
 

 

VINAYAK DAMODAR SAVARKAR’S POEM: 

MARNONMUKH SHAYYEWAR: UPON THE DEATHBED 

TRANSLATION BY ANURUPA CINAR 

 

After years and years of continuous inhuman conditions and rigors of the Cellular Jail took their toll on Savarkar's health, 

by 1916-18 his health had deteriorated so much that his "garment of flesh was so tattered that his soul could no longer 

wear it"—he was bedridden, unable to keep any food down, suffering from high fever, dysentery, such intense migraines 

that even reading was impossible, and more. Death was hovering over him. He writes in his My Transportation for Life, 

page 412, “Am I, then, to die in the hospital? This thought began to haunt me all along. I reviewed in my mind the 

philosophy of the world and its conclusion on the subject, from Buddha's doctrine of Nirvana and nescience to the Yoga 

doctrine of Knowledge; from the materialism of Science to the Monism of Haeckel and Spencer, and to the evolution 

theory of 'Substance' propounded by them, I marched them all for light on death and immortality. From the Mimansa 

doctrine of the Vedanta to Mill's Utilitarianism, I ransacked in my mind their conclusions about religion, and about the triple 

faith of God, Immortality and Duty. And as the fruit of them all came forth my poem ‘On my bed facing death.’ I wrote it 

while on bed in the hospital, and I had no hope that I should survive to read it.” 

 

 
ये मतृ्यो! ये त ूं ये, यावयाप्रती  

निघालाचि असशिल जरि ये तिी सुखें! 
कोमेजुनि जावया शिवोत हीूं फुलें  

हीूं द्राक्षें िसििीूंत सुकुनि जावया 
 भ्यावें तें का म्हणुिी तुजशस पिी मी ? 
 
 

माझ्या पेलयाूंत ककती पीत िाहहलों 
तिी ि सूंपतीि अिा असनत आजज ह्या  

अश् ूंच्या महििािी मात्र िाहहलया ! 
ये, त्या ज   िैवेद्या असशस िुकेला  

आणण जिी हिवस असे अजुनि तरुण हा 
 
 
 

त   लहािथोि अिीूं असनत सूंपलीूं 
हिवसािीूं  कायेंही बहुतकरूनिया, 
तोडजोड करूनि प   फेड    ऋणें 
जन्माजजित  जीूं जीूं तीूं, ऋषिऋणाप्रती 
शु्नतजििीििणतीथि  सेवुिी कधीूं, 
                      -      
आणी ही आिरुिी एक तप अिी  

आिेच्या या स्मिािि ूंत तपस्या 
िेवऋणा, फुूं कुनि िणिृूंग , िुूंििुी  

 

Come, O Death, come! Having set forth 

To get me, gladly come you may!  

Let these flowers fear to wither and die, 

Let these juicy grapes dread to shrivel and die,  

But me! Why pray should I fear you? 

 
 
Sip and sip did I from the Cup of Life, 

Yet it is finished not today, 

The Wine of Tears but remains. 

Come, hungry as you are for this oblation, 

Though the day is still so young, 

 

 

Big or small, as be the deeds of the day 

Accomplished they mostly are. 

Compromise it took to pay off those debts 

Acquired from birth; the Debt of the Sages 

I paid by sometimes imbibing the Sacred Water 

That washed the feet of Shruti, the Mother Vedas, 

And sometimes by following the path of various Saints 

And also by practicing penance of hopes for an age 

These crematory austerities being for the Debt of Gods— 



धडड धडड षपटुनि, आणण तो आघाडडिा 
िढवुनिनि तैं हलला सहसाचि ज्या पलीूं   

सुटली िाघुवीिािी प्रथम िणाज्ञा 
आणण त्याचि िणयज्ञागिीूंत अगिीूं पेटलया  

अजस्थ अजस्थ, माूंस माूंस, इन्धिें तिीूं 
जळत जळत आज असे िेि िाहहली 
िाख यौविािी मम! आणण म्हणुनििी 
फेडाया षपतऋृणाशस आजज अहो मी 
िास्त्रातें अिुसिोनि ित्तषवधािें, 
निपुत्रत्रकत्वा वारियलें:पुत्र अणखल हें 
अशििव िाितिी मम! जेथ जेथ क ूं 
पाळणयाूंत षवकसतसे ियि-कमल तें  

तथेे तेथे मीि बघें सषृ्टी-कुतुहला. 
 

 

 

िव उन्िनत िील िालपटशलूं हिसत जैं  
उियोन्मुख तजे तरुण, तैं पुिः पुन्हा 
माझ्याही  उियोन्मुख होनत हृहिूं या 
आिा िव, आकाूंक्षा उच्ि, िाषव त्या  

आमुचिया वूंिाच्या गौिवाचिया- 
िाितीय केवल िा, मािवीयही 
वूंिाच्या गौिवाथि  !अणखल मािवी 
यौविाूंत अिुिवीि यौविास मी  
 
 

आणण षपति माझ ेत ेपे्रमतपिणा ! 
येइूं सुखें मतृ्यो, तिी  - असनत हीूं अिीूं, 
तडजोड करूनि पिी फेडडली ऋणें, 
आणण बहुतकरुिीया असनत सूंपलीूं 
 
 
 
 

हिवसािीूं कायें   : यद्यषप कधीूं  

उगवे हा हिवस, कधीूं मावळेहह वा, 
 कमें वा कवण, किीूं कायि, या हििीूं 
याषवियीूं पूंिाूंगें शिन्ि, शिन्ििी 
िट्ट आणण पजणडत हे कचथनत मज कथा,  

तरिहह लोकसूंग्रहाथि, धिणाप्रती 
मािवीय आत्यूंनतक आत्महहताच्या, 
सज्जिाशस गमलीूं अिुक ल तीूंि क ूं  

कायें म्याूं धम्यि अिीूं मानिलीूं अणी 
                           

Sounding the War Trumpet, pounding the drums forcefully, 

Swift and sudden was the frontal attack 

The instant the first battle order Shri Ram issued 

And in that Sacrificial War, an inferno was set ablaze 

Bone and bone, flesh and flesh fuel to it became— 

Just so too, reduced to ashes is my youth! And so, 

To discharge the debt I owe to my Ancestors, 

Abiding with the Scriptures of Adoption, 

That I may not die without an heir, all these sons 

Of Abhinav Bharat I take to be as my own! Wherever 

The Lotus-eyed One blooms in a crib, 

There I am marveling the wonder of creation. 

 

 

Whither fresh talent, strong character mark these brows, 

Thither, new brilliance rises again and again! 

In my bosom arise also 

Fresh hopes and high aspirations—for the future 

Glory of our Lineage, not just that of India, 

But for the glory of humanity! 

In this very youth of all humanity, 

Shall I relive my own youth 

 

 

And so shall my ancestors 

To whom I lovingly offer oblations! 

Come, O Death, gladly come then— 

Such are the debts, paid off one way or another, 

And most are likely accomplished. 

 

 

There are deeds of the day: even though  

For when the day dawns, when it shall set, 

What are the duties, what the deeds, 

Many are the opinions given by 

Various tomes, priests, and scholars— 

For uniting  people, for  the Essence 

Of the welfare of humanity, 

Deeds that the Noble Ones found to be fitting, 

Only such deeds did I consider to be righteous, 

 Accordingly is ordained a burden to each one 



म्याूं माझा िाि असे अिशलला मुिें 
यथािजतत यथापरिजस्थनत ि िूंचगताूं   

धरिलें तें व्रत किाषप ककमषप िा ियें. 
 

 

 

सत्कुल, अव्यूंग िेह, पिम ियाळ  
जिक आणण जििी ती, त्याूंहुिीहह क ूं  
वात्सलयें,  पुणयें, प्रनतपाशळता तसा  

अग्रज, जो अग्रगणय तापसाूंमधें; 
म ति षविय अिुज असा; अद्षवतीयसें 
पे्रयाूंिें पे्रमपुणय; धन्य आणण तें  

ध्येय महत,् िेई जें जीविाप्रती  

साथिकत्व मािुजाूंच्या, काव्यमय किी  

जें आयुःकालातें, प त िरित्रा; 
तप काूंहीूं, जप काूंहीूं, यि काूंहीूं तें  

काूंहीूंिी मान्यताहह िाििेचिया 
िाजसिेमाजी कषवित्िि षिता  
 
 
 

िाणखयले िस िािा; हुूंचगयले त े 

िति जलवायुलशलत ितसुगूंध क ूं 
पूंिागिीमचधल तया प्रखि िाजत्या 
उत्तापापासुनि तों प्रीनतच्या मऊ 

जस्िगध परिश्वूंगापयंत सविही  
िीतल, िीतोष्ण, उष्ण अिुिवयीले  

कहटबूंधस्पिि तसें; परिशसले ककती 
स्विित, ितिािा, ितगीनत  िविवा  

ितमूंजुल कूं ठाूंनतल - आणण मतृ्य च्या 
ितकठोि कूं ठाूंनतल घोि लागलया, 
िािा जि, जािपिें, जानतषवशिन्िा   
िेि ककती दृश्यें तीूं, ि शमच्या महा-  

सूंग्रहालयाूंत परिभ्रमत पहहलीूं. 
सुरूप तें, सुिेख तें, सुलशलत तें असें 
पाहहयलें डोळयाूंिी ककमषप तरि जया 
मतृ्यो! त ेडोळे हे झाूंक त ूं सुखें ! 
 

 
 

- झाूंकणेंचि आवश्यक जरि गमे तिी ! 
क ूं सुिेख पाहहयलें - ककमषप पिी तें ! 
प्रीनत षवपल: षविह चििूंति!  िवीूं वयीूं, 
प्रौढ धुिूंधिहह ि जी िकनत तोलणया, 

And joyously have I borne mine 

Ability and circumstance notwithstanding, 

Ever true to my Oath have I been 

Untainted by the slightest trace of fear. 

 
 
Of noble family my parents were, 

With faultless figures, and ever so kind of heart. 

My elder brother, foremost amongst the Yogis, 

Raised me so honorably, with such loving care; 

My younger brother, Epitome of Modesty he is; 

Unparalleled is this love; blessed am I 

And that glorious goal, that gives to human life 

Significance, that renders poetic my lifespan, 

That sanctifies my character; 

Some penance, some chanting— 

With a measure of success, some shining 

 In Sharda’s Court with Gems among poets. 

 

Savored many a juice of fruits; breathed in 

Hundreds of fragrances wafting with the breezes 

Over hundreds of lands and waters, 

The heat of the raging five fires, 

To love’s sweet, soft embrace—Cool, hot, sultry— 

All experienced like the encircling of a belt; 

Heard hundreds of tunes and languages, 

Hundreds of songs, new and newer, 

From hundreds of melodious throats, 

And Death’s terrible roars from a very harsh throat. 

Many people, villages, all kinds of countries, 

So many sights seen, 

Meandering the  Museum of this Earth; 

So beautiful, so distinctive, so entertaining, 

Such sights seen with the eyes— 

O Death! Gladly close these eyes you may! 

 

 

If you deem it necessary to close so! 

 For I have seen beauty—a little perhaps! 

Love for but a moment, a separation for eternity! 

That which seasoned stalwarts cannot endure, 

Those very yokes in the sweltering sun, 



         भ                   ! 
 

 

 

म्हणुनि असे अजुिी अपुिीि िाहहली  

खेळािी हौस हूंसत िाूंिणयामधें 
या आयुष्याच्या मम! तरिहह जाणुिी 
क ूं ि ययातीिीहह हौस पुिेिी 
                           
िपृनत किी खेळ एक; आणण पाहुिी  
इच्छेच्या बीजा फल िोग लागताूं 
इच्छेिीूं बीजेंिी त्याूंत कफिोिी; 
आणी अिुिवुिी क ूं एक िुकेिी  

एक जेवणािें जी तजृतत जाहली  

तजृतत सहस्त्राव्याही िोजिामुळें  

असतें क ूं तीतुक िी आणण तिीिी; 
 -मी िे तुज अिुमोिि सूंपव ूं असा 
हा जीविलेख इथें; पजृष्ठूं या जिी  

पषृ्ठें  जीूं पुढलीूं तीूं मागलया तया  
पषृ्ठाूंिी असली पुिरुजततिी तिी !  
 

म्याूं असताूं हिवस िसे व्यथि गमषवला 
हिवसास्तािेंहह म्हणुनि िःुख िा मला. 
-िीनत उद्याूंिी ही वा! मतृ्युच्या मतृा 
जरि असेल त्या अूंधःका -लतलेा 
                              
भ      म ;                       
                 ,              . 
 
 
 

आणी मी पेिाया कष्टलों असें  

बीजें क ूं तीूं जीूं निवडुिी हिलीूं  
त्याूंिीूंिी अत्युत्तम म्हणुनिया मला  

पेरुूं  फलािाषविहहत. ‘ त ूं तसें जिी  
        म                  ; 
तरि लोकोन्िनत-षविाि होय िा असें 
वति’ तसेंिी वत  ंयत्ि म्याूं सिा  
केला आबालय "जसें अन्य तुझ्यािीूं 
वागावें म्हणुनि तुला वाटतें तसें  
त हहूं वाग अन्यािीूं” सूंतविि हें 
मी अिुपशलूं पालाया कष्टलों अणी  

जरि आपद्धमि सेव्य मानिले तिी  

Such I endured in my youth! 

 

So still unfulfilled in this life of mine 

Is desire to frolic in the starlight— 

But knowing: slaked not were the yearnings 

Of Yayati—no, not e’en a lifetime of fun 

Did satisfy the king. And seeing: 

Deeds of Desire bear Fruit of Enjoyment, 

And lo!—more seeds of desire flow; 

Also, experiencing: an appetite 

Is as replete by a single meal 

As by the thousandth such meal— 

Same, exactly the same; 

O Death! I give you leave to end 

The script of my life here. 

The pages to come were perhaps to be 

But a repetition of the pages past! 

 
 
 
 
Squandered not I even a moment of my life, 

So the day’s end brings no sorrow to me. 

Mortals do so fear the death on the morrow!   

But even in the darkness, a new flower blooms 

To a creeper for the next day. 

Fear not I, for what we sow here today 

That is what blooms and bears fruit, so they say. 

 

 

And with hardship did I sow such seeds 

Exquisite, chosen, given to me to sow 

Without expectation of fruit, saying to me 

“As you behave,  others shall in wartime, adversity; 

Behave that no harm shall be brought  

Upon the Progress of Humanity.”  

That behavior I always aspired to from childhood, 

“Behave unto others as you wish them 

To behave toward you,” say the saints. 

I took trouble to follow this every moment, 

Even in distress it served me well— 

Just that dharma itself offered calamities to me! 

 



त ेइतुतयास्तविी क ूं धमििी स्वयें  

ओपुनि िे आपत्तीच्याचि मज किीूं ! 
 

 

 

 

जैं हहिव्या गवतािा गाि गाशलिा – 
वरुनि िहापावलीि अूंगणामधें 
कािागािाूंत कधीूं मी कफिें तधीूं  

आत्मौपम्याूंत मुित चित्त चथजोिी  

ककनतिाूं तरि ििण अकस्माूंत िालताूं   

स्तूंशित होऊिी िहावेत घहटघटी 
काूंहीूं केलयाहह तया तरुण कोंवळया  
गवताि ेअूंकुि िखुतील या ियें  

पाय त्याूंविी िये पड ूंचि क ूं पुढें    
हातीूंिा घास कधीूं हटुनि िहावा 
हातीूंिी, क ूं जजतुक ूं त्याूंत शितें तीूं  

त्रबजेंिी िव्हत काय ? खातसों अम्ही 
फल तें तें िणृघात ? आणण कचधूंकधीूं 
मज पडलें िय क ूं मज वेड लागलें ! 
आत्मौपम्याूंस जईं वतिणयाूंत हें   

 
 
 

मि माझें अिुसरिताूं मज पिोपिीूं  

मिणासम िःुख होय पाहुिी जगीूं  

प णि असूंिवचि तया आिरुूं  पुिें  
तरिही यत्ि म्याूं केला; अज्ञतेमुळें  

वा अितयतमेुळेंि पि कधीूं जिी 
स्खशलत जाहलें असले तरि असले तें  

म्हणुनि िय अद्याूंही िा स्मिामि शमिा 
पितटप्रिेि  जो अिोळखी नतथें 
 

 
 
सुखकि प्रवास किषव जें असें असे  

ओळणखिें पत्र आम्हाूंजवळ त्या स्वयें  
िगवाि श्ीकृष्णिें-श्ीमूंताूं गहेृ  

िुिीिाूं ि! बा गेहे योचगिामषप  

'कजश्ित ्कलयाणकृच्ि तात िगुिनतम ्

िहह गच्छनत ‘ िहह गच्छनत साूंगती अणी 
          -  भ  -       म  ; 
                           ,      
    ,       म    ,     म         

 

 

 
 

 

Whenever I pace in the narrow prison-yard 

Upon the cool, green carpet of grass, then 

Absorbed in introspection my mind froze, 

Suddenly legs turned to pillars—unmoving! 

The fear that the next step shall 

Crush the young, tender grass sprouts 

Stayed my feet in their spot. 

At times, the morsel in my hand 

Make it not to my mouth. 

These grains I hold are they not seeds? 

Does not eating the fruits abort the embryos? 

Sometimes, when such forebodings were mine, 

How I feared that I was losing my mind!  

 

 

 

My mind, following me at every step, 

Is awake to the profound grief in this world. 

To conquer this totally is perhaps impossible, 

  Effort I did make; ‘p’haps powerless or 

Unaware my feet may have stumbled, 

But fear not I today the unknown 

In the alien territory of the crematory, 

 

 

 

To ease such  travel in this land, 

A letter of introduction I have from 

Lord Krishna himself—to the rich, 

The pure, and the house of yogis. 

One of noble deeds never attains 

Misfortune in his rebirth, so say 

The learned rishis to me; 

If one believes there is truth in that, 

Heaven, hell, rebirth, captivity, or moksha 

All are but the consequence of one’s deeds. 

So where the Door of Death shall open, 



    म                      
मिणािी वेस जयामाजज उघडत े 

त्या अदृष्ट िगिाूंतील अनत सुिम्य त े 

िाखवुनि ठेषवयले असनत बूंगले  

अधीूंिी आम्हाूंस्तव िरूनिया अम्ही 
 म     ,  म                  ! 
 

 
 
 

परि जिी क ूं स्वगि, जीव, बूंध, कमि वा 
ऐहहक तें इन्द्रजाल मात्र, क ूं जिी  

सूंघातोत्पन्ि िाव मात्र जीव हा 
मतृ्युपथृतकिणणूं अिावाूंत ओसिे  

तरि सवोत्तमचि! मिण एक सुिुजतत 

अथवा प्रत्यक्ष मुजतत! पूंिही असे  

शमचश्त ि ताूंि पथृक् मुतत होउिी 
षवहिोत स्वेच्छ िव्या शमश्णाूंतुिी, 
वा स्वयेंचि, वा ि न्यीूं ! इूंद्रधिु तसें  
सूंजे्ञच्या आकािीूं षवपल िोिुिी 
षवपलाूंतचि हा माझा 'मी' हह क ूं जिी  
षवश्वाच्या अूंतहहित 'मी' त मावळे      

 
 
 
 
 

तरि मिणा! मिण ि त ूं! मिण मुजततिी ! 
--षवपलाूंतचि परि! षविूंती इतुककिी असे: 

येणे तरि येउनि जा झटकिी तुझा  

िलुौककक जो जगाूंत, लोक जो तुझा  
द्वेि करिनत, तो िचि क ूं असशस त ूं स्वतः  
निििय वा निूंद्य म्हणुनि-पाहुिी तुला  

अलािी कोणीही पित क ूं ि तो  

साूंग ूं त ूं कें वी तें! -परि षविेितः  

मतृ्यो! त ूं अषप्रयसा जगनतूं जें तुझें  

सैन्य, पुिस्सि, पीडक हें हहडडस्ससें, 
िोगािें कु्रि असे, त्यामुळेंि क ूं ! 

  
 
 

मीि ि क ूं परि अजातित्र  जो जगीूं, 
तुलय ज्या षप्रयषप्रयाहि हानि, लाि, त्या 
िगवाि ्श्ीगौतमाप्रतीहह िासला  

िोग जिा अषप्रयचि: ‘लाि िा िजुा  

In that unseen City of Beauty, 

The house is reserved for us 

Pre-determined by the down payment 

Paid by our many deeds and duties. 

 
 
 
If we believe heaven, soul, fetters, or fate 

Are but a figment of our imagination, 

And the Soul only an illusion created post-death, 

Then death by that analysis is non-existent. 

Wonderful! Death is just a deep sleep 

Or mukti itself! The five such elements
1
 

That were combined with release  

Wander at will bonded anew, 

Or as themselves, or as nothing! 

Just like the momentary glory of the rainbow, 

The “I” in me has a moment of glory 

In the Sky of Consciousness, though 

Fated to set in the Universe unknown. 

 

 

So, Death! End you are not!—only a release! 

That in moments! Only request is, 

If on your way you are, delay not!  

Your notoriety in this world, hatred you are held in 

It is not because you are cruel or condemnable— 

No one ever returned after seeing you 

That they could give a report! 

Especially, O Death! You gain unpopularity 

In this world, by the army preceding you— 

That hideous menace of cruel diseases! 

 

 

 

Not just I, but even one with no enemy in the world, 

Has his share of love and hate, loss and gain. 

Gautama Buddha himself realized disease is hateful. 

“No gain like good health in this world,” says the Dharmapad. 

Even so for those who will not welcome you willingly, 

Or the stubborn ones who conquer the battles of life, 

                                                 
1
 A being is supposed to be made up of five elements: earth, wind, water, luster, and sky. 



आिोगयासम जगतीूं’ धमिपि विे 

तरिही जे कोणी तुज िुघडतीलिी 
स्वेच्छेिें ििवाजे, िगुि त ेहठी 
जजूंकुूं  जीविाि ेत ूं धाड धाडही 
िोगाूंच्या सैन्यािी गाूंजत्या नतथें. 
 

  
 

मीूं तों जीूं िुघडतील फोडडलीूं तिी  

जाणािचि, तीूं िािें उघडुिी स्वयें  

या माझ्या गेहािीूं, स्वागता असे  

अनिवायाि शसद्ध तुझ्या! म्हणुनि ितय क ूं  
ये तरि, हे अणखल-वीि-वीि-षवजेत्या  ! 
 
 

एकलाचि, अपुिस्सि, आणण अकस्मात  

परि अितय जरि तें तुज एकटें तसें  

येणेंिी, तरि त्याही कु्रि पीडका  

िोगाच्या सैन्यािा क्षोि सोसणया  
मी असेंचि शसद्ध आजज िोि वत्सिें  
पाह्तिी अससी त ूं मजशस हा असा  

ििपूंजरिूं णखळला! ज्या मधुि लागलें  

जीविाूंतलें मधु, प्रकाि िक्षुतें, 
प्रीनत हृिा तो मी त्या सवि सुखाूंि े 

म लय म्हणुनि मतृ्युच्या यातिाहह क ूं 
समजुनि कतिव्य सह ूं शसद्ध असेंिी ! 

Troublesome Armies of Disease you send to them! 

 

 

 

Break my unwilling doors, taken from my house 

I shall be only when I open the doors myself— 

Your welcome here is incontrovertibly proven, 

So it is feasible for you to come, 

O Conqueror of All Heroes! 

 

 

Alone, without surprise, not leading your army, 

If impossible it is for you to come so—  

No matter, I am prepared the past two years 

To withstand the wrath of your pitiless Army of Disease! 

You must certainly have seen me thus, 

Lying on the bed of arrows! He who found in life 

Sweetness of honey in life, light to brighten the eyes, 

and love for the heart—that is me! 

As a price for all that happiness, 

I am prepared to endure the torments of death, 

As a duty to be borne! 

 

 


