
 

  



THE CRESCENT MOON 
 
 

BY  
RABINDRANATH TAGORE 

 

 

 

 

 

 
1913 



The Crescent Moon By Rabindranath Tagore. 

This edition was created and published by Global Grey 

©GlobalGrey 2019 

Get more free ebooks at 

 

globalgreyebooks.com

https://www.globalgreyebooks.com/index.html�
https://www.globalgreyebooks.com/index.html�


CONTENTS 
The Home 

On The Seashore 

The Source 

Baby's Way 

The Unheeded Pageant 

Sleep-Stealer 

The Beginning 

Baby's World 

When And Why 

Defamation 

The Judge 

Playthings 

The Astronomer 

Clouds And Waves 

The Champa Flower 

Fairyland 

The Land Of The Exile 

The Rainy Day 

Paper Boats 

The Sailor 

The Further Bank 

The Flower-School 

The Merchant 

Sympathy 

Vocation 

Superior 



The Little Big Man 

Twelve O'clock 

Authorship 

The Wicked Postman 

The Hero 

The End 

The Recall 

The First Jasmines 

The Banyan Tree 

Benediction 

The Gift 

My Song 

The Child-Angel 

The Last Bargain 



















































































But if I take only one sheet to make a boat with, you say, "Child, how 
troublesome you are!" 

What do you think of father's spoiling sheets and sheets of paper with black 
marks all over on both sides? 
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THE WICKED POSTMAN 
 

Why do you sit there on the floor so quiet and silent, tell me, mother dear? 

The rain is coming in through the open window, making you all wet, and you 
don't mind it. 

Do you hear the gong striking four? It is time for my brother to come home 
from school. 

What has happened to you that you look so strange? 

Haven't you got a letter from father to-day? 

I saw the postman bringing letters in his bag for almost everybody in the 
town. 

Only, father's letters he keeps to read himself. I am sure the postman is a 
wicked man. 

But don't be unhappy about that, mother dear. 

To-morrow is market day in the next village. You ask your maid to buy some 
pens and papers. 

I myself will write all father's letters; you will not find a single mistake. 

I shall write from A right up to K. 

But, mother, why do you smile? 

You don't believe that I can write as nicely as father does! 

But I shall rule my paper carefully, and write all the letters beautifully big. 

When I finish my writing, do you think I shall be so foolish as father and drop 
it into the horrid postman's bag? 

I shall bring it to you myself without waiting, and letter by letter help you to 
read my writing. 
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I know the postman does not like to give you the really nice letters. 
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THE HERO 
 

 

From a drawing by Nandalall Bose 

 

Mother, let us imagine we are travelling, and passing through a strange and 
dangerous country. 

You are riding in a palanquin and I am trotting by you on a red horse. 

It is evening and the sun goes down. The waste of Joradighi lies wan and 
grey before us. The land is desolate and barren. 

You are frightened and thinking--"I know not where we have come to." 

I say to you, "Mother, do not be afraid." 

The meadow is prickly with spiky grass, and through it runs a narrow broken 
path. 

There are no cattle to be seen in the wide field; they have gone to their 
village stalls. 

It grows dark and dim on the land and sky, and we cannot tell where we are 
going. 
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Suddenly you call me and ask me in a whisper, "What light is that near the 
bank?" 

Just then there bursts out a fearful yell, and figures come running towards 
us. 

You sit crouched in your palanquin and repeat the names of the gods in 
prayer. 

The bearers, shaking in terror, hide themselves in the thorny bush. 

I shout to you, "Don't be afraid, mother. I am here." 

With long sticks in their hands and hair all wild about their heads, they come 
nearer and nearer. 

I shout, "Have a care! you villains! One step more and you are dead men." 

They give another terrible yell and rush forward. 

You clutch my hand and say, "Dear boy, for heaven's sake, keep away from 
them." 

I say, "Mother, just you watch me." 

Then I spur my horse for a wild gallop, and my sword and buckler clash 
against each other. 

The fight becomes so fearful, mother, that it would give you a cold shudder 
could you see it from your palanquin. 

Many of them fly, and a great number are cut to pieces. 

I know you are thinking, sitting all by yourself, that your boy must be dead 
by this time. 

But I come to you all stained with blood, and say, "Mother, the fight is over 
now." 

You come out and kiss me, pressing me to your heart, and you say to 
yourself, 

"I don't know what I should do if I hadn't my boy to escort me." 
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A thousand useless things happen day after day, and why couldn't such a 
thing come true by chance? 

It would be like a story in a book. 

My brother would say, "Is it possible? I always thought he was so delicate!" 

Our village people would all say in amazement, "Was it not lucky that the 
boy was with his mother?" 
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THE END 
 

It is time for me to go, mother; I am going. 

When in the paling darkness of the lonely dawn you stretch out your arms 
for your baby in the bed, I shall say, "Baby is not there!"--mother, I am going. 

I shall become a delicate draught of air and caress you; and I shall be ripples 
in the water when you bathe, and kiss you and kiss you again. 

In the gusty night when the rain patters on the leaves you will hear my 
whisper in your bed, and my laughter will flash with the lightning through 
the open window into your room. 

If you lie awake, thinking of your baby till late into the night, I shall sing to 
you from the stars, "Sleep mother, sleep." 

On the straying moonbeams I shall steal over your bed, and lie upon your 
bosom while you sleep. 

I shall become a dream, and through the little opening of your eyelids I shall 
slip into the depths of your sleep; and when you wake up and look round 
startled, like a twinkling firefly I shall flit out into the darkness. 

When, on the great festival of puja, the neighbours' children come and play 
about the house, I shall melt into the music of the flute and throb in your 
heart all day. 

Dear auntie will come with puja-presents and will ask, "Where is our baby, 
sister? Mother, you will tell her softly, "He is in the pupils of my eyes, he is in 
my body and in my soul." 
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THE RECALL 
 

The night was dark when she went away, and they slept. 

The night is dark now, and I call for her, "Come back, my darling; the world is 
asleep; and no one would know, if you came for a moment while stars are 
gazing at stars." 

She went away when the trees were in bud and the spring was young. 

Now the flowers are in high bloom and I call, "Come back, my darling. The 
children gather and scatter flowers in reckless sport. And if you come and 
take one little blossom no one will miss it." 

Those that used to play are playing still, so spendthrift is life. 

I listen to their chatter and call, "Come back, my darling, for mother's heart 
is full to the brim with love, and if you come to snatch only one little kiss 
from her no one will grudge it." 
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THE FIRST JASMINES 
 

Ah, these jasmines, these white jasmines! 

I seem to remember the first day when I filled my hands with these jasmines, 
these white jasmines. 

I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green earth; 

I have heard the liquid murmur of the river through the darkness of 
midnight; 

Autumn sunsets have come to me at the bend of a road in the lonely waste, 
like a bride raising her veil to accept her lover. 

Yet my memory is still sweet with the first white jasmines that I held in my 
hand when I was a child. 

Many a glad day has come in my life, and I have laughed with merrymakers 
on festival nights. 

On grey mornings of rain I have crooned many an idle song. 

I have worn round my neck the evening wreath of bakulas woven by the 
hand of love. 

Yet my heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh jasmines that filled 
my hands when I was a child. 

49



THE BANYAN TREE 
 

O you shaggy-headed banyan tree standing on the bank of the pond, have 
you forgotten the little child, like the birds that have nested in your branches 
and left you? 

Do you not remember how he sat at the window and wondered at the 
tangle of your roots that plunged underground? 

The women would come to fill their jars in the pond, and your huge black 
shadow would wriggle on the water like sleep struggling to wake up. 

Sunlight danced on the ripples like restless tiny shuttles weaving golden 
tapestry. 

Two ducks swam by the weedy margin above their shadows, and the child 
would sit still and think. 

He longed to be the wind and blow through your rustling branches, to be 
your shadow and lengthen with the day on the water, to be a bird and perch 
on your top-most twig, and to float like those ducks among the weeds and 
shadows. 
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