
 

 

 
 
 

POEMS 



Scent of Sunlight 2  

poetry by Jibanananda Das 

kamalAel%bu  
 
àkabAr YaKan fd%ha fõ%ek% bAr haey% YAba  
ÇbAr ik% iP%er% Çsaba nA Çim% p&iõ%bIet%?  
ÇbAr fY%na iP%er% Çis%  
fkoeno àk ZIet%r rAet%  
àkaTA ih%m kamalAel%bur kaüN mAMasa in%ey%  
fkoeno àk pair%ic%ta mumUéSur ib%CAnAr ik%nAer%|  
 



 3 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

Tangerine  
 
When once I leave this body  

Shall I not come back to the world?  

If only I might return 

Upon a winter's evening  

Taking on the compassionate flesh of a cold tangerine  

At the bedside of some dying acquaintance.  
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m&tÄura Çeg% 
 
ÇmarA f~h%eT%iC%% YArA in%éjana KaeR%ra mAeó% paÖSa saŒÄAy, 
fd%eK%iC% mAeó%ra pAer% narama nadIra nArI CaRAet%eC% Pula  
kuyAZAra; kaeb%kAra pARÂgAra fm%ey%ed%r maeto fY%na hAya  
tArA sab; ÇmarA fd%eK%iC% YArA ÅŒakAer% Çka«da úu«dula  
fjonAik%et% Ba'er% fg%eC%; fY%-mAeó% Pasala nAÉ tAhAra iZ%yaer%  
cuep% ̂dARAey%eC% ̂cAda_fkoeno sAúa nAÉ tAra Pasael%ra taer%;  
 
ÇmarA fb%es%iC% YArA ÅŒakAer% dIéGa ZIta rAi÷%iT%er% BAelo,  
KaeR%ra cAel%ra 'paer% Zuin%yAiC% muØarAet% DAnAr sa¥Ara;  
pueroeno f^p%cAra èGANa;_ÅŒakAer% ÇbAra fs% fkoõAya hArAelo!  
bueJ%iC% ZIet%ra rAta Åpaûpa,_mAeó%-mAeó% DAnA BAsAbAra  
gaBIra ÇºAed% BarA; Åçae“%r DAel%-DAel% DAik%yAeC% baka;  
ÇmarA bueJ%iC% YArA jIbaen%ra àÉ saba in%B&ta kuhaka;  
 
ÇmarA fd%eK%iC% YArA buenôhAsa iZ%kArIra guil%ra ÇGAta  
àRAey% ÖiR%yA YAy id%gae»%ra naÏa nIla fjÄoöëAra iB%taer%,  
ÇmarA fr%eK%iC% YArA BAeloaeb%es% úAen%ra gue∞C%ra 'paer% hAta,  
saŒÄAra kAek%ra maeto ÇkA¨•Aya ÇmarA iP%er%iC% YArA Gaer%;  
iZ%Zura mueK%ra gaŒa, GAsa, froda, mACarAXA, na•a÷a, ÇkAZa  
ÇmarA fp%ey%iC% YArA Guer% iP%er% ÉhAed%ra ic%æa bAeromAsa;  
 
fd%eK%iC% sabuja pAtA ÅèGAeN%r ÅŒakAer% haey%eC% haluda,  
ih%jael%ra jAnAlAya Çelo Çra bulabuil% kair%yAeC% fK%lA,  
É~dura ZIet%ra rAet% fr%Zaem%ra mata froem% mAiK%yAeC% Kuda,  
cAel%ra úUsara gaeŒ% taraeÆ%rA ûpa ha'ey% Jaer%eC% du'eb%lA  
in%éjana mAeC%ra fcoeK%;_pukuer%ra pAer% ̂hAsa saŒÄAra ̂ÇúAer%  
fp%ey%eC% Guem%ra èGANa_fm%ey%il% hAet%ra ¯paéZa la'ey% fg%eC% tAer%;  
 
im%nAer%ra maeto fm%Ga fsonAil% ic%el%er% tAra jAnAlAya DAek%,  
fb%et%ra latAra in%ec% caRuey%ra iD%ma fY%na Za°aa ha'ey% ÇeC%,  
narama jael%ra gaŒa id%ey% nadI bArabAra tIraiT%er% mAeK%,  
KaeR%ra cAel%ra CAyA gAôa rAet% fjÄoöëAra ÖóAen% paiR%yAeC%;  
bAtAes% i~J%iJ%ra gaŒa_Fb%ZAeK%ra „A»aer%ra sabuja bAtAes%;  
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  trans. by C.B. Seely 

Before Death 

 

We who've walked deserted fields of stubble on Paush evenings, 

Who've seen upon the fields' far edge soft river women spreading 

Fog flowers — they all, alas, like village girls of days long past; 

We who've seen in darkness the akanda shrub, the dhundul  

Filled with fireflies, seen the moon standing silent vigil at the head of  

Fields already harvested — not lusting for the crops grown there; 
 

We who've loved within that darkness the long winter's night,  

Who've heard wings flap above thatched roofs through enchanted night; 

The odor of an ancient owl — now lost again somewhere there in the dark — 

We who've grasped the wonderment of winter nights — replete with deep felt joy  

Of wings extended over fields — herons calling from ashvattha branches; 

We who've comprehended all this magic, esoteric lore of life; 

 

We who've watched wild geese outfly the hurt of hunters' shells 

And wing their way away into soft blue moonglow of the far horizon, 

Who've placed a loving hand on sheaves of paddy; 

We who've come home flush with yearning, like the evening crows; 

The smell of a baby's breath, grass, sunshine, a kingfisher, stars, and sky, 

We who were aware of these, as we came and went the whole year long; 

 

We who've seen green leaves turn yellow in the Aghran darkness, 

Bulbuli birds and light, playing through the lattice formed by hijal limbs, 

A field mouse rubbing chaff upon its silky fur on some wintry night, 

Waves twice daily forming, flowing in gray scents of husked rice 

Over eyes of solitary fish — a duck in evening's shadows at the pond's edge 

Senses sleep's sweet odors — the touch of female hands bears him away; 

 

A minaret-shaped cloud calls the golden hawk up to its window, 

Beneath a wicker vine a sparrow's eggs appear as if of porcelain, 

A river ever laves its banks with fragrances of gentle water, 

Straw roofing casts its shadow in dark night upon a moonlit courtyard, 

The scent of crickets — on greenish winds of Baishakh's farther fields, 
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nIlABa fnonAra buek% Gana rasa gAôa ÇkA¨•Aya fn%em% Çes%;  
 
ÇmarA fd%eK%iC% YArA in%ib%Ra baeT%ra in%ec% lAla-lAla Pala  
pa'eR% ÇeC%; in%éjana mAeó%ra iB%Ra muKa fd%eK% nadIra iB%taer%;  
Yata nIla ÇkAeZ%rA ra'ey% fg%eC% ̂Kuej% fP%er% Çero nIla ÇkAeZ%ra tala;  
paeõ% paeõ% fd%iK%yAiC% m&du fcoKa CAyA fP%el% p&iõ%bIra 'paer%;  
ÇmarA fd%eK%iC% YArA Zupuir%ra sAir% fb%ey% saŒÄA Çes% froja;  
„ait%id%na fBora Çes% úAen%ra gue∞C%ra maeto sabuja sahaja;  
 
ÇmarA bueJ%iC% YArA bahu id%na mAsa átu fZ%Sa ha'el% para  
p&iõ%bIra fs%É kanÄA kAeC% àes% ÅŒakAer% nadIed%r kaõA  
ka'ey% fg%eC%;_ÇmarA bueJ%iC% YArA paõa GATa mAeó%ra iB%tara  
Çero àka Çelo ÇeC%: fd%eh% tAra ib%kAlafb%lAra úUsaratA;  
fcoeK%ra-fd%KAra hAta fC%eR% id%ey% fs%É Çelo ha'ey% ÇeC% iê%ra;  
p&iõ%bIra ka≠AbatI fB%es% ig%ey% fs%ÉKAen% pAya ÌAna úUep%ra ZarIra;  
 
ÇmarA m&tÄura Çeg% ik% buiJ%et% cAÉ Çra?  jAin%nA ik% ÇhA,  
saba rAXA kAmanAra iZ%yaer% fY% fd%yAel%ra maeto àes% jAeg%  
úUsara m&tÄura muKa;_àkaid%na p&iõ%bIet%% ïa·a iC%elo_fsonA iC%la YAhA  
in%ü–ara ZAi»% pAya;_fY%na fkon` mAyAbIra „aeyojaen% lAeg%|  
ik% buiJ%et% cAÉ Çra? . . . frO‹a in%eB% fg%el% pAiK%-pAKAil%ra DAka  
Zuin%in% ik%?  „A»aer%ra kuyAZAya fd%iK%in% ik% ÖeR% fg%eC% kAka!  
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Thick juices ooze into the bosom of a blue-green custard apple, heavy with desire; 

 

We who've noticed red fruit lying underneath the banyan trees thick with leaves, 

The lonely fields, huddled together, staring at their faces reflected in the river, 

And, all the blue skies searching, discovering the depths of one that's even bluer, 

Who've observed on paths the gentle eyes that cast their umbra upon the earth; 

We who've seen the twilight stretch each day through rows of betel-nut palms, 

The dawn appear each day as simple and as green as shocks of fresh cut paddy; 

 

We who've understood, after days and months and seasons have transpired,  

That daughter of the earth who came to us and in the darkness spoke of 

Rivers; we who've comprehended that there is another light  

In fields, at ghats, on pathways: the grayness of an afternoon is in its body. 

As we let go our seeing hands, that light stays constant: 

Kankabati, she of earth, floats there and assumes a body of pale incense. 

 

Before death what more do we wish to understand?  Do we not know  

Gray death's face awakes, arises, like a wall, at the head of all our prostrate 

Reddened cravings?  Once within this world were dreams; there was gold  

That obtained tranquility, as if according to the dictates of some master of illusion. 

What more do we wish to understand?  Have we not heard bird wings call  

After sunlight faded?  Have we not watched the crows fly off through fog-filled fields? 
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nIil%mA 
 
frO‹a-iJ%laim%la  
ÖSAr ÇkAZ, maúÄain%ZIeõ%r nIl,  
ÅpAr âçaéYaeb%eZ% fd%KA tuim% dAä bAer%-bAer%  
in%HasahAya nagarIr kArAgAr-„AcIer%r pAer%|  
ÖeŸ%il%eC% fh%õA gAô úueÏ%r kuƒalI,  
Öèga cuÔIbaiæ% fh%õA Åin%bAr Öió%et%eC% ∏ail%',  
Çra°a ka≠araguelo maüBUr ta‡açAs mAKA,  
marIic%kA-òAkA|  
ÅgaNana YAi÷%ek%r „AN  
^Kuej% maer% Åin%bAr, pAyanAeko paeõ%r saŒAn;  
caraeN% jaRAey% fg%eC% ZAsaen%r kaió%n Z&¨Kal;  
fh% nIil%mA in%Ûpalak, la•a ib%iú%-ib%úAen%r àÉ kArAtal  
ftomAr ä-mAyAdaeƒ% fB%eX%eCo mAyAbI!  
janatAr fkolAhael% àkA b'es% BAib%  
fkon` dUr jAdupur-rahaesÄ%r É«‹ajAl mAiK%  
bA˙aeb%r ra°ataeT% Çis%el% àkAkI;  
¯PaiT%k Çeloek% taba ib%õAir%yA nIlAÍaraKAnA  
fmOn ïa·a-mayUer%r DAnA!  
fcoeK% fmor mueC% YAy bÄAúaib%ÿA úaraNIr üiú%rail%ip%kA,  
∏a'el% äeó% Å»ahArA ÇkAeZ%r fgOrI dIpaiZ%KA!  
basuúAr ÅèZupAMaZu Çta‡a Fs%kat,  
iC%ÕabAs, na©aiZ%r iB%•udal, in%ÛkaüN àÉ rAjapaõ,  
la•a fkoiT% mumUéSur àÉ kArAgAr,  
àÉ úuil%_úUÏagaéBa ib%˙&ta ̂ÇúAr  
Dueb% YAy nIil%mAy_ïa·Ayata muØa ̂ÇiK%pAet%,  
Za¨KaZuËa fm%Gapue∂%, Zu§AkAeZ% na•ae÷%r rAet%;  
fB%eX% YAy kITa„Ay úaraNIr ib%ZIéNa in%eémok  
ftomAr caik%ta ¯paeéZ%, fh% Åta«‹a dUr kaÓaelok!  
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Blue Skies 
 
Sunshine-glistening  

Dawn sky, blue of midnight,  

You show yourself again and again in boundless splendor  

Above this forsaken city's prison walls.  

Here thick coils of smoke rise and spread,  

Harsh cooking fires ever glow here,  

Reddish gravel smeared with hot desert breath,  

Mirage-covered.  

Hearts of countless travelers  

Forever search in desperation, their way not found,  

Their feet shackled by authority's firm chains.  

O blue skies unblinking, O magician, you have with your magic wand 

Cracked the very foundation of this prison of a thousand rules and laws.  

Amidst the uproar of humanity I sit in solitude and wonder  

With enchantments of what far fantastic place did you smear yourself 

Then come alone to the real world's bloody shores,  

Spreading your blue wrapper over crystal lights,  

A mute dream-peacock's wing.  

Wiped from my eyes are the bloodstains of an earth, hunter-pierced,  

Up flare fair lamp flames through boundless skies.  

Sun-broiled beaches pallid with earth's tears,  

Tattered clothes, shaven-headed mendicants, pitiless this highway,  

This prison for the millions about to die,  

This dust—this darkness, vast, in which smoke becomes enwombed,  

Sinks within blue skies—in overwhelmed, dream-widened eyes,  

In conch-white clouds, in sparkling skies of a starshine night.  

Split open is the dried cocoon of insect earth  

By your trembling touch, O sleepless, fanciful, distant world.  
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fboú 
 
Çelo-ÅŒakAer% YAÉ_mAõAr iB%taer%  
ïa·a nay, fkon` àk fboú kAj kaer%;  
ïa·a nay_ZAi»% nay_BAelobAsA nay,  
h&daey%r mAeJ% àk fboú jaœa lay;  
Çim% tAer% pAir% nA àRAet%,  
fs% ÇmAr hAt rAeK% hAet%;  
sab kAj tu∞Ca hay_paƒa maen% hay,  
sab ic%»A_„AéõanAr sakal samay  
ZUnÄa maen% hay,  
ZUnÄa maen% hay|  
 
sahaj floek%r maeto fk% cail%et% pAer%!  
fk% õAim%et% pAer% àÉ Çeloy ̂ÇúAer%  
sahaj floek%r maeto; tAed%r matan BASA kaõA  
fk% bail%et% pAer% Çr; fkoeno in%cayatA  
fk% jAin%et% pAer% Çr?  ZarIer%r ïAd  
fk% buiJ%et% cAy Çr?  „AeN%r ÇºAd  
sakal floek%r maeto fk% pAeb% ÇbAr!  
sakal floek%r maeto bIj buen% Çr  
ïAd kaÉ!  Pasael%r ÇkA¨•Ay fõ%ek%,  
ZarIer% mAiT%r gaŒa fm%eK%,  
ZarIer% jael%r gaŒa fm%eK%,  
ÖösAeh% Çelor id%ek% fc%ey%  
cASAr matan „AN fp%ey%  
fk% Çr raih%eb% fj%eg% p&iõ%bIr 'paer%?  
ïa·a nay_ZAi»% nay_fkon` àk fboú kAj kaer%  
mAõAr iB%taer%|  
 
paeõ% c'el% pAer%_pArApAer%  
Öep%•A kair%et% cAÉ tAer%;  
maRAr Kuil%r maeto ú'er%  
ÇCAR mAir%et% cAÉ, jIba»a mAõAr maeto fGoer%  
tabu fs% mAõAr cAir%pAeZ%,  
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Sensation 
 
Into the half light and shadow go I.  Within my head  

Not a dream, but some sensation works its will.  

Not a dream, not peace, not love,  

A sensation born in my very being.  

I cannot escape it  

For it puts its hand in mine,  

And all else pales to insignificance—futile, so it seems,  

All thought—all times of prayer,  

Seem empty,  

Empty, so it seems.  

 

Who can go on, like the simple folk?  

Who can stop within this light and darkness  

Like the simple people?  Who can speak  

Like them today?  Who can know  

For certain anymore?  Who seeks to understand  

The carnal savors anymore?  Who apprehends the joys  

Of life anymore, like everyman?  

And sows seeds anymore like everyman?  

Where is that relish?  And who, hungry for the harvest,  

Has smeared himself with scents of earth,  

Is anointed with the scents of water,  

Has gazed toward light with rapt attention  

And gained a peasant heart—  

Who would anymore remain awake upon this earth?  

Not a dream—not peace—but some sensation is at work  

Within my head.  

 

When I walk along the beach, or cross from shore to shore,  

I try to ignore it.  

I seize it like I would a dead man's skull  

And wish to smash it on the ground.  Yet it spins like a living head  

All around my head,  
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tabu fs% fcoeK%r cAir%pAeZ%,  
tabu fs% buek%r cAir%pAeZ%;  
Çim% cail%, sAeõ%-sAeõ% fs%ä c'el% Çes%|  
 
Çim% õAim%_  
fs%ä fõ%em% YAy;  
 
sakal floek%r mAeJ% b'es%  
ÇmAr in%ej%r mu‹AedoeS%  
Çim% àkA haet%iC% ÇlAdA?  
ÇmAr fcoeK%É Zuúu ̂úAúA?  
ÇmAr paeõ%É Zuúu bAúA?  
 
jaiœ%yAeC% YArA àÉ p&iõ%bIet%  
sa»Aen%r maeto h'ey%_  
sa»Aen%r jaœa id%et%-id%et%  
YAhAed%r fk%eT% fg%eC% Åen%k samay,  
ik%MabA Çj sa»Aen%r jaœa id%et% hay  
YAhAed%r; ik%MabA YArA p&iõ%bIr bIjaeK%et% Çis%et%eC% c'el%  
jaœa fd%eb%_jaœa fd%eb% b'el%;  
tAed%r h&day Çr mAõAr matan  
ÇmAr h&day nA ik%?  tAhAed%r man  
ÇmAr maen%r maeto nA ik%?  
_tabu fk%na àman àkAkI?  
tabu Çim% àman àkAkI|  
 
hAet% tuel% fd%iK%in% ik% cASAr lAXal?  
bAl`iT%et% TAin%in% ik% jal?  
kAe˙% hAet% kaetobAr YAÉin% ik% mAeó%?  
fm%eCoed%r maeto Çim% kaeto nadI GAeT%  
Guir%yAiC%;  
pukuer%r pAnA ZÄAlA_̂ÇZ`eT% gAey%r èGAN gAey%  
ig%ey%eC% jaRAey%;  
_àÉ sab ïAd;  
_à-sab fp%ey%iC% Çim%; bAtAes%r matan ÅbAú  
baey%eC% jIban,  
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All about my eyes,  

Encircling my chest.  

I move, it too comes along with me.  

 

I stop—  

It halts also.  

 

As I take a seat among other beings  

Am I alone becoming estranged  

Because of my mannerisms?  

Is it just my eyes that are bedazzled?  

Is it just my path that's blocked?  

 

Those born into this world  

As children,  

Those who spent much time  

Giving birth in turn to children,  

Or those who must produce today  

The children, or they who come to the sown fields of this world  

To give birth—to give birth—  

Is not my heart  

Like theirs, their heart and head?  Is not their mind  

Like my mind?  

Then why am I so alone?  

Yet I am all alone.  

 

Did I not raise my hand to see it hold a peasant's plough?  

Have I not drawn water by the pail?  

Have I not, time and again, gone with sickle to the fields?  

How many wharves and rivers have I been to  

Like fisherfolk?  

Algae from a pond, the smell of fish  

Engulfed my body.  

—All these tastes.  

—All these I've had.  My life has flowed  

Like unchecked winds.  
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na•ae÷%r tael% Zuey% GumAey%eC% man  
àkaid%n;  
àÉ sab sAú  
jAin%yAiC% àkaid%n_ÅbAú_ÅgAú;  
c'el% fg%iC% ÉhAed%r fC%eR%;  
BAeloeb%es% fd%iK%yAiC% fm%ey%mAnueS%er%,  
Åbaeh%lA k'er% Çim% fd%iK%yAiC% fm%ey%mAnueS%er%,  
G&NA kaer% fd%iK%yAiC% fm%ey%mAnueS%er%;  
 
ÇmAer% fs% BAelobAis%yAeC%,  
Çis%yAeC% kAeC%,  
Öep%•A fs% kaer%eC% ÇmAer%,  
G&NA k'er% c'el% fg%eC%_YaKan fD%ek%iC% bAer%-bAer%  
BAeloeb%es% tAer%;  
tabuä sAúanA iC%elo àkaid%n_àÉ BAelobAsA;  
%Çim% tAr Öep%•Ar BASA  
%Çim% tAr G&NAr Çe£oZ  
Åbaeh%lA k'er% fg%iC%; fY%-na•a÷a_na•ae÷%r fdoS  
ÇmAr f„%em%r paeõ% bAr-bAr id%ey% fg%eC% bAúA  
Çim% tA Buil%yA fg%iC%;  
tabu àÉ BAelobAsA_úuelo Çr kAdA_|  
 
mAõAr iB%taer%  
ïa·a nay_f„%m nay_fkoeno àk fboú kAj kaer%|  
%Çim% sab fd%batAer% fC%eR%  
%ÇmAr „AeN%r kAeC% c'el% Çis%,  
%bail% Çim% àÉ h&daey%er%:  
%es% fk%na jael%r maeto Guer%-Guer% àkA kaõA kay!  
%ÅbasAd nAÉ tAr?  nAÉ tAr ZAi»%r samay?  
fkoenoid%n GumAeb% nA?  úIer% Zuey% õAik%bAr ïAd  
pAeb% nA ik%?  pAeb% nA ÇºAd  
%mAnueS%r muK fd%eK% fkoenoid%n!  
%mAnuSIr muK fd%eK% fkoenoid%n!  
%iZ%Zued%r muK fd%eK% fkoenoid%n!  
 
àÉ fboú_Zuúu àÉ sAú  
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My mind slept as I lay beneath the stars  

One day.  

All these desires  

I knew once—unchecked—unbounded.  

Then I left them all behind.  

I've looked at women lovingly.  

I've looked with apathy at women.  

With hate I've looked at women.  

 

She has loved me,  

And come near.  

She has paid no heed to me.  

She has hated me and gone away—though I called her time and time again,  

Adoring her.  

Yet it was actually practiced one day—this love.  

I paid no heed to her words of contempt,  

No attention to the anger of her hate,  

And went my own way.  I forgot  

That star—whose sinister influence  

Blocked my path of love, over and over and over again.  

Still this love—dust and mud.  

 

Within my head  

Not a dream, not love, but some sensation is at work.  

I leave all gods behind  

And come close to my heart—  

I speak to this heart.  

Why does it grumble to itself, alone, like churning waters?  

Is it never weary?  Does it never have a moment's peace?  

Will it never ever sleep?  Will it not enjoy just  

Resting calmly? or not know the joy  

Of gazing at the face of man?  

Of gazing at the face of woman?  

Of gazing at children's faces?  

 

This sensation—only this desire  
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pAy fs% ik% ÅgAú_ÅgAú!  
p&iõ%bIr paõ fC%eR% ÇkAeZ%r na•ae÷%r paõ  
%cAy nA fs%? kaer%eC% Zapaõ  
%ed%iK%eb% fs% mAnueS%r muK?  
%ed%iK%eb% fs% mAnuSIr muK?  
%ed%iK%eb% fs% iZ%Zued%r muK?  
%ecoeK% kAelo iZ%rAr ÅsuK,  
%kAen% fY%É baiú%ratA ÇeC%,  
fY%É ̂kuj_galagaƒa mAMaes% Pail%yAeC%  
%naÛTa ZasA_pacA cAl`kumaRAr ̂CAec%,  
%eY%-sab h&daey% Pail%yAeC%  
%%_fs%É sab|  
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What does it gain, immense—profound?  

Does it not wish to leave the beaten paths  

And seek the starry span of sky?  Has it vowed  

To look upon that man's face?  

To look upon that woman's face?  

To look upon those children's faces?  

Those sickly shadows under eyes,  

The ears that cannot hear,  

The hunchback—a goiter that arose upon the flesh,  

A spoiled cucumber—chancred pumpkin,  

All that came to be within the heart of man  

—All that.  
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kÄAeÈp%  
 
àKAen% baen%r kAeC% kÄAÈp Çim% fP%il%yAiC%;  
sArArAt daiK%nA bAtAes%  
ÇkAeZ%r ̂cAed%r Çeloy  
àk GAÉhair%NIr DAk Zuin%,_  
kAhAer% fs% DAek%!  
 
fkoõAä hair%N Çj haet%eC% iZ%kAr;  
baen%r iB%taer% Çj iZ%kArIrA Çis%yAeC%,  
Çim%ä tAed%r èGAN pAÉ fY%na,  
àÉKAen% ib%CAnAy Zuey%-Zuey%  
Gum Çr Çes% nAeko  
basae»%r rAet%|  
 
cAir%pAeZ% baen%r ib%ìay,  
Fc%e÷%r bAtAs,  
fjÄoöëAr ZarIer%r ïAd fY%na!  
GAÉm&gI sArArAt DAek%;  
fkoõAä Åen%k baen%_fY%ÉKAen% fjÄoöëA Çr nAÉ  
puüS-hair%N sab Zuin%et%eC% ZaÂa tAr;  
tAhArA fp%et%eC% fT%r,  
Çis%et%eC% tAr id%ek%|  
Çj àÉ ib%ìaey%r rAet%  
tAhAed%r f„%em%r samay Çis%yAeC%;  
tAhAed%r h&daey%r fbon  
baen%r ÇRAla fõ%ek% tAhAed%r DAik%et%eC% fjÄoöëAy,_  
ip%pAsAr sALnAy_ÇèGAeN%_ÇïAed%!  
fkoõAä bAeG%r pARA baen% Çj nAÉ Çr fY%na!  
m&gaed%r buek% Çj fkoeno ¯paÛTa Bay nAÉ,  
sae«d%eh%r ÇbaCAyA nAÉ ik%Cu;  
fk%bal ip%pAsA ÇeC%,  
fromahaéSa ÇeC%|  
m&gIr mueK%r ûep% hayaeto ic%tAraä buek% fj%eg%eC% ib%ìay!  
lAlasA-ÇkA¨•A-sAú-e„%m-ïa·a ¯PuTa h'aey% Öió%et%eC% sab id%ek%  
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In Camp  
 
Here on the edge of the forest I pitched camp.  

All night long in pleasant southern breezes  

By the moon's light  

I listen to the call of a doe in heat.  

To whom is she calling?  

 

Somewhere the deer are hunted tonight.  

Hunters entered the forest today.  

I too seem to catch their scent,  

As I lie here upon my bed  

Not drowsy at all  

In this spring night.  

 

Forest wonder everywhere,  

An April breeze,  

Like the taste of moonlight.  

A doe in heat calls all night long.  

Somewhere deep in the forest—beyond the reach of moonbeams—  

All stags hear her sounds.  

They sense her presence,  

Come toward her.  

Now, in this night of wonder  

Their time for love arrives.  

That sister of their hearts  

In moonlight calls them from forest cover—  

To quench their thirst—to smell—to savor!  

As if this night's forest were free of tigers!  

No clear fear fills those stags' breasts tonight,  

Not even the shadow of uncertainty.  

There is only thirst,  

Excitement.  

Perhaps wonder wakes in the cheetah's breast as well at the beauty of that doe's face.  

Lust-longing-love-desire-dreams burst forth  
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Çj àÉ basae»%r rAet%;  
àÉKAen% ÇmAr nak`TAén`_|  
 
àek%-àek% hair%eN%rA Çis%et%eC% gaBIr baen%r paõ fC%eR%,  
sakal jael%r ZaÂa ip%eC% fP%el% ÅnÄa àk ÇçAes%r f^Koej%  
^dAet%r-naeK%r kaõA Buel% ig%ey% tAed%r fboen%r kAeC% äÉ  
su«darI gAeC%r in%ec%_fjÄoöëAy!_  
mAnuS fY%man k'er% èGAN fp%ey% Çes% tAr fnonA fm%ey%mAnueS%r kAeC% %hair%eN%rA Çis%et%eC%|  
_tAed%r fp%et%iC% Çim% fT%r  
Åen%k pAey%r ZaÂa fZonA YAy,  
GAÉm&gI DAik%et%eC% fjÄoöëAy|  
GumAet% pAir% nA Çr;  
Zuey%-Zuey% fõ%ek%  
ba«duek%r ZaÂa Zuin%;  
tArapar ba«duek%r ZaÂa Zuin%|  
^cAed%r Çeloy GAÉhair%NI ÇbAr DAek%;  
àÉKAen% p'eR% fõ%ek% àkA-àkA  
ÇmAr h&daey% àk ÅbasAd ja'em% äeó%  
ba«duek%r ZaÂa Zuen% Zuen%  
hair%NIr DAk Zuen% Zuen%|  
 
kAl m&gI Çis%eb% iP%ir%yA;  
sakAel%_Çeloy tAer% fd%KA YAeb%_  
pAeZ% tAr m&ta sab f„%im%ek%rA p'eR% ÇeC%|  
mAnueS%rA iZ%KAey% id%ey%eC% tAek% àÉ sab|  
 
ÇmAr KAbAr iD%eZ% hair%eN%r mAMaes%r èGAN Çim% pAba,  
%%     . . . mAMasa-KAäyA hala tabu fZ%S?  
%%     . . . fk%na fZ%S haeb%?  
fk%na àÉ m&gaed%r kaõA fB%eb% bÄaõA fp%et% haeb%  
tAed%r matan naÉ Çim%ä ik%?  
fkoeno àk basae»%r rAet%  
jIbaen%r fkoeno àk ib%ìaey%r rAet%  
ÇmAek%ä DAek% in% ik% fk%Ö àes% fjÄoöëAy_daiK%nA bAtAes%  
äÉ GAÉhair%NIr mata?  
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In this springtide night.  

Here is my nocturne.  

 

One by one deer come from the wooded deep,  

Leaving behind all water's sounds in search of another assurance.  

Forgetting tooth and claw, they approach their sister there  

Beneath that sundari tree, bathed in moonlight.  

As man draws near his salty woman, lured by scent, so come those deer.  

I sense them—  

The sound of their many hooves.  

In moonlight calls that doe in heat.  

I can no longer sleep.  

As I lie here  

I hear gunshots  

Again I hear the sounding guns.  

The doe in heat calls once more in the light of the moon.  

As I lie fallen here alone  

A weariness wells within my heart  

While I listen to the sound of guns  

And hear that doe's call.  

 

Tomorrow she will return.  

In the morning, by daylight, she can be seen.  

Nearby lie her dead lovers.  

Men have taught her all this.  

 

I shall smell venison upon my dinner dish.  

 Has not the eating of flesh ceased?  

 But why should it?  

Why must I be pained to think of these deer—  

Am I not like them?  

On some spring night  

On one of life's wondrous nights  

Did not someone come into the moonlight, call me too, in the pleasant southern breezes  

Like that doe in heat?  
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ÇmAr h&day_àk puüSahair%N_  
p&iõ%bIr sab ih%MasA Buel% ig%ey%  
ic%tAr fcoeK%r Bay_camaek%r kaõA sab ip%eC% fP%el% fr%eK%  
ftomAek% ik% cAy nAÉ úarA id%et%?  
ÇmAr buek%r f„%m â m&ta m&gaed%r mata  
YaKan úUlAy rae°% im%eZ% fg%eC%  
àÉ hair%NIr mata tuim% f^b%ec%iC%el% nAik%  
jIbaen%r ib%ìaey%r rAet%  
fkoeno àk basae»%r rAet%?  
 
tuim%ä kAhAr kAeC% iZ%eK%iC%el%!  
m&ta paZued%r mata ÇmAed%r mAMasa la'ey% ÇmarAä p'eR% õAik%;  
ib%eyoeg%r_ib%eyoeg%r_maraeN%r mueK% àes% paeR% sab  
â m&ta m&gaed%r mata_|  
f„%em%r sAhas sAú-ïa·a la'ey% f^b%ec% fõ%ek% bÄaõA pAÉ, G&NA-m&tÄu pAÉ;   
pAÉ nA ik%?  
 
fdonalAr ZaÂa Zuin%|  
GAÉm&gI fD%ek% YAy,  
ÇmAr h&daey% Gum Çes% nAeko  
àkA-àkA Zuey% fõ%ek%;  
ba«duek%r ZaÂa tabu cuep%-cuep% Buel% fY%et% hay|  
kÄAeÈp%r ib%CAnAy rAt tAr ÅnÄa àk kaõA bael%;  
YAhAed%r fdonalAr mueK% Çj hair%NarA m'aer% YAy  
hair%eN%r mAMasa hARa ïAd t&i‡% in%ey% àla YAhAed%r iD%eZ%  
tAhArAä ftomAr matan;_  
kÄAeÈp%r ib%CAnAy Zuey% fõ%ek% ZukAet%eC% tAed%ero h&day  
kaõA fB%eb%_kaõA fB%eb%-fB%eb%|  
 
àÉ bÄaõA,_àÉ f„%m sab id%ek% r'aey% fg%eC%,_  
fkoõAä PaiR%eX%-kIeT%,_mAnueS%r buek%r iB%taer%,  
ÇmAed%r saeb%r jIbaen%|  
basae»%r fjÄoöëAy äÉ m&ta m&gaed%r mata  
ÇmarA sabAÉ|  
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My heart, a stag,  

Forgetting the violence of this world,  

All caution cast to the winds—all fear of the cheetah's eyes—  

Had not it yearned to possess you?  

When, like those dead deer, the love in my heart  

Lay caked with blood and dust,  

Did not you, like this doe, live on  

Through life's wondrous night  

One spring night?  

 

You too had learned from someone!  

And we lie here, our flesh like that of dead animals.  

All come, then fall in the face of separation—separation and death—  

Like those slain deer.  

By living-loving-longing for love, we are hurt, we hate and die,  

Do we not?  

 

I hear the report of a double-barreled gun.  

That doe in heat calls on.  

No sleep comes to this heart of mine  

As I lie here, alone.  

Yet one must silently forget the thunder of those guns.  

Night speaks of other things upon camp beds.  

They by whose barrels deer perished tonight,  

Who relished flesh and bone of deer upon their dinner plates,  

They too are like you.  

Their hearts too wither there in sleeping bags.  

Thinking—just thinking.  

 

This pain, this love resides everywhere,  

In the locust, the worm, in the breast of man,  

In the lives of us all.  

Like those slain deer in spring's moonlight  

Are we all.  
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iZ%kAr 
 
fBor;  
ÇkAeZ%r raX GAsaPaiR%eX%r fd%eh%r maeto fkomal nIla:  
cAir%id%ek% fp%yArA ä fnonAr gAC iT%yAr pAlaek%r maeto sabuj|  
àkaiT% tArA àKaeno ÇkAeZ% raey%eC%:  
pARÂgAr bAsaraGaer% sab fc%ey% fgoúUil%-maid%r fm%ey%iT%r maeto;  
ik%MabA im%Zaer%r mAnuSI tAr buek%r fõ%ek% fY% mu°A ÇmAr nIla maed%r fg%lAes% fr%eK%iC%la  
hAjAr hAjAr baCar Çeg% àk rAet% ft%main%_  
ft%main% àkaiT% tArA ÇkAeZ% ∏alaeC% àKaeno|  
 
ih%em%r rAet% ZarIr "Öm`' rAKabAr janÄa fd%eZoyAlIrA sArArAt mAeó% Çgun f∏%el%eC%_  
fmorag Puel%r maeto lAl Çgun;  
Zukaeno Åça“apAtA dumaeR% àKaeno Çgun ∏alaeC% tAed%r;  
 
sUeéY%r Çeloy tAr raX ku≠uem%r maeto fn%É Çr;  
h'aey% fg%eC% frogA ZAil%ek%r h&daey%r ib%baéNa É∞CAr maeto|  
sakAel%r Çeloy Talamala iZ%iZ%er% cAir%id%ek%r ban ä ÇkAZ mayUer%r sabuj nIl DAnAr maeto 

iJ%laim%l karaeC%|  
 
fBor;  
sArArAt ic%tAbAiG%nIr hAt fõ%ek% in%ej%ek% ̂bAic%ey% ̂bAic%ey%  
na•a÷ahIn, fm%hagain%r maeto ÅŒakAer% su«darIr ban fõ%ek% Åéjuen%r baen% Guer% Guer%  
su«dar bAdAmI hair%N àÉ fBoer%r janÄa Åep%•A karaiC%la|  
àes%eC% fs% fBoer%r Çeloy fn%em%;  
kaic% bAtAib% fl%bur maeto sabuj sugaiŒ% GAs îC%eR% îC%eR% KAe∞C%;  
nadIr tI¶ ZItal fò%Öey% fs% nAmala_  
GumahIn §A»a ib%hval ZarIraTAek% fîoet%r maeto àkaTA Çeb%g fd%äyAr janÄa  
ÅŒakAer%r ih%m kui¥%ta jarAyu îC%eR% fBoer%r frOe‹%r maeto àkaTA ib%˙IéNa ÖÔAs pAbAr janÄa;  
àÉ nIl ÇkAeZ%r in%ec% sUeéY%r fsonAr baéZAr maeto fj%eg% Öeó%  
sAhaes% sAeú% fsO«daeéY% hair%NIr par hair%NIek% camak lAig%ey% fd%bAr janÄa|  
 
àkaiT% Å⁄ut ZaÂa|  
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The Hunt 
 
Dawn:  

Sky, the soft blue of a grasshopper's body.  

Guava and custard apple trees all around, green as parrot feathers.  

A single star remains in the sky  

Like the most twilight-intoxicated girl in some village bridal chamber,  

Or that pearl from her bosom the Egyptian dipped into my glass of Nile-blue wine  

One night some thousands of years ago—  

Just so, in the sky shines a single star.  

 

To warm their bodies through the cold night, upcountry menials kept a fire going  

In the field—red fire like a cockscomb blossom,  

Still burning, contorting dry ashvattha leaves.  

 

Its color in the light of the sun is no longer that of saffron  

But has paled like wan desires of a sickly shalik bird's heart.  

In the morning's light both sky and the surrounding dew-dampened forest sparkle like blue-green 

peacock wings.  

 

Dawn:  

All night long a handsome nut-brown buck, bounding from sundari through arjun forest  

In starless, mahogany-like darkness, avoids the cheetah's grasp- -  

He'd been waiting for this dawn.  

Down he came in its glow,  

Ripping, munching fragrant grass, green as young and tender grapefruit.  

Down he came to the river's stinging, tingling ripples, 

To instill his sleepless, weary, overwhelmed body with the current's driving force, 

To feel a thrill like that of dawn bursting through the cold and wizened womb of darkness,  

To awake like golden sun-spears beneath this blue sky and  

Dazzle with his beauty, boldness, sheer desire doe after doe.  

 

A strange sound.  
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nadIr jal macakAPuel%r pApaiR%r maeto lAl|  
Çgun ∏alala ÇbAr_Öˆa lAl hair%eN%r mAMasa Ft%ir% h'aey% àla|  
na•ae÷%r in%ec% GAes%r ib%CAnAy b'aes% Åen%k purAeno iZ%iZ%raeB%jA gaÓa;  
is%gAer%eT%r f^úoyA;  
fT%ir%kATA kaey%kaTA mAnueS%r mAõA;  
àeloem%elo kaey%kaTA ba«duk_ih%m_in%Ha¯pa«da in%raparAú Gum|  
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The river's water scarlet like machka flower petals.  

Again the fire crackled—red venison served hot.  

Many an old dew-dampened yarn, while seated on a bed of grass beneath the stars.  

Cigarette smoke.  

Several human heads, hair neatly parted.  

Guns here and there.  Icy, calm, guiltless sleep.  
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su«darabaen%r gaÓa 
 
fBoer%r nadIr jael% hair%N nAmaelo  
kAl sArArAt bAiG%nI iC%la tAr ip%Cu-ip%Cu  
kAl sama˙a fjÄoöëAr rAt su«darI ic%tAbAiG%nI àÉ hair%eN%r CAyAr ip%Caen% CueT%eC%  
 
bAtAes%r pAey%r mata àr CAyAr ip%Caen%  
CueT%eC% kAmanAr mata  
gahan ûep%r ÇGAet% fY% rai°%m kAmanAr jaœa hay  
ih%MasA nay_  
kAl rAet% ic%tAbAiG%nI hair%eN%r mueK%r ûep% fP%in%l haey% Öeó%iC%la  
kAl Fc%e÷%r fjÄoöëAy  
ûpAil% iZ%iZ%r fb%guin% CAyAr fd%eZ%  
jAPair%kATA jAnAlAr rAejÄ%  
sabuj jAParAn raeX%r bAtAes%r ÖˆatAy  
„A»aer% „A»aer% ̂cAed%r Çelor kamalAbaeéN%r maid%rAr iB%tar  
àrA du'jaen% ÅraeNÄ%r ïa·a Ft%ir% kaer%iC%la kAl  
àÉ hair%N_àÉ ic%tA_  
fjÄoöëAr fkomal ëAyu àed%r ZarIraek% bAin%ey%iC%la Caib%  
Åpaûp nArIr Caib% ̂àek%iC%la àÉ bAiG%nIr fd%ha id%ey%  
CueT%eC% hAäyAr mata tAr (Ñp`is%ta) taüeN%r ip%eC%  
^ÇkÂbAkA DAlapAlA àed%r ZarIer%r Öpar fc%k-kATA kAeép%T buen% cael%eC%  
‹uta gait%et%  
sabuj pAtAr Åjaîa fd%yAl  
jAnAlAr mata ̂PAk haey% YAe∞C%  
Fc%e÷%r bAtAes%  
ÅŒakAr suRaeX%r mata nIla haey% YAe∞C% ÇbAr  
fY%n fm%hAig%in%r gahan Gana CAyAy  
haey% YAe∞C% fm%hAig%in% kAeó%r hair%N  
nIl dAümayI bAiG%nI  
ÅŒakAr rAi÷% iG%er%  
in%rAkul samue‹%r mata  
pAhAeR%r guhAy guhAy Çeb%eg% ¯PIt haey% ÖóaeC%  
 
ûpAil% ̂cAed%r Çelor fPoyArAy  
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A Tale of the Sundarban Jungles  
 
A deer waded into early morning's river waters.  

All last night a cheetah stalked him—  

For the whole moonlit night, that sleek she-cheetah chased deer shadows.  

 

Like wind's feet she followed the shadow he cast,  

Like desire,  

Flush desire born of jarring beauty  

Not from malice.  

Last night, a cheetah salivated at the sight of such a handsome face.  

In March moonlight yesternight  

Through a land of purple shading, silver dew  

Through a realm of latticed windows,  

Through the warmth of green and saffron breezes, 

Through orange-colored wine of moonlight splashed on grassy clearings  

The two of them made up last night a forest dream,  

This deer, this cheetah.  

Moonlight's soft sinews shaped a picture with their bodies,  

Painted an exquisite portrait of a woman with a cheetah's body  

Running like the wind behind her (longed-for) lover—  

The interwoven branches weaving checkered carpets on their bodies—  

At breakneck speed,  

A thousand walls of leaves,  

Opened up like windows  

By March winds,  

Turning indigo again like darkened tunnels  

And in amongst those lush deep shadows of mahogany  

He becomes a hart made of mahogany, 

She, a cheetah, but bluish and wood-grained,  

Surrounded by darkest night  

Like a placid sea  

Passionately swelling, flooding, inundating cavern after mountain cave.  

 

In a fountain formed of silver moonlight,  
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hAäyAr fPoyArAy  
rAiZ% rAiZ% kA¥an Puel%r mata PueT% ÖóaeC% àed%r fd%ha Çer%k bAr  
CueT%eC% iP%Taik%ir%r JaéNAr mata  
nIl CAyAr paédAr iB%tar hAir%ey% ig%ey%  
CAyAr iB%tar fõ%ek% hIer%r mata fjÄoöëAek% ̂KueR% bAr kaer%  
ÅŒakAraek% taÍurAr mata bAij%ey% bAij%ey%  
bAtAsaek% taramuej%r mata îC%eR% îC%eR%  
^cAdaek% àkabAr ̂Kuej% fp%ey%eC% àrA  
àkabAr hAir%ey% fP%el%eC%  
 



 31 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

In a fountain flush with wind  

Their bodies blossomed forth again, like just so many golden flowers.  

Off they ran, a crystalline cascade,  

Now lost behind a veil of azure shadows,  

Then from within those shadows mining diamond moonlight,  

Plucking strings of a tambura darkness,  

Splitting open watermelon winds  

Now they find the moon, these two,  

And then again they lose it.  
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hair%eN%rA 
 
ïae·%r iB%taer% buiJ%_PAfluen%r fjÄoöëAr iB%taer%  
fd%iK%lAm palAeZ%r baen% fK%lA kaer%  
 
hair%eN%rA; ûpAil% ̂cAed%r hAt iZ%iZ%er% pAtAy;  
bAtAs JAiR%eC% DAnA_mu°A Jaer% YAy  
 
paÔaeb%r ̂PAek% ̂PAek%_baen% baen%_hair%eN%r fcoeK%;  
hair%eN%rA fK%lA kaer% hAäyA Çr mu°Ar Çeloek%|  
 
hIer%r „adIp f∏%el% fZ%PAil%kA fbos fY%n hAes%  
ih%jal DAel%r ip%eC% ÅgaNan baen%r ÇkAeZ%,_  
 
ib%lu‡a úUsar fkona p&iõ%bIr fZ%PAil%kA, ÇhA,  
PAfluen%r fjÄoöëAy hair%eN%rA jAen% Zuúu tAhA|  
 
bAtAs JAiR%eC% DAnA, hIrA Jaer% hair%eN%r fcoeK%_  
hair%eN%rA fK%lA kaer% hAäyA Çr hIrAr Çeloek%|  
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Deer  
 

I suppose it was a dream, when I espied those deer  

In February's moonlight sporting through a palash forest;  

 

Silver moonbeam hands caressing dewdrops, leaves— 

Winds ruffling wings—pearls spilling through the holes  

 

Twixt leaves, through forest groves, and into eyes of deer,  

Those deer gamboling in this light of wind and pearls.  

 

It seemed that smiling Sephalika Bose lights a lamp of diamonds  

In that boundless forest sky behind the hijal branches—  

 

Sephalika of some vanished, graying world, ah me, 

Whom just those moonglow deer of February know.  

 

Winds ruffle wings, diamonds tumble into eyes of deer—  

Those deer, game playing in this light of wind and gems.  
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hAäyAr rAt 
 
gaBIr hAäyAr rAt iC%la kAl_ÅsaMaKÄa na•ae÷%r rAt;  
sArA rAt ib%˙IéNa hAäyA ÇmAr maZAir%et% fK%el%eC%;  
maZAir%TA Puel% Öeó%eC% kaKaeno fmOsumI samue‹%r fp%eT%r maeto,  
kaKaeno ib%CAnA îC%eR%  
na•ae÷%r id%ek% ÖeR% fY%et% fc%ey%eC%;  
àk-àkabAr maen% hai∞C%la ÇmAr_Çeúo Guem%r iB%tar hayaeto_mAõAr Öpaer% maZAir% fn%É 

ÇmAr,  
ïAtI tArAr fkol f^G%eS% nIl hAäyAr samue‹% ZAdA baek%r maeto ÖRaeC% fs%!  
kAl àman camaökAr rAt iC%la|  
 
sama˙a m&ta na•ae÷%rA kAl fj%eg% Öeó%iC%la_ÇkAeZ% àk it%l ̂PAk iC%la nA;  
p&iõ%bIr sama˙a úUsar i„%ya m&taed%r muKaä fs%É na•ae÷%r iB%tar fd%eK%iC% Çim%;  
ÅŒakAr rAet% Åçae“%r cURAy f„%im%k ic%lapuüeS%r iZ%iZ%r-fB%jA fcoeK%r maeto Jalamal karaiC%la 

sama˙a na•ae÷%rA;  
fjÄoöëArAet% fb%ib%laen%r rANIr GAeR%r äpar ic%tAr Ö∫ al cAmaRAr ZAel%r maeto ∏ala∏ala karaiC%la 

ib%ZAl ÇkAZ!  
kAl àman ÇcaéYa rAt iC%la|  
 
fY% na•ae÷%rA ÇkAeZ%r buek% hAjAr hAjAr baCar Çeg% m'aer% ig%ey%eC%  
tArAä kAl jAnAlAr iB%tar id%ey% ÅsaMaKÄa m&ta ÇkAZ saeÆ% k'aer% àen%eC%;  
fY% ûpasIed%r Çim% àiZ%ir%yAy, im%Zaer%, ib%id%ZAy ma'er% fY%et% fd%eK%iC%  
kAl tArA Åit%dUer% ÇkAeZ%r sImAnAr kuyAZAy kuyAZAy dIéGa baéZA hAet% k'aer% kAtAer% %kAtAer% 

~dAiR%ey% fg%eC% fY%na_  
m&tÄuek% dail%ta karabAr janÄa?  
jIbaen%r gaBIr jay „akAZ karabAr janÄa?  
f„%em%r BayAbaha gaÈBIr ˙aÈBa tulabAr janÄa?  
ÇRaÛTa_ÅiB%BUta ha'ey% fg%iC% Çim%,  
kAl rAet%r „abal nIl ÅtÄAcAr ÇmAek% îC%eR% fP%el%eC% fY%na;  
ÇkAeZ%r ib%rAmahIn ib%˙IéNa DAnAr iB%tar  
p&iõ%bI kIeT%r maeto mueC% ig%ey%eC% kAl!  
Çr Ö–uÆa bAtAs àes%eC% ÇkAeZ%r buk fõ%ek% fn%em%  
ÇmAr jAnAlAr iB%tar id%ey%, ̂ZAÉ ̂ZAÉ ka'er%,  
is%Maeh%r hu≠Aer% Ööi•%‡a hair%ö „A»aer%r Åjaîa fj%ÁAr maeto!  
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Windy Night 
 
Last night was rife with wind, a night of innumerable stars.  

All night long pervasive winds played upon my mosquito net.  

At times that net billowed like the belly of a monsoon sea,  

Tearing loose from the bedstead, now and then  

Wishing to fly up, up to the stars.  

And then again it seemed to me—maybe still half asleep—that there was no net above my head,  

That it was flying like a white heron into a sea of blue breezes, brushing Svati's hip.  

Last night was such a marvelous night.  

 

All dead stars woke last night—there was not the least space empty in that sky.  

I saw the ashen faces of all the world's beloved dead within those stars.  

In the dark of night, in ashvattha treetops, all those stars aglitter like a lusty raptor's watery eyes.  

The huge sky sparkled in the moonlit night, like a shining cheetah stole upon the shoulders of 

Babylon's queen.  

Last night was such an amazing night.  

 

Those stars in the bosom of the sky that died thousands of years ago,  

They, too, brought through my window countless long-dead skies last night.  

Those stunning women I saw die in Egypt, Vidisha, Assyria, 

Seemed last night to stand in tight formation, javelin in hand, in far-off mist and fog upon the 

sky's horizon—  

To trample death underfoot?  

To proclaim total victory for life?  

To raise love's awesome, solemn, ceremonial column?  

I was stunned—undone,  

As though torn apart by the powerful blue tyranny of last night.  

Within the sky's expansive, never-resting wings  

The earth last night, like some bug, was wiped away.  

From the bosom of the skies came those lofty winds,  

Whooshing, panting through my window,  

Like so many zebras of a verdant land, startled by the lion's roar.  
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h&day Ba'er% ig%ey%eC% ÇmAr ib%˙IéNa fP%l`eT%ra sabuj GAes%r gaeŒ%,  
id%ga»a-‚Aib%t balIyAn frOe‹%r ÇèGAeN%,  
im%laenoœa–a bAiG%nIr gaéjaen%r maeto ÅŒakAer%r ca¥al ib%rAT sajIb fromaZ Ö∞CavAes%,  
jIbaen%r duédA»a nIl ma–atAy!  
 
ÇmAr h&day p&iõ%bI îC%eR% ÖeR% fg%la,  
nIla hAäyAr samue‹% ¯PIta mAtAl fb%luen%r maeto fg%la ÖeR%,  
àkaTA dUr na•ae÷%r mA˙ulaek% tArAy tArAy ÖiR%ey% in%ey% calal àkaTA dura»a Zakuen%r maeto|  
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My heart filled with the fragrance of a vast green grassy veldt, 

With the perfume of horizon-flooding blazing sunlight,  

With restless, massive, vibrant, woolly outbursts from the darkness that resembled snarls of some 

tigress sexually aroused, 

With life's untamable, indigo intoxication.  

 

My heart tore free from earth and flew,  

Flew like a balloon—drunk and bloated—rising in an ocean of blue wind,  

To the mast of some far stellar ship, scattering star-birds as it went, like a mischievous vulture.  
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na©a in%éjan hAt 
 
ÇbAr ÇkAeZ% ÅŒakAr Gana h'aey% ÖóaeC%:  
Çelor rahasÄamayI saehodarAr maeto àÉ ÅŒakAr|  
 
fY% ÇmAek% ic%raid%n BAeloeb%es%eC%  
Åõaca YAr muK Çim% fkoenoid%n fd%iK%in%,  
fs%É nArIr maeto  
PAflun ÇkAeZ% ÅŒakAr in%ib%R h'aey% ÖóaeC%|  
 
maen% hay fkona ib%lu‡a nagarIr kaõA  
fs%É nagarIr àk úUsar „AsAed%r ûp jAeg% h&daey%|  
 
BAratasamue‹%r tIer%  
ik%MabA BUmaúÄasAgaer%r ik%nAer%  
ÅõabA TAyAr is%Œur pAer%  
Çj fn%É, fkoeno àk nagarI iC%la àkaid%n,  
fkona àk „AsAd iC%la;  
mUlÄabAn ÇsabAeb% BarA àk „AsAd:  
pArasÄa gAil%cA, kAiå%rI ZAl, fb%ir%n taraeÆ%r in%eTol mu°A „abAl,  
ÇmAr ib%lu‡a h&day, ÇmAr m&ta fcoõ, ÇmAr ib%lIn ïa·a ÇkA¨•A,  
Çr tuim% nArI_  
àÉ sab iC%la fs%É jagaet% àkaid%n|  
 
Åen%k kamalA raeX%r frod iC%la,  
Åen%k kAkAtuyA pAyarA iC%la,  
fm%hagain%r CAyA Gana paÔab iC%la Åen%k;  
Åen%k kamalA raeX%r frod iC%la,  
Åen%k kamalA raeX%r frod;  
Çr tuim% iC%el%;  
ftomAr mueK%r ûp kata Zata ZatAÂI Çim% fd%iK% nA,  
^Kuij% nA|  
 
PAfluen%r ÅŒakAr in%ey% Çes% fs%É samu‹apAer%r kAih%nI,  
Åpaûp iK%lAn ä gaÍuej%r fb%danAmay fr%KA,  
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Naked Lonely Hand  
 
Darkness once again thickens throughout the sky:  

This darkness, like light's mysterious sister.  

 

She who has loved me always,  

Whose face I have yet to see,  

Like that woman  

Is this darkness, deepening, closing in upon a February sky.  

 

A certain vanished city comes to mind,  

In my heart wake outlines of some gray palace in that city.  

 

On shores of the Indian Ocean  

Or the Mediterranean  

Or the banks of the Sea of Tyre,  

Not today, but once there was a city,  

And a palace— 

A palace lavishly furnished:  

Persian carpets, Kashmiri shawls, flawless pearls and coral from seas round Bahrain,  

My lost heart, dead eyes, faded dream desires  

And you, woman—  

All these once filled that world.  

 

There was much orange sunlight,  

Cockatoos and pigeons,  

Dense, shady mahogany foliage.  

There was orange sunlight,  

Much orange-colored sunlight,  

And you were there.  

For how many hundreds of centuries have I not seen the beauty of your face,  

Have not searched.  

 

The February darkness brings with it this tale of a seashore,  

Sorrowful lines of fantasy domes and arches,  
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lu‡a nAZapAit%r gaŒa,  
Åjaîa hair%N ä is%Maeh%r CAel%r úUsar pAƒuil%ip%,  
rAmaúanu raeX%r kAec%r jAnAlA,  
mayUer%r fp%Kaem%r maeto raiX%n paédAy paédAy  
ka•a ä ka•A»ara fõ%ek% Çero dUr ka•a ä ka•A»aer%r  
•aiN%k ÇBAs_  
ÇyuhIn ˙aÊatA ä ib%ìay|  
 
paédAy, gAil%cAy ra°ABa frOe‹%r ib%∞Cuir%ta fï%d  
rai°%m fg%lAes% taramuj mad!  
ftomAr na©a in%éjan hAt;  
 
ftomAr na©a in%éjan hAt|  
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Fragrance of invisible pears,  

Countless deer and lion parchments, graying,  

Stained-glass rainbow windows, 

A fleeting glow rippling over drapes like peacock plumage  

From room through anteroom to further inner room 

A momentary glow—  

Deathless awe and wonder. 

 

Sweat of ruddy sun, smeared on curtains, carpets,  

Watermelon wine in red glasses!  

Your naked lonely hand  

 

Your naked lonely hand.  
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banalatA fs%n  
 
hAjAr baCar ú'aer% Çim% paõa ~hAiT%et%iC% p&iõ%bIr paeõa%,  
is%Mahal samu‹a fõa%ek% in%ZIeõ%r ÅŒakAer% mAlay sAgaer%  
Åen%k Guer%iC% Çim%; ib%iÍ%sAr ÅeZoek%r úUsar jagaet%  
fs%KAen% iC%lAm Çim%; Çero dUr ÅŒakAer% ib%daéBa nagaer%;  
Çim% §A»a „AN àk, cAir%id%ek% jIbaen%r samu‹a saeP%n,  
ÇmAer% du-daƒ ZAi»% id%ey%iC%la nAeToer%r banalatA fs%n|  
 
cul tAr kaeb%kAr ÅŒakAr ib%id%ZAr in%ZA,  
muK tAr èZAba˙Ir kAükAéYa; Åit%dUr samue‹%r 'par  
hAl fB%eX% fY% nAib%k hArAey%eC% id%ZA  
sabuj GAes%r fd%Z YaKan fs% fcoeK% fd%eK% dAüic%in%-ŸIep%r iB%tar,  
ft%main% fd%eK%iC% tAer% ÅŒakAer%; bael%eC% fs%, "àtaid%n fkoõAy iC%el%n?'  
pAiK%r nIeR%r maeto fcoK tuel% nAeToer%r banalatA fs%n|  
 
sama˙a id%en%r fZ%eS% iZ%iZ%er%r ZaeÂ%r matan  
saŒÄA Çes%; DAnAr frOe‹%r gaŒa mueC% fP%el% ic%l;  
p&iõ%bIr sab raX in%eB% fg%el% pAƒuil%ip% kaer% Çeyojan  
taKan gaeÓ%r taer% fjonAik%r raeX% iJ%laim%l:  
sab pAiK% Gaer% Çes%_sab nadI_PurAy à-jIbaen%r sab fl%n fd%n;  
õAek% Zuúu ÅŒakAr, mueKomuiK% bais%bAr banalatA fs%n|  
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Banalata Sen  
 

For thousands of years I roamed the paths of this earth,  

From waters round Sri Lanka in dead of night to Malayan seas.  

Much have I wandered.  I was there in the gray world of Ashoka  

And of Bimbisara, pressed on through darkness to the city of Vidarbha.  

I am a weary heart surrounded by life's frothy ocean.  

To me she gave a moment's peace—Banalata Sen from Natore.  

 

Her hair was like an ancient darkling night in Vidisha,  

Her face, the craftsmanship of Sravasti.  As the helmsman when,  

His rudder broken, far out upon the sea adrift,  

Sees the grass-green land of a cinnamon isle, just so  

Through the darkness I saw her.  Said she, "Where have you been so long?"  

And raised her bird's-nest-like eyes—Banalata Sen from Natore.  

 

At day's end, like hush of dew  

Comes evening.  A hawk wipes the scent of sunlight from its wings.  

When earth's colors fade and some pale design is sketched,  

Then glimmering fireflies paint in the story.  

All birds come home, all rivers, all of life's tasks finished.  

Only darkness remains, as I sit there face to face with Banalata Sen.  
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kuiR% baCara paer%  
 
ÇbAra baCara kuiR% paer% tAra sAeõ% fd%KA hay Yaid%!  
ÇbAr baCara kuiR% paer%_  
hayaeto úAen%ra CaRAra pAeZ%  
kAiét%ek%ra mAes%_  
taKan saŒÄAra kAka Gaer% fP%er%_taKan haluda nadI  
narama-narama haya Zara kAZa fhogalAya_mAeó%ra iB%taer%|  
 
ÅõabA nAÉeko úAna fK%et% Çra;  
bÄa˙atA nAÉeko Çra,  
^hAes%ra nIeR%ra fõ%ek% KaRa  
pAiK%ra nIeR%ra fõ%ek% KaRa  
CaRAet%eC%; main%yAra Gaer% rAta, ZIta Çra iZ%iZ%er%ra jala|  
jIbana ig%ey%eC% c'ael% ÇmAed%ra kuiR%-kuiR% baCaer%ra pAra_  
taKan haóAö Yaid% fm%eóo paeõ% pAÉ Çim% ftomAer% ÇbAra!  
 
hayaeto àes%eC% ̂cAda mAJarAet% àkarAZa pAtAra ip%Caen%  
saü-saü kAelo-kAelo DAlapAlA mueK% in%ey% tAra,  
iZ%rIeS%ra ÅõabA jAem%ra,  
JAÖey%ra_Çem%ra;  
kuiR% baCaer%ra paer% taKan ftomAer% nAÉ maen%!  
 
jIbana ig%ey%eC% ca'el% ÇmAed%ra kuiR%-kuiR% baCaer%ra pAra_  
taKana ÇbAra Yaid% fd%KA haya ftomAra ÇmAra!  
 
taKan hayaeto mAeó%r hAmAguiR% id%ey% f^p%cA nAem%_ 
bAbalAra gail%ra ÅŒakAer%  
ÅZaeõ%ra jAnAlAra ̂PAek%  
fkoõAya lukAya ÇpanAek%!  
fcoeK%ra pAtAra maeto fn%em% cuip% fkoõAya ic%el%ra DAnA õAem%_  
 
fsonAil%-fsonAil% ic%la_iZ%iZ%ra iZ%kAra ka'er% in%ey% fg%eC% tAer%_  
kuiR% baCaer%raa paer% fs%É kuyAZAya pAÉ Yaid% haóAö ftomAer%!  
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After Twenty Years  
 

If twenty years from now I should meet her again, 

Again, twenty years hence— 

Perhaps beside a clump of paddy stalks 

In late October— 

As the evening crows head home—as the tawny river 

Softens in amongst reeds and grasses—through fields. 

 

Or, perhaps there is no longer paddy standing in fields. 

No more hustle, no more hurry. 

Chaff is blowing, strewn about from duck nests 

From nests of birds, 

Night, cold, moisture from dew collecting in the homes of muniya birds. 

Twenty, twenty long years from now when our lives will have been spent— 

If then most unexpectedly upon a path through the field we again should meet. 

 

It might be that the moon has come at midnight, hovering behind a spray of leaves, 

Thin dark branches of the shirish or the jam, 

The jhau—the mango, 

Veiling her lunar face. 

After twenty years, and I've forgotten you. 

 

Our lives will have passed full twenty years— 

And then, once more, if we should see each other. 

 

Then, perhaps, an owl alights and toddles upon the field— 

And then, through the alleys shaped by babla branches, 

Through the windows formed by the ashvattha, 

She flies, hides herself away. 

Elsewhere, quiet as eyelids closing, hawk wings fold— 

 

That hawk, a golden gold—stalked by the dew— 

If suddenly, twenty years from now, I should find in that misty haze you! 
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ÇkAZalInA 
 
sura∂anA, äÉKAen% fY%eyonAeko tuim%,  
fboelonAeko kaõA äÉ Yubaek%r sAeõ%;  
iP%er% àeso sura∂anA:  
na•ae÷%r üpAil% Çgun BarA rAet%;  
 
iP%er% àeso àÉ mAeó%, fò%Öey%;  
iP%er% àeso h&daey% ÇmAr;  
dUr fõ%ek% dUer%_Çero dUer%  
Yubaek%r sAeõ% tuim% fY%eyonAeko Çr|  
 
kI kaõA tAhAr sAeõ%?  tAr sAeõ%!  
ÇkAeZ%r ÇRAel% ÇkAeZ%  
m&i–%kAr maeto tuim% Çj:  
tAr f„%m GAs h'ey% Çes%|  
 
sura∂anA,  
ftomAr h&day Çj GAs:  
bAtAes%r äpAer% bAtAs_  
ÇkAeZ%r äpAer% ÇkAZ|  
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Merged into the Skies 
 

Suranjana, do not go over there,  

Do not speak with that young man.  

Come back, Suranjana,  

In this night silvered by starfire.  

 

Come back to these fields, these waves,  

Come back to my heart.  

Do not go further, even further, 

Yet further, with the youth.  

 

What can you have to say to him? with him?  

In skies behind skies  

Today you are like earth  

In which grows his love, as grass.  

 

Suranjana,  

Today your heart is grass—  

Wind beyond winds,  

Sky beyond the farther shores of sky.  
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iP%er% àeso 
 
iP%er% àeso samue‹%r úAer%,  
iP%er% àeso „A»aer%r paeõ%;  
fY%ÉKAen% f¡%n àes% õAem%  
Çm in%m JAÖey%r jagaet%  
iP%er% àeso; àkaid%n nIl iD%m kaer%eCo bunan;  
Çejo tArA iZ%iZ%er% nIrab;  
pAiK%r JaranA h'ey% kaeb%  
ÇmAer% kair%eb% ÅnuBab!  
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Come Back  
 

Come back to the sea's shore,  

Come back to paths through fallow fields,  

To where the train stops  

At a world of mango, nim, and jhau trees,  

Come back.  Once you wove an egg of blue.  

Still today stars lie silent in the dewdrops.  

When will you turn into a waterfall of birds  

And be aware of me?  
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bail%la Åça“a fs%É 
 
bail%la Åça“a úIer%: "fkon id%ek% YAeb% baelo_  
ftomarA fkoõAy fY%et% cAä?  
àta id%n pAZApAiZ% iC%el%, ÇhA, iC%el% kata kAeC%;  
ÌAn fKoeRo Garaguelo_Çejo fto ̂dARAey% tArA ÇeC%;  
àÉ sab g&ha mAóa fC%eR% id%ey% fkon id%ek% fkon paeõ% fP%r  
ftomarA fY%et%eCo c'el% pAÉ nAeko fT%r!  
fbocakA f~b%eú%eCo fò%r,_fBoelo nAÉ BAXA bAiT% PueTo GaiT%TAä;  
ÇbAr fkoõAy fY%et% cAä?  
 
"pa¥AZ baCaraä hAy hayain%eko,_àÉ-eto fs%-id%n  
ftomAed%r ip%tAmaha, bAbA, KueRo, fj%óAmahAZay  
_Çjaä, ÇhA, tAhAed%r kaõA maen% hay!_  
àKAen% mAeó%r pAer% jaim% ik%en% fKoeRo Gar tuel%  
àÉ fd%eZ% àÉ paeõ% àÉ sab GAs úAn in%m jAmaüel%  
jIbaen%r §Ai»% •uúA ÇkA¨•Ar fb%danAr Zueú%iC%elo áN;  
^dARAey%-̂dARAey% sab fd%eK%iC% fY%,_maen% hay fY%n fs%É id%n!  
 
"àKAen% ftomarA tabu õAik%eb% nA?  YAeb% c'el% taeb% fkon paeõ%?  
fs%É paeõ% Çero ZAi»%_Çero buiJ% sAú?  
Çero buiJ% jIbaen%r gaBIr ÇïAd?  
ftomarA fs%KAen% ig%ey% tAÉ buiJ% f^b%eú% raeb% ÇkA¨•Ar Gar! . . .  
fY%KAen%É YAä c'el%, hay nAeko jIbaen%r fkoeno ûpA»ar;  
àk •uúA àk ïa·a àk bÄaõA ib%e∞C%ed%r kAih%nI úUsar  
ÌAn cuel% fd%KA fd%eb% fY%KAen%É ̂bAeúo ig%ey% ÇkA¨•Ar Gar!'  
bail%la Åça“a fs%É n'aeR%-n'aeR% ÅŒakAer% mAõAr Öpar|  
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Said That Ashvattha Tree 
 

Said the ashvattha slowly:  "Which way are you headed— 

Where do you wish to go?  

We've all been neighbors so long, so very, very close.  

Your sun-stained straw huts, they're standing yet.  

And here you go forsaking home and lands,   

Heading where, what path—I have no idea. 

You've wrapped up your belongings, even the broken bowls, that leaky pot.  

Now where are you set on going?  

 

"Not fifty years have passed, why, it seems just yesterday  

Your grandfathers, fathers, uncles  

—yes, I remember them well.  

Here on the edge of these very fields they bought land, built their straw huts  

And in this land, on these paths with all this grass and paddy, and trees of nim and jamrul,  

They paid off their debt of sorrow with life's hopes, hunger, and exhaustion.  

Standing here I watched it all—it seems like just the other day. 

 

"You won't stay any longer?  Which way are you headed? 

I suppose there's greater peace somewhere else—more hope?  

A deeper sense of life, I guess?  

And that's why you'll go there to build your huts of hope.  

But, no matter where you go, life itself does not change.  

No matter where you build your hope-filled huts, a tale of hunger, dreams— 

A tale of pain and separation shall show itself in graying hair."  

So said that ashvattha tree, trembling in the darkness overhead.  
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ÇT baCar Çeg%r àkaid%n 
 
fZonA fg%la lAsakATA Gaer%  
in%ey% fg%eC% tAer%;  
kAl rAet%_PAfluen%r rAet%r ̂ÇúAer%  
YaKan ig%ey%eC% Dueb% pa¥amIr ̂cAd  
mair%bAr h'elo tAr sAú;  
 
baúu Zuey%iC%elo pAeZ%_iZ%ZuiT%ä iC%elo;  
f„%m iC%elo, ÇZA iC%elo_fjÄoöëAy_tabu fs% fd%iK%la  
fkon` BUt?  Gum fk%na fB%eX% fg%la tAra? 
ÅõabA hayain% Guma bahukAl_lAsakATA Gaer% Zuey% GumAy àbAr|  
àÉ Gum fc%ey%iC%elo buiJ%!  
ra°aeP%nAmAKA mueK% maRaek%r ̂Éduer%r maeto GAR ̂guij%  
^ÇúAr ̂Guij%r buek% GumAy àbAr;  
fkoenoid%n jAig%eb% nA Çr|  
 
"fkoenoid%n jAig%eb% nA Çr  
jAin%bAr gAô fb%danAr  
Åib%rAm_Åib%rAm BAr  
saih%eb% nA Çr_'  
àÉ kaõA bael%iC%elo tAer%  
^cAd Dueb% c'el% fg%el%_Å⁄ut ̂ÇúAer%  
fY%na tAr jAnAlAr úAer%  
ÖeT%r ègIbAr maeto fkoeno àk in%˙aÊatA àes%|  
 
tabuä fto ̂fpcA jAeg%;  
gail%ta êaib%r bÄAMa Çero duÉ muhUeét%r iB%•A mAeg%  
Çer%kaiT% „aBAet%r ÉZArAy_Ånuem%ya Öˆa ÅnurAeg%|  
 
fT%r pAÉ YUõacArI ̂ÇúAer%r gAôa in%üe◊ %eZ%  
cAir%id%ek% maZAir%r •amAhIn ib%üÿatA;  
maZA tAr ÅŒakAr sa¨GArAem% fj%eg% fõ%ek% jIbaen%r fîot BAelobAes%|  
 
ra°a f§%d basA fõ%ek% frOe‹% fP%r ÖeR% YAy mAiC%;  
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A Day Eight Years Ago  
 

It was heard  

They took him to the morgue.  

Last night in the February dark  

When the crescent moon, five days toward full, had set  

He'd had the urge to die.  

 

A wife had lain beside him—a child, too.  

There had been love, hope, in the moonlight.  

Then what ghost did he see? why was his sleep disturbed?  

Or maybe he hadn't slept for days.  Now, lying in the morgue, he sleeps.  

He had sought this sleep perhaps.  

Like a plague rat, mouth smeared with frothy blood, neck slack  

In the bosom of a dingy cranny, now he sleeps.  

Never again will he wake.  

 

"Never again will you wake  

Never again will you know  

The unremitting, unrelenting grievous  

Pain of waking."  

As though some stillness stretched its camel's neck  

Through his window  

And said these words to him  

When the moon had sunk into strange darkness.  

 

But the owl is awake,  

And the decrepit, putrefying frog begs a few moments more  

Among anticipated warm affections—beckoned by another dawn.  

 

I sense all around me the unforgiving opposition  

Of my mosquito net, invisible in the swarming darkness.  The mosquito stays awake within his 

blackened monastery, in love with life's flow. Flies alight on blood and filth, then fly 

again to sunlight. 
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fsonAil% froed%r fò%Öey% ÖRa»a kIeT%r fK%lA kaeto fd%iK%yAiC%| Gain%ıa ÇkAZ fY%na_fY%na 
fkon` ib%kIéNa jIban  

Åiú%kAr k'er% ÇeC% ÉhAed%r man;  
dura»a iZ%Zur hAet% PaiR%eX%r Gana iZ%haraN  
maraeN%r sAeõ% laiR%yAeC%;  
^cAd Dueb% fg%el% par „aúAn ̂ÇúAer% tuim% Åçae“%r kAeC%  
àk gACA daiR% hAet% ig%ey%iC%el% tabu àkA-àkA;  
fY%-jIban PaiR%eX%r, fdoey%el%r_mAnueS%r sAeõ% tAr hayanAeko fd%KA  
àÉ fj%en%|  
 
Åçae“%r ZAKA  
kaer%in% ik% „ait%bAd?  fjonAik%r iB%R àes% fsonAil% Puel%r ië%Øa ̂JAek%  
kaer%in% ik% mAKAmAiK%?  
õuraõuer% ÅŒa f^p%cA àes%  
bael%in% ik%: "buiR% ̂cAd fg%eC% buiJ% fb%enojael% fB%es%?  
camaökAr!  
úarA YAk du-àkaTA ̂Édur àbAr!'  
jAnAyain% f^p%cA àes% à tumul gAôa samAcAr?  
 
jIbaen%r àÉ ïAd_supakva Yaeb%r èGAN fh%mae»%r ib%ek%el%r_  
ftomAr ÅsahÄa fboú h'elo;  
maeég% ik% h&day jueRoelo  
maeég%_guemoeT%  
õ̂ÄAtA ̂Éduer%r maeto ra°amAKA f^óoeT%|  
 
fZoeno  
tabu à m&et%r gaÓa; fkoeno  
nArIr „aNaey% bÄaéõa hay nAÉ;  
ib%bAih%ta jIbaen%r sAú  
fkoõAä rAeK%in% fkoeno KAd,  
samaey%r ÖŸaétaen% Öeó% àes% baúu  
maúu_Çr manaen%r maúu  
id%ey%eC% jAin%et%;  
hARahABAet%r ™Ain% fb%danAr ZIet%  
à-jIban fkoenoid%n ̂fk%ep% äeó% nAÉ;  
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How many times have I watched the play of winged insects on waves of golden sunshine.  

 

An intimate sky, it would seem—some pervasive life force  

Controls their hearts.  

The grasshopper's constant twitching, caught in the mischievous child's grasp,  

Fights death.  

Yet in that foremost darkness after moonset, you, a coil of rope in hand,  

Had gone alone to the ashvattha tree,  

Knowing that the grasshopper's life, or the doyel bird's, never meets with  

That of man.  

 

The ashvattha limb,  

Did it not protest?  Did not the fireflies in a cordial throng  

Appear before you?  

Did not the blind and palsied owl come and  

Say to you: "Old lady moon has sunk in the flood, has she?  

Marvelous!  

Let's now catch a mouse or two!"  

Did not the owl screech out that raucous news?  

 

This taste of life—the scent of ripe grains in an autumn afternoon— 

You could not tolerate.  

In the morgue, is your heart at ease,  

In the morgue, in that suffocating stillness  

Like a flattened rat, bloody lipped!  

 

Listen,  

However, to this dead man's tale.  He lacked  

Not love of woman,  

Nor did married life's expectations  

Go unfulfilled. 

From time's churnings emerged a wife  

And honey, the mind's honey  

She let him know.  

Never in this life did he shiver  

In the cold of hunger's draining pain.  
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tAÉ  
lAsakATA Gaer%  
ic%ö h'ey% Zuey% ÇeC% fT%ib%el%r 'paer%|  
 
jAin%_tabu jAin%  
nArIr h&day_f„%m_iZ%Zu_g&ha_nay sabaKAin%;  
Åéõa nay, kIiét% nay, sa∞CalatA nay_  
Çero àk ib%paÕa ib%ìaya  
ÇmAed%r Å»aégata rae°%r iB%taer%  
fK%lA kaer%;  
ÇmAed%r §A»a kaer%,  
§A»a_§A»a kaer%;  
lAsakATA Gaer%  
fs%É §Ai»% nAÉ;  
tAÉ  
lAsakATA Gaer%  
ic%ö h'ey% Zuey% ÇeC% fT%ib%el%r 'paer%|  
 
tabu froj rAet% Çim% fc%ey% fd%iK%, ÇhA,  
õuraõuer% ÅŒa ̂fp%cA Åçae“%r DAel% b'es% àes%  
fcoK pAl`TAey% kay: "buiR% ̂cAd fg%eC% buiJ% fb%enojael% fB%es%?  
camaökAr!  
úarA YAk du-àkaTA ̂Édur àbAr_'  
 
fh% „agAôa ip%tAmahI, Çejo camaökAr?  
Çim%ä ftomAr maeto bueRo haebo_buiR% ̂cAdaTAer% Çim% k'er% fd%ebo kAlIdaeh% fb%enojael% pAr;  
ÇmarA du'jaen% im%el% ZUnÄa k'er% c'el% YAebo jIbaen%r „acur ̂BARAr|  
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And so,  

In that morgue,  

Flat out he lies upon a table.  

 

I know, yet I know,  

A woman's heart—love—a child—a home—these are not everything,  

Not wealth nor fame nor creature comforts—  

There is some other perilous wonder  

Which frolics  

In our very blood.  

It exhausts us—  

Fatigues, exhausts us.  

That exhaustion is not present  

In the morgue.  

And so  

In that morgue  

Flat out he lies upon a table.  

 

But every night I look and see, yes,  

A blind and palsied owl come sit upon the ashvattha branch,  

Blink her eyes and say: "Old lady moon has sunk in the flood, has she?  

Marvelous!  

Let's now catch a mouse or two!"  

 

Oh profound grandmother, is still today so marvelous?  

I too, like you, shall grow old—I shall cast old lady moon across the flood, into the whirlpool.  

Then we two together shall empty life's full store.  
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pAiK% 
 
GumAey% raey%Ca tuim% §A»a haey%, tAÉ  
Çj àÉ fjÄoöëAy kAhAer% jAnAÉ  
ÇmAr à-ib%ìay_ib%ìaey%r ̂óAÉ  
na•ae÷%r fõ%ek% àla;_tuim% fj%eg% nAÉ,  
 
ÇmAr buek%r 'paer% àÉ àk pAiK%|  
pAiK%?  nA PaiR%Ma kIT?  pAiK%?  nA fjonAik%?  
bAdAmI fsonAlI nIl from tAr froem%-eroem% fr%eK%eC% fs% òAik%,  
àman ZIet%r rAet% àes%eC% àkAkI  
 
in%˙aÊa GAes%r fõ%ek% fkon`  
úAen%r CaRAr fõ%ek% fkoõAy kaKan,  
fr%Zaem%r iD%m fõ%ek% àÉ iZ%haraN  
fp%ey%eC% fs% àÉ iZ%haraN!  
 
fjÄoöëAy_ZIet%  
kAhAer% fs% cAih%yAeC%?  kata dUr fc%ey%eC% ÖiR%et%?  
mAeó%r in%éjan KaR tAer% bÄaõA id%et%  
àes%iC%la?  fkoõAy fb%danA nAÉ àÉ p&iõ%bIet%!  
 
nA_nA_tAr mueK% ïa·a sAhaes%r Bar  
bÄaõA fs% fto jAen% nAÉ_ib%ic%÷a à-jIbaen%r 'par  
kaer%eC% in%éBar;  
from_f^óoT_pAlaek%r àÉ tAr muØa ÇRaÍar|  
 
fjÄoöëAy_ZIet%  
ÇmAr kaió%n hAet% tabu tAer% hala fY% Çis%et%,  
fY%É m&tÄu id%ek%-id%ek% Åib%ral_ftomAer% tA id%et%  
fk%na iŸ%úA?  Åd&ZÄa kaió%n hAet% Çim%ä baes%iC% pAiK%, ÇmAer%ä muSaeR% fP%il%et%  
 
iŸ%úA fk%ha kair%eb% nA; jAin% Çim%, Bul k'er% fd%eb% nAeko fC%eR%;  
tabu ÇhA, rAet%r iZ%iZ%er% fB%jA à raXIn tuelAr bael%er%  
fkomal ÇXul id%ey% fd%iK% Çim% cuep% fn%eR%-ec%eR%,  
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Bird 
 

Exhausted, you remain fast asleep.  To whom, 

Therefore, can I, in this moonlit night, make known  

My feelings, the source of this utter wonderment of mine,  

Come from the stars?  You are not awake.  

 

Upon my breast there weighs this bird.  

Bird? or cricket? bird? or lightning bug?  

Brown-gold-blue down, down hidden in more down.  

He came on such a winter's night alone  

 

From some still grass,   

From paddy sheaves sometime, somewhere,  

From an egg of silk he went and caught  

The shivers, this shivering chill.  

 

In moonlight, in the winter's cold,  

Whom had he sought?  How far had he wished to fly?  

Had deserted fields of stubble pained   

Him so?  But where in the world is there no sorrow?  

 

No, no, the look upon his face was that of dreams, of courage.  

He'd not known pain, but put his faith in  

Splendid life.  

Down, and beak, and feathers—these were his pride.  

 

In moonlight, in the winter's cold,  

He, after all, was obliged to come into my hard hands.  

With death abundant all around, why do I balk at granting it  

To you?  Am I too not a bird, nestled in hard, unseen hands?  And no one,  

 

Distraught, will think twice about discarding me: I know I won't by some mistake  

Be spared.  Yet, as I gently finger this colored cotton ball  

Wet with evening dew, I see, as I quietly examine it,  
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fsonAil% Ö∫l fcoeK% fkon` àk Bay fY%n fG%er%  
 
tabu tAr; àÉ pAiK%_àtaTuku_tabu sab iZ%eK%eC% fs%_à àk ib%ìay  
s&iÛT%r kIeT%raä buek% àÉ bÄaõA Bay;  
ÇZA nay_sAú nay_f„%m ïa·a nay  
cAir%id%ek% ib%e∞C%ed%r èGAN fl%eg% ray  
 
p&iõ%bIet%; àÉ f§%Z ÉhAed%ero buek%r iB%tar;  
ÉhAed%ero; Åjaîa gaBIr raMa pAlaek%r 'par  
taeb% fk%na?  fk%na à fsonAil% fcoK ̂Kuej%iC%la fjÄoöëAr sAgar?  
ÇbAr ̂Kuij%et% fg%la fk%na dUr s&ÛTa carAcar|  
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Fear seems to flood those golden,  

 

Glistening eyes.  This bird, so small—yet he had learned it all.  What a wonder—  

That fear and pain are present in the hearts even of creation's smallest creatures.  

Not hope, not longing, neither love nor dreams,  

But all about in this world hangs the stench  

 

Of separation.  Such sorrow is in their hearts too,  

Theirs, too.  It weighs upon that richly colored plumage.  

But why?  Why had these golden eyes searched moonlight's ocean,  

Only to leave, to seek out some far-off universe?  
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Zakun 
 
mAó fõ%ek% mAeó%-mAeó%_sama˙a dupur B'er% àiZ%yAr ÇkAeZ%-ÇkAeZ%  
Zakuen%rA cair%et%eC%; mAnuS fd%eK%eC% hAT ̂GAT bai˙%; in%˙aÊa „A»ar  
Zakuen%r; fY%KAen% mAeó%r d&ô nIrabatA ̂dARAey%eC% ÇkAeZ%r pAeZ%  
 
Çer%k ÇkAZ fY%na_fs%ÉKAen% Zakuen%rA àkabAr nAem% para¯par  
kaió%n fm%eG%r fõ%ek%; fY%na dUr Çelo fC%eR% úUÏa §A»a id%k`hai˙%gaN  
pa'eR% fg%eC%_p'aeR% fg%eC% p&iõ%bIet% àiZ%yAr fK%t mAó „A»aer%r 'par  
 
àÉ sab tÄa°a pAiK% kaey%k muhUéta Zuúu; ÇbAr kair%eC% ÇerohaN  
^ÇúAr ib%ZAl DAnA pAm gAeC%_pAhAeR%r iZ%eX%-iZ%eX% samue‹%r pAer%;  
àkabAr p&iõ%bIr fZoBA fd%eK%, fboÍAey%r sAgaer%r jAhAj kaKan  
 
ba«daer%r ÅŒakAer% iB%R kaer%, dÄAeK% tAÉ; àkabAr ië%Øa mAlAbAer%  
ÖeR% YAy_fkon` àk im%nAer%r ib%maéSa ik%nAr iG%er% Åen%k Zakun  
p&iõ%bIr pAiK%ed%r Buel% ig%ey% c'el% YAy fY%n fkon` m&tÄur äpAer%;  
 
fY%na fkon` Fb%taraNI ÅõabA à-jIbaen%r ib%e∞C%ed%r ib%Sa⋲ a fl%gun  
f^k%ed% äeó% . . . fc%ey% dÄAeK% kaKan gaBIr nIel% im%eZ% fg%eC% fs%É sab hUn|  
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Vultures  
 

Vultures sail the entire afternoon from field to field through  

Asia's skies.  They've watched mankind—his markets, haunts, and hovels.  

The still, outlying lands belong to them.  There, where the field's harsh  

 

Silence stands beside the sky like yet another sky, the vultures land together, 

Alighting from hard clouds, as though, smoky gray, the mythic  

Elephants that guard the compass points had fallen, tired, leaving distant lights.  All these  

 

Forsaken birds descend to earth upon Asia's fields for a few moments only- -  

Then mount once more their huge swart wings and fly to palm trees, horns of hills,  

An ocean's shore.  Gazing on the earth's grand beauty, they watch seafaring 

 

Ships crowd the dark of Bombay's harbor, then glide away to soothing  

Malabar, circle the sad corners of some minaret, those many vultures,  

Oblivious to birds of the world, then drift to some far shore of death.  

 

It's as if the Vaitarani river, or some morose lagoon separated from this life,  

Weeps, then stares to see when into deep blue fades that horde of feathered Huns.  
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paõa ̂hATA 
 
ik% àk ÉZArA fY%na maen% fr%eK% àkA àkA Zahaer%r paõa fõ%ek% paeõ%  
Åen%k f^h%eT%iC% Çim%; Åen%k fd%eK%iC% Çim% ¡Am-bAs sab ió%k cael%;  
tArapar paõ fC%eR% ZA»a haey% cael% YAy tAhAed%r Guem%r jagaet%:  
 
sArA rAt gÄAsalAÉT ÇpanAr kAj bueJ% BAelo kaer% ∏ael%|  
fk%Ö Bul kaer% nAeko_~ÉT bAiR% sAÉnaeboéDa jAnAlA kapAT CAd sab  
cup haey% GumAbAr „aeyojan fboú kaer% ÇkAeZ%r tael%|  
 
àkA àkA paõ f^h%eT% àed%r gaBIr ZAi»% h&daey% kaer%iC% ÅnuBab;  
taKan Åen%k rAt_taKan Åen%k tArA manuem%∆T im%nAer%r mAõA  
in%éjaen% iG%er%eC% àes%;_maen% hay fkoenoid%n àr fc%ey% sahaj saÈBab  
 
Çr ik%Cu fd%eK%iC% ik%: àkarAZ tArA-Çr-manuem%∆Ta-BarA kalakAtA?  
fcoK in%ec% fn%em% YAy_cuüT nIraeb% ∏ael%_bAtAes% Åen%k úuelo KaR;  
fcoõ buej% àkapAeZ% saer% YAÉ_gAC fõ%ek% Åen%k bAdAmI jIéNa pAtA  
 
ÖeR% fg%eC%; fb%ib%laen% àkA àkA àmanaÉ f^h%eT%iC% Çim% rAet%r iB%tar  
fk%na fY%n; Çejo Çim% jAin%nAeko hAjAr hAjAr bÄa˙a baCaer%r par|  
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Walking  
 
As if beckoned by a memory, alone I walked many a sidewalk  

Of this city.  I often watched bus and tram plying their designated ways,  

And then at last to leave their route and calmly enter into a world of sleep.  

 

The whole night through, gaslights perform their tasks, burning brightly.  

None errs: bricks, buildings, billboards, windows, doors, roofs,  

All silently perceived their need for sleep beneath the sky.  

 

As I walked alone I sensed a peace profound within their hearts.  

It was late then, the many lonely stars surrounding  

Monument and minaret, and I wondered had I ever seen anything  

 

So natural, uncomplicated as that monument- and star-filled Calcutta?  

I glance down: cigar burning silently, a gust of wind full of chaff and dust.  

I shut my eyes, stand aside.  Withered leaves, all brown, are blown  

 

From trees.  In Babylon just so I walked alone at night for some such  

Reason.  Why, I have no idea today, thousands of hectic years later.  
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PuTapAeõ% 
 
Åen%k rAt haey%eC%_Åen%k gaBIr rAt haey%eC%;  
kalakAtAr PuTapAõ fõ%ek% PuTapAeõ%_PuTapAõ fõ%ek% PuTapAeõ%_  
kaey%kaiT% Çid%m saiép%NI sehodarAr maeto àÉ-eY% ¡ÄAem%r lAÉn CaiR%ey% ÇeC%  
pAey%r tael%, sama˙a ZarIer%r rae°% àed%r ib%SA°a ib%ïAd ¯paéZa ÅnuBab k'er% ̂hATaiC% Çim%|  
guiR%-guiR% b&iÛT% paRaeC%_fk%man fY%n óAƒA bAtAs;  
fkona dUr sabuj GAes%r fd%Z nadI fjonAik%r kaõA maen% paeR% ÇmAr,_  
tArA fkoõAy?  
tArA ik% hAir%ey% fg%eC%?  
pAey%r tael% il%kail%ek% ¡ÄAem%r lAÉn,_mAõAr äpaer% ÅsaMaKÄa jaiT%la tAer%r jAl  
ZAsan kaer%eC% ÇmAek%|  
guiR%-guiR% b&iÛT% paRaeC%, fk%man fY%n óAƒA bAtAs;  
àÉ óAƒA bAtAes%r mueK% àÉ kalakAtAr Zahaer% àÉ gaBIr rAet% fkoeno nIl iZ%rAr bAsAek% 

^kApaet% fd%Kaeb% nA tuim%;  
jalapAÉey%r paÔaeb% Gum fB%eX% fg%elo b'el% fkoeno GuGu tAr fkomal nIlAB BAXA Guem%r 

ÇïAd ftomAek% jAnAet% Çsaeb% nA|  
halud f^p%ep%r pAtAek% àkaTA ÇcamakA pAiK% b'el% Bul haeb% nA ftomAr,  
s&iÛT%ek% gahan kuyAZA b'el% buJaet% fp%er% fcoK in%ib%R h'ey% Öóaeb% nA ftomAr!  
p~ÄAcA tAr úUsar pAKA ÇmalakIr DAel% GaSaeb% nA àKAen%,  
ÇmalakIr ZAKA fõ%ek% nIl iZ%iZ%r J'er% paRaeb% nA,  
tAr sur na•a÷aek% laGu fjonAik%r maeto KaiZ%ey% Çnaeb% nA àKAen%,  
rAi÷%ek% nIlABatama k'er% tulaeb% nA!  
sabuj GAes%r iB%tar ÅsaMaKÄa fd%yAil% fpokA m'er% raey%eC% fd%Kaet% pAeb% nA tuim% àKAen%,  
p&iõ%bIek% m&ta sabuj su«dar fkomal àkaiT% fd%yAil% fpokAr maeto maen% haeb% nA ftomAr,  
jIbanaek% m&ta sabuj su«dar ZItal àkaiT% fd%yAil% fpokAr maeto maen% haeb% nA;  
p~ÄAcAra sur na•a÷aek% laGu fjonAik%r maeto KaiZ%ey% Çnaeb% nA àKAen%,  
iZ%iZ%er%r sur na•a÷aek% laGu fjonAik%r maeto KaiZ%ey% Çnaeb% nA,  
s&iÛT%ek% gahan kuyAZA b'el% buJaet% fp%er% fcoK in%ib%R h'ey% Öóaeb% nA ftomAr|  
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On City Sidewalks 
 
It is late—so very late at night.  

From one Calcutta sidewalk to another, from sidewalk to sidewalk,  

As I walk along, my life's blood feels the vapid, venomous touch  

Of tram tracks stretched out beneath my feet like a pair of primordial serpent sisters.  

A soft rain is falling, the wind slightly chilling.  

Of what far land of green grass, rivers, fireflies am I thinking?  

Where are the stars?  

Have those stars been lost?  

Beneath my feet the slender tram track—above my head a mesh of tangled wires  

Chastises me.  

A soft rain falls, and the wind seems lightly chilling;  

But you'll not see a single mallard's nest quiver in the face of this cold Calcutta wind so very late 

at night.  

No dove will come to tell you of its broken sleep's soft bluish flavor, broken by olive leaves.  

You'll not mistake a yellowed papaya leaf for an unexpected bird,  

Nor will your eyes grow large with recognition as you comprehend creation as thick fog.  

Nor will an owl rub her gray wings on an amlaki branch here, 

Nor from that limb will sapphire dewdrops fall, 

Nor will her call bring forth here stars like subtle fireflies, 

Nor make the nighttime even bluer. 

You'll not see here green grass strewn with countless dead dewali bugs,  

Nor will the world here seem to you a soft and green and gorgeous dead dewali bug,  

Nor life itself a cold yet gorgeous, dead, green bug.  

The owl's call will not here bring forth stars like subtle fireflies,  

Nor will the call of dewdrops bring forth stars like subtle fireflies,  

Nor will your eyes grow large with recognition as you comprehend creation as thick fog.  
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ir%¯TäyAc  
 
kAmAen%r f•oeB% cUéNa haey%  
Çj rAet% fò%r fm%ú ih%m h'ey% ÇeC% id%ek%-id%ek%|  
pAhAeR%r in%ec%_tAhAed%r kAü-kAü maiN%baeŒ% GaiR%  
samaey%r ̂kATA hayaeto bA úIer%-úIer% GurAet%eC%;  
^cAed%r Çelor in%ec% àÉ sab Å⁄ut „aharI  
ik%Cu•aN kaõA kaeb%;_  
h&dayaYaeÀ%ra fY%na „Ita ÇkA¨•Ar maeto n'eR%,  
samu∫ al na•ae÷%r Çelo ig%el%|  
jalapAÉpaÔaeb%r tael% JarA ib%«du-ib%«du iZ%iZ%er%r rAiZ%  
dUr samue‹%r ZaÂa  
ZAdA cAdaer%r maeto_janahIn_bAtAes%r ›ain%  
du-àk muhUéta Çero ÉhAed%r gaiR%eb% jIbanI|  
i˙%im%ta_i˙%im%ta Çero k'er% id%ey% úIer%  
ÉhArA Öió%eb% fj%eg% ÅPura»a frOe‹%r Åna»a it%im%er%|  
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Wristwatches  
 
Reduced to rubble by the cannon's quake  

Tonight many a sacrificial offering lies strewn about, cold.  

Below a mountain—wristwatches on some of them  

Whose hands of time perhaps yet slowly circle.  

Beneath the moon's glow all these strange timekeepers  

Will talk for a while—  

And tripping as if with the gladdened urges of their mechanical hearts,  

Will sip bright starlight.  

Puddles of dewdrops fallen from olive leaves,  

Sounds of a distant sea,  

The wailing of wind—desolate, like a white sheet,  

Their life's story will tick on a few moments more.  

Dim, and growing ever dimmer,  

They will wake to endless darkness of inexhaustible sunlight.  
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iB%iK%rI 
 
àkaiT% payasA Çim% fp%ey% fg%iC% Çih%rIeTolAy,  
àkaiT% payasA Çim% fp%ey% fg%iC% bAduRabAgAen%,  
%àkaiT% payasA Yaid% pAäyA YAy Çero_  
%taeb% Çim% f^h%eT% c'el% YAebo mAen%-mAen%|  
%_b'el% fs% bARAey% id%elo ÅŒakAer% hAt|  
ÇgAegoRA ZarIraTA in%ey% àk kAnA fY%na buen% fY%et% fc%ey%iC%elo ̂tAt;  
tabuä tA nuelo ̂ZAKArIr hAet% haey%eC% karAt|  
 
àkaiT% payasA Çim% fp%ey% fg%iC% mAóaekoTA Guer%,  
àkaiT% payasA Çim% fp%ey% fg%iC% pAõuir%yAGATA,  
%àkaiT% payasA Yaid% pAäyA YAy Çero_  
%tA h'el% ̂fò%ik%r cAl haeb% kael% ̂CATA|  
%_b'el% fs% bARAey% id%elo gÄAsalAÉeT% muK|  
iB%eR%r iB%taer% tabu_hÄAir%san froeD%_Çero gaBIr ÅsuK,  
àk p&iõ%bIr Bul; iB%iK%rIr Buel%: àk p&iõ%bIr Bulacuk|  
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Beggar 
 
I got one pice at Ahiritola,  

I got one pice at Badur Bagan.  

If I could just get one more, 

I'd walk away with dignity  

—he said, stretching out his hand in the dark.  

It was as if a blind man yearned with all his being to weave cloth, 

But his efforts become as the conch-shell craftsman's saw in crippled hands.  

 

I got one pice while roaming through the parks,  

I got one pice at Pathuria Ghata.  

If I could just get one more, 

I'd have some rice husked  

—he said, extending his neck till the light from the gas lamp fell upon his face.  

But in the crowd—on Harrison Road—was a deeper sadness.  

A world's mistake: a beggar ignored.  A failure of the world.  



Scent of Sunlight 72  

poetry by Jibanananda Das 

in%ra≠uZ 
 
mAlay samu‹a pAer% fs% àk ba«dar ÇeC% fç%tAiÆ%nIed%r|  
Yaid%ä samu‹a Çim% p&iõ%bIet% fd%eK% fg%iC% fò%r:  
nIlAB jael%r froed% kuyAlAluÈpur, jABA, sumA÷A ä Ée«docIn, bAil%  
Åen%k Guer%iC% Çim%_tArapar àKAen% bAdAmI malayAlI  
samue‹%r nIl maüBUim% fd%eK% ̂kAed% sArAid%n|  
 
ZAdA-ZAdA fCoeTo Gar nAraek%laeK%et%r iB%taer%  
id%en%r fb%lAy Çero gAôa ZAdA fjonAik%r maeto JaraJaer%|  
fç%tAÆadaÈpait% sab fs%ÉKAen% sAmui‹%k ̂kAkaRAr maeto  
samay fpohAey% YAy, malayAlI Bay pAy ËAi»%baZata,  
samue‹%r nIl maüBUim% fd%eK% ̂kAed% sArAid%n|  
 
bAiN%jÄabAyur gaeÓ% àkaid%n ZatAÂIr fZ%eS%  
ÅBÄu“An Zuü h'elo àÉKAen% nIl samue‹%r kaiT%ed%eZ%;  
bAiN%jÄabAyur haeéS% fkoeno àkaid%n,  
cAir%id%ek% pAmagAC_fGolA mad_fb%ZÄAlay_f^s%eko_fk%erois%n  
samue‹%r nIl maüBUim% fd%eK% froeK% sArAid%n|  
 
sArAid%n dUr fõ%ek% f^úoyA frOe‹% ir%raMasAy fs% Önapa¥AZ  
bAtAs tabuä bay_ÖdIcIr ib%kIéNa bAtAs;  
nAraek%laku∂abaen% ZAdA-ZAdA Garaguelo óAƒA k'er% rAeK%;  
lAl ̂kAkaer%r paõ_rai°%m ig%éjAr muƒa fd%KA YAy sabuej%r ̂PAek%:  
samue‹%r nIl maüBUim% fd%eK% nIil%mAy lIn|  
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Inevitable 
 
On the coast of the Western Ghats there's a harbor, the domain of white women.  

Though I've seen much of oceans all about this world:  

Through sunlight on bluish waters, Kualalumpur, Java, Bali, Sumatra and Indo-China,  

Far I have ventured—but, right here, the brown Malayali  

Gazes out upon the indigo desert of the sea and cries the whole day long.  

 

Little white cabins in a field of coconut palms,  

More intensely white in the light of day, neat and clean like fireflies.  

All the white-skinned couples go there and bask in time  

Like just so many sea crabs, but the Malayali, falsely cowed,  

Gazes out upon the indigo desert of the sea and cries the whole day long. 

 

According to trade-wind tales, one day at century's end  

An insurrection arose here, on the hip of the indigo sea.  

One day, to the delight of those trade winds,  

In all directions, palm trees—cloudy booze—brothels—arsenic—kerosene 

Gaze out upon the indigo desert of the sea and resist the whole day long. 

 

The whole day long from afar, through sunshine, through debauchery, those nine and forty  

Winds blow smoke away—dispersing winds, winds from the north,  

Which leave chill the whitewashed cabins in that coconut grove.  

Red gravel paths—a blood-red church spire seen through breaks in amongst the green: 

They gaze out upon the indigo desert of the sea, then merge into blue skies.  
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ÇbaCAyA 
 
fBoer%r fb%lAy Çj àkaiT% kaió%n ÅbasAd  
ib%ek%l fb%lAyaä Çj àkaiT% kaió%n  
ib%Sa⋲tA fl%eg% ÇeC% p&iõ%bIr buek%|  
àkaiT% k&SAN àes% duey% duey% fYog k'er% it%n  
il%eK% YAy sArAid%n mAeó%r iB%taer%|  
fkoõAä Pasal fn%É tAr|  
óAƒA ka≠Ael%r kAeC% sArArAt  
guiR%suiR% fm%er% Zuey% õAek%;  
ik%CuÉ kaer% nA ÅïIkAra|  
 
  -2-  
in%mIla jael%r fò%Öey% nadI c'el% YAy|  
jal CARA ik%Cu fn%É tAr|  
kaKan sakAl fb%lA ib%ek%l haey%eC%  
ÇmAed%r fc%nA ZatAÂIä c'el% fg%eC%|  
c'el%eC% fs% jalapAyarAr nIR ̂Kuej%|  
nadIr ik%nAer%  
bAdAmI mAiT%r paer% J'er% paeR% pAtA|  
àÉ sab sAdA sAúAraN ib%ça˙atA|  
ÇmAero ÇÆuel% pa'eR% fõ%em% õAek%_Yataid%n ÇeC%_  
àkaiT% halud pAtA|  in%kaeT%r gAeC%  
fkoõAä fkoik%l ih%m ZUnÄatAr pAen% gAn gAy,  
pAiK%iT%r BayAbaha àkAègatAr tulanAy  
fk%bail% samayA»ar àes% paeR% saBÄa p&iõ%bIet%;  
bAr bAr ÅparAeΩ%r m&tÄu hay|  
jAen% nA ik% ba˙u in%ey% t&‡a haet% haeb%  
purAtan KasaRAy_ÅõabA ib%‚aeb%|  
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Shadows  
 

Today at dawn acute exhaustion.  

In the afternoon, too, today acute  

Melancholy weighs upon the bosom of the earth.  

All day a peasant adds together two and two 

And in his field comes up with three.  

He has nothing anywhere to harvest.  

The whole night long he lies cowering  

Beside chilled skeletons.  

Not a thing does he reject.  

%% 
  -2-  

A river flows in choppy waves.  

It has nothing but its water.  

Morning turned to afternoon at some point  

And, too, the century we knew passed away.  

It probes for swallow's nests.  

On the river bank  

Upon its brown mud leaves fall.  

All this is common simple certainty.  

On my finger, too—for as long as there is—  

A yellow leaf alights.  Somewhere in a nearby tree  

A kokil sings at cold emptiness,  

And comparable to that bird's frightful single-mindedness  

Is the surety of times changing in the civilized world.  

Afternoons die again and again.  

He knows not by what substance he is to be satisfied:  

By old rough drafts—or by revolution.  
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fK%et% „A»aer% 
 
fò%r saÏAeT%r rAejÄ% bAs k'er% jIb  
ÅbaeZ%eS% àkaid%n fd%eK%eC% du-it%n úanu dUer%  
fkoõAä saÏAT fn%É, tabuä ib%‚aba fn%É, cASA  
balaed%r in%HaZaÂatA fK%et%r dupuer%|  
bAMalAr „A»aer%r ÅparAΩa àes%  
nadIr KAiR%et% im%eZ% úIer%  
fb%ib%lan laƒaen%r jaœa, m&tÄu h'el%_  
tabuä raey%eC% ip%Cu iP%er%|  
ib%ek%l àman b'el% àkaiT% kAim%n àÉKAen%  
fd%KA id%et% àelo tAr kAim%nIr kAeC%;  
mAnaeb%r maraeN%r paer% tAr maim%r gahvar  
àk mAÉl frOe‹% pa'eR% ÇeC%|  
 
%%   -2-  
ÇbAr ib%ek%laeb%lA in%eB% YAy nadIr KAiR%et%;  
àkaiT% k&Saka Zuúu fK%et%r iB%taer%  
tAr balaed%r sAeõ% sArAid%n kAj k'er% fg%eC%;  
ZatAÂI tI¶ ha'ey% paeR%|  
sama˙a gAeC%r dIéGa CAyA  
bAMalAr „A»aer% paeR%eC%;  
à-id%ek%r id%namAn_à-Yueg%r maeto fZ%S ha'ey% fg%eC%,  
nA fj%en% k&Sak fcot-eboeZ%eK%r saŒÄAr ib%laÍaen% pa'eR%  
fc%ey% fd%eK% fõ%em% ÇeC% tabuä ib%kAl;  
Öin%ZaeZo fb%yAiÔ%Z b'el% maen% hay  
tabuä ik% Öin%ZaeZo fb%yAiÔ%Z sAl|  

 
%%   -3-  
fkoõAä ZAi»%r kaõA fn%É tAr, Ö◊Ii‡%ä fn%É;  
àkaid%n m&tÄu haeb%, jaœa haey%eC%;  
sUéYa Ödaey%r sAeõ% àes%iC%elo fK%et%;  
sUéYAe˙%r sAeõ% c'el% fg%eC%|  
sUéYa Öóaeb% fj%en% iê%r h'ey% GumAey% raey%eC%|  
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In Fields Fertile and Fallow  
 
A simple creature had lived in many an emperor's realm  

When finally one day he gazed four or five yards ahead  

And saw no emperor anywhere, but still no revolution,  

Only the silence of a peasant and his bullock in the noonday field.  

As afternoon in Bengal's fallow fields edged forward  

Blending gradually with the rivers' estuaries  

While Babylon and London rose and fell—  

Yet he kept his back turned.  

The late afternoon was such that laborer 

With ladylove arrived.  

When man dies his mummy's tomb sprawls out  

In a mile of sunlight.  

 

   -2-  

Once again afternoon fades into estuaries.  

The whole day a single peasant worked  

The field with his bullock.  

This century turns shrill.  

Long shadows cast by trees   

Stretch over Bengal's barren tracts of land.  

Daylight hours here—and for this era—are over now.  

And the peasant, unawares, caught in the remnants of March-April twilight  

Yet stands steadfast, gazing back at afternoon;  

Nineteen forty-two, it seems.  

But is it really nineteen forty-two?  

 

   -3-  

He holds no hope of peace nor passion anywhere.  

He was born; he will die one day.  

He had come to the field with the rising sun.  

With sunset he departed.  

He slept soundly, for he knew the sun would rise again.  
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%Çj rAet% iZ%iZ%er%r jal  
„AEg%it%hAis%k ì&it% in%ey% fK%lA kaer%;  
%k&SAeN%r ib%baéNa lAXal,  
PAel% äpaRAeno sab ÅŒakAr iò%ib%,  
fpoyATAk mAÉel%r matan jagaö  
sArAid%n Å»ahIn kAj k'er% in%üökIéNa mAeó%  
p'aeR% ÇeC% saö ik% Åsaö|  
 
%%   -4-  
Åen%k rae°%r ›aek% ÅŒa h'ey% tArapar jIb  
àÉKAen% tabuä pAyain% fkoeno ÷AN;  
%Eb%ZAeK%r mAeó%r PATael%  
%àKAen% p&iõ%bI ÅsamAn|  
%Çr fkoeno „ait%èZuit% fn%É|  
fk%bal KaeR%ra ˙Upa pa'eR% ÇeC% duÉ-it%na mAÉla,  
tabu tA fsonAra maeto naya; 
fk%bal kAe˙%r ZaÂa p&iõ%bIr kAmAnaek% Buel%  
%kaüN, in%rIha, in%rAèZay|  
%Çr fkoeno „ait%èZuit% fn%É|  
jalaip%ip% c'el% fg%el% ib%ek%el%r nadI kAn fp%et%  
%in%ej%r jael%r sur fZoen%;  
%jIbANur fõ%ek% Çj k&Sak, mAnuS  
%fj%eg%eC% ik% fh%tuhIn saMa„asAraeN%_  
%ËAi»%ib%lAes% nIl Ç∞CaÕa sAgaer%?  
Fc%tÄa, £uZ, nAÉi∆T%ièõ% ä fsoiB%ey%T èZuit% „ait%èZuit%  
YugAe»%r Éit%hAs, Åéõa id%ey% kUlahIn fs%É mahAsAgaer%r „AN  
ic%en%-ic%en% hayaeto bA naic%ek%tA „aec%tAr fc%ey% Åin%em%eS%  
%„aõam ä Åi»%m mAnueS%r i„%ya „ait%mAn  
%h'ey% YAy ïABAib%k janamAnaeb%r sUéYAeloek%|  
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That night dew played  

With memories primeval.  

The wan plough of a peasant,  

All those rich dark clods overturned by plowshares,  

A world about a quarter mile in length  

He worked constantly all the day and now lies  

On an unturned plot, true or false? 

 

   -4-  

Blinded by the brilliance of a bloody flood, this simple creature  

Finds no relief as yet.  

Here the earth is rugged  

With its cracks and fissures of an April field.  

There are no more promises.  

Mere stacks of straw extending for two, three miles,  

And even then, not like gold.  

Only the sound of sickles drowns out the world's cannons,  

Pathetic, meek, homeless.  

There are no more promises.  

While water birds scurry to and fro, the river of the afternoon listens earnestly  

To the tune of its own waters.  

Has the cultivator, human being of today, arisen from an amoeba  

Through some purposeless expansion 

From a comedy of errors in a sea overspread with blue?  

Buddhist shrines, the cross, ninety-three, Soviet myths and promises  

Are all histories of eras ending.  Life amid the shoreless mega ocean  

Perhaps was fully cognizant of this, and Naciketa, more than Praceta,  

Instantly became the favored model  

For the first and final man in common mankind's light of sun.  
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àÉ ik% is%Œur hAäyA 
 
àÉ ik% is%Œur hAäyA?_frod Çelo banAnIr buek%r bAtAs  
% fkoõAy gaBIr fõ%ek% Çes%!  
ÅgaNan pAKI ÖeR% c'el% fg%el% tabu nIlAkAZ  
% kaõA bael% in%ej%r bAtAes%|  
 

rAXA fm%G_Çid% sUéYa_ïABAib%k sAmAij%k bÄabahAr sab  

% Puir%ey% ig%ey%eC% kata dUer%|  
fs% Åen%k mAnabIya kAl fB%eX% àKan ib%‚ab  
% natun mAnab_Öösa fkoõAä raey%eC% àÉ suer%  
 
YAYAbar Éit%hAsasaha paõ ic%en% in%et% cAy|  
% Åen%k PÄAk`Tair% fPoéT bÄA≠Aer%ero Ç’aêa maen%r  
ÇmAr iB%taer% ÅmA rajanIr BUkaÈpaen% kaõA b'el% YAy:  

%Çelo fn%É, tabu tAr ÅiB%gamaen%r|  
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What Sort of Sea Breeze Is This  
 
What sort of sea breeze is this?—heat of sun, light, wind off forest's chest  

From where deep down does it come!  

Though countless birds have flown away, still the blue sky  

Speaks through winds all its own.  

 

Reddish clouds—primordial sun—natural ways of social interaction  

Have all been spent, expended utterly.  

Tearing down much of human time, it now is revolution  

A new mankind—whose genesis lies somewhere in this melody  

 

Wants to find the path amenable to ever shifting history.  

It speaks through earthquakes of a moonless night, in me 

In many factories and forts, even bankers' inner thoughts:  

There is no light, still then there's something of its coming. 
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Å⁄ut ̂ÇúAr àk 
 
Å⁄ut ̂ÇúAr àk àes%eC% à-p&iõ%bIet% Çj,  
YArA ÅŒa sabaec%ey% fb%iZ% Çj fcoeK% dÄAeK% tArA;  
YAed%r h&daey% fkoeno f„%m fn%É_„Iit% fn%É_kaüNAr ÇeloRan fn%É  
p&iõ%bI Åcal Çj tAed%r suparAmaéZa CARA|  
YAed%r gaBIr ÇêA ÇeC% Çejo mAnueS%r „ait%  
àKaeno YAed%r kAeC% ïABAib%k b'el% maen% hay  
mahaö satÄa bA rIit%, ik%MabA iZ%Óa ÅõabA sAúanA  
Zakun ä fZ%yAel%r KAdÄa Çj tAed%r h&day|  
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A Strange Darkness  
 
A strange darkness has come upon the world today.  

They who are most blind now see, 

Those whose hearts lack love, lack warmth, lack pity's stirrings,  

Without their fine advice, the world today dare not make a move.  

They who yet possess an abiding faith in man,  

To whom still now high truths or age-old customs,  

Or industry or austere effort all seem natural,  

Their hearts are victuals for the vulture and the jackal.  
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ûpasI bAMlA—#1 

 
ÇbAr Çis%ba iP%er% úAnais%iR%iT%r tIer%_àÉ bAMalAy 
hayaeto mAnuS nay_hayaeto bA Za¨Kaic%l ZAil%eK%r fb%eZ%;  
hayaeto fBoer%r kAk h'ey% àÉ kAiét%ek%r nabAeÕ%r fd%eZ%  
kuyAZAr buek% fB%es% àkaid%n Çis%ba à ̂kAóAl-CAyAy;  
hayaeto bA ̂hAs haebo_ik%eZorIr_GuXur raih%eb% lAl pAya,  
sArA id%n fk%eT% YAeb% kal`mIr gaŒa BarA jael% fB%es%-eB%es%;  
ÇbAr Çis%b Çim% bAMalAr nadI mAóa f•%ta BAeloeb%es%  
jalAÆIr fò%Öey% fB%jA bAMalAr à sabuj kaüN DAXAy;  
 
hayaeto fd%iK%eb% fc%ey% sudaéZan ÖiR%et%eC% saŒÄAr bAtAes%;  
hayaeto Zuin%eb% àk laßIe^p%cA DAik%et%eC% iZ%muel%r DAel%;  
hayaeto KaÉey%r úAn CaRAet%eC% iZ%Zu àk ÖóAen%r GAes%;  
ûp`sAr fGolA jael% hayaeto ik%eZor àk ZAdA f^C%RA pAel%  
iD%XA bAy;_rAXA fm%G ̂sAtarAey% ÅŒakAer% Çis%et%eC% nIeR%  
fd%iK%eb% úabal bak: ÇmAer%É pAeb% tuim% ÉhAed%r iB%eR%_  
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  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#1) 
 
Again I shall return to the Dhansiri's banks, to this Bengal,  

Not as a man, perhaps, but as a shalik bird, or a white hawk.  

As, perhaps, a crow of dawn in this land of autumn's new rice harvest,  

I'll float upon the breast of fog one day in the shade of a jackfruit tree.  

Or I'll be the pet duck of some teenaged girl — ankle bells upon her reddened feet —  

I'll spend the whole day floating on duckweed-scented waters.  

Once again I'll come, smitten by Bengal's rivers, fields, to this  

Green and kindly land of Bengal, moistened by the waves of the Jalangi.  

 

Perhaps you'll gaze at buzzards soaring, borne upon sunset breezes,  

Perhaps you'll hear a spotted owl screeching from a shimul tree branch,  

Perhaps a child is strewing puffed rice on the grass of some home's inner courtyard.  

Upon the Rupsa river's murky waters a youth perhaps steers his dinghy with  

Its torn white sail—reddish clouds scud by, and through the darkness, swimming  

To their nest, you'll spot white herons.  Amidst their crowd is where you'll find me.  
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poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#2 
 
bAMalAr muK Çim% fd%iK%yAiC%, tAÉ Çim% p&iõ%bIr ûp 
^Kuij%et% YAÉ nA Çr: ÅŒakAer% fj%eg% Öeó% Dumuer%r gAeC%  
fc%ey% fd%iK% CAtAr matan baeRo pAtAiT%r in%ec% b'es% ÇeC%  
fBoer%r daey%lapAiK%_cAir%id%ek% fc%ey% fd%iK% paÔaeb%r ˙Up  
jAm_baT_̂kAóAel%r_ih%jael%r_ÅZaeõ%r k'er% ÇeC% cup;  
PaNImanasAr fJoep% ZaiT%baen% tAhAed%r CAyA paiR%yAeC%;  
maúukar iD%XA fõ%ek% nA jAin% fs% kaeb% ̂cAd caÈpAr kAeC%  
àmanaÉ ih%jal_baT_tamAel%r nIl CAyA bAMalAr Åpaûp ûp  
 
fd%eK%iC%elo; fb%hulAä àkaid%n gAXueR%r jael% fB%lA in%ey%_  
k&ˆA ŸAdaZIr fjÄoöëA YaKan mair%yA fg%eC% nadIr caRAy_  
fsonAlI úAen%r pAeZ% ÅsaMaKÄa Åça“a baT fd%eK%iC%elo, hAy,  
ZÄAmAr naram gAn Zuen%iC%la,_àkid%n ÅmarAy ig%ey%  
iC%Õa Ka∂anAr maeto YaKan fs% fn%ec%iC%la Ée«‹%r saBAy  
bAMalAr nadI mAó ̂BATaPul GuXuer%r maeto tAr ̂fk%ed%iC%elo pAya|  



 87 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#2) 
 
I have gazed at Bengal's face, and hence the world's beauty 

I no longer go to seek.  In the darkness I awake and glimpse 

Upon a fig tree, sitting underneath a big umbrella-looking leaf, 

The early morning magpie robin.  I notice all around me piles of leaves 

Of jam and banyan, of jackfruit, hijal, and ashvattha, lying still;  

Their shade falls on the cactus clump, on the shati copse. 

I know not when near Champa, Chand, from his boat, the Honeybee, 

Had seen Bengal's exquisite beauty, those selfsame azure shadows cast by  

 

Hijal, banyan, tamal trees.  Behula, too, upon a raft out on the Gangur river, 

When the sliver of a waning moon had died away atop some sandy shoal, 

Had seen countless banyan and ashvattha, by the golden paddy fields, 

Heard the shyama songbird's gentle tune, and once had gone to Amara, where  

When she danced her clip-winged-wagtail-bird-like dance at Indra's court,  

Bengal's rivers, fields, bhant blossoms wept like ankle bells around her feet.   
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poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#3 
 
ÇkAeZ% sAtaiT% tArA YaKana Öeó%eC% PueT% Çim% àÉ GAes%  
ba'es% õAik%; kAmarAXA-lAla fm%Ga fY%na m&ta main%yAra maeto  
gaÆAsAgaer%ra fò%Öey% Dueb% fg%eC_Çis%yAeC% ZA»a Ånugata  
bAMalAra nIla saŒÄA_fk%ZabatI kanÄA fY%na àes%eC% ÇkAeZ%:  
ÇmAra fcoeK%ra 'paer% ÇmAra mueK%ra 'paer% cula tAra BAes%;  
p&iõ%bIra fkoeno paõa à kanÄAer% fd%eK% in%eko_fd%iK% nAÉ Åta  
Åjaîa cuel%ra cumA ih%jael% ̂kAóAel% jAem% Jaer%% Åib%rata,  
jAin% nAÉ àta ië%Øa gaŒa Jaer% ûpasIra cuel%r ib%nÄAes%  
 
p&iõ%bIra fkoeno paeõ%: narama úAen%ra gaŒa_kal`mIra èGANa  
^hAes%ra pAlaka, Zara, pukuer%ra jala, ~cAdA sara^puiT%ed%ra   
m&du èGANa, ik%eZorIra cAla-fúoyA iB%ej% hAta_ZIta hAtaKAna,  
ik%eZoer%ra p%Aey-dalA muõAGAs,_lAla-lAla baeT%ra Pael%ra  
bÄaiõ%ta gaeŒ%ra §A»a nIrabatA_àir% mAeJ% bAMalAra „AN:  
ÇkAeZ% sAtaiT% tArA YaKana Öeó%eC% PueT% Çim% pAÉ fT%ra|  



 89 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#3) 
 
I remained sitting on this very grass as seven stars appeared in 

The sky.  Clouds, kamranga red, sank like lifeless muniya birds  

In Gangasagar's waves, where the Ganges meets the bay.  Then came  

Bengal's calm, compliant, bluish eve—like a maid with flowing tresses, 

Come into the sky.  Her hair floated on my eyes, swam across my face. 

No pathways through this world have ever seen this maid—nor had I ever seen 

A kiss of hair so rich and full, held so long, tumble onto hijal, jackfruit, jam. 

I know not whether such a redolence spills from pretty women's coifs 

 

Along the world's paths: the scent of tender paddy, of kalmi water weeds, 

Duck feathers, reeds, pond water, the subtle smells of punti fish and chanda fish, 

A young girl's moistened hand, wet from rinsing rice—that cold hand, 

The aromatic mutha grass tread upon by a young boy, the anguished scent of 

Tired silence from the banyan's crimson berries.  Within this beats Bengal's heart. 

When seven stars appeared in the sky, I sensed all that. 
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poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#4 

 
fY%id%na sair%yA YAba ftomAed%ra kACa fõ%ek_dUra kuyAZAya  
ca'el% YAba, fs%id%na maraNa àes% ÅŒakAer% ÇmAra ZarIra  
iB%•A ka'er% laey% YAeb%;_fs%id%na du'daƒa àÉ bAMalAra tIra_  
àÉ nIla bAMalAra tIer% Zuey% àkA àkA ik% BAib%ba, hAya;_  
fs%id%na ra'eb% nA fkoeno f•oBa maen_àÉ f^sodA GAes%ra úUlAya  
jIbana fY% kAiT%yAeC% bAMalAya_cAir%id%ek% bAXAlIra BIRa  
bahu id%na kIétana BAsAna gAna ûpakaõA YA÷A ̂pAcAlIra  
narama in%ib%Ra Cae«d% YArA Çejo èZAbaeN%ra jIbana fgoXAya,  
 
ÇmAer% id%ey%eC% t&i‡%; fkoeno id%na ûpahIna „abAes%ra paeõ%  
bAMalAra muKa Buel% ̂KAcAra iB%taer% naÛTa Zuek%ra matan  
kATAÉ in% id%na mAsa, fb%hulAra lahanAra maúura jagaet%  
tAed%ra pAey%ra úuelo-mAKA paeõ% ib%kAey% id%ey%iC% Çim% mana  
bAXAlI nArIra kAeC_cAla-fúoyA ië%Øa hAta, úAna-mAKA cula,  
hAet% tAra ZAiR%iT%ra ka˙A pARa;_̂DAZA Çma kAmarAXA kula| 



 91 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#4) 
 
The day I leave all of you to disappear into the foggy distance,  

That day death, cloaked in darkness, will have begged away  

My body.  That day for a fleeting moment on this Bengal's river bank, 

Reposing on this bank in blue Bengal, what shall I think, all alone? 

No regrets to trouble the heart that day, for after all, I've lived my life in 

Bengal, amidst her grassy dampness-scented dust, surrounded by Bengalis, 

Who still now pass their monsoon-freshened lives in the soft 

Thick rhythms of the kirtan, bhasan gan, rup-katha, pancali, and yatra.   

 

Such joy!  Never have I spent a month, not a single day away, forgetful of 

My Bengal's face, away, on paths through graceless foreign lands, 

like some caged, ruined parrot.  In this honeyed world of Behula and Lahana, 

On paths caressed by the dust of their feet, is where I've offered up my heart  

To Bengali womankind, smooth rice-steamed hands, winnowed paddy in her hair, 

In those hands, her sari's red border—green mangos, a kamranga, and a kul. 
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poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#5 

 
kata fBoer%_du'-pahaer%_saŒÄAya fd%iK% nIla Zupuir%ra bana  
bAtAes% ̂kAip%eC% úIer%;_̂KAcAra Zuek%ra maeto gAih%et%eC% gAna  
fkona àka rAjakanÄA_paraen% GAes%ra ZAiR%_kAelo cula úAna  
bAMalAra ZAil%úAn_ÇiX%nAya ÉhAed%ra kaer%eC% baraNa,  
h&daey% jael%ra gaŒa kanÄAra_Gum nAÉ, nAÉeko maraNa  
tAra Çra fkoenoid%na_pAlae≠% fs% fZoya nAeko, haya nAeko ÌAna,  
laßIe~p%cA ZÄAmA Çra ZAil%eK%ra gAen% tAer% jAig%et%eC% „ANa_  
sArAid%na_sArArAta buek% ka'er% ÇeC% tAra Zupuir%ra bana;  
 
sakAel% kAek%ra DAek% Çelo Çes%, fc%ey% fd%iK% kAelo ̂dARakAka  
sabuja jaÆala fC%ey% Zupuir%ra_èZIma»aä fd%eK%eC% àmana:  
YaKana mayUrapa¨KI fBoer%ra is%Œura fm%eG% haey%eC% ÅbAka,  
sudUra „abAsa fõ%ek% iP%er% àes% bAMalAra Zupuir%ra bana  
fd%iK%yAeC%_ÅkaìAö gAôa nIla; kaüNa kAek%ra §A»a DAka  
Zuin%yAeC%_fs% kata ZatAÂI Çeg% fD%ek%iC%la tAhArA YaKana|  



 93 Scent of Sunlight 

  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#5) 
 
At daybreak, midday, and in early evening I watch a stand of bluish betel palms 

Flutter gently, slowly in the breeze.  Like a caged parrot, some princess  

Sings.  She wears a sari made of grass.  Her black hair is the paddy, 

Bengal's autumn rice crop.  Cordially she welcomes them inside her courtyard. 

In that maiden's heart is the scent of water.  She does not sleep,  

Neither does she ever die.  She does not even lie upon a bed, nor does she wane. 

Lakshmi's owl, the shalik and the shyama bird, by their songs awake in her vital spirit. 

All day long, all night, she takes into her heart that stand of betel palms. 

 

In the morning, light comes at the crow's call.  I look and see black raven-crows 

Spread across the betel palms' green jungle.  Srimanta, too, saw as much  

When, made speechless by the peacock clouds at sea at dawn, he, 

From his sojourn in a distant land, returned and witnessed Bengal's betel groves --  

Unexpectedly a deep, an intense blue.  He heard the weary caw of doleful crows,  

When they, so many, many centuries ago, had likewise called. 
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poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#6 

 
Åça“a baeT%ra paeõ% Åen%ka haey%iC% Çim% ftomAed%ra sAõI;  
CaRAey%iC% KaÉ úAna bahuid%na ÖóAen%ra ZAil%eK%ra taer%;  
saŒÄAya pukura fõ%ek% ̂hAsaiT%er% in%ey% Çim% ftomAed%ra Gaer%  
ig%ey%iC% Åen%ka id%na,_fd%iK%yAiC% úUpa ∏Ala, úara saŒÄAbAit%  
fõoeR%ra matana ZAdA iB%ej% hAet%,_àKuin% Çis%eb% ik%nA rAit%  
ib%nuin% f^b%eú%Ca tAÉ_̂kAcaepokA iT%pa tuim% kapAel%ra 'paer%  
pair%yACa . . . tArapara GumAey%Ca: kal`kApARa ̂Çcalait% Jaer%  
pAen%ra bATAra 'paer%; fnonAra matan naÏa ZarIraiT% pAit%  
 
in%éjana pAlae≠% tuim% GumAey%Ca,_baÖkaõAkaäiT%ra CAnA  
nIla jAmaüla nIeR%_fjÄoöëAy_GumAey% raey%eC% fY%na, hAya,  
Çra rAi÷% mAtA-pAiK%iT%ra maeto CaRAey% raey%eC% tAra DAnA| . . .   
Çja Çim% §A»a fcoeK% bÄabah&ta jIbaen%ra úueloy ̂kATAy  
ca'el% fg%iC% bahu dUer%;_fd%Ka in%eko, fboJa in%eko, kara in%eko mAnA;  
ûpasI Zae¨K%ra fkOTA tuim% fY% fgo „ANahIna_pAen%ra bATAy|  
 

(1326-àra katakaguelo id%en%ra ìaraeN%) 
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  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#6) 
 
I was your companion, time and again, meandering among banyan, ashvattha trees. 

I strewed paddy and puffed rice many a day in the courtyards for the shalik birds. 

I plucked the duck from ponds at twilight, brought it to you on more than one 

Occasion.  I watched you light the incense, watched you hold the evening lamp 

In hands dewy and white like banana flower petals.  The night seemed about to fall, 

So you plaited your hair in one long braid, and you touched to your forehead  

A kanch beetle's wing of iridescent green.  Then you fell asleep, the embroidered border  

Of your sari draped over your betel box.  With a body soft as custard apples,  

 

Reposing on a lonely couch you slept, like a bou-katha-kao fledgling  

Nestled in some bluish jamrul tree in moonlight, you slept.  Ah, sleep! 

While night, like the mother bird herself, held its brooding wings outstretched. 

I today am bleary-eyed, have ventured far through brambles, through the dust  

Of a spent life.  Did you not see or understand or try to stop me?  You, dear one, 

Just a pretty conch-shell pillbox, heartless, tucked away inside that betel tin. 

 

(in remembrance of a time in 1919) 



Scent of Sunlight 96  

poetry by Jibanananda Das 

ûpasI bAMlA—#7  
 
mAnueS%ra bÄaõA Çim% fp%ey% fg%iC% p&iõ%bIra paeõ% àes%_hAis%ra ÇïAda  
fp%ey% fg%iC%; fd%eK%iC% ÇkAeZ% dUer% kaiR%ra matana ZAdA fm%eG%ra pAhAeR%  
sUeéY%ra rAXA fGoRA:  pai•%rAej%ra maeto kamalAraeX%ra pAKA JAeR%  
rAet%ra kuyAZA îC%eR%; fd%eK%iC% Zaer%ra baen% ZAdA rAja^hAsaed%ra sAúa  
Öeó%eC% Çnae«d% fj%eg%_nadIra fîoet%ra id%ek% bAtAes%ra matana ÅbAúa  
ca'el% fg%eC% kalaraeb%; fd%eK%iC% sabuja GAs_Yata dUra fcoKa fY%et% pAer%  
GAes%ra „akAZa Çim% fd%iK%yAiC% Åib%rala,_p&iõ%bIra §A»a fb%danAer%  
fò%ek% ÇeC%; fd%iK%yAiC% bAsamatI, kAZabana ÇkA¨•Ara ra°a, ÅparAúa  
 
muCAey% id%et%eC% fY%na bAra bAra_fkon` àk rahaesÄ%ra kuyAZAra fõ%ek%  
fY%KAen% jaeœ% nA fk%Ö, fY%KAen% maer% nA fk%Ö, fs%É kuhaek%ra fõ%ek% àes%  
rAXA froda, ZAil%úAna, GAsa, kAZa, marAel%rA bAra bAra rAiK%et%eC% fò%ek%  
ÇmAed%ra ü•a „aÒa, §A»a •uúA, ¯PuTa m&tÄu_ÇmAed%ra ib%iì%ta nIraba  
fr%eK% fd%ya_p&iõ%bIra paeõ% Çim% fk%eT%iC% ̂ÇcaRa fò%ra, ÅèZu fg%iC% fr%eK%:  
tabu â marAlIrA kAZa úAna froda GAsa àes% àes% mueC% fd%ya saba|  
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  trans. by C.B. Seely 

(Untitled, from the sonnet cycle Bengal the Beautiful—#7) 
 
On coming to this earth's paths, I've suffered human pain but also savored 

Laughter.  I've seen far off, there in the sky on a hill of chalk white clouds,  

The sun's red charger, like Pakshiraja, King of Birds, beating orange wings, as he  

Rips through nighttime's fog.  I've seen among the reeds the yearnings of white geese  

Come alive with joy—they float free like wind itself upon the river's current 

Cackling, clucking.  I've seen green grass, as far as eyes can travel I've seen 

Grass, made manifest profusely—covering, enveloping weary sorrows of  

This world.  I've seen basmati paddy, kash catkins swaying, as though erasing, time  

 

And time again, desire's blood, transgressions.  From some mysterious mist  

Wherein none is born and no one dies, from such a magical place emerge  

Scarlet sunlight, autumn rice, grass and kash, the geese who keep concealed 

Our crude questions, tired hungers, impending death, who leave intact our stunned 

Silence.  On this earth's paths I've often stumbled, shed some tears.  But  

Those geese, that kash, paddy, sunshine, grass come and come again, erasing all. 

 


