
I’m nobody.  Wha are you? 

Are you nobody too? 

Then there’s a pair of us.  Don’t tell 

They’d banish us, you know. 

 

How dreary to be somebody 

How public like a frog 

To tell your name the lifelong day 

To an admiring bog 

  (Emily Dickinson) 

 

 

SONYA 

 

aku sonya, sliramu sapa? 

apa sliramu uga paraga sepi? 

o, yen ngono wis jumbuh, mitra 

aja, aja kandha! 

mengko mundhak dipidana 

 

yagene tansah lingsem yen nedya tepa-slira 

yagene ngrambrawara kaya kongkang nabuh blumbang! 

mamerake jenengmu sedina kurang trima 

aji mumpung, mumpung kedhung gelem ngunggung 

  (translation by Effendi Kadarisman) 

 

 

 

Mingkar mingkur ing angkara 

Aarana karenan mardi siwi 

Sinawung resmining kidung 

Sinuba sinukarta 

Mrih kertarta pakartining ngelmu luhung 

Kang tumrap ing tanah Jawa 

Agama ageming aji 

  (Mangkunagara IV) 

 

 

Turning away from selfish motives, 

As one is pleased to give instruction to sons, 

It is cast in the form of a delightful song, 

Finally finished and well tuned, 

In the hope that they may prosper in their  

   practice of noble sciences 

That pertain to the land of Java 

As the spiritual tradition adhered to by its kings. 

  (translation by Stuart Robson 1990) 



GURITAN SAMODRA 

 

samodra tanpa wewangenan 

apa kowe jatining kauripan? 

 

banyu gilar-gilar 

critamu durung kok babar 

samodra gung, samodra biru 

aku ora ngerti 

ing ngendi urip iki bakal nepi? 

 

yagene kok tampa tekane kali-kali soklat? 

yagena kowe keblat tumrap reregeding jagad? 

ah, kowe samodra 

antengmu wicaksana, jarwamu pangaksama 

 

yen kowe ombak 

aku eling rama tambak 

yen kowe kridha 

aku eling bharatayuda 

 

kowe samodra 

aku bima: 

ing ngendi papane tirta amerta? 

  (Effendi Kadarisman) 

 

 

POEM FOR THE OCEAN 

 

O boundless ocean, 

Are you the true essence of life? 

 

O silvery water, 

Why have you never yet revealed your secret? 

Great ocean, blue ocean, 

wll I ever know 

where this mortal life comes to shore? 

 

I will never understand 

why you gladly accept the inflow of mudded water, 

why you gladly receive the waste of all the world 

 

O great ocean, 

Your silence is wisdom 

Your speech forgiveness 

 

When you send me ripples, 

you remind me of Rama’s bridge to Langka 

 



When you send storming waves, 

You remind me of the Bharata war 

 

You are the ocean 

I am Bima 

Where do you hide the water of life? 

  (translation by Effendi Kadarisman, 

  revised and edited by Thomas M. Hunter) 

 

 

 


