ARG Tl € Nt A S

TN 9T T4 IRNGSAAT THF ol [ “THE VISVA-BHARATI QUARTERLY” Afaife sl
T | ARG AeoT A0eF A (ACF bed WAR (M Svve - e ssve) eRife zwafeE
AL SFER IEFH IO ¢ SMEE BAG SEm | SgEmel (qLST FEfRew W A @
GR @ F ANTGE | (R IO @ sfmeler @it e '@ @R T Yfwe ww AT st

ATl IR G2 S TR T 9TF TVHCH o1l ie 697 |

Shgertr adys acvg >0gr s T virahis
YRR ETFE OV | e g @ocs(zrw:mf@ s
Fraova asogEe-/2 T GG, e 7 ] o0
EEPIELIS @ Ol 2 cﬂ?ﬁ‘ Heall o TevimySEn i3
e O i Hedlosn  Aak) i@
@(ﬁ%@.x WY {%}’W?MG Qu.m:ﬁmﬁg—zﬁ
o B 27




Sto [/ SICerd

THE VISVA-BHARATI QUARTERLY
Founded by RABINDRANATH TAGORE

¥OLUME 50 NUMBERS 1.4 : May 1984 - April 1985
[ Published in December 1987 ]

. .
CONTENT
Eight Poems and Songs of Rabindranath Tagore
Translated by 4 K Ramanujan & Naresh Guha 1
‘4’ _gore, Margaret Sanger, Mira Ben :

Their Correspondence Naresh Guha 11
“The Ratlonale of Gandhian Economics A K Dasgupta 26
The Development and Transfer of Technology :

The Need for New Perspectives for the Universities Amlan Datta 35
The Spring of the Beast : A Radio Play Hallam Tennyson 45
The Poet and the Raj Sanat Kumar Bagehi 94
The Dartington Connection Peter Cox 122
Buddhist Themes in Richard Wagner D Prithipaul 129
*The Storv of a Racing Horse by Xu Beihong Sudhir Sen 141

Tagore and Gandhi : The Poet and the Pragmatist David W Atkinson 151

Visva-Bharati and the Co-operative Principle :
Reflections for Foundation Day Trevor Ling 170

Gandhi-Tagore Chronicle : 1901-1948 Mohitkumar Majumdar &
Kshitis Roy 176

A Bibliography of Writings in the First
Series of Visva-Bharati Quarterly ~ Compiled by Gaur Chandra Saha 205

Editor : Naresh Guha
Editorial Assistant : Barun Roy




FAGACLT IR0 @ AN BRMG Sq@qm / Svd
Eight Poems and Songs of Rabindranath Tagore

Translated by A K Ramanujan and Naresh Guha

The poems (1-4) are from three volumes published during 1940-41, the last year of his life. They are
identified by dates and numbers, not titles. The next four are from a vast repertory of nearly 2500
songs for which the poet himself composed music.

These translations attempt close renderings of the original Bengali poems, also printed below, with
special attention to tone, sequence, line - lengths, diction and imagery. Rhymes have been avoided

though some of the originals are rhymed.
1

Mountain blue and blue of horizon

bind the void and earth with meter of a hymn

the woods bathe in the gold of an autumn sun,

purple bees seek honey in yellow clusters of flowers,

with me in the middle —

that’s why the sky claps it’s hands so silently all around me.
Sounds and colours become one in my joy today.

Does Kalimpong know this?

Endless time, age after age, collects in its pantry

mountain ranges.

A single day of mine puts on its peak my garland of adoration.
To spread this happy tidings,

a golden song vibrates, unstruck in the morning sky.

Is Kalimpong listening?

25 September 1940 — from Janmadine : 14
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Somewhere in the universe, age after age,
unforgiveness gathers, intense.

One unseen error in a line, once

in a long while, and the system uproots itself, leaving no trace.
Below the foundations that seemed so firm
earthquakes shake out a dance of destruction.
Numberless herds

on life’s arena

moved by limitless energy —

that energy itself was error,

its burden unbearable. So it had to go

No one knows

where, in the system,

unforgiveness piles up

minute by minute.

Defects beyond vision are pierced,

Strong connection strings are snapped;

a suspicion, a particle, of error

closes the paths of return.

Such fierce ruin, damaged by the whole design,

to create, in the end, what has never been before.

Stubborn earth will be ground to powder, barriers will vanish,
sprouts thrust upwards carrying new life.

O Uunforgiving,
Supreme in creation’s scheme.
Thorns on the steps of peace
are trampled smooth again and again
by your pounding.

10 November 1940 — from Rogsayyay : 11
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At dead of night

in a patient’s blurred vision

when | suddenly see

your sleepless watching presence,
countless stars

for time without end
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seem responsible for my breath.

Then | know

you will go :

the utter stillness of an unfeeling universe
wakes my terror.

12 November 1940 — from Rogsayyay - 7
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Brutal night comes silently,
breaks down the loosened bolts of my spent body,
enters my insides,
starts stealing image of life’s dignity :
my heart succumbs to the assault of blackness.
The shame of defeat,

the insult of this fatigue,
grow intense.

Suddenly on the horizon,
dawn’s banner laced with rays of gold;
from a distant centre of the sky of shout :

“It’s a lie, a lie!”

Against the tranquil light of morning
| can see myself as a conqueror of sorrows
standing on top of my fortress, my ruin, my body.

27 January 1941 — from Arogya : 7
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5

So ends a day, so ends a day in a month of rains.*

My mind darkens with anxiety.

the witch of dusk tempts with empty hopes of union.

The deserted night is almost here, my lamp scans the road,
troubles the void with questions.

Nothing stirs in any direction,

the wind wanders, wild, homeless,

hope drowned in dense darkness, sorrowing night seeks a language
in the rhythms of sounding rain,

in the rain-wet smell of malati flowers.

*The month of sravana

26 August 1938 — from Gitabitan : page 472
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In my dream you knocked on my door.
I did not O did not wake up.
And you melted into the dark.

On the floor of my sleep, a patter of raindrops,
forest wind trilling with a strum of crickets.
| did not O I did not wake up. The river
flowed on by the woods.

At the second watch of the night, the traveller
with his call of the journey.
Did the veena sound, silent so far at the head of the bed?
I do not know.
I did not O I did not wake up.

The scent of the woods surrounded my sleep
from all four corners.

1939 — from Gitabitan : page 477
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Because you and | will marry the sky is full of light,
because you and | will marry the earth is green and flowering,
because you and | will marry
darkness keeps a vigil with the world in her lap
till morning with her bird-voices opens the door in the east.
Hope, my boat, floats down the river of no beginning.
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Flowers of how many ages bloom for my tray of offering,
because you and | will marry :
my heart walks this world in age after age,

dressed as a bride choosing her own
in a perennial day of bridegrooms.

30 December 1913 — from Gitabitan : page 19
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With all of me | wait
hoping to be ruined;
looking at the road for him
who would lead me astray.
Himself unseen, he watches—
loving from behind the wall—
my heart is lost
to that deep one’s love on the sly.

1910 — from Gitabitan : page 307
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