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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

˛ôy£y Ï̂v˛̧Ó̊ ò# Ï̂ú xyÓ̊ !îÜ Ï̂hs˛Ó̊ ò# Ï̂ú

ü)̂ Ïòƒ xyÓ̊ ïÓ̊yì˛ Ï̂ú õs f̨ Óy§̂ Ïï äÈ Ï̂rî xyÓ̊ !õ Ï̂ú–

Ó Ï̂ò Ï̂Ó̊ Ñ˛Ó̊yÎ̊ fl˛̈yò üÓ̊ Ï̂ì˛Ó̊ ˆÓ̊Ô Ï̂î Ó̊ ˆ¢yòy!ú–

£ú Ï̂î ö%̨ Ï̂úÓ̊ = Ï̂FäÈ õï% ˆÖy§̂ Ïã ˆÓ=!ò ˆõÔõy!äÈ–

õyG˛Öy Ï̂ò xy!õ xy!äÈñ

ˆâ˛Ô!î Ï̂Ñ˛ xyÑ˛yü ì˛y£z !î Ï̂ì˛ Ï̂äÈ !òÉü∑ Ñ˛Ó̊ì˛y!ú–

xyõyÓ̊ xyò Ï̂rî xyã ~Ñ˛yÑ˛yÓ̊ ïπ!ò xyÓ̊ Ó̊àñ

ãy Ï̂ò ì˛y !Ñ˛ ~ Ñ˛y!ú¡ôà–
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¶˛y[˛y Ï̂Ó̊ ¢!M˛Èì˛ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó̊ ˛ôÓ≈ì˛!üÖÓ̊

xhs˛£#ò Î%ÜÈÙÈÎ%Üyhs˛Ó̊–

xyõyÓ̊ ~Ñ˛!›˛ !îò ÓÓ̊õyúƒ ˛ôÓ̊y£zú ì˛y Ï̂Ó̊ñ

~ ÷¶˛ ¢ÇÓyî ãyòyÓy Ï̂Ó̊

xhs˛Ó̊# Ï̂«˛ î)Ó̊ £ Ï̂ì˛ î)̂ ÏÓ̊

xòy£ì˛ ¢%̂ ÏÓ̊

≤Ã¶˛y Ï̂ì˛ ˆ¢yòyÓ̊ ár›˛y Óy Ï̂ã ë˛à ë˛àñ

÷!ò Ï̂äÈ !Ñ˛ ~ Ñ˛y!ú¡ôà–

2

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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ãÜ Ï̂ì˛Ó̊ õyG˛Öy Ï̂ò Î%̂ ÏÜ Î%̂ ÏÜ ££ẑ Ïì˛ Ï̂äÈ ãõy

¢%ì˛#Ó  x«˛õy–

x Ï̂Üyâ˛ Ï̂Ó̊ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂òyÖy Ï̂ò ~Ñ˛!›˛ ˆÓ̊ÖyÓ̊ £ Ï̂ú ¶%̨ ú

î#á≈Ñ˛y Ï̂ú xÑ˛fl˛øyÍ xy˛ôòy Ï̂Ó̊ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó̊ ˆ¢ !òõ≈)ú–

!¶˛!_ ÎyÓ̊ ï &Ó Ó Ï̂ú £ Ï̂Î̊!äÈú õ Ï̂ò

ì˛ Ï̂ú ì˛yÓ˚ ¶)̨ !õÑ˛¡ô ›˛ Ï̂ú Á Ï̂‡˛ ≤ÃúÎ˚òì≈̨ Ï̂ò–

≤Ãyí# Ñ˛ì˛ ~ Ï̂¢!äÈú î Ï̂ú î Ï̂ú

ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ̊ Ó̊D¶)̨ Ï̂õ

x˛ôÎ≈yÆ ü!_´Ó̊ ¢¡∫̂ Ïú

ˆ¢£z ü!_´£z ºõ ì˛yÓ̊ñ

e´ Ï̂õ£z x¢£ƒ £ Ï̂Î̊ ú%Æ Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó̊ ˆîÎ̊ õ£y¶˛yÓ̊–

ˆÑ˛£ òy!£ ãy Ï̂ò

~ !Ó Ï̂ŸªÓ̊ ˆÑ˛yòÖy Ï̂ò

≤Ã!ì˛«˛ Ï̂í ãõy

îyÓ̊&í x«˛õy–

î,!‹TÓ̊ xì˛#ì˛ e&!›˛ Ñ˛!Ó̊Î̊y ˆ¶˛îò

¢¡∫̂ Ïı˛Ó̊ î,ë˛̧ ¢)e Ñ˛!Ó̊ Ï̂äÈ ˆäÈîòñ

£z!D Ï̂ì˛Ó̊ fl˛≥%̨ !ú Ï̂DÓ̊ ºõ

˛ôÿ˛y Ï̂ì˛ ˆö˛Ó̊yÓ̊ ˛ôÌ !â˛Ó̊ì˛ Ï̂Ó̊ Ñ˛!Ó̊ Ï̂äÈ î%Ü≈õ–

îyÓ̊&í ¶˛yDò ~ ˆÎ ˛ô)̂ Ïí≈Ó̊£z xy Ï̂î Ï̂ü

Ñ˛# x˛ô)Ó≈ ¢,!‹T ì˛yÓ̊ ˆîÖy !î Ï̂Ó ˆü Ï̂°Ïñ

=§v˛̧y Ï̂Ó xÓyïƒ õy!›˛ Óyïy £ Ï̂Ó î)Ó̊ñ

Ó!£Î˚y ò)ì˛ò ≤Ãyí v z̨!‡˛ Ï̂Ó xB%̨ Ó˚–

ˆ£ x«˛õyñ

¢,!‹TÓ˚ !Óïy Ï̂ò ì%̨ !õ ü!_´ ˆÎ ˛ôÓ˚õyñ

üy!hs˛Ó̊ ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ̊ Ñ˛y§›˛y ì˛Ó ˛ôî˛ôy Ï̂ì˛

!Óî!úì˛ £ Ï̂Î̊ ÎyÎ̊ ÓyÓ̊ÓyÓ̊ xyáy Ï̂ì˛ xyáy Ï̂ì˛–

3

At dead of night
in a patient’s blurred vision
when I suddenly see
your sleepless watching presence,
countless stars
for time without end

Ó˚Ó#wòy Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Ñ˛!Óì˛y Á Üy Ï̂òÓ˚ £zÇÓ˚y!ã xò%Óyî
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seem responsible for my breath.
Then I know
you will go :
the utter stillness of an unfeeling universe
wakes my terror.

12 November 1940 — from Rogsayyay - 7

Ü£ò Ó˚ãò# õy Ï̂G˛

ˆÓ̊yÜ#Ó̊ xy!Óú î,!‹Tì˛ Ï̂ú

ÎÖò ¢£¢y ˆî!Ö

ˆì˛yõyÓ̊ ãy@˘Ãì˛ xy!Ó¶≈̨ yÓ

õˆÏò £Î˚ ˆÎò

xyÑ˛y Ï̂ü xÜíƒ @˘Ã£ì˛yÓ̊y

xhs˛£#ò Ñ˛y Ï̂ú

xyõy!Ó̊ ≤Ãy Ï̂íÓ̊ îyÎ̊ Ñ˛!Ó̊ Ï̂äÈ fl ∫̨#Ñ˛yÓ̊–

ì˛yÓ̊ ˛ô Ï̂Ó̊ ãy!ò Î Ï̂Ó

ì%̨ !õ â˛ Ï̂ú Îy Ï̂Ó

xyì˛B˛ ãyÜyÎ̊ xÑ˛fl˛øyÍ

v z̨îy¢#ò ãÜ Ï̂ì˛Ó̊ ¶˛#°Ïí hfl˛∏˛ì˛y–

4

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
I can see myself as a conqueror of sorrows
standing on top of my fortress, my ruin, my body.

27 January 1941 — from Arogya : 7



 / 185

!£Çfl Ą̀ Ó̊y!e xy Ï̂¢ â%̨ Į̈̂ ô â%̨ Į̈̂ ô

Üì˛Óú üÓ̊# Ï̂Ó̊Ó̊ !ü!Ìú xÜ≈ú ˆ¶˛ Ï̂à !î Ï̂Î̊

xhs˛ Ï̂Ó̊ ≤Ã Ï̂Óü Ñ˛ Ï̂Ó̊ñ

£Ó̊í Ñ˛!Ó̊ Ï̂ì˛ Ìy Ï̂Ñ˛ ã#Ó Ï̂òÓ̊ ˆÜÔÓ̊ Ï̂ÓÓ̊ Ó̊*˛ô–

Ñ˛y!úõyÓ˚ xye´õ Ï̂í £yÓ˚ õy Ï̂ò õò–

~ ˛ôÓ̊y¶˛ Ï̂ÓÓ̊ úIy ~ xÓ¢y Ï̂îÓ̊ x˛ôõyò

ÎÖò á!ò Ï̂Î̊ Á Ï̂‡˛ñ ¢£¢y !îÜ Ï̂hs˛ ˆîÖy ˆîÎ̊

!î Ï̂òÓ̊ ˛ôì˛yÑ˛yÖy!ò fl ∫̨í≈!Ñ˛Ó̊ Ï̂íÓ̊ ˆÓ̊ÖyÈÙÈxy§Ñ˛yó

xyÑ˛y Ï̂üÓ̊ ˆÎò ˆÑ˛yò‰ î)Ó̊ ˆÑ˛w £ Ï̂ì˛

v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ ïπ!ò !õÌƒy !õÌƒy Ó!ú–

≤Ã¶˛y Ï̂ì˛Ó̊ ≤Ã¢ß̈ xy Ï̂úy Ï̂Ñ˛

î%ÉÖ!ÓãÎ̊#Ó̊ õ)!ì≈̨  ˆî!Ö xy˛ôòyÓ̊

ã#í≈̂ Ïî£ÈÙÈî%̂ ÏÜ≈Ó̊ !üÖ Ï̂Ó̊–

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

ÎyÎ̊ !îòñ ◊yÓí!îò ÎyÎ̊–

xy§ïy!Ó̊ú õò ˆõyÓ̊ xyüB˛yÎ̊ñ

!õú Ï̂òÓ˚ Ó,Ìy ≤Ãì˛ƒyüyÎ˚   õyÎ˚y!Óò# ~£z ¢ı˛ƒy äÈ!ú Ï̂äÈ––

xy¢ß¨ !òã≈ò Ó˚y!ì˛ñ   £yÎ˚ñ õõ ˛ôÌÈÙÈâ˛yÁÎ˚y Óy!ì˛

ÓƒyÑ%̨ !ú Ï̂äÈ ü)̂ Ïòƒ Ï̂Ó̊ ˆÑ˛yò‰ ≤Ã Ï̂Ÿ¿––

!î Ï̂Ñ˛ !î Ï̂Ñ˛ ˆÑ˛yÌyÁ òy!£ ¢yv˛̧yñ

!ö˛ Ï̂Ó̊ Öƒy˛ôy £yÁÎ̊y Ü,£äÈyv˛̧y–

!ò!Óv˛̧ÈÙÈì˛!õ◊ÈÙÈ!Óú%ÆÈÙÈxyüy   Óƒ!Ìì˛y Îy!õò# ˆÖy§̂ Ïã ¶˛y°ÏyÈÙÙÙ

Ó,!‹Tõ%Ö!Ó̊ì˛ õõ≈Ó̊äÈ Ï̂rîñ   !¢_´õyúì˛#Ü Ï̂ı˛––

Ó˚Ó#wòy Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Ñ˛!Óì˛y Á Üy Ï̂òÓ˚ £zÇÓ˚y!ã xò%Óyî
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6

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.

I 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

fl ∫̨̂ Ï≤¿ xyõyÓ˚ õ Ï̂ò £ú  Ñ˛Öò  áy !î Ï̂ú xyõyÓ˚ my Ï̂Ó˚ñ  £yÎ˚–

xy!õ ãy!Ü òy£z ãy!Ü òy£z ˆÜyñ

ì%̨ !õ !õúy Ï̂ú xı˛Ñ˛y Ï̂Ó˚ñ  £yÎ˚––

x Ï̂â˛ì˛ò õ Ï̂òyÈÙÈõy Ï̂G˛  ì˛Öò  !Ó˚!õ!G˛!õ ïπ!ò Óy Ï̂ãñ

Ñ˛y§!˛ôú Ó Ï̂òÓ̊ äÈyÎ̊y !G˛!Õ‘G˛B˛y Ï̂Ó̊–

xy!õ  ãy!Ü òy£z ãy!Ü òy£z ˆÜyñ  òî#  Ó!£ú Ó Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛ôy Ï̂Ó˚––

˛ô!ÌÑ˛ ~ú î%£z ≤Ã£ Ï̂Ó˚  ˛ô Ï̂ÌÓ˚ xy£πyò xy!ò á Ï̂Ó˚–

!üÎ˚̂ ÏÓ˚ ò#Ó˚Ó Ó#íy  ˆÓ Ï̂ã!äÈú !Ñ˛ ãy!ò òyÈÙÙÙ

ãy!Ü òy£z ãy!Ü òy£z ˆÜyñ

!á Ï̂Ó̊!äÈú ÓòÜı˛ á%̂ ÏõÓ̊ â˛y!Ó̊ ïy Ï̂Ó̊––

7

Because you and I will marry the sky is full of light,
because you and I will marry the earth is green and flowering,

because you and I 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 I 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

ˆì˛yõyÎ̊ xyõyÎ̊ !õúò £ Ï̂Ó ÓÛ Ï̂ú xy Ï̂úyÎ̊ xyÑ˛yü ¶˛Ó̊y

ˆì˛yõyÎ̊ xyõyÎ̊ !õúò £ Ï̂Ó ÓÛ Ï̂ú ö%̨ Õ‘ üƒyõú ïÓ̊y––

ˆì˛yõyÎ̊ xyõyÎ̊ !õúò £ Ï̂Ó ÓÛ Ï̂ú

Ó̊y!e ãy Ï̂Ü ãÜÍ ú Ï̂Î̊ ˆÑ˛y Ï̂úñ

|°Ïy ~ Ï̂¢ ˛ô)Ó≈î%Î̊yÓ̊ ˆÖy Ï̂ú Ñ˛úÑ˛Z˛fl ∫̨Ó̊y––

â˛ú Ï̂äÈ ˆ¶˛ Ï̂¢ !õúòÈÙÈxyüyÈÙÈì˛Ó̊# xòy!î Ï̂fl Ą̀yì˛ ˆÓ Ï̂Î̊–

Ñ˛ì˛ Ñ˛y Ï̂úÓ̊ Ñ%̨ ¢%õ v ẑ̨ Ï‡˛ ¶˛!Ó̊ ÓÓ̊ív˛y!ú ˆäÈ Ï̂Î̊–

ˆì˛yõyÎ̊ xyõyÎ̊ !õúò £ Ï̂Ó ÓÛ Ï̂ú

Î%̂ ÏÜ Î%̂ ÏÜ !ÓŸª¶%̨ Óòì˛ Ï̂ú

˛ôÓ̊yò xyõyÓ̊ Óï)Ó̊ ˆÓ Ï̂ü â˛ Ï̂ú !â˛Ó̊fl ∫̨Î̊¡∫Ó̊y––

8

With all of me I 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

xyõyÓ̊ ¢Ñ˛ú !ò Ï̂Î̊ Ó Ï̂¢ xy!äÈ ¢Ó≈òy Ï̂üÓ̊ xyüyÎ̊–

xy!õ ì˛yÓ̊ úy!Ü ˛ôÌ ˆâ˛ Ï̂Î̊ xy!äÈ ˛ô Ï̂Ì ˆÎ ãò ¶˛y¢yÎ̊––

ˆÎ ãò ˆîÎ̊ òy ˆîÖyñ ÎyÎ̊ ˆÎ ˆî Ï̂Ö ÙÙÙ ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy Ï̂¢ xyv˛̧yú ˆÌ Ï̂Ñ˛ ÙÙÙ

xyõyÓ̊ õò õ Ï̂ã Ï̂äÈ ˆ¢£z Ü¶˛# Ï̂Ó̊Ó̊ ˆÜy˛ôò ¶˛y Ï̂úyÓy¢yÎ̊––

Úx£!ò≈üÛ ˛ô!eÑ˛yÓ˚ ¢¡ôyîÑ˛ ÷¶˛y!ü¢ â˛e´Óì≈˛#Ó˚ ˆ¢ÔãˆÏòƒ ≤ÃyÆ–

Ó˚Ó#wòy Ï̂ÌÓ˚ Ñ˛!Óì˛y Á Üy Ï̂òÓ˚ £zÇÓ˚y!ã xò%Óyî


