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Rereading ]zbanananda Das

by Azfar Hussain -

. Instrumental in shifting decisively the centre of gravity of Bengali poetry in the post-'

Tagorean period and in engineering what has come to be known as the modernist mﬂuemen't
in Bengali literature, Jibanananda Das was born on February 17, 1899 (Falgoon 6, 1305), and

died on October 14, 1954 at the age of 55. Today is the 96th birth-anniversary of the poet,
remembering whom The Thily St takes this opportunity to present the Jollowing piece which
aims r.1t rereaﬂmq Das’s poetry. .

IVEN Ihr eNOrmous
G scale and space ol his

poetic experiences vul-
nerable to an almost infinite
number of interpretations, it is
virtually impossible o
characterize Jibanananda Das
in terms of mere epithets and
labels, some of which,
however. have kept circulating
with increasing frequency ever
since he started wriling po-
etry. Tagore himself. for ex-
mnplt‘ labelled Das as a "new
poet”: Sudhin Dutta called him
a poet of “intense Iyricism”
while Buddhodeva Bose some-
what naively went on to char-
acterize Jibanananda Das as
one unswervingly “loyal Lo sen-

sitous experiences”’ Later on,
during the perjod {ollowing
Lhe thirties  with which

Jibanananda Das is commenly
associated. the penchant for
pigeon-hpling Das into so-
called critical epithets has not
diminished ‘at all, but has in-
Lmlsed with a new force —
at times, with a new fury.
" Existentialist,
dadaist. surrealist, ‘abstract ex-
pressionist. constructivist.
acmeist. imagist. cubist, neo-
romanticist. futurist. symbolist
— all these labels. apart from
many others. have been used
to describe the poetry of
Jibanananda Das Irom time to-
time. indicaling in a way the
potentials and possibilities of a
critical industry built around
Das, and also clinching the
point. that Das's poetry is ca-
pable ol accommodating the
required space for all pessible

elements ol what is called
modernism. - 2
Hwhewd, o host ol Das-critics

have unlailingly singled him
out as a high modemnist shown
to traverse a broad range of
modernist experiences from
epistemological angst and
anxiety accompanied by feel-
ings of uncertainty and alien-
ation, and deep  depression
nurtured by a sense of linguis-
tic inadequacy down to night-
mares- wheeling and reeling
out of life and history. On the
other hand. eomparativisis
have echaracteristically de-
lecied whalever resemblanes
ey Lave happened Lo lind be-
iween Jibanananda Das and
- Anglo-French-American mod-
ernists particularly including
poets Hke Poe, Mallarme,
Valery, Yeals. Williams. Re:
sponses of such nature may
remind one ol what Roland
Barthes once commenied,
"automatic reflexes develop on
the very spot where first there
was freedom; a network of
hardened forms constricis the
primal freshness of the dis-
course... the writer, attaining
the status.of 4 classic, becomes
the imitator of his early cre-
ation; society makes him a
miannerism of his writing and
reiurns Mm a prisoner of his

impressionist,

“ing in go
something. while bringing tg

enterprises on [Das, one is
certainly left with this impres-
sian, a rather popular and
abiding one, that Jibanananda
Das is more than anything else
a modernist in the Yeatsian-
Poundian-Eliotesque tradition.

My purpose here is not to
provide a comprehensive criti-
cal evaluation of Das's poetry,
nor it is to explode all formal
myths of which Das has be-
come a prisoner in the Barthe-
sian sense indicated eatlier.
What [ intend to do is to make
a few points indicating the tex-
tual possibilities of Das's poetry
for breaking the cage of Euro-
centric modernism somewhat
reflexively atiributet! to Das
under a critical pressure
mostly inherited fromr the past.
Such an undertaking may. in
turn, invite.some epithets and
terms which, as’l have men-
tioned, are irresistible; given

" the enormous complexity of

Das's poetry, and which then
may serve certain purposes
better than otherwise. Here, |

" have a chosen only a couple of
short poems by Das for my- .

reading.
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I should mention clearly
that Das's work resists transla-
tion, that his themes are inti-
mate, and that his discourse
often oblique. In fact, to trans-

late him into a language other

than his is certainly one of the
ways of reading him. and is
also to miss him, fill-in certain

* woids. and to hﬂw: da leel ol 1he
obliqueness and /(angentiality

of his discourse; and the pur-
pose of what has come to be
known as reading today is not
to detect .or determine anv
truth as such; for. that is iin-
possible to find in so lar as
poetry is concerned: bui. to
expand the range ol discourscs
only to an extent limited by a
reader's movement and expe-
riences. Moreover, as Harold
Bloom1 oence pointed out, a
reading is actually a misreacl-
far as it misses

the fore ‘other elements
ot herwise missed’. /Thus NOw,
when we go to Das's famous
short poem called "A Thousand
Yeats Pldy". we immedidtely
miss in translation the initial
assonantal elan _that the poet
evokes in the very iille iisell
Since we Lry o identify the
things weé miss. we also bring
to the fore a presence thus
missed, and an absence thus
evoked. And when we make
such a statement as this, we
immediately engage ourselves
in a world ol discourses both
connected with, and discon-
nected from. the poetic Lext
whiclr, itself. through the pro-
cess of reading. gives in Lo a
play of presences and absences
of which Lalon spoke much
prior to Derrida thus — "Oh.

- intensifying

" effett of "darkness”

o= =

Yes, this Lalonian sense ol
play one cannot miss in the
poemn called "A Thousand Years
Play” which appears to be one
of the most semiotically playful
poems of Jibanananda Das. in
the sense that it is virtually
impossible to have any fixed
modernisi vision of the order
of things insthe poem. though
thematic interpretations of the
poem have tried to detect a

dominant poetic consciousness .

of the flux of time and of the
indivisibility of time past. time
present. and time future. Fu-
sion is what some critics have
also tried to establish as a po-
etic_activity in the poem: but,
then, this fusion at a particular
point of time cannot occupy
any space froeen by Scottusian

haaecitas or thisness, as the
poet ‘seems to indicate that a

thousand years play in the
"dark like fireflies”; that a
thousand ‘years likened to
fireflies’ are and are not, and

that thus. either temporal di-
visibility or indivisibility is
Eﬂml:t,hing impossible to grasp.
The poem, right at the start;-
introduces fissures in any
epistemic structure of realily

that one can possibly env 15&15
and that this he dues can la rlj,r

easily be sensed in his tempo-

ral playfulness which is noth- -

ing but verbal playfulness itself.
A number of critics have

gone on to point out that in

this poem, Das characteristi-

. cally deploys the image of

darkness with which he is in
love. True, the image of dark-
ness recurs in his poetry right
from Banalata Sen down to his
later poetry. Darkness has then
been interpreted as a potential
symbol of a great number of so-
called modernist experiences.
Bul. as it happens in the poem
in guestion, darkness is not
only darkness; it is crossed
out, put under erasure of sorts,
the nebulous
identity of this darkness itself.
The poet's oxymoronic playful-
ness is what one at this point

can barely miss: darkness
crossed out is also light
crossed out.

It may be somewhat conve-
nient to see that the mention
of the "night"'in the second
line of the poem reinforces the
mentioned
carfier; but, then, the poet
speaks of “eternal days’ and
also of "the moon over the
sands”, all of which, .in fact,
challenge the possible hege-
mony of the night whose
"command eternal” thus ap-
pears to be mere rhetorical
than real in that an allusion to
Darka. a mythical place to
which Krishna returned tri-
umphant from a war he had
fought and a place which was
lost in the ‘depth of the sea,
when made in the fifth line of
the poem. points ta the futility
and jneffeetivity of any com-

*

ever. '‘One also begins to see
that the shadows of Debduru,
as thie poct Turther plays with
this image in the peem, are
not ones, that "stand still’ in
any discernible time-spade
continuum. but ones that are
lorn into shreds, that are scat-
lered across the moonlit
sands. or (hat stand at best
like a "broken column". Here,
the poet's constant semiotic
interplay bhetween shadow and

substanee. light and darkness, -

and even belween lile and
death does not merely bring to

the forg a series of binaries .

which can be delected in many
modernist works. but this in-

lerplay also stands opposed to

the categories of these binaries
themselves. Indeed. the notion
of lixity at gny level is impossi-
ble in the poem: so is that of
an undisturbed, uninterrupfed

flux. One may go on to argue -

the case that this poem pro-

~vides a space for this fixity-flux

dialectic; but. then. a couple of
questions apparently glibly
asked in the concluding line of
the poem dilule any possible
form of dialectic: "Do you re-
member? asked she — 1 asked
i1 wurtl, Banalata Sen?” Shorl
cigeiiting, sudden  breaks in
the sequence, binaries. era-
sures, oxymoronic, vielerice,
syntactic and semantic recalci-
trance — these are some of the
modernist stylistic features
(these are the features the
postinodernists also tend to
appropriate in a way that
James Joyce, for example. be-
comes a "téxtual object” of
coniroversy between the mod-
ernist and the postmodernisl)
one can certainly identify at
length. in the poem "A Thou-
sand Years Play': but, then.
such features. when identified
with any certainty. get de-
leated hv the very Lalonian

wellse gl plaviulness 1hat Dias
Hever dfcascs tooexhibat, While

the poet sav= it a thousand
veirs plav in the dark like fire-
Mies™,
tends Lo sav. "a thousand signs
plav i the dark like lirellies’
This phenomenon of a thou-
said signs playing. a thousand
sivns litting. slipping. sliding
in and out is not just a’ Der-
ricdlean experience as il is
claimed today: this phe-
Homenon was also lyrigcised by
Lalon more than a century ago

inn this part ol the world. In-

deed. Lalon's lvrics tend to an-
imate a kind of semiotic mys-
ticisin whereby he makes us
leel that it is virtually impossi-
ble Lo freeze signs which are at
play in a world replete with
nothing but signs.
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Dass flair for introducing
fissrires in epistemic strug-
Ibites of realitles one can en-

visage is further detectable in

viet anolher short but imarvel-

Magazine

our reading of the poem *

English may prompt one Lo put
"the", for -
< example -+ before "horse”; but.
as it js semiotically

a cdelinite article —

"horse",
treated in the poem, tends to
break the spell of fixity im-
posed by a definite article; for.
thlE horse,
poem, remains as nebulous as
anvthing else. True at one
point of time. it appears as
"Mahin's horse" which shows
up "in the moonlit field"; but,
soon after; it dlsappears into
the womb of time — time being
an indeterminate, endlessly

playful sign in the world of

hinman experiences. The poet

also speaks of hiorses belanying
to the neolitlue age; bul. soorni

alter. the poel crosses out this
neolithic age by having sprin- .
kled signs across his textual
space commensurate

ence — for example,
dynamo”,

'strange
"tea cups” sleeping

like cats either in the drawing-

room or in the restaurant. etc:
but, then, such signs are also
extinguished in "the breath of
time" as soon as we reach the
end of this twelve-line m.
The poem begins with a
significant statement that “we
are not vet dead”, and in the
beginning line, the poet alsu
sdays that "vet only scenes are

b . As one goes through the
poeni. one ay leel that

scenes are nothing but signs
which are endlessly born. The
relationship between 'our stay
against death’ and the birth of
scenes or signs fives us at
least an inkling that to live is
to live signs surrounding us,
even inhabiting us. But., then,

this inode of living is one that

is full of epistemological
unease, as one cannot fix or
[reeze 'signs to come to any
complacent terms with them.
Thus, to read this poem is to
feel time and again that
strange scenes and signs like
Lalon's strange bird flit in and
out of the cage called poetic
construct’. Even the cage does
ot remain a cage in the con-
velitional sense, as’this twelve-
line poem of Jibanananda Das

throughout the

ment.
to be an illusion only.

_ with the
" presence of the urban ambi-

. both

ended discourse, .

It is also interesting to ob-
servée that sounds, silences,
feebly uttered syllables of the
grass and the straw, ﬂpauﬂg_
ragrances, cat- -sleeping "tea-

cups, "the indjstinet grip of a
dog”, among other images in

-lhe poem, tend to-construct a

sequence ‘of images only to de-
constract it; even when a cer-
tain amount of linearity in the
semantic progression can be
identified. at the next mo-
this progression seecins
One is

indeed lelt with the impres-

-sion that the poen is not an

iname&sible puzzle as such. but
a fairly accessible gaine which
can keep one busy evalving

- certain rules of the game only
" to break them. Ohe rAay worn-
der if .Jibanananda Das. or

rather this reading of Das, -ln-

~ vités linguistic anarchy and
semantic nihilismm in the name

ol open-ended discourses. No,

‘nihilism is crossed out as soon

as our reading generates feel-
ings. ideas, questions to the
extent that they can be [urther

yuestioned, [urther probed
into.
||I 4":
These two pocins, -so  lar
otly  incompletely read

(reading is always incowmpléte,
full of voids waiting te be filled

-in, as Leo Spitzer righily

points out), tend to tell us

-frankly that there is more than

Eurecentric modernism. there
is more than darkness or light,
melancholy or loneliness,
time-consciousness or death-

consciousness, existential cri-

sis or surreal dream-world,
nausea or alienation. to look
for in the poetry of
Jibanananda Das. In my opin-
ion. no Bengali poet in the so-
called modernist tradition has
been more textually, semioti-
cally, endlessly playful than
Jibanananda Das. And it is be-
cause of his playfulness. that
modernism and post-
modernism tend to appropri-
ale him as a suitable, accept-

“eunitn a nutsheHl.

ow i formal myths.” Indeed. in how the strange bird flits in mand, be it imperial of regal lous poem called "Horse™ A exlihits the possibilities for able ‘Lest-ease in their dis-
the lace of mounting critical  and out of the cage! . or poetic or semantic or what-  translation of this poem Into  being Lurned into an open COUrses.
| — + — — — o —_: T
; . &
The Past. in Rome. is a strata of Roinc. Within the  inany culture. 'in any country.

have a long-

with Roma —

the last 16 years, and 1
love showing off my beila cillq
to any interested visitors. But
in my experience as a self-

styled guide of sort. I've beco-

me wary of two types of tour-
ists: the reluctant or spurieus
kirid and the owverly erudite
WS,

In the [lirst category are
those who come upon Rome
incidentally or with a severe
time constraint and then feel
obliged 1o see the city. that oo
preferably a
peanut! Theéy want to. "do” the
city quickly and painlessly, to
be able to go back and say they
had seen the major sights. One
of these species once asked,.
"Where is this Fourteenth .or
is 11 the Fifteenth chapel? |
miimbled faintly. "You mean
the Sistine chapel?” "Yes, yes
the sixteenth chapel. might as
well finish that.” And so, it's
with heavy siteps that | often -
lead such slaughterers to the
- laml). up to the newly resiored
-@ories of the Cupola Sistina

where the Creation of Man”
meekly awaits the merctlessly
disinissive eves of the uncuri
ous and insincere Lourist al-
ready slashing it off his list and
preparing Lo hit the next spai
| know | shouldrt take it per-
soually. but | do.

in the other category are
the History and Art buffs who
cuthe with an invisible but
overflowing luggage of informa
tion and demand to be taken
to inspect the navel of some
obscure statue in the nave of
some obluscated church
tucked in some obtuse comer
of the city. One such asked 10
be taken to read "the dedica-
tory inscriptien near the
twentieth hole of the ancienn
public lavatory in the Dio-
cletian Baths" — glorified
graffiti to me! Another asked io
see the bust of St Bernard of
Clairvaux. by Melozzo da Forli
ar perhaps it was the iresco of
the “Apotheosis of S Cecilia” by
Sebastiano Conca . surely |
had seen that? Again. | know |
shouldn't take this sort of

-

thing personally. bat 1 do. 1 so
liate o look the ignoramus |
arni. So. grinmng reeklessly |
inutter,. "Badt,
the ‘earliest, most opportune
imoment. | dash to surrepti-
tiovusly thumb through all my
hooks on Roman History and
Art | have a predilectiofd for
exercise of all sorts and need
iess (0 sav | prefer this latier
kind ol wourists for they huep
ue o1 Ty meenital and physical
toes. And through them | have
ainassed a copious and confus
ing mess of histworical and art
trivia which | regularly and
unfailingly produce w tmpress
i e Lhird category of tourists —
my |avourite kind.

This group comprises all
the impressionable, gullible,
wide eyed romantic people.
who like me. love Rome un-
conditionally. passionately and
from the first moment. They
iove it for what it is and are
ready to lap up whatever
cemes their way, both the
poetic and the prosaic. the

past and the present

ol course.” and al

prrumnrm house guest in the
wine of the Present. The in-

:ungrunlta do not creale
disharmony: the admixiure of
the past and present continu-
ous tenses helps rather than
impedes the grac:ful flow of
the city's historical syntax.

Cars zip rioisily around the
Colosseo like layful children
around a dozing grandmother.
Ancient columns are embed-
ded in the walls of a modern
officeor. bank. Renovated and
modern apariments in the
Centro storico or historic cen-
ire, have kept their ancient fa-
cades and enormous doorg.
Huge buses and pullmans ne-
doliate their way gingerly
through the narrow, cobbled
Appian Way, one of the earliest
roads in Roman history, still
sirewn with bits and pieces ol
decorative pillars and statuary.
The old palaces are now con-
verted to offices, museums and
galleries, one of the famous
palaces (o be put to functional
use is the Palazzo Farnese
whose ceilings are painted by
Michaelangelo and which
lunises the French embassy. I
is said that the French pav the
ltalians a wwken rent of one
lira! But then the cost of
maintenance is borne by the
French too. In summer many
public gardens, like the Villa
Borrghese. and monuments or
ruins, like (until recently) the
Baths of Caracalla become the
venue for open air perfor-
mances of ballets, operas and
concerts, even film shows. The
steps ol Piazza Spagna have
witnessed 'al fresco’ fashion
shows of famous designers like
Valentino and Laricetti. One of
my favourile restauranis in
Trastevere, "La Cisterna” or
the well, is actually built on an
ancient well which is pre-
served in the dank basement

as lestimony 1o Lthe original
street level that sank over the

centuries,

Alongside his lflmltﬂus co
existence of the ancient and
the modern. is the equally fas-
cinating co-mingling of the
different ages and temporal

same geographical area we may
encounter pieces lrom diver-
gent eras, say a Lemple of re-
publican or imperial Rome
rubbing shoulders, at the same
time, with a church of the
twelfth century AD, a Renai-
ssance pulace and a Baroque
fountain. The best example of
this phenomenon is the chu-
rch of San Clemente which, at
four different levels, has
superimposed on it four
different eras of Rome's reli-
gious history. The upper
church is a twelfth century ex-
ample of a Christian basilica

built on the lower fourth cen-

tury church from Constantine's
time which. in turn, is built on
the remains of a second cen-
tury pagan Mithraic temple
Then as recently as 1914 a
fourth stratum was discovered
ol buildings destroyed in the
burning of Rome during Nero s
time in 64 AD. Thus through-
out the city, to compound our
awe, there is the ubiquitous

and tantalizing knowledge that

we may be walking over ain, as
yel, undiscovered subterranean
layer of baths and temples,
perhaps even an entire dead
city going further back in time
This is not idle speculation but
has h ed often enough. In
fact. it is said that the modern
Roman subway system. the
Metro. is poor because every-
time a new line is being dug
fresh architectural delights are
unearthed and the Department
of Antiquities calls a halt to the
project. It is rumoured that
beneath the chariot race-
course of the Circo Massimo
lies an older stadium. =

Between this past and pre-
sent they trod going for the
hidden view, the [orgotten
steps, the abandoned park. the
overgrown path, my patch of
sky. my bit of city. my slice of
history. | don't often get this
favourite category of tourists,
but when | do | know that they
leave Rome loving it not just
for its historical details but
also for that encompassing
sense of continuity which is
the essence and gift of history,

-tlements,

And when in a hungering
voice, these lourists or pil-
grims, ask what to see. where
to ,go. or what my favourite
things in Rome are, 1, in
equally throbbing tones rattie
ofl, like a trained waiter read-
ing from a kaleidoscopic
menu, some of what this magi-
cal-city offers and part of what
it means o me; the chapels
and churches, Lhe loggias and
frescoes, the panels and ceil-
ings., portals and pillars, ine
cathedrals and cloisters, the
altars and arches, monuments,
museums, the villas and cas-
IVes. the balustrades and bat-
the columns and
colonnade. palazzos and picz-
ras. lowers and domes, the
gardens and parks, the walls.

the walks, the basilicas and
baplistry, the paintings and
Lapesiry. mosaics and stained
glass. water and stone, the
fountains and gargoyles. the
stalues and sculpture, the
bronzes. the equestrian. the
broken, the brazen., the sen-
sual, spiritual, amphitheaters
and arenas. the operas, the
arias, Baths and bridges, ru-
ined steps and staircases,
obelisks and crypts. the tombs
and the temples,. the votive,
the erotic, the masks, the
Madonnas. the Vestal Virgins,
the Passion. the Agony. the oils
and the temperas. the gilded,
the stucco, terracotta, porcel-
lana. crystals and marble,
Apollo and Daphne, the tar-
nished or glazed, the draped
and the vaulted the Gothic,
Baroque, papal. Etruscan, Be-
rnint. Borromini, Michaelan-
gelo's "Last Judgement." Ver-
rini. Cellint, Canova's Pauline,
Raphaello. Caravaggio. Gari-
baldi, Mussolini, the comma-
nding, cascading. the winged,
the adoring. the perfect, the
decaying, the pine and the cy-

press, oleanders, pomegrana-

tes, the cafes. "and .cobbles-
tones, the classical, medieval,
the rooted, the ﬂeetlng.
resounding but silent. ro-
mantic, Romanesque, clumg—
ing, evolving and ytt . ever
Eternal.

Two Poems by Jibanananda Das

Before Death

~ We have strolled in a field ‘of straw lonely

range in the Poush evening, and have watched
a meek river-girl sprinkle the flowers

of fog on the fringe of a field; oh! they,

they all look like country-girls of the past.

- We have seen the sun-plant and the Dhundul

lit with fireflies in the dark. At the end
of the field that has no crops, stands the moon
motionless; no harvest does it desire to reap;

We have loved the * long winter night - ’
in the dark, have listened to the music

of flapping wings across.a thatched roof,

on a magic night; the smell of an ancient -
owl : where then has it been lost in“the dark?
We have felt the winter night's form and beauty

- replete with the deep delight of winging dcross -

the field; the twigs of the Ashatha on which -
the cranes cry, and we have felt these solitary spells of life;

We have watched a wild goose vanish,
away from the gun-shot of a stdfange hunter,
into the meek blue of the horizon; we have
laid our hands with love on the sheaves of paddy,
have home-come with hopes like evening cmwﬂlghts
the smell-of a child's mouth, grass, | '
sunlight, kingfishers, s ars, skies —
they all have left their signs' bprmkim:!
Cinour yenr-inn;, w1ndenngs

" We have watched green leaves turn yelluw

in the autumnal darkness, beside the window
- of the Hijal; the light and the Bulbuli
together have played; a mouse under the spell
of a winter night smears its silken body
with the dusts of rice; the waves fall down
in the grey smell of rice like the flashes
of beauty in the eyes of a solitary fish;
a pond-side duck in the dusky dark smells
the fragrance of sleep — the touch of a woman's
hand has taken it away;

The piinaret-like cloud beckons a golden kite

tor its wmdenv, beneath those rattan plants

the sparrow's eggs have shaded off into a blue,

the river touches its bank again and again

with the soft smell of its water; the shadow

of a thatched roof falls on the courtyard

of a moonlit night deep and dense;

the breeze smells crickets — in the green wind

of the summer-field, the dense juice in desires
~deep tnckle's down frnm the depth of a bluish apple

We have watched red fl uits lie strewn
under a huge Banvan tree; the crowd
in Lw FOes, L Sssleee s Bee ssiler,

all the blue skies go on to seek the bluer ones;

.'ilL'i-..'-\. '.: : I.Lii

- we have watched from way to way the bedimmed eyes

cast their shadows on the earth: we have watc:hed
the evening tracking down the rows

of arca-nuts evervday; every day the dawn

descends like the green ease of the sheaves of paddy.

We have known the women of the Earth

who have told the tales of our rivers,

vdging close to us inthe dark after many months 5
seasons and years; we have felt there is yet another
light along the path, inside me adows and fields:

there is the grey of a dusk in her body;

the light lies still, slipping vut of a vision; -

the Kankabali of this earth goos there floating, = -
touching the body of the lurid incense; :

-

Before we die, wha'at more do we nt.'i.:"l_..f (8] kmiw?

' Don t we know that against all our many-splendoured

desires stands but the grizzled phantom of death

like a wall? There was once in this world

a dream; there was once gold which enjoyed peace
answerless; as if a magic-woman satisfied

her needs. What more do we need to knbw?

When the sunlight off, don't we listen

tor birds twittering? 't we see a crow

soaring across the field's fog! | =

 Translated by Azfar Hussain
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The Dance of Twilight-juncture

[he wrechage of structures — where théy lie
" At the end of the earth — shattered B
1 here, at the backdrop of Haritaki trees, tall and lanky
I'he sun of autumn evening — round and red :
Sinks down, stealthily — In the moonlight
The owl alone looks on
Nestled on a Pipul twig: | '
the great look of the gold-ball-like sun and
the moon like a silver pot.

Under the Haritaki-twigs — echtaﬁy of w ﬂter like
the sparkle of diamond ;
and — crystal-white

The shade of human skull — Silence —
Flavour of faded leaves — Madhukupi grass.

- A few women like heaven's goddess:

[henr men: accomplished and young;
[11:[1 in the hair: hell's new-born cloud,
Cirass of Hong Kong under the dancing feet.

| here an unknown spring dims and redeems the daHiE of
diamond,

Leaves cofne out without being heard;

Yot they sense from the dull sound of firing cannons

the destruction of falling Sanghai.

There those women move in a flock

Under an intimate sky

Rich with myshc eyes and s:gnallmg hairs;

The men of home and abroad

Would no more be crazy for the blood of war and trade

Being upelh-d by an intimate kiss

Having lost the passion tor human sieep
resting head on a cotton-pillow;

Here across the earth's undulated meadows
There, afloat in the air of shattered Innd

They are being led

Along an uphill route,

to the Haritaki grove — moonlight

The hay-days of war and trade

All being over; hell's speechless cloud nested now in those
women s braid

And zodiac signs lie beneath their dancing feet.
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