree fell aslant, gredwomen had gone home with their brown eartheeis full to the
brim. They called me and shouted, *Come with s ntiorning is wearing on to noon.' But | languidhgered awhile lost il
the midst of vague musings.

| heard not thy steps as thou camest. Thine eyes seel when they fell on me; thy voice was tirethasi spokest low---
"Ah, | am a thirsty traveller.' | started up frony mlay-dreams and poured water from my jar on tinejd palms. The leaves
rustled overhead; the cuckoo sang from the unsadq dnd perfume of babla flowers came from thedbefrthe road.

| stood speechless with shame when my name that astt. Indeed, what had | done for thee to keepnmemembrance?
But the memory that | could give water to theeltayathy thirst will cling to my heart and enfoltlin sweetness. The
morning hour is late, the bird sings in weary npteem leaves rustle overhead and | sit and thidkaink.

Languor is upon your heart and the slumber isatilijour eyes.

Has not the word come to you that the flower igmeig in splendour among thorns? Wake, oh awalkenidt the time pass
in vain!

At the end of the stony path, in the country ojirrsolitude, my friend is sitting all alone. Deoeihim not. Wake, oh
awaken!

What if the sky pants and trembles with the heahefmidday sun---what if the burning sand sprédsantle of thirst---

Is there no joy in the deep of your heart? At evieptfall of yours, will not the harp of the roadelak out in sweet music of
pain?

Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full. Thusstthat thou hast come down to me. O thou lordIdfedvens, where would be
thy love if | were not?

Thou hast taken me as thy partner of all this edtt my heart is the endless play of thy deligfimy life thy will is ever
taking shape
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And for this, thou who art the King of kings hastcéled thyself in beauty to captivate my heart. fordhis thy love loses
itself in the love of thy lover, and there art themen in the perfect union of two.

Light, my light, the world-filling light, the eyeiksing light, heart-sweetening light!

Ah, the light dances, my darling, at the centrengflife; the light strikes, my darling, the chorafsmy love; the sky opens,
the wind runs wild, laughter passes over the earth.

The butterflies spread their sails on the seagtitliLilies and jasmines surge up on the creshefiaves of light.
The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, aayling, and it scatters gems in profusion.

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, anddjiess without measure. The heaven's river hasnéits banks and the
flood of joy is abroad.

Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last sontiie joy that makes the earth flow over in theaimt excess of the grass, the
joy that sets the twin brothers, life and deatmaitag over the wide world, the joy that sweeps ithwhe tempest, shakir

and waking all life with laughter, the joy thatssdtill with its tears on the open red lotus ofpaind the joy that throws
everything it has upon the dust, and knows not lwo

Yes, | know, this is nothing but thy love, O beldwa my heart---this golden light that dances upganleaves, these idle
clouds sailing across the sky, this passing bresmeng its coolness upon my forehead.

The morning light has flooded my eyeshis is thy message to my heart. Thy face is bemh fabove, thy eyes look down
my eyes, and my heart has touched thy feet.

On the seashore of endless worlds children meetiffmite sky is motionless overhead and the esstwater is boisterous.
On the seashore of endless worlds the children miéteshouts and dances.

They build their houses with sand and they play winpty shells. With withered leaves they weavé theats and
smilingly float them on the vast deep. Childrend#tweir play on the seashore of worlds.

They know not how to swim, they know not how totazets. Pearl fishers dive for pearls, merchantsrstheir ships, while
children gather pebbles and scatter them agaip.sek not for hidden treasures, they know not tmeast nets.

The sea surges up with laughter and pale gleansntile of the sea beach. Death-dealing waves se@ningless ballads to
the children, even like a mother while rocking haby's cradle. The sea plays with children, and gldams the smile of t
sea beach.

On the seashore of endless worlds children meetp@st roams in the pathless sky, ships get wreickét trackless wate
death is abroad and children play. On the seasifaedless worlds is the great meeting of children.
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The sleep that flits on baby's eyes---does anylkodyv from where it comes? Yes, there is a rumoat itthas its dwelling
where, in the fairy village among shadows of the$o dimly lit with glow-worms, there hang two tinbuds of
enchantment. From there it comes to kiss baby's.eye

The smile that flickers on baby's lips when hegteedoes anybody know where it was born? Yesettsea rumour that a
young pale beam of a crescent moon touched theadgeanishing autumn cloud, and there the smaés first born in th
dream of a dew-washed morning---the smile thakdlis on baby's lips when he sleeps.

The sweet, soft freshness that blooms on babytsslirdoes anybody know where it was hidden so lofeg when the
mother was a young girl it lay pervading her h@atender and silent mystery of love---the sweetft Beshness that has
bloomed on baby's limbs.

When | bring to you coloured toys, my child, | urgtand why there is such a play of colours on cood water, and why
flowers are painted in tints---when | give coloutegs to you, my child.

When | sing to make you dance | truly now why thisrmusic in leaves, and why waves send their chofwoices to the
heart of the listening earth---when | sing to mgka dance.

When | bring sweet things to your greedy handsovkmvhy there is honey in the cup of the flowers amy fruits are
secretly filled with sweet juice---when | bring setehings to your greedy hands.

When | kiss your face to make you smile, my darlingurely understand what pleasure streams frasktly in morning
light, and what delight that is that is which thersner breeze brings to my body---when | kiss yom#ke you smile.

Thou hast made me known to friends whom | knew Tibbu hast given me seats in homes not my own. Hastibrought
the distant near and made a brother of the stranger

| am uneasy at heart when | have to leave my aoaust shelter; | forget that there abides the olthénnew, and that there
also thou abidest.

Through birth and death, in this world or in othevkerever thou leadest me it is thou, the sangeptie companion of my
endless life who ever linkest my heart with bonflpg to the unfamiliar.

When one knows thee, then alien there is none,nibedoor is shut. Oh, grant me my prayer that | mewyer lose the bliss
the touch of the one in the play of many.

On the slope of the desolate river among tall gmssaisked her, "Maiden, where do you go shading konp with your
mantle? My house is all dark and lonesome---lendyou light!" she raised her dark eyes for a monaeat looked at my
face through the dusk. ‘| have come to the righig' said, "to float my lamp on the stream wherdthight wanes in the
west.' | stood alone among tall grasses and watitteetimid flame of her lamp uselessly driftingtire tide.

In the silence of gathering night | asked her, déai, your lights are all lit---then where do youwgith your lamp? My
house is all dark and lonesoménd me your light.' She raised her dark eyes oriaog and stood for a moment doubtfu
have come,' she said at last, "to dedicate my tantipe sky.' | stood and watched her light usejelsstning in the void.

In the moonless gloom of midnight | ask her, "Maidehat is your quest, holding the lamp near yaart? My house is all
dark and loneson---lend me your light.' She stopped for a minute dwnadight and gazed at my face in the dark. I t
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brought my light,' she said, "to join the carnighlamps.' | stood and watched her little lamp esgly lost among lights.

What divine drink wouldst thou have, my God, frdmstoverflowing cup of my life?

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

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

She who ever had remained in the depth of my béinipe twilight of gleams and of glimpses; she wiawver opened her
veils in the morning light, will be my last gift thee, my God, folded in my final song.

Words have wooed yet failed to win her; persuab@s stretched to her its eager arms in vain.

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

Over my thoughts and actions, my slumbers and dseahe reigned yet dwelled alone and apart.
many a man knocked at my door and asked for hetuandd away in despair.

There was none in the world who ever saw her fadade, and she remained in her loneliness waftinthy recognition.

Thou art the sky and thou art the nest as well.
O thou beautiful, there in the nest is thy love #racloses the soul with colours and sounds andrsdo
There comes the morning with the golden baskeenright hand bearing the wreath of beauty, sietaticrown the earth.

And there comes the evening over the lonely meaditmssrted by herds, through trackless paths, carggol draughts of
peace in her golden pitcher from the western océaest.

But there, where spreads the infinite sky for thel $o take her flight in, reigns the stainlesstehiadiance. There is no day
nor night, nor form nor colour, and never, neveraad.

Thy sunbeam comes upon this earth of mine with aunstretched and stands at my door the liveloygtal@arry back to
thy feet clouds made of my tears and sighs andssong

With fond delight thou wrappest about thy starrgdst that mantle of misty cloud, turning it intawherless shapes and
folds and colouring it with hues everchanging.

It is so light and so fleeting, tender and teasfud dark, that is why thou lovest it, O thou sps®land serene. And that is
why it may cover thy awful white light with its gegtic shadows
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The same stream of life that runs through my veight and day runs through the world and dancebyithmic measures.

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

It is the same life that is rocked in the oceardigraf birth and of death, in ebb and in flow.

| feel my limbs are made glorious by the touchhié tvorld of life. And my pride is from the life4thb of ages dancing in
my blood this moment.

Is it beyond thee to be glad with the gladnessisfrhythm? to be tossed and lost and broken invthid of this fearful joy?
All things rush on, they stop not, they look nohimel, no power can hold them back, they rush on.

Keeping steps with that restless, rapid music,seasome dancing and pass away---colours, tundgerfumes pour in
endless cascades in the abounding joy that scanergives up and dies every moment.

That | should make much of myself and turn it drsales, thus casting coloured shadows on thy nadia-such is thy
maya.

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

The poignant song is echoed through all the skyany<€oloured tears and smiles, alarms and hopes; waseegp and sin
again, dreams break and form. In me is thy ownatefeself.

This screen that thou hast raised is painted witlnmerable figures with the brush of the night eiredday. Behind it thy
seat is woven in wondrous mysteries of curvesjraastway all barren lines of straightness.

The great pageant of thee and me has overspreatfyth@/ith the tune of thee and me all the airilgant, and all ages pass
with the hiding and seeking of thee and me.

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

He it is who puts his enchantment upon these ayggogfully plays on the chords of my heart in earicadence of pleasure
and pain.

He it is who weaves the web of this maya in evagreisbues of gold and silver, blue and green, atsdoleep out through the
folds his feet, at whose touch | forget myself.

Days come and ages pass, and it is ever he whogmoyédeart in many a name, in many a guise, in raa@pture of joy
and of sorrow.
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Deliverance is not for me in renunciation. | fde¢ €mbrace of freedom in a thousand bonds of deligh

Thou ever pourest for me the fresh draught of tmevef various colours and fragrance, filling teerthen vessel to the
brim.

My world will light its hundred different lamps wvtitthy flame and place them before the altar oftémgple.
No, | will never shut the doors of my senses. Tékgtits of sight and hearing and touch will beardielight.

Yes, all my illusions will burn into illuminationfgoy, and all my desires ripen into fruits of love

The day is no more, the shadow is upon the edrihtime that | go to the stream to fill my pitche

The evening air is eager with the sad music ofitater. Ah, it calls me out into the dusk. In thaedty lane there is no
passer-by, the wind is up, the ripples are ramipaifite river.

| know not if | shall come back home. | know notamn | shall chance to meet. There at the fordintpénlittle boat the
unknown man plays upon his lute.

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

The river has its everyday work to do and hastereugh fields and hamlets; yet its incessant str@ards towards the
washing of thy feet.

The flower sweetens the air with its perfume; y®tast service is to offer itself to thee.
Thy worship does not impoverish the world.

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

Day after day, O lord of my life, shall | stand bedf thee face to face. With folded hands, O lordlbivorlds, shall | stand
before thee face to face.

Under thy great sky in solitude and silence, witimble heart shall | stand before thee face to face.

In this laborious world of thine, tumultuous wittiltand with struggle, among hurrying crowds shatiand before thee face
to face.

And when my work shall be done in this world, O iof kings, alone and speechless shall | standéé¢fiee face to face.

| know thee as my God and stand apart---I do notkthee as my own and come closer. | know theeyafather and bow
before thy fee---I do not grasp thy hand as my frient
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| stand not where thou comest down and ownest ihgsenine, there to clasp thee to my heart and tage as my comrac

Thou art the Brother amongst my brothers, but diteem not, | divide not my earnings with them,glsharing my all with
thee.

In pleasure and in pain | stand not by the sidmei, and thus stand by thee. | shrink to give ugifayand thus do not
plunge into the great waters of life.

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

But one cried of a sudden---"It seems that somesvtimre is a break in the chain of light and onthefstars has been lost.'

The golden string of their harp snapped, their ssingped, and they cried in dismay---"Yes, that $tar was the best, she
was the glory of all heavens!'

From that day the search is unceasing for hertlandry goes on from one to the other that in hentorld has lost its one
joy!

Only in the deepest silence of night the starsesanild whisper among themselves---"Vain is thisisgékinbroken
perfection is over all!'

If it is not my portion to meet thee in this lifieein let me ever feel that | have missed thy sight-me not forget for a
moment, let me carry the pangs of this sorrow indmgams and in my wakeful hours.

As my days pass in the crowded market of this warld my hands grow full with the daily profits, fae ever feel that |
have gained nothing---let me not forget for a motnke me carry the pangs of this sorrow in my digand in my wakeful
hours.

When | sit by the roadside, tired and panting, whgpread my bed low in the dust, let me ever fleal the long journey is
still before me---let me not forget a moment, let carry the pangs of this sorrow in my dreams amdy wakeful hours.

When my rooms have been decked out and the flotesdsand the laughter there is loud, let me ewv@rtfat | have not
invited thee to my house---let me not forget fanament, let me carry the pangs of this sorrow indrgams and in my
wakeful hours.

| am like a remnant of a cloud of autumn uselessiyning in the sky, O my sun ever-glorious! Thydiothas not yet melted
my vapour, making me one with thy light, and thesunt months and years separated from thee.

If this be thy wish and if this be thy play, theikée this fleeting emptiness of mine, paint it witiours, gild it with gold,
float it on the wanton wind and spread it in vaneahders.

And again when it shall be thy wish to end thisym@anight, | shall melt and vanish away in thekdar it may be in a smile
of the white morning, in a coolness of purity traasent.
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On many an idle day have | grieved over lost tiBwgt it is never lost, my lord. Thou hast taken guaoment of my life in
thine own hands.

Hidden in the heart of things thou art nourishiegds into sprouts, buds into blossoms, and ripdiomgers into
fruitfulness.

| was tired and sleeping on my idle bed and imagjmlework had ceased. In the morning | woke up fanghd my garden
full with wonders of flowers.

Time is endless in thy hands, my lord. There isenimncount thy minutes.

Days and nights pass and ages bloom and fadddikeifs. Thou knowest how to wait.

Thy centuries follow each other perfecting a smalill flower.

We have no time to lose, and having no time we rsarstmble for a chances. We are too poor to be late

And thus it is that time goes by while | give itéwery querulous man who claims it, and thine ast@mpty of all offerings
to the last.

At the end of the day | hasten in fear lest thyedatbe shut; but | find that yet there is time.

Mother, | shall weave a chain of pearls for thykneith my tears of sorrow.
The stars have wrought their anklets of light toldény feet, but mine will hang upon thy breast.

Wealth and fame come from thee and it is for tleegive or to withhold them. But this my sorrow lssalutely mine own,
and when | bring it to thee as my offering thou aedest me with thy grace.

It is the pang of separation that spreads througtiheuworld and gives birth to shapes innumerablié infinite sky.

It is this sorrow of separation that gazes in siéeall nights from star to star and becomes Iymog rustling leaves in
rainy darkness of July.

It is this overspreading pain that deepens inte$oand desires, into sufferings and joy in humand®) and this it is that
ever melts and flows in songs through my poet'sthea

When the warriors came out first from their masthell, where had they hid their power? Where wleeg armour and the
arms?

They looked poor and helpless, and the arrows aleoaered upon them on the day they came out frein thaster's hall.

When the warriors marched back again to their madtall where did they hide their powe
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They had dropped the sword and dropped the bovirendrrow; peace was on their foreheads, and theydit the fruits of
their life behind them on the day they marched bagin to their master's hall.

Death, thy servant, is at my door. He has crogsedinknown sea and brought thy call to my home.

The night is dark and my heart is fearful---yetill take up the lamp, open my gates and bow to tmynwelcome. It is thy
messenger who stands at my door.

I will worship him placing at his feet the treaswfemy heart.

He will go back with his errand done, leaving akdstradow on my morning; and in my desolate homg ol forlorn self
will remain as my last offering to thee.

In desperate hope | go and search for her in @lttiners of my room; | find her not.
My house is small and what once has gone frommitnever be regained.

But infinite is thy mansion, my lord, and seekirgy hhave to come to thy door.

| stand under the golden canopy of thine evenirygasid | lift my eager eyes to thy face.

| have come to the brink of eternity from which maty can vanish---no hope, no happiness, no visf@aface seen through
tears.

Oh, dip my emptied life into that ocean, plungimib the deepest fullness. Let me for once fedlltigt sweet touch in the
allness of the universe.

Deity of the ruined temple! The broken strings @f&/sing no more your praise. The bells in the sagproclaim not your
time of worship. The air is still and silent abgou.

In your desolate dwelling comes the vagrant spbiregze. It brings the tidings of flowers---the flens that for your worship
are offered no more.

Your worshipper of old wanders ever longing fordav still refused. In the eventide, when fires ahddows mingle with
the gloom of dust, he wearily comes back to theeditemple with hunger in his heatrt.

Many a festival day comes to you in silence, deftjhe ruined temple. Many a night of worship gaesy with lamp unlit.
Many new images are built by masters of cunningad carried to the holy stream of oblivion wheeithime is come.

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

No more noisy, loud words from I---such is my master's will. Henceforth | deal in vpieiss. The speech of my heart will
carried on in murmurings of a sor
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Men hasten to the King's market. All the buyers selters are there. But | have my untimely leavhenmiddle of the day,
in the thick of work.

Let then the flowers come out in my garden, thomghnot their time; and let the midday bees tnilp their lazy hum.

Full many an hour have | spent in the strife ofgleed and the evil, but now it is the pleasure gfpfaymate of the empty
days to draw my heart on to him; and | know not wgthis sudden call to what useless inconsequence!

On the day when death will knock at thy door whit thou offer to him?
Oh, | will set before my guest the full vessel of lifie---I will never let him go with empty hands.

All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and siennights, all the earnings and gleanings of ngyBifie will | place
before him at the close of my days when deathkmitick at my door.

O thou the last fulfilment of life, Death, my deatiome and whisper to me!
Day after day | have kept watch for thee; for thage | borne the joys and pangs of life.

All that | am, that | have, that | hope and all lnye have ever flowed towards thee in depth ofesgcrOne final glance
from thine eyes and my life will be ever thine own.

The flowers have been woven and the garland isyrisadhe bridegroom. After the wedding the bridalsleave her home
and meet her lord alone in the solitude of night.

| know that the day will come when my sight of te&rth shall be lost, and life will take its ledamesilence, drawing the last
curtain over my eyes.

Yet stars will watch at night, and morning riseba$ore, and hours heave like sea waves castingeaguyres and pains.

When | think of this end of my moments, the bardéthe moments breaks and | see by the light aftdghy world with its
careless treasures. Rare is its lowliest seat,jsat® meanest of lives.

Things that | longed for in vain and things thgbt---let them pass. Let me but truly possesstimgs that | ever spurned
and overlooked.

| have got my leave. Bid me farewell, my brothernsbw to you all and take my departure.
Here | give back the keys of my door---and | giyeali claims to my house. | only ask for last kindrds from you.

We were neighbours for long, but | received moemnthcould give. Now the day has dawned and the ldmat lit my dark
corner is out. A summons has come and | am readyygourney.
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At this time of my parting, wish me good luck, mmiefids! The sky is flushed with the dawn and myhpis beautiful.
Ask not what | have with me to take there. | startmy journey with empty hands and expectant heart.

I shall put on my wedding garland. Mine is not thd-brown dress of the traveller, and though theredargers on the wa
have no fear in mind.

The evening star will come out when my voyage isedand the plaintive notes of the twilight meloddesstruck up from
the King's gateway.

| was not aware of the moment when | first crogbedthreshold of this life.
What was the power that made me open out intoves mystery like a bud in the forest at midnight!

When in the morning | looked upon the light | fielta moment that | was no stranger in this wolldt the inscrutable
without name and form had taken me in its arm&énform of my own mother.

Even so, in death the same unknown will appeareasleown to me. And because | love this life, bknl shall love death
as well.

The child cries out when from the right breastiii@her takes it away, in the very next momentrd fn the left one its
consolation.

When | go from hence let this be my parting wohét twhat | have seen is unsurpassable.

| have tasted of the hidden honey of this lotus &x@ands on the ocean of light, and thus am kblis-let this be my
parting word.

In this playhouse of infinite forms | have had nigypand here have | caught sight of him that isifless.

My whole body and my limbs have thrilled with higith who is beyond touch; and if the end comes, etré come---let
this be my parting word.

When my play was with thee | never questioned vilowi twert. | knew nor shyness nor fear, my life waisterous.
In the early morning thou wouldst call me from nigeep like my own comrade and lead me running fréeaeto glade.

On those days | never cared to know the meanisgids thou sangest to me. Only my voice took uuhes, and my
heart danced in their cadence.

Now, when the playtime is over, what is this suddigt that is come upon me? The world with eyed bpon thy fee
stands in awe with all its silent stars.
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| will deck thee with trophies, garlands of my dafdt is never in my power to escape unconquered.

| surely know my pride will go to the wall, my lifeill burst its bonds in exceeding pain, and my gnipeart will sob out in
music like a hollow reed, and the stone will meltears.

| surely know the hundred petals of a lotus wilt remain closed for ever and the secret receds bbney will be bared.

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

When | give up the helm | know that the time hasiedor thee to take it. What there is to do willibstantly done. Vain is
this struggle.

Then take away your hands and silently put up wdthr defeat, my heart, and think it your good faguo sit perfectly still
where you are placed.

These my lamps are blown out at every little pdiffvnd, and trying to light them | forget all elsgain and again.

But | shall be wise this time and wait in the dajreading my mat on the floor; and whenevertiyspleasure, my lord,
come silently and take thy seat here.

| dive down into the depth of the ocean of formapihg to gain the perfect pearl of the formless.

No more sailing from harbour to harbour with thig meathe-beaten boat. The days are long passed when mispstto
be tossed on waves.

And now | am eager to die into the deathless.
Into the audience hall by the fathomless abyss &vbeells up the music of toneless strings | slaik this harp of my life.

| shall tune it to the notes of forever, and whehmeis sobbed out its last utterance, lay down teyptsharp at the feet of the
silent.

Ever in my life have | sought thee with my songsvas they who led me from door to door, and whitnt have | felt about
me, searching and touching my world.

It was my songs that taught me all the lessont arnt; they showed me secret paths, they bitdwefbre my sight many
a star on the horizon of my heatrt.

They guided me all the day long to the mysteriethefcountry of pleasure and pain, and, at lastjtat palace gate have -
brought me in the evening at the end of my journey?

| boasted among men that | had known you. Theyeaepictures in all works of mine. They come as#l me, "Who is
he?' | know not how to answer them. | say, “Indéednnot tell.' They blame me and they go awascorn. And you si

file://G:\geniuscode\library\spiritual library\Gitgali.htmr 07/08/0¢



Gitanjali Page28 of 28

there smiling.

| put my tales of you into lasting songs. The segtshes out from my heart. They come and ask Tiadl, me all your
meanings.' | know not how to answer them. | say, Who knows what they mean!" They smile and goyawaitter scorn.
And you sit there smiling.

In one salutation to thee, my God, let all my sersg®ead out and touch this world at thy feet.

Like a rain€loud of July hung low with its burden of unshedwirs let all my mind bend down at thy door in satutatior
to thee.

Let all my songs gather together their diverseirsdrato a single current and flow to a sea ofrgiein one salutation to
thee.

Like a flock of homesick cranes flying night and/dmack to their mountain nests let all my life talsevoyage to its eternal
home in one salutation to thee.
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