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Waen ke was born at Naishapur in Khorasson, some
time during the latter half of the 11th century, he
was called Ghiydthuddin Abulfoth Omar bin Ibréhim
AlKhayydmi. Reduced to its practical origins, the
sonorous syllables indicated nothing more than that
the child was the son of one Abraham, or Ibréhim,
the tentmaker. The boy, familiarly known es Omar,
scems to have followed liis father's trade. From tent-
making he graduated fo science and mathematics,
and in his day he was far better known os a mathe-
matician and astronomer than ¢s e poet. He wrote
a standard work on algebre; he revised the ovtre-
nomical tables; hc prompted the Persion Sulfan
Malik-Shah to make a drastic reform of the calendar,
During the few intcroals when he was free of his
p Gmar indulged himself in the pleas-
ures of poetry. He celebrated two intoxicents: verse
and the vine. Before he died in 1123 he had com-
posed some fioe hundred epigrams in quatraing, or
rubais, peculiar in thyme and pungent in effect. The
stanzas were, for the most part, independent; they
embodied o terse and sclf-contained idea. But they
were connected, if not unified, by a central philoso-
phy: a vigorous, frec-thinking hedonism, o casuel but
frank appeal to enjoy the pleasures of Ufe without
too much reflection.
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For sit centuries Omar’s work was unknown to the
western world. It revmined for @ sqcl,uded English
country gentleman fto establish the Persian’ poet-
mathematician among the glories of literature. Ed-
ward FitzGerald was born in the village of Bredfield
on March 31, 1809, into @ well-ta-do family. Edu-
cated at Trinity College, Cambridge, where he be-
came a friend of Thackeray, FitzGerald did the
leisurely studying and traveling which was expected
of him, cultivated music and botany, and, even as a
yoting man, was relieved when he was permitted to
retire to the Suffolk countryside. There he settled
himself quiotly, devoted his days to his friends and
his flowers, and led @ pleasantly unproductive life
until his late forties. ‘ -

In his fifleth year, FitzGerald published a little
paper-bound pamphlet of translations which he
called The Rubdiyst of Omar Khayydm, The Pam-
phlet was published enonymously; it attracted little
attention. A year later, in 1860, the poets Swinburne
and Rossetti discovered the poem. But, legend to
the contrary, the work: did not thercupon leap into
popularity. Eight years passed before a second edi-
‘tion seemed advisable,

_Suddenly the poem became a favorite; the care«
free quatrains of the eleventh-century Persian were
used as a challenge by the nineteenth-centisry under-
graduates, repeated by rebellious lovers, and flung
out as a credo by the men and. women who were
growing restless if not yet insurrectionary. There
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hod always been an undercurrent of protest against
the rigid moral camestness of the period. The Ru-
bhiyst served os o small but concentroted expression
of the revolt against Victorian conventions, the pre-
vailing smug the false acqui and hypo-
critical prudery. Religion had been confronted by
scicnce; noble ideals had come info conflict with
practical ity; roaring hinery wes R

ing to dispel the once pervasive “sweetness and
light” The “message” of FitzGesalds Rubliyst was
somcthing of a slagan and something of an escape; it
turmed imperial commercialism to an idealized po-
gonism. Half-defiantly, half desperately the younger
men and women made FitzGerald-Omar ¢ vogue.
Perhaps the most qusted guatrein of the century
was,

A Book of Verses underneath the Bough

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou
Beside me singing in the Wilderness—

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow!

Here was an infectious panscea, half tonic, half
opiate. It was not so much a compromise of values as
 combination of desirables: an avoidance of ordinary
existence and a participation in a richer, if somewhat
unreal, life. This was the opposite of Mrs. Grundy's
middle-class taboos; this was a very denis! of nego-
tions, “Wine, woman, and song” were offirmed and
glorified in a mounting pacan of pleasure. A Persian




Ecclesiastes, through the medium of a staid English
squire, assured a perplexed generation that all was
" vanity; that the glories of this world are better than
. Paradise to come; that it is wise to take the cash and
let the credit go; that life is a meaningless game
played by helpless pieces; that worldly ambitions
turn into ashes; that in the end—an end which comes
all too quickly—winc is a more frustworthy friend
and a better comforter than all the philosophers..
Thrust into undesired notice by The Rubdiyat,
FitzGerald attempted to live up fo his reputation for
a while. He published translations of the Agamem-
~ non and the two Oedipus tragedies of Sophocles; he
wrote a biography of Bernard Barton, his father-in- .
law and friend of Charles Lamb; he made a compila-
tion of the homely verse of George Crabbe entitled
Readings from Crabbe. But he was not designed o
be an Eminent Victorian. He was, even among re-
tired gentlemen, unusually reticent, “an idle fellow,
one whose friendship were more like loves,™ and his
wit was kept for private communications. It was not
until the letters of “Old Fitz” were published that
FitzGerald's personal charm was revealed. He sank
back into semi-obscurity as though: it were a com-
fortable-couch, and died, almost a quarter of a cen-
tury, after the publicction of The Rubdiyat, on June
14, 1883. His end was characteristically calm. He
‘slipped from life painlessly, almost imperceptibly.
Appreciation of Omar-FitzGerald continued to
grow. Tennyson wrote a reminiscent poem lauding
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the “golden Fastern Iay” of “that large infidel, your
Omar,” and hoping that FitzGerald would welcome
the verses not somuch for their own sake s a fribute
from !

.. One xec:dling gracious times,

When, in our younger London days,

You found some merit in my rhymes,
And I more pleasure in your praise.

The Persian poem which seven centuries had neg-
lected came to lifc as a permancnt part of English |
literature. Elihu Vedder emphasized, and even over-
stressed, its allegosicol implications with his fomous

ymbolic drawing lations appearcd in Ger

man, ltalian, French, Danish, and Hungarian. Liza
Lehmonn’s song cyele In a Persian Garden was ¢
performer's show-plece and a popular fecorite at the
turn of the century. Omar became @ cult; commenta-
tors placed him af the head of a “htesature of agnos-
ticism” The quatrains were enthusiastically, if in-
consistently, compared tq the choruses in the Greek
dramas, the hopeless outcrics of Job, and the irre-
sponsible drinking-songs of Anacreon. It is said that
when Thomas Hardy lay dying in his eighty-cighth
year, he asked to have onc particular stanza read to
him. If was the verse which runs:

O Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst muake,
And ev'n with Paradise devise the Snake:
For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man
Is blackened—Mais forgivenass give—and takel
ix




No longer dependent upon the vagaries of a period
or the tricks of fashion, The Rubdiyit has outlived
cults and commentaries. It has had its influences
and imitators. Its spirit is reflected in Housmans
A Shropshire Lad, in which fortitude and fatalism
are pitted against each other and finally reconciled.
Omar might well have applauded the Shropshire lad’s
conclusion that

. . malt does more than Milton can
To justify God’s way to man—
And he u_)ould have smiled ot Housman’s summary
in his Last Poems:

The troubles of ‘our proud and angry dust
Are from eternity, and shall not fail.

Bear them we can, and if we can-we must.
Shoulder the sky, my lad, and drink your ale.

But the grim philosophy scarcely matters. The
cynicism may be -persistent; ¢he mood may be (as
FitzGerald himself said) “a desperate sort of thing,
at the bottom of all thinking men’s minds.” But the
tune is so gay that even the pessimism seems blithe.
The quick but melodic turns of the poem “tease us
out of thought.” We may argue about the meaning,
but we are indisputably compelled and éven con-
Jvinced by the music. ,

—Louis U :
Elizabethtown TR
Adirondack Mountain
New York ‘



RUBAIYAT OF
OMAR KHAYYAM

Edward FitzGerald's First Version
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Awake! for Morning in the Bowl of nght

Has flung the Stone that puts the Stars to F hght
And Lo! the Hunter of the East has caught

The Sultdn’s Turret in a Noose of Light. |

Sto'xf'-l‘]m v
e ho“{c‘"gmg 2 stone fnto a cup was the desert signal for
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Dreaming when Dawn’s Left Hand was in the Sk}r
1 heard a Voice within the Tavern cry,

“Awake, my Little ones, and fill the Cup
Before Life’s Liquor in its Cup be dry.”

Dews’s Left Hand—False dawn, .a nebulous light on ¢he
herizon about an hour before dawn. ‘
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And, as the Cock crew, those who stood before}
The Tavern shouted~“Open then the Door.
You know how little while we have to stay,






144

Now-the New Year reviving old Desires;
The thoughtful Soul to Solitude retires,

Where the Wrrte Hano oF Moses on the Bough
Puts out, and Jesus from the Ground suspires. .

New Year—The New Year is here conceived, as in most old
calendars, as beginning at the vernal equinox (March 21).
White Hand: of Moses—In the Koran Moses draws forth his
hand and it becomes magically white; and thus the bough
whitens with blossoms perhaps. , . , ’
Jesus—According to Persians, Jesus’.breath had healing
power. , .
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Irdm indeed is gone with all its Rose,
And Jamshyd’s Sev'n-ring’d Cup where no one
knows; o
But still the Vine her ancient Ruby yields,
And still a Garden by the Water blows.

Irdm=A sumptuous city now burled somewhere beneath tha

sands of Arabia.

Jamshijd~A legendary Persian king; his was a golden di-

vining cup whose seven rings symbolized the seven heavens,

.;ff'.'cu planets, seven seas, and which contained the elixir of
o .

10






Vi

And David’s Lips are lock't; but in divine

High piping Pélevi, with “Wine! Winel Winel
Red Wine!"—the Nightingale cries to the Rose

That yellow Cheek of hers to’incarnadine. '

David-He is mentioned in the Koran'as a singer and is, of
* course, the Psalmist of the Bible;. therefore, David’s lips is an
apt figure here, '

Pélevi-An old Persian language.

12






v

Come, fill the Cup, and in the Fire of Spring

The Winter Garment of Repentance fling:
The Bird of Time has but a little way

To fly—and Lo! The Bird is on the Wing.






VI

And look—a thousand Blossoms with the Day
Woke—arnd a thousand scatter'd into Clay:
And this frst Summer Month that brings the

" Rose
~. Shall take Jamshyd and Kaikobad away.

Raikobdd~A semihistorical Persian warrior-king,
16






X

But come with old Khayyam, and leave the Lot
Of Kaikob4d and Kaikhosrii forgot: _

Let Rustum lay about him as he-will, '
Or Héatim Tai ery Supper—heed them not.

Kaikhosr4—A legendary Persian king..
Rustam—A legendary Persian warrior, noted for his great
exploits,

-Hatim Taei~A Mohammedan poet renowned for his open-
handed generosity. :
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X

‘With me along some Strip of Herbage strown
‘That just divides the desert from the sown,
Where name of Slave and Sultin scarce is
known,
And pity Sultdn Mahmid on his Throne.

Méhméd—Sultén: of Ghazni (971?~1029) a Mohammedan
<ongueror. His realms lay in present-day Afghanistan.,
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X1

- Here with a Loaf of Bread beneath the Bough,

A Flask of Wine, a Book of Verse—and Thou
Beside me singing in the Wilderness—

And Wilderness is Paradise enow.
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X1

““How sweet is mortal Sovrantyl”—think some:
-Others—“How blest the Paradise to comel”
Ah, take the Cash in hand and waive the Rest;
Qh, the brave Music of a distant Drum!

T3

| Cash~Present experiences.
t Rest—The future.
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- xm

Look to the Rose that blows about us—“Lo,

Laughing,” she says, “into the World I blow:
At once the silken Tassel of my Purse '

Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.”

kS

Stlken Tassel-The golden center of the rose. -
' 26
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v

The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon
Turns Ashes—or it prospers; and anon,

Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Face
Lighting g little Hour or two—is gone.
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And thoze wwho hushanded the Gelden Crain,

And thom who flung it to the \’.';':zt..:; !m Rein,
Alike to no sich ..h:‘f ate Barth are tumd

As, buried oner, Mon want dug up again,






pid 41

Think, in this batter'd Caravanserai
‘Whose Doorwiys are alternate Night and Day,
How Sultan after Sultin with his Pomp
Abode his Hour or two, and went his way.
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Think, in this batter'd Caravansezai

Whose Doorways are alternate Night and Day,-
How Sultén after Sultdn with his Pomp

_Abode his Hour or two, and went his way.
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Xvo

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep
The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank
deep:
And Bahrém, that great Hunter—the. Wild Ass
Stamps o’er his Head, and he lies fast asleep.

Couris—The Throne of Jamshyd, the limestone platform of
the main palace of Persepolis. .

Bakidm—~A Persian king of the Sassanian dynasty who per—l
ished ir a bog while pustifag his favorite quarry, a wild ass.






Xvia

1 sometimes think that never blows so red
The Rose as where some buried Casar bled;

- That every Hyacinth the Garden wears
Dropt in its Lap from some once lovely Head.
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XX

And this delightful Herb whose tender Green

Fledges the River’s Lip on which we lean—
Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows

From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen!
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XX

Ah! my Belovéd, fill the Cup that clears:

To-pax of past Regrets and future Fears—
To-morrow?P—Why, To-morrow I may be

Myself with Yesterday’s Sev'n Thousand Years.

Sev'n Thousand Yecrs—A thousand years to each of the
scven planets, '
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xa

Lo! some we loved, the loveliest and the best
That Time and Fate of all their Vintage prest,

Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before,
And one by one crept silent!-~*n Rest.






XX

And we, that now make merry in the Room

They left, and Summer dresses in new Bloom,
Ourselves must we beneath the Couch of Earth

Pescend, ourselves to make a Couch—~for whom?
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Xxm

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,
Before we too into the Dust Descend;

Dust into Dust, and under Dust, to lie,
Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer and—sans End!






xxIv

Alike for those who for To-paY prepare,
And those that after a To-MORROW stare,

A Muezzin from the Tower of Darkness cries
“Fools! your Reward is neither Here nor There.”

Muezzin—4 Mchammedan who cries the hour of prayet.,
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XXV

Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd
Of the Two Worlds so learnedly, are thrust
+ Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to
Scorn |
Are scatter'd, and their Mouths are stopt with
Dust.
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XXVIL-

Oh, come with old Khayyam, and leave the Wise
To talk; one thing is certain, that Life flies;

One thing is certain, and the Rest is Lies;
“The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.
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XXV

With them the Seed of Wisdom did I sow,

And with my own hand labour'd it to grow:
And this was all the Harvest that I reap’d—~

~ “Y came like Water, and like Wind I go.”






D9 9.4

Into this Universe; and why not knsmng,
Nor whence, like Water willy-nilly flowing: »
And out of it, as Wind .élong the Waste,

T know not whither, willy-nilly blowing.






| XXX

" What, without asking, hither hurried whence?
And, without asking, whither hurried hencel

* - Another and another Cup to drown

"The Memory of this Impertinencel






XX

Up from Earth’s Centre through the seventh Gate
I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate,

And many Knots unravel'd by the Road;
But not the Knot of Human Death and Fate.

:?afum—T'ne lord of the sevenih heaven. In medieval leam-
ing the seven heevens represented the seven liberal arts;
therefore, Omar hos used o the arts in attempts to solve,

the riddle of the universe. '

62






XXX

- There was a Door to which I found no Key:

There was a Veil past which I could not see:

_ Some little Talk awhile of Me and TaEE
There seemed—and then 110 more of Tues and ME.

Ble and Thee—That is to say, distinct personalities as dif-
ferentiated from the depersonalized whole of existence.

64
8

PP



65



XXX

Then to the rolling Heav'n itself I ¢ried,
* Asking, “What Lamp had Destiny to guide

Her little Children stumbling in the Dark?”
And—“A blind understanding!” Heav'n replied:






XxXxav

Then to this earthen Bowl did I adjourn
My Lip the secret Well of Life to learn:

And Lip to Lip it murmur'd—"While you live,
Drink!—for once dead you never shall return.”
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T think the Vessel, that with fugitive

Articulation answer'd, once did live, - _
And merry-make; and the cold Lip Tkiss'd -

‘How many Kisses might it take—~and give. .
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ERXNVL

For in the Market-place, one Dusk of Day,
I watch'd the Potter thumping his wet Clay:
And with its all obliterated Tongue

<

It murmur'd—"“Gently, Brother, gently, pré.yl"
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For in the Market-place, one Dusk of Day,

I watch'd the Potter thumnping his wet Clay:
And with its all obliterated Tongue

It murmur'd—"Gently, Brother, gently, preyl”
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XXxva

- Ah, fill the Cup:~what boots it to repeat
How Time is slipping underneath our Feet: ;
Unborn To-morrow and dead YESTERDAY,
‘Why fret about them if To-pay be sweet!






XXXVIIX

One Moment in Annihilation’s Waste, ‘
One Moment, of the Well of Life to taste—

The Stars are setting, and the Caravan
Starts for the dawn of Nothing—Oh, make hastel
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XXXTX |
How long, how long, in infinite Pursuit
Of This and That endeavour and dispute?

Better be merry with the fruitful Grape
Than sadden after none, or bitter, Fruit.
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x[.r

You know, my Friends, how long since in my'
House
For a new Marriage I did make Carouse:
Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,
And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.






<’

You know, my Friends, how long sine
House

For a new Marriage I did make Caro

Divorced old barren Reason from n

And took the Daughter of the Vine to






XX

For “Is” and “Is-wot” though with Rule and Line,.
And, “Up-axp-Down without, I could define, -

I yet in allI only cared to know,
‘Was never deep in anything but—Wine.






C xn

And lately, by the Tavern Door agape,

Came stealing through the Dusk an Angel Sha
Bearing a vessel on'his Shoulder; and

He bid me taste of it; and "twas—the Grapel

Angel Shape—Azrael, the angel of death, who watches ove
the dying, and separates the soul from the bedy. -
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‘The Grape that can with Logic absolute

The Two-and-Seventy jarring Scets confutc
The subtle Alchemist that in a Trice

Life's leaden Metal into Gold isansmute.

Two-and-Scoenty Sccls-The world was said to be made up
of soventy-two veligions.
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The mighty Mahmid, the victorious Lord,
That all the misbelieving and black Horde

Of Fears and Sorrows that infest'the Soul
Scatters and slays with his enchanted Sword.

Mahmid~This alludes to the Sultin’s conquest of India and
its dark-skinned people.
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XLV

But leave the Wise to wrangle, and with me

The Quarrel of the Universe let be: -
And, in some comner of the Hubbub coucht,

Make Game of that which makes as much of Thee,






XLVI

- For in and out, above, about, below,

*Tis nothing but a Magic Shadow-show,
Play’d in a Box whose Candle is the Sun,

Round which we Phantom Figures come and go.

Zlogic Shadow-show—A magic lantem composed of a cyi- |
inder, son whose inside are painted figures, which revoives
ground a lighted candle.
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XLvig

While the Rose blows along the River Brink, -

With old Khayyam the Ruby Vintage drink:
And when the Angel with his darker Draught

Draws up to thee—take that, and do not shrink.

96






XLIX

Tis all a Chequer-board of Nights and Days |
Where Destiny with Men for Pieces plays:
/. Hither and thither moves, and mates, and slays
- And one by one back in the Closet lays. '

Chequer-board—Used in the game of chess, which originated
in the East,
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" The Ball no Question makes of Ayes and Noes,

But Right or Left as strikes the Player goes; /

And He that toss'd Thee down into the Field, f
He knows about it all—He knows—HE I~

Bcll-Used in polo; which game also originated in the East,
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And that inverted Bowl we call The Sky,
Whereunder crawling coop’t we live and die,

Lift not thy hands to It for help—for, It
Rolls impotently on as Thou or L






AL

With Earth’s first Cldy They did the Last Man’s
knead,
And then of the Last Harvest sow'd the Seed:
Yea, the first Morning of Creation wrote
‘What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read.
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The Vine had struck a Fibre; which about
It clings my Being—let the Sufi flout;

Of my Base Metal may be filed a Key,
That shall unlock the Door he howls without.












LVIII

Oh Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make,

And who with Eden didst devise the Snake;
For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man

Is blacken'd, Man’s Forgiveness give—and takel

o < - [ o
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LIX

Kvuza Niaa

Listen again. One Evening at the Close

Of Ramazan, ere the better Moon arose,
In that old Potter’s Shop I stood alone

With the clay Population round in Rows.

Rbza Néma—"The Book of Pots.”

Rampzén—The ninth month of the Mohammedan calendar, a
time of strict fasting from davm to sunset

Better Joon~The new moon.
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1x
And strange to tell, among that Earthen Lot
Some could articulate, while others not:

And suddenly one more impatient cried—
“Who s the Potter, pray, and who the Pot?”






Lxa

Then said another—"Surely not in vain

My substance from the common Earth was ta'en,
That He who subtly wrought me into Shape

Should stamp me back to commor Earth again,”
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- LXO

Another said~"Why, ne'er a peevisﬁ Boy
Would break the Bow! from which he 8tank i
Joy;
Shall He that mdde the Vessel in purée Love
And Fansy, in an after Rage destroy!”

124






L

None answer'd this; but after Silence spﬁke
A Vessel of a more ungainly Make:

“They sneer at me for leaning all awry;
What? did the Hand then of the Potter shake?”
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LXIV

Said one—~"Folks of a surly Tapster tell,
And daub his Visage with the Smoke of Hell;

They talk of some strict Testing of us—Pish!
He's a Good Fellow, and “twill all be well.”
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LXV:

Then said another with-a long-drawn Sigh,

“My Clay with long oblivion is gone dry:
But, fill me with the old familiar Juice, -

Methinks I might recover by-and-byel”

130



S

2
7%

Ll
Soaad.

o
TP




XV

So, while the Vessels one by one were speaking,.,
One spied the little Crescent all were seeking:
And then they jogg'd each other, “Brotherl
Brother!
Hark to the Porter’s Shoulder-knot a-creakmgl

o a © ] o

Crescent~The moon in its last quarter. heart
the month of fasting, quarier, neanog the end of

Porter's shoulder-knot~A shoulder pad used for carryin
heavy loads—~here, for bringing up \E:rme after the fa"sr:y &
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LXVII

Ab, with the Grape my fading Life provide,
And wash my Body whence the life has died,

And fn 2 Windingsheet of Vineleaf wrapt,
o bury me by some sweet Gardenside.
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LXVIIL

That ev’n my buried Ashes such a Snare
Of Perfume shall fling up into the-Air,

As not a True Believer passing by
But shall be overtaken unaware.

True Beliener—That is to say, a Mohammedan.
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LXIX

Indeed, the Idols I have loved so long

Have done my Credit in Men's Eye much wrong:
Have drown'd my Honour in a shallow Cup,

And sold my.Reputation for 2 Song.
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LXX

Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft-before:
I swore~but was I sober when I swore?
And then and:then came Spring, and Bosc-in-

hand
My thread-bare Penitence a-picces tore,
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LXX1

And much as Wine has play'd the Infide],

And robb’d me of my Robe of Honour—well.
I often wonder what the Vintners buy

One half so precious as the Goods they sell.
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LXxn

Alas, that Spring should vanish with the Rose!
That Youth’s sweet-scented Manuscript should
close! :
The Nightingale that in the Branches sang,
Ah, whence, and whither flown again, who knows!

144






oo

Ah, Lovel could thou and I with Fate conspire
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desirel
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Ah, Moon of my Delight who know'st no wane;

The Moon of Heav'n is rising once again:
How oft hereafter rising shall she ook

Through this same Garden after me—in vainl
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LXXV

And when Thyself with shining Foot shall pass

Among the Guests Star-scatter’d'on The Grass,
And in Thy joyous Errand reach the Spot

Where I made one—turn down an enipty Glass!

Tanam Seop

Tomdm Shud-It is completed.
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RUBATYAT
or

OMAR KHAYYAM

THE FIFTH AND LAST EDITION
OF THE FITZGERALD TRANSLATION

I

Waxe! For the Sun, who scatter'd into Hight
The Stars before him from the Field of Night,
Drives Night along with them from Heav'n, anc
strikes
The Sultén’s Turret with a Shaft of Light.

o

Before the phantom of False moming -died,

Methought a Voice within the Tavemn cried,
“When all the Temple is prepared within,

"Why nods the drowsy Worshipper outside?”

m

And, as the Cock crew, those who stood before
The Tavern shouted—"Open then the Door!
“You know how little while we have to stay,
And, once departed, may return no more.”
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Irzm indeed is gone with all his Rose,

Ard Jemshyd’s Sev'n-ring'd Cup where no one know.
But still a2 Ruby kindles in the Vine,

And many a Garden by the Water blows.

Vi

And David’s lips are lockt; but in divine

“ligh-piping Pehlevi, with “Winel Wine! Wine!

-“Red Winel"—the Nightingale cries to the Rose
at sallow cheek of hers to’ incarnadine,

v

Some, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring

Your Winter garment of Repentance fling:
The Bird of Time has but a little wa

To flutter—and the Bird’is ‘on the Wing,
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Whether at Naishipir or Babylen,
Whether the Cup with sweet or bitter run,

The Wine of foe keeps oozing drop by drop,
The Leaves of Life keep falling one by one.

=

Each Morn 3 thousand Roses brings, you say:
Yes, but swhere leaves the Rose of Yesterday?

And this first Summer month that brings the Rose
Shall take Jamshyd and Kaikobdd away.

x

Well, let it take them! What have we to do

With Kaikobid the Great, or Kaikhosrt?
Let Z4) and Rustum bluster as they will,

Or Hétim call to Supper—heed not you.

xt

With me along the strip of Herbage strown

That just divides the desest from the sown,
Where name of Slave and Sultén is forgot—

And Peace to Mahmd on his golden Throne!
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A Book of Verses undemmeath the Bough,

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou
Beside me singing in the Wilderness—

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow]

X

Some for the Glories of This World; and some
Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come;
Ah, take the Cash, and let the Credit go,
Nor heed the rumble of a distant Drum!

X

‘Look to the blowing Rose about us—"Lo,

Laughing,” she says, “into the world I blow,
At once the silkeri tassel of my Purse

Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.”

prets

And those who husbanded the Golden grain,
And those who flung it to the winds like Rain,
- Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn'd
As, buried once, Men want dug up again.
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The Worldly Hope men sct theie Hearts upaw
Turns Ashes—or it prospers; and anen,

Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Fasa,
Lighting a little hour or two—is gooa

xvn

Think, in this batter'd Caravanserad -

Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day,
How Sultén after Sultin with his Pomp

Abode his destined Hour, and went his way.

xvur

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep

The courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep:
And Bahrém, the great Hunter—the Wild Ass

Stamps o'er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep.

XIx

1 sometimes think that never blows so red
The Rose as where some buried Crsar bled;
That every Hyacinth the Garden wears
Dropt in her Lap from some once Jovely Hazd.
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And this reviving Herb whose tender Green

Fledges the River-Lip on which we lean—
Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows

From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen!

pon 4

Ah, my Belovéd, 1l the Cup that clears

“To-pAY of past Regrets and future Fears:
To-morrow—Why, To-morrow I may be

Myself with Yesterday’s Sev'n thousand Years.

RXIT

-or some we loved, the loveliest and the best
1at from his Vintage rolling Time hath prest,
Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before,
And one by one crept silently to rest.

XXm

And we, that now make merry in the Room
They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom,
Oursclves must we beneath the Couch of Earth
Descend~—ourselves to make'a Couch—for whom?
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Xxv

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,
Belore we too into the Dust descend;

Dust into Dust, and under Dust to lie,
Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and—sans Endt

Xxxv

Alike for those who for To-pay prepare,
And those that after some To-sonrrow stare,

A Muezzin from the Tower of Darkness cries,
“Fools! your Reward 15 neithei’ Here nor There.™

XXV

‘Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd
Of the Two Worlds so wisely—~they are thrust

Like foolish Prophets fortb; their Words to Scorn
Are scatter'd, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.

v

Myself when young did eagerly frequent

Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument ..
About it and about: but evermore

Came out by the same door where in  wont
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v

With them the seed of Wisdom did I sow,

And with mine-own hand wrought to make it grow;
And this was all the Harvest that I reap’d—

“I came like Water, and like Wind I go.”

XXI%

Into this Universe, and Why not knowing
Nor Whence, like Water willy-nilly flowing;
And out of it, as Wind along the Waste,

I know not Whither, willy-nilly blowing.

What, without asking, hither hurried Whence?
And, without asking, Whither hurried hence!
Oh, many a Cup of this forbidden Wine
“Must drown the memory of that insolencel

XXX

Up from Earth’s Center through the Seventh Gate
I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate,
And many a Knot unravel'd by the Road;
But not the Master-knot of Humsm Fzte.
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xxxn

There was the Door to which I found no Key;.

There was the Veil through which I might not seex~
Some hittle talk awhide of M and Tuee

‘There was—and then no more of Tree and Me.

xxxim

Earth could not answer; nor the Seas that mourn
In flowing Purple, of their Lord Forlomn;

Nor rolling Heaven, with all his Signs reveal'd
And hidden by the sleeve of Night and Mom.

XAXTV

Then of the Tree v ME who works behind
The Vei, 1 lifted up my hands to find
A Jamp amid the Darkness; and I heard,
As from Without—“Tae Mz wirniN THEE pLIND]™

XXXV

Then to the Lip of this poor earthen Um
T lean'q, the Secret of my Life to learn,
Ard Lip to Lip it murmur'd—“While you live,
“Drinkl~for, once dead, you never shall return.”
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XXXV

1 think the Vessel, that with fugitive
Articulation answer'd, once did live,

And drink; and Ah! the passive Lip L kiss'd;
How many Kisses might it take—and give!

XXVl

For I remember stopping by the way

To watch a Potter thumping his wet Clay:
And with its all-obliterated Tongue

It murmur'd—"Gently, Brother, gently, prayl”

xxvar

" And has not such a Story from of Old
Down Man’s successive generations roll'd
Of such a clod of saturated Earth
Cast by the Maler into Human mold?

XXXIX

And not a drop that from our Cups we throw

For Earth to drink of, but may steal below
To quench the fire of Anguish in some Eye

There hidden—{ar beneath, and long ago.
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As then the Tulip for her morning sup

Of Heav'nly Vintage from the soil looks up,
Do you devoutly do the like, till Heav'n

To Earth invert you~like an empty Cup.

XL

Perplext no more with Human or Divine,

‘To-morrow’s tangle to the winds resign,
And Jose your fingers in the tresses of

The Cypress-slender Minister of Wine.

XLo

And if the Wine you drink, the Lip you press,

End in what All begins and ends in—Yes;
Think then you are To-pay what YesTERDAY

You were—To-mornow you shall not be less.

am

So when that Angel of the darker Drink
+ At last shall find you by the river-brink,
And, offering his Cup, invite your Soul
Forth to your Lips to quaff—you shall not shrink.
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XLV

VWhy, if the Soul can fling the Dust-aside,
And naked on the Air of Heaven ride,

Werc't not a Shame—were’t not a Shame for him
In this clay carcass crippled to abide?

XLV

"Tis but a Tent where takes his one day’s rest

A Sultén to the realm of Death addrest;
The Sultén rises, and the dark Ferrash

Strikes, and prepares it for another Guest.

Xvi

.

+ . mot lest Existence closing your
\, and mine, should know the like no mare; -
i Eternal S4ki from that Bowl has pour'd
- - inns of Bubbles like us, and will pour.

XV

When You and { behind the Veil are past,

Oh, but the long, Iong while the World shall last,
Which of our Coming and Departure heeds

As the Sea’s self should heed a pebble-cast.

- A



wym

A M s Halt—~a y taste

Of Being from the Well amid the Waste—
And Lol—the phantom Caravan has rexch'd

The Nomapse it set out from—Oh, make hastel

XX

Would you that spangle of Existence spend
About THE sEcrET~—quick about it, Friend!

A Hair perhaps divides the False from Trus—
And upon what, prithee, may life depend?

;%

A Hair perhaps divides the false and True;
Yes; and a single Alif were the clue—

Could you but find it—~to the Treasure-honse,
And peradventure to TEE MAsTER too;

L

Whose secret Presenge through Creation’s veins.

Ruoning Quicksilver- ike eludes your pains;
Taking all shapes from Mih to Mahi and *

They change and perlizlsx all—but He rer=in



I

A moment guessed—then back behind the Fold

Immerst of Darkness round the Drama roll'd
Which, for the Pastime of. Eternity,

He doth Himself contrive, enact, behold.

Lm

But if in vain, down on the stubborn floor

Of Earth, and up to Heav'n's unopening Door,
You gaze To-pay, while You are You—how then

To-zmorroty, when You shall be You no more?

v

e not your Hour, nor in the vain pursuit
“This and That endeavor and dispute;
Better be jocund with the fruitful Grape
- Than sadden after none, or bitter, Fruit.

v

You know, my Friends, with what a brave Carouso
1 made a Second Marriage in my house;

Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,
And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.
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For ’35" and “Is-not” thongh with Rule and Line
And “Up-axp-vown” by LogicI define,

Of all that one should care to fathom, 1
Was never deep in aoything but—Wine,

v

Ab, by my Computations, People say,

Reduce the Year to better reckoningP~—Nay,
“Twas only striking from the Calendar

Unbom To-momow and dead Yesterday.

v

And lately, by the Tavern Door agape,

Came shining through the Dusk an Angel Shape
Bearing a Vessel on his Shoulder; and

He bid me taste.of it; and *twas—the Grapel

x

The Grape that can with Logic absolute
The Two-and-Seventy jarring Sects confute:
The sovereign Alchemist that in-a trice
Life’s Jeadeq metal i.utomCold transmute;

1



LX

The mighty Mahmid, Allah-breathing Lord,

That all the misbelieving and black Horde
Of Fears and Sorrows that infest the Soul

Scatters before him with his-whirlwind Sword.,

LXY

Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare
Blaspheme the twisted-tendril as a Snare?

A Blessing, we should use it, should we not?
Andifa Curse—why, then, Who set it there?

XX

I must abjure the Balm of Life, I must,

Scared by some After-reckoning ta’en on trust,
Or lured with Hope of some Diviner Drink,

To fill the Cup—when crumbled into Dust!

LXIn

Of threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradisel

One thing at least is certain—This Life flies;
One thing is certain and the rest is Lies;

The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.
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Strange, s it not? that ot the wyrlads who
Before us pass'd the door of Darkness through,
Not one returns to tell us of the Road,
-~ Which to discover we must travel too.

xv

The Revelations of Devout and Learn'd
Who rose bc‘fore us, and as Prophets burn'd,

Are all but Stories, which, awoke from Sleep
They told their comrades, and to Sleep return’d

LIV

I sent my Soul through the Invisible,
Some letter of that After-life to spell:
And by and by my Soul return’d to me,
And answer'd “I Myself am Heav'n and Hell:"

LXvix

Heav'n but the Vision of fulfill'd Desire,
And Hell the Shadow from a Soul on fire,
» Cast on the Darkness into which Qurselves,
So late emerged from, shall so soon expire.
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LXVIII

We are no other than a moving row

Of Magic Shadow-shapes that come and go
Round with the Sun-illumined Lantern held

In Midnight by the Master of the Show;

LXIX

But helpless Picces of the Game He plays

Upon this Chequer-board of Nights and Days;
Hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays,

And one by one back in the Closct lays.

XX

* The Ball no question makes of Ayes and Noes,

But Here or There as strikes the Player goes;
And He that toss'd you down into the Field, -

He knows about it all—ue knows—HE knows!

-

LXXI

The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,
Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit
Shall lyre it back to cancel half a Line,
Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.
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LXxit

And that inverted Bowl they call the Sky,
Whereunder crawling coop'd we live and die,
Lift not your hands to It far help—for It

As impotently moves as you or I

Lxxm

With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead
And thero of the Last Harvest sow'd the Seed:

And the first Morning of Creation wrote
‘What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read.

LxXxiv

Yesteroay This Day's Madness did prepare;
To-morrow's Silence, Triumph, or Despair:
Drink! for you know not whence you came, no
why:
Drink! for you know mot why you go nor where.

xxv

I tell you this—\When, started from the Goal,
Over the flaming shoulders of the Foal
Of Heav'n Panwin and Mushtari they flung,
In my predestined Plot of Dust and Soul
mn



LEXV1

The Vine had struck a fiber: which about
It clings my Being—let the Dervish flout;

Of my Base metal may be filed a Key
That shall unlock the Door he howls without.

XX

And this I kmow: whether the one True Light

Kindle to Love, or Wrath-consume me quite,
One Flash of It within the Tavern caught

Better than in the Temple lost outright.

LXXVIO

~Whatl out of senseless Nothing to provoke
A conscious Something to resent the yoke

Of unpermitted Pleasure, under pain
Of Everlasting Penalties, if broke!

LXXIX

What! from his helpless Creature be repaid

Pure Gold for what he lent him dross-allay’d—
Sue for a Debt he never did contract,

And cannot answer—Oh the sorry tradel
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LXXX

Oh Thou, who didst with pitfall and with gin
Beset the Road I was to wander in,

Thou wilt not with Predestined Evil round
‘Enmesh, and then impute my Fall to Sinl

LXXX1

Oh Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make,
And evn with Paradise devise the Snake:

For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man
Is blacken'd—Man’s forgi 5 gi d take!

. - ° ° ° o
LXXXTY

As under cover of departing Day
Slunk hunger-stricken Ramazén away,

Once more within the Potter’s house alone
1 stood, surrounded by the Shapes of Clay.

LXXXIT

Shapes of all Sorts and Sizes, great and small,
That stood along the floor and by the wall;
And some loquacious Vessels were; and some
.Listen'd perhaps, but never talkd at all.
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LXXXIV

Said one among them—"Surely not in vain

My substance of the common Earth was ta'en:
" And to this Figure molded, to be broke,

Or trampled back to shapeless Earth again.”

LXXXV

Then said a Second—"Ne'er a peevish Boy

Would break the Bowl from which he drank in jo
And He that with his hand the Vessel made

Will surely not in after Wrath destroy.”

LXXXVI

=~ After 2 momentary silence spake

v, "+ . Vessel of a more ungainly Make;
" “They sneer at me for leaning all awry:
What! did the Hand then of the Potter shake?”

LIXXvVD

Whereat some one of the loquacious Lot—
I think-a Sifi pipkin—waxing hot—

“All this of Pot and Potter—Tell me then,
Who is the Potter, pray, and who the Pot?”
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LXXXVIT

“Why,” said another, “Some there are who tcll
* Of one who threatens be will toss to Hell
"The luckless Pots he man’d in making—Pish!
He's a Good Fellow, and twill all be well.”

LXXXTX

“Well,” murmured one, “Let whoso make or buy,
My Clay with long Oblivion is gone dry:

But £ill me with the old familiar Juice,
Methinks ¥ might recover by and by.”

xc

So while the Vessels one by one were speaking,
The little Moon look'd in that all were seeking:

And then they jogg'd each other, “Brother! Brother)
Nosw for the Parter’s shoulder-knot a-creaking!”

. . . . . .
xc1

Ah, with the Grape my fading life provide,
And wash the Body whence the Life has died,

And lay me, shrouded in the living Leaf,
By somé not unfrequented Garden-side.
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xcu

That ev'n buried Ashes such a snare
Of Vintage shall fling up into the Air
As not a True-believer passing by

But shall be overtaken unaware.

b lesei]

Indeed the Idols I have loved so long

Have done my credit in this World much wrong:
Have drown’d my Glory in a shallow Cup,

And sold my reputation for a Song, -

Cv

. Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft before
" I swore—but was I sober when I swore?

And then ‘and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hany
My thread-bare Penitence apicces toré.

Xcv

And much as Wine has play'd the Infidel,

And robb’d me of my Robe of Honor—Well,
I wonder often what the Vintaers buy

One half so precious as the stuff they sell.

s



prntd

Yet Ab, that Spring should vanish with the Rosel

That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close!
The Nightingate that in the branches sang,

Ah whence, and whither flown again, who knows!

xcvi

Would but the Desert of the Fountain yield
Oze glimpse—if dimly, yet indeed, reveald,

To which the fainting Traveler might.spring,
As springs the trampled herbage of the fieldl

xcvin

Would but some winged: Angel ere too late
Arrest the yet unfolded Roll of Fate,

And make the stern Recorder otherwise
Enregistér, or quite obliteratel

Xci1x

Ah Love! could you and I with Him conspire

To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then

Re-mold it nearer to the Heart’s Desire!

. - . . .
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Yon rising Moon that looks for us again-—
How oft hereafter will she wax and wane;
How oft hereafter rising look for us
Through this same Garden—and for one in vain!

CiL

And when like her, ok Saki, you shall pass

Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass,
And in your joyous errand reach the spot

Where I made One—turn down an empty Glass!

TAMAM
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SELECTED STORIES FROM GUJARAT

by
SARLA JAGMOHAN

It we are to have national integrity we must understand
each other, and if people are to understand each other
they must understand each other's cultural background.
One of the most important meaps of understanding 5
to know each other’s literature. With this aim in view,
Jaico presents to you in this volume a selection of
Gujarati short storfes, selected and translated by Sarla
Jagmohan, She brings to you a juicy selection that will
entertain you, as well a3 give a glimpse of Gujarati cultvre,
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WOMEN BEHIND MAHATMA GANDHI
by
ELEANOR MORTON

In this book are presented graphic accounts of the women

g::dgjagcd an, unlpor.umt role in the life of Mahatma

i, in 3 simple, interesting style. The author tells

you about Putlibai Gaodhi, Mahatma Gandhi’s religious
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LOKAMANYA TILAK
{A Biography)
By
G. P. PrRADHAN AND A. K. BHAGWAT
(With a Foreword by Dr. S. Radhakrishman)

Incidents from Tilak’s life, from his carly activitics,
which had more to do with education than politics, to
the great part he played in the Natiopal Movement, arc
depicted herc in all their uscfulness and detail. 'The
authors have also been mindiul of his literary achicve-
ments and his philosophy.

This prize-winning biography of Tilak is not an
attempt at glorification but is a conducive and inform-
alive work,

“Compact and yet leaving nc essential detail

J=227

untold, . . .7 —Nagpur Times

*. . . a useful documentary of the incidents of Tilak’s
Life.” Free Press Journal
Baper-bound Edn.: Rs. 5.00 Cloth-bound: Rs. 7.50
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JAWAHARLAL NEHRU
By
FrRANK Morats

Here is a book which you have long been desirous.
of possessing. Written by Mr. Frank Moraes, a well-
known and distinguished name in the field of Journalism,
this book satisfics a long-felt nced for a good biography
of our Prime Minister. )

Fluently written, this biographical work is ecnlivened
by the occasional glimpses of the family life of the Prime
Minister. The controversial aspects of his personality
are viewed through Indian eyes which makes it all the
more interesting.

Price Rs. 4.00
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