VINAYAK DAMODAR SAVARKAR’S POEM:

SAGARAS: SAGARA PRAN TALAMALALA (ODE TO THE OCEAN)
TRANSLATION BY ANURUPA CINAR

Savarkar was considered by the British as “One of the most dangerous men India had produced.” The whole might of the
British was required to squash him. The immense pressure of his activities took a toll on his health.

On July 29, 1909, Savarkar went to Brighton, around 50 miles south of London to recuperate. He remained there for
about 10-12 days. His associate Niranjan Pal would visit him to give him moral support. The two would frequently roam
on the shores of Brighton. On one such occasion both of them were sitting on the seashore surrounded by dozens of
mirthful English men and women. In the midst of this mirth, Savarkar was immensely sad. Sitting in front of the vast
ocean, his mind was grieving at the thought of his beloved motherland. Niranjan Pal described that momentous occasion
29 years later in an article Reminiscences of Savarkar dated May 28, 1938, in ‘The Mahratta’, Pune:

“Presently, he (Savarkar) commenced to hum a song. He sang as he composed. It was a Marathi song, describing the
pitiable serfdom of India. Forgetful of all else, Savarkar went on singing. Presently, tears began to roll down his cheeks.
His voice became choked. The song remained unfinished, Savarkar began to weep like a child.” This song Sagaras
(Ode to the Ocean) has become immortal in Marathi literature.
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Fell for your promise did I!

That worldly-wise n’ able be |

Her deliverance better serve do |
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O Ocean, my soul in so much torment be! ||1||
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Bereft from service for her deliverance

My learning a futile burden it be,

The love of her mango trees, oh!

The beauty of her blossoming vines, oh!

Her tender budding rose, oh!

Oh forever lost is her garden to me,

O Ocean, my soul in so much torment be! ||2||

Stars abound in the heavens above, but
Only the star of Bharat-land love |

Here are found plush palaces, but

Only my mother’'s humble hut love |
What care | for a kingdom without Her?

Ever exile in her forests choose I.

Deception is futile now, say |
Let you not be spared, vow |

Suffer the same pangs, cry |

Of parting with the dearest of your rivers!

O Ocean, my soul in so much torment be! ||3|]|

O Ye of Foaming Surf, pitilessly you mock!
Why go back on your word, oh!

Why deceive my helpless mother,

Oh why condemn me to exile so!

Was it in fear of England

Who flaunts her mastery over you so?

Fearsome though England may be, O
My Mother is not feeble so

Tell all to Agasti she will, lo

Who in one gulp your waters drank!

O Ocean, my soul in so much torment be! ||4||






