
        
            
                
            
        

    

LIFE BE BEAUTIFUL LIKE
SUMMER FLOWERS
生如夏花
泰戈尔经典诗选

泰戈尔的诗歌弥漫着一种恬淡、静谧、飘逸的意境，如珍珠般闪耀着深邃的哲理光芒。轻轻翻阅，总会有些美得心动的句子闯入心间。

书中收录了泰戈尔四部著名英文诗集：《采果集》、《爱者之贻》、《渡口》、《诗选》，为精华收藏版。著名文学家冰心和东方文学翻译家石真以韵味幽雅、哲理深妙的译笔还原了泰戈尔晶莹剔透的爱的世界，传唱爱情纯真，颂扬无暇童心，赞颂生命，思索人生本质。书中随处可见乐观的情绪和生机盎然的气息，既有对理想追求的乐观和坚定的信心，也有生命的真实感动。

微风徐徐的午后，一杯清茶，一本《生如夏花》，伴随着泰戈尔拾起昼间之花那片片怡人的花瓣，看着它成熟成记忆的金果，带领我们品尝人间甘甜，绽放整个世界的美好。
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《采果集》与《飞鸟集》、《新月集》、《吉檀迦利》、《园丁集》齐名，是泰戈尔的又一部著名诗集。它以激情的语言赞颂生命，思索生命的本质，充满乐观的情绪和生机盎然的气息，让人在一串串爽润可口的文字中体味生命的真实感动。本版中译本为著名东方文学家、翻译家石真根据孟加拉原文翻译，这些意境深远、含义丰富、优美宁静的孟加拉文诗歌，是泰戈尔原意的最佳体现。英文部分为泰戈尔本人亲译。泰戈尔的英文翻译与原孟加拉文出入较大，是文学再创造和再体验，现一并收录其中，供读者玩味和参考。



1

只要你吩咐，我便采满一篮篮硕果带到你的庭院里，虽然有的果子失落了，有的还未成熟。

因为季节由于丰收变得负担沉重，树荫下响起牧童哀婉的笛声。

只要你吩咐，我便在河上扬帆启程。

三月的风烦躁不安，撩逗着倦怠的水波，发出了轻声的抱怨。

果园已结出累累硕果，夕阳西下，在这黄昏倦人的时刻，从你岸边的房屋里传来了让我放下负担的召唤。



Bid me and I shall gather my fruits to bring them in full baskets into your courtyard, though some are lost and some not ripe.

For the season grows heavy with its fulness, and there is a plaintive shepherd's pipe in the shade.

Bid me and I shall set sail on the river.

The March wind is fretful, fretting the languid waves into murmurs.

The garden has yielded its all, and in the weary hour of evening the call comes from your house on the shore in the sunset.



2

年轻时，我生命有如一朵花——当春天的轻风来到她的门前乞求时，从她的丰盛中飘落一两花瓣，她从未感到这是损失。

现在，韶华已逝，我的生命有如一个果子，已经没有什么东西可以分让，只等待着将她和她丰满甜美的全部负担一起奉献出去。



My life when young was like a flower—a flower that loosens a petal or two from her abundance and never feels the loss when the spring breeze comes to beg at her door.

Now at the end of youth my life is like a fruit, having nothing to spare, and waiting to offer herself completely with her full burden of sweetness.



3

难道夏天的欢庆只是为了娇艳的鲜花，并不为枯萎的树叶与凋零的花朵？

难道大海之歌仅与飞涨的潮水曲调相合？

它不是也在伴着落潮唱歌？

珠宝织进了我王脚下的地毯，但是，耐心的泥土也在等待着他双足的触抚。

寥寥几位智者与伟人坐在我王的身旁，可是，他却把愚人拥在怀里，让我做他终身的奴仆。



Is summer's festival only for fresh blossoms and not also for withered leaves and faded flowers?

Is the song of the sea in tune only with the rising waves?

Does it not also sing with the waves that fall?

Jewels are woven into the carpet where stands my king, but there are patient clods waiting to be touched by his feet.

Few are the wise and the great who sit by my Master, but he has taken the foolish in his arms and made me his servant for ever.



4

我醒来了，发现他的与清晨一同到来的信。

我不知道信里写些什么，因为我看不懂。

让聪明人独自去读他的书吧，我不会打扰他，因为，谁知道他能否读出信里说些什么。



让我把它擎在前额，让我把它贴在心上。

当夜深人静，繁星一个个出现时，我要把它展放膝头，默默静坐。

沙沙的林叶会为我大声朗读它，潺潺的河水会为我吟诵它，七颗智慧星也会在空中为我歌唱它。



我得不到我所寻觅的，我不理解我将学到的；可这封未读的信，却减轻了我的负担，将我的思想化成了歌曲。



I woke and found his letter with the morning.

I do not know what it says, for I cannot read.

I shall leave the wise man alone with his books, I shall not trouble him, for who knows if he can read what the letter says.

Let me hold it to my forehead and press it to my heart.

When the night grows still and stars come out one by one I will spread it on my lap and stay silent.

The rustling leaves will read it aloud to me, the rushing stream will chant it, and the seven wise stars will sing it to me from the sky.

I cannot find what I seek, I cannot understand what I would learn; but this unread letter has lightened my burdens and turned my thoughts into songs.



5

一掬尘土就能掩盖你的信号，当我不明白它的深意的时候。

现在，我变得比较聪明了，我从以往掩藏它的一切事物中看到了它。



它画在百花的花瓣上，海浪银色的泡沫闪亮了它，群山将它高举在峰巅。

我曾经转过脸去，不去看你，因此曲解了你的信息，不知其间的含义。



A handful of dust could hide your signal when I did not know its meaning.

Now that I am wiser I read it in all that hid it before.

It is painted in petals of flowers; waves flash it from their foam; hills hold it high on their summits.

I had my face turned from you, therefore I read the letters awry and knew not their meaning.



6

在铺就的道路上，我迷路了。

浩淼的水面上，蔚蓝的天空中，找不到道路的轨迹。

路被鸟儿的双翼、空中的星火、四季更替的繁花遮盖住了。

心儿呵，我问你，你的血液里可具有那发现看不见的路的智慧吗？



Where roads are made I lose my way.

In the wide water, in the blue sky there is no line of a track.

The pathway is hidden by the birds' wings, by the star-fires, by the flowers of the wayfaring seasons.

And I ask my heart if its blood carries the wisdom of the unseen way.



7

啊！我不能留在家里，它已不再是我的家。因为那永恒的异乡人在召唤，他正沿着这条路走来。

他的脚步声敲击着我的胸膛，让我痛苦！

风起了，海在呻吟。

我抛弃了所有的忧伤与疑虑，去追逐那无家的潮水，因为那永恒的异乡人在召唤我，他正沿着这条路走来。



★选自《歌曲集》第21首，写于1914年8月，苏鲁尔。



Alas, I cannot stay in the house, and home has become no home to me, for the eternal Stranger calls, he is going along the road.

The sound of his footfall knocks at my breast; it pains me!

The wind is up, the sea is moaning. I leave all my cares and doubts to follow the homeless tide, for the stranger calls me, he is going along the road.



8

准备好动身吧，我的心啊！让那些踌躇的去留恋徘徊吧。

因为清晨的天空里鸟儿正唤着你的名字。

不要等待了！



蓓蕾盼望凉夜与朝露，盛开的鲜花却呼唤自由的阳光。

冲破你的网罗吧，我的心啊，动身吧！



Be ready to launch forth, my heart! And let those lingers who must.

For your name has been called in the morning sky.

Wait for none!

The desire of the bud is for the night and dew, but the blown flower cries for the freedom of light.

Burst your sheath, my heart, and come forth!
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9

当我在珍藏的财宝中徘徊时，我觉得我仿佛是一条出生在果实里的蠕虫，在黑暗中咬噬着果子喂养自己。

我丢弃了这腐烂的牢狱。

我不愿经常出没在这发霉的静止中，我要去寻找永存的青春；凡是和我的生活不一致的，凡是不像我的笑声那么欢快的，我都将它完全抛弃。

我与时间奔跑，啊，心儿啊！在你的战车中，高歌漫游的诗人在舞蹈。



When I lingered among my hoarded treasure I felt like a worm that feeds in the dark upon the fruit where it was born.

I leave this prison of decay.

I care not to haunt the mouldy stillness, for I go in search of everlasting youth; I throw away all that is not one with my life nor as light as my laughter.

I run through time and, O my heart, in your chariot dances the poet who sings while he wanders.



10

你牵着我的手，将我拉近你的身边，让我在众人面前端坐在高位上。我胆怯了，我无法随心所欲地行动，每走一步都要瞻前顾后，疑虑重重，唯恐踏上众人不满的棘刺。



我终于自由了！

打击已来临，侮辱的战鼓已敲响，我的座位已被推倒在尘埃。

而我自己的道路却在我眼前展开。



我的羽翼向往蓝天！

我要去和午夜的流星结伴，一同跳进茫茫无边的黑暗。

我像一朵夏日暴雨驱赶的云彩，抛掉黄金的冠冕，在闪电的环佩上系上雷霆，宛如佩一柄青霜宝剑。

狂喜中，我冲上被鄙视的、尘埃飞扬的小路，走近了你的迎接的怀抱。

婴儿脱离母腹时，找到了母亲。

当我与你分别，被赶出你的家门时，我便可以自由地与你相见。



You took my hand and drew me to your side, made me sit on the high seat before all men, till I became timid, unable to stir and walk my own way; doubting and debating at every step lest I should tread upon any thorn of their disfavour.

I am freed at last!

The blow has come, the drum of insult sounded, my seat is laid low in the dust.

My paths are open before me.



My wings are full of the desire of the sky.

I go to join the shooting stars of midnight, to plunge into the profound shadow.

I am like the storm-driven cloud of summer that, having cast off its crown of gold, hangs as a sword the thunderbolt upon a chain of lightning.

In desperate joy I run upon the dusty path of the despised; I draw near to your final welcome.

The child finds its mother when it leaves her womb.

When I am parted from you, thrown out from your household, I am free to see your face.



11

跋涉意味着时时见到你，我的旅伴。它意味着和着你的脚步歌唱。

你的呼吸嘘拂着他，他没有在经过岸边的庇护所时悄悄离开你。

他勇敢地迎着暴风，踏破汹涌的波浪，扬帆起航。

他敞开大门，走上前接受你的问候。

他不会停步不前，计算他的盈余，哀伤他的损失，他的心敲响了前进的鼓点，因为那是在和着你的步伐向前。

我的旅伴！



To move is to meet you every moment, Fellow-traveller! It is to sing to the falling of your feet.

He whom your breath touches does not glide by the shelter of the bank.

He spreads a reckless sail to the wind and rides the turbulent water.

He who throws his doors open and steps onward receives your greeting.

He does not stay to count his gain or to mourn his loss; his heart beats the drum for his march, for that is to march with you every step.

Fellow-traveller!



12

我在这个世界上最大的幸运将从你手中得到，你曾许诺过。

因此，你的光芒在我的泪花中闪烁。

我怕别人为我指路，错过了等在歧路要作我的向导的你。



我固执地走自己的路，直到我的愚蠢将你引到我的门前。

因为你曾许诺过，我在这个世界上最大的幸运将从你手中得到。



My portion of the best in this world will come from your hands: such was your promise.

Therefore your light glistens in my tears.

I fear to be led by others lest I miss you waiting in some road corner to be my guide.

I walk my own wilful way till my very folly tempts you to my door.

For I have your promise that my portion of the best in this world will come from your hands.



13

你的话是简单的，我主，但是那些谈论你的人却不是这样。

我懂得你群星的语言，我理解你树林的沉寂。

我知道，我的心会像花儿一般开放；我知道，我的生活里有一眼伏泉使它得到充实。

你的歌如同寂寞雪原的鸟儿，正盼着温暖的四月飞来在我的心头筑巢，我也甘愿等待那欢乐季节的到来。



Your speech is simple, my Master, but not theirs who talk of you.

I understand the voice of your stars and the silence of your trees.

I know that my heart would open like a flower; that my life has filled itself at a hidden fountain.

Your songs, like birds from the lonely land of snow, are winging to build their nests in my heart against the warmth of its April, and I am content to wait for the merry season.



14

他们认识路，沿着狭窄的小巷去寻找你，我却在夜色中到处徘徊，因为我是无知的。

我没有受过足够的教育，还不至于惧怕在黑暗中遇到你，因此，我无意间踏上了你门前的台阶。

聪明人斥责我，命令我走开，只为我没从小巷来。

我满怀疑惑转身走开，你却将我紧紧抓住，于是聪明人的责备便一天更比一天响亮起来。



They knew the way and went to seek you along the narrow lane, but I wandered abroad into the night for I was ignorant.

I was not schooled enough to be afraid of you in the dark, therefore I came upon your doorstep unaware.

The wise rebuked me and bade me be gone, for I had not come by the lane.

I turned away in doubt, but you held me fast, and their scolding became louder every day.



15

夜深了，在我静默的心中，你酣睡正浓。

醒来吧，啊！爱情的痛苦，我站在门外，因为我不知道怎样打开大门。

时光在等待，群星在等待，风停了，我心中的寂寞更沉重了。

醒来吧，爱情，醒来吧！将我的空杯注满，用一缕轻柔的歌声冲破这静夜吧。



The night is dark and your slumber is deep in the hush of my being.

Wake, O Pain of Love, for I know not how to open the door, and I stand outside.

The hours wait, the stars watch, the wind is still, the silence is heavy in my heart.

Wake, Love, wake! brim my empty cup, and with a breath of song ruffle the night.



16

我们的爱情不仅仅是儿戏，我爱。

风雨喧嚣的夜一次次袭击了我，吹灭我的灯光；暖昧的疑虑聚拢来，遮蔽了我满天的繁星。

河堤一次次崩塌，让洪水席卷了我的庄稼，悲伤与绝望撕裂了我的蓝天。

因此我知道，你的爱情里有痛苦的打击，却没有死亡无情的冷漠。



This is no mere dallying of love between us, my lover.

Again and again have swooped down upon me the screaming nights of storm, blowing out my lamp: dark doubts have gathered, blotting out all stars from my sky.

Again and again the banks have burst, letting the flood sweep away my harvest, and wailing and despair have rent my sky from end to end.

This have I learnt that there are blows of pain in your love, never the cold apathy of death.



17

深夜，船夫出海了，飞渡在波涛汹涌的海面。

狂风吹胀了风帆，桅杆痛得呻吟了。

夜的毒齿咬伤了天空，中了毒的天空极端恐惧地晕倒在海面。

波涛疯狂地冲击着无边的黑暗。船夫出海了，飞渡在波涛汹涌的海面。

船夫出海了，我不知道他要去和谁相会，夜也为他蓦然出现的白帆暗暗吃惊。

我不知道他在哪个海滩，终于弃舟登岸，走进一所寂静的院落；那里，灯光闪亮，她端坐在尘埃上等待着。



他在追求什么，竟使小舟不畏风暴，也不怕黑暗？

小船沉重，是载着宝石与珍珠吗？

啊，不！船夫并未携带珠宝，他手中只有一朵洁白的玫瑰，双唇噙着一支歌。那是带给她的。深夜里，她燃着明灯，独自守候着。



她住在路旁的茅屋里。

披散的秀发在风中飘舞，遮住了她的明眸。

风雨尖啸着，挤进破旧的门缝；灯光在风中摇曳，在四壁投下飘忽的阴影。

风在怒号中，她听到他在呼唤着她，叫着她无人知道的芳名。

船夫扬帆启程已经很久了。

还要很久，黎明才会降临，他才会叩门。



不会有人敲响鼓角，也不会有人知晓。

只有光明将会洒满茅屋，尘土将会受到祝福，心中将会充满欢乐。

所有的疑虑将会悄悄地化为乌有，当船夫驶向岸边的时候。



★选自《白鹤集》第5首，写于1914年9月，加尔各答。



The Boatman is out crossing the wild sea at night.

The mast is aching because of its full sails filled with the violent wind.

Stung with the night's fang the sky falls upon the sea, poisoned with black fear.

The waves dash their heads against the dark unseen, and the Boatman is out crossing the wild sea.

The Boatman is out, I know not for what tryst, startling the night with the sudden white of his sails.

I know not at what shore, at last, he lands to reach the silent courtyard where the lamp is burning and to find her who sits in the dust and waits.

What is the quest that makes his boat care not for storm nor darkness?

Is it heavy with gems and pearls?

Ah, no, the Boatman brings with him no treasure, but only a white rose in his hand and a song on his lips.

It is for her who watches alone at night with her lamp burning.

She dwells in the wayside hut. Her loose hair flies in the wind and hides her eyes.

The storm shrieks through her broken doors, the light flickers in her earthen lamp flinging shadows on the walls.

Through the howl of the winds she hears him call her name, she whose name is unknown.

It is long since the Boatman sailed. It will be long before the day breaks and he knocks at the door.

The drums will not be beaten and none will know.

Only light shall fill the house, blessed shall be the dust, and the heart glad.

All doubts shall vanish in silence when the Boatman comes to the shore.



18

我发现几封我旧日的书信，小心翼翼地藏在了她的小盒里——几件供她的记忆消遣的玩物。

心儿战战兢兢地，努力从时间的滔滔长河中偷出这些小小的玩物，说：“这些是我的，只属于我一个人。”

啊，如今已无人再要它们，无人愿为它们付出精心照料的代价，而它们却依旧存在。

世间肯定会有爱情存在，以免她湮没无闻，就像她的爱情使这些书信如此珍重地被保存下来。



★选自《悼念集》第14首。



I found a few old letters of mine carefully hidden in her box—a few small toys for her memory to play with.

With a timorous heart she tried to steal these trifles from time's turbulent stream, and said, “These are mine only!”

Ah, there is no one now to claim them, who can pay their price with loving care, yet here they are still.

Surely there is love in this world to save her from utter loss, even like this love of hers that saved these letters with such fond care.



19

在电光闪耀的瞬间，我在我的生命中看到了你创造的宏伟——那历尽生死、前生与今世的无限的宇宙。

当我看到我的生命被无意义的时光抓住时，我为我的毫无价值而哭泣，——当我看到我的生命掌握在你的手中时，我知道它是宝贵的，不应该在忧伤、退隐中浪费。



In the lightning flash of a moment I have seen the immensity of your creation in my life creation through many a death from world to world.

I weep at my unworthiness when I see my life in the hands of the unmeaning hours, but when I see it in your hands I know it is too precious to be squandered among shadows.
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云对我说：“我消散了。”夜对我说：“我投进火一般的朝霞里。”

痛苦对我说：“我保持死一般的沉默，就像它无声的足迹一样。”

生命对我说：“我在圆满中死去。”

大地对我说：“我的光明时刻吻着你的思绪。”

爱情对我说：“时光消逝，而我在等待着你！”

死亡对我说：“我驾着你生命的小舟渡过海去。”



The Cloud said to me, “I vanish”; the Night said, “I plunge into the fiery dawn.”

The Pain said, “I remain in deep silence as his footprint.”

“I die into the fulness,” said my life to me.

The Earth said, “My lights kiss your thoughts every moment.”

“The days pass,” Love said, “but I wait for you.”

Death said, “I ply the boat of your life across the sea.”



21

她还是个孩子，我主。

她在你的宫殿里到处奔跑，嬉戏，还想把你也当作她的玩具。

她不顾她的头发零乱披散，她的长袍漫不经心地在尘土里拖曳。

当你对她讲话时，她却睡熟了，不肯回答——你清晨给她的花朵从她手中滑落在尘埃里。

当暴雨逼临，黑暗密布天空，她不能酣然入睡；她的玩偶散掷在地上，她因恐惧而紧偎着你。

她怕了，怕不配侍奉你。

你却微笑着望着她游戏。

你认识她。

坐在尘土里的孩子是你命定的新娘；她的嬉戏会停止，并且升华为深沉的爱。



★选自《摆渡集·小新娘》，写于1905年7月。
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She is still a child, my lord.

She runs about your palace and plays, and tries to make of you a plaything as well.

She heeds not when her hair tumbles down and her careless garment drags in the dust.

She falls asleep when you speak to her and answers not—and the flower you give her in the morning slips to the dust from her hands.

When the storm bursts and darkness is over the sky she is sleepless; her dolls lie scattered on the earth and she clings to you in terror.

She is afraid that she may fail in service to you.

But with a smile you watch her at her game.

You know her.

The child sitting in the dust is your destined bride; her play will be stilled and deepened into love.



22

“哦，太阳呵，除了太空还有谁能拥抱你呢？”

“我只在梦中向往你，却从不敢奢望去侍奉你，”露珠呜咽道，“我是那么渺小，不能将你抱在怀里，强大的主啊，没有你，我的生命只是一滴泪水。”

“我照亮了无垠的天空，却也能将我奉献给一滴小小的露珠，”太阳说，“我将化作一缕闪光去注满你，使你短暂的生命变成一颗灿烂的欢笑的星。”



“What is there but the sky, O Sun, that can hold thine image?”

“I dream of thee, but to serve thee I can never hope,” the dewdrop wept and said, “I am too small to take thee unto me, great lord, and my life is all tears.”

“I illumine the limitless sky, yet I can yield myself up to a tiny drop of dew,” thus the Sun said; “I shall become but a sparkle of light and fill you, and your little life will be a laughing orb.”



23

不知节制的爱不能持久，它像溢出杯盏的酒浆的泡沫，转瞬便化为乌有。我不要这样的爱。

赐予我这样的爱吧，它像你的雨一样清凉纯净，它福佑干渴的大地，注满家庭简陋的陶罐。

赐予我这样的爱吧，它将渗入心灵深处，然后蔓延开来。就像那无形的树液使生命在树身流转，生出枝干，开出繁花，结出硕果。

赐予我这样的爱吧，它带来完满的和平，使心儿宁静。



Not for me is the love that knows no restraint, but like the foaming wine that having burst its vessel in a moment would run to waste.

Send me the love which is cool and pure like your rain that blesses the thirsty earth and fills the homely earthen jars.

Send me the love that would soak down into the centre of being, and from there would spread like the unseen sap through the branching tree of life, giving birth to fruits and flowers.

Send me the love that keeps the heart still with the fulness of peace.



24

听啊，我的心，他的笛声里带着野花的芬芳，绿叶的闪光，粼粼溪流的潺溪，和树荫里蜜蜂翅翼轻轻的震颤！

笛子从我朋友的唇上偷去了微笑，将它舒展在我的生命里。



Listen, my heart, in his flute is the music of the smell of wild flowers, of the glistening leaves and gleaming water, of shadows resonant with bees' wings.

The flute steals his smile from my friend's lips and spreads it over my life.
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你总是独自远远地站在我歌曲之河的对岸。

我的歌曲的音波洗濯你的双足，我却不知怎样才能将它们触摸。

我与你歌唱的游戏隔着遥远的距离。

是那离别的痛苦，化作悠扬的乐曲，流出我的长笛。

我等待着那一天，你的小船渡到我的岸边，把我的长笛拿在你自己的手里。



★选自《歌之花环》，第70首，写于1913年2月，寂乡。



You always stand alone beyond the stream of my songs.

The waves of my tunes wash your feet but I know not how to reach them.

This play of mine with you is a play from afar.

It is the pain of separation that melts into melody through my flute.

I wait for the time when your boat crosses over to my shore and you take my flute into your own hands.



26

今天清晨，我的心灵之窗，那朝向你的心灵的窗口，突然打开了。

我惊诧地看到，我的名字，你经常呼唤的名字，写在四月的嫩叶与百花上。我默默地静坐着。



刹那间，隔在你我歌曲中间的帘幕随风飘去了。

我发现，你的晨曦里弥漫着我无法表达的、唱不出来的歌儿；我想，我应该在你的脚边学会它。我默默地静坐着。



Suddenly the window of my heart flew open this morning, the window that looks out on your heart.

I wondered to see that the name by which you know me is written in April leaves and flowers, and I sat silent.

The curtain was blown away for a moment between my songs and yours.

I found that your morning light was full of my own mute songs unsung; I thought that I would learn them at your feet—and I sat silent.
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你就在我的心坎里，当我的心儿在外漂泊时，它从未发现你；你始终躲藏在我的爱情和希望里不肯露面，因为你总是和它们在一起。



你曾是我的青春游戏中最深沉的欢乐，我太热衷于游戏，欢乐反被轻轻放过。

在我生活的狂喜时刻，你曾向我歌唱，我却忘记与你应和。



★选自《歌之花环》，第92首，写于1913年3月。



You were in the centre of my heart, therefore when my heart wandered she never found you; you hid yourself from my loves and hopes till the last, for you were always in them.

You were the inmost joy in the play of my youth, and when I was too busy with the play the joy was passed by.

You sang to me in the ecstasies of my life and I forgot to sing to you.



28

啊，波浪，吞没天空的巨浪，闪耀着光明，飞舞着生命，卷起欢乐旋流的浪，永远汹涌奔腾着。

群星在浪花上摇曳，各种色彩的思潮被抛出大海深处，散掷在生活的海滩上。

生与死随着浪潮的韵律涨落升沉，我心灵的海鸥，展开翅膀，快乐地鸣叫着。



O, the waves, the sky-devouring waves, glistening with light, dancing with life, the waves of eddying joy, rushing for ever.

The stars rock upon them, thoughts of every tint are cast up out of the deep and scattered on the beach of life.

Birth and death rise and fall with their rhythm, and the sea gull of my heart spreads its wings crying in delight.



29

欢乐从全世界涌来，塑造了我的躯体。

天空的阳光将她吻了又吻，直到她惊醒。

匆匆赶来的夏日的花朵在她的呼吸里注入芬芳的气息，她的行动里有着风和水的韵律。

云霞和森林绚丽多彩的激情潮水般注入她的生命，大地万物的音乐的爱抚凝成她的手和足。

她是我的新娘——她在我的房里点亮了她的灯。



The joy ran from all the world to build my body.

The lights of the skies kissed and kissed her till she woke.

Flowers of hurrying summers sighed in her breath and voices of winds and water sang in her movements.

The passion of the tide of colours in clouds and in forests flowed into her life, and the music of all things caressed her limbs into shape.

She is my bride, she has lighted her lamp in my house.



30

春天携着绿叶和鲜花闯进我的躯体。

清晨，蜜蜂一直在嗡嗡低鸣，风儿悠然戏弄树影。



从我的心底，涌出一注甘泉。

欢乐冲洗着我的双眼，仿佛晨露浸过的黎明一般晶莹，生命在我的体内颤动，宛如丝弦在琵琶上轰鸣。



我的永世的爱人呵，你可是在我的生命的岸边独自漫步！岸边潮水正汹涌。

我的梦可是在围着你欢乐地飞来飞去，就像飞蛾扇动着彩翼。

在我心灵深处幽暗的洞穴中回荡的可是你的歌声？



除了你，谁能听到如今回响在我的血管里那时光的低唱？谁能听到我的胸臆中那欢快的舞步？谁能听到我的体内那不平静的生命鼓翼的呼啸？



The spring with its leaves and flowers has come into my body.

The bees hum there the morning long, and the winds idly play with the shadows.

A sweet fountain springs up from the heart of my heart.

My eyes are washed with delight like the dew bathed morning, and life is quivering in all my limbs like the sounding strings of the lute.

Are you wandering alone by the shore of my life, where the tide is in flood, O lover of my endless days?

Are my dreams flitting round you like the moths with their many coloured wings?

And are those your songs that are echoing in the dark eaves of my being?

Who but you can hear the hum of the crowded hours that sounds in my veins today, the glad steps that dance in my breast, the clamour of the restless life beating its wings in my body?



31

当你幽居独处，你并不认识你自己，你从未为了谁在路旁翘首等待。从此岸奔向彼岸的风也不曾传来你急切的呼唤声。

我来了，你醒了，天空光明如繁花怒放。

你使我在花丛里绽开生命，又在美的形象的摇篮里摇我入睡；你将我藏匿于死，又在死里重获新生。

我来了，你的心忐忑不安，悲喜交集。你化作一缕柔情，来抚慰我。

然而，我的眼睛却蒙着一层羞愧的云翳，我的胸中一线恐惧在闪烁不定；我的脸庞遮着面纱，我见不到你，我在抽泣。

然而，我知道你的心在热切地盼望见到我，那永不止境的渴望，随着朝阳日复一日的叩门声，在我门前不停地呼唤着。



★选自《白鹤集》第29首，写于1914年1月，帕德玛河畔。



You did not know yourself when you dwelt alone, and there was no crying of an errand when the wind ran from the hither to the farther shore.

I came and you woke, and the skies blossomed with lights.

You made me open in many flowers; rocked me in the cradles of many forms; hid me in death and found me again in life.

I came and your heart heaved; pain came to you and joy.

You touched me and tingled into love.

But in my eyes there is a film of shame and in my breast a flicker of fear; my face is veiled and I weep when I cannot see you.

Yet I know the endless thirst in your heart for sight of me, the thirst that cries at my door in the repeated knockings of sunrise.



32


[image: ]



你日夜长期地守望着，你在倾听着我走来的足音，你的欢悦聚集在迷蒙的晨曦里，喷洒在旭日初升的一片光明中。

我越是走近你，你大海的热情的狂舞变得愈加炽热。

你的世界是捧在你手里的一枝光明的灿烂夺目的花枝，而你的天堂却深藏在我的心底；它在羞涩的爱情里，慢慢地绽开花苞。



You, in your timeless watch, listen to my approaching steps while your gladness gathers in the morning twilight and breaks in the burst of light.

The nearer I draw to you the deeper grows the fervour in the dance of the sea.

Your world is a branching spray of light filling your hands, but your heaven is in my secret heart; it slowly opens its buds in shy love.



33

I

我感到，满天星斗在我胸中闪耀。

世界像洪水似的冲进我的生命。

百花在我体内盛开着。

大地与江河的青春活力像沉檀的香烟在我心中冉冉升起，万物的气息在我的思绪上吹拂，宛如气流吹响长笛。

II

万物睡熟了，我来到你的门前。

繁星默默无言，我也不敢放歌。

我等待着，守望着，直到你的倩影飘过夜的露台，才怀着一颗充实的心离去。

早晨，我在路边歌唱；

树篱上的花朵应和着，晨风倾听着，

旅人蓦地停下脚步，望着我的脸，以为我在唤他们的名字。


[image: ]



III

把我留在你的门边，随时供你差遣；让我在你的国度奔波，接受你的召唤。

不要让我在消沉倦怠的深渊中沉没消逝。

不要让我的生命被匮乏的折磨变得憔悴不堪。



不要让怀疑——那些烦扰心神的灰尘——包围了我。

不要让我上下求索去收集财物。

不要让我屈从多数，违心地改变初衷。

让我高高地昂起头颅，为是你的仆人而英勇自豪。



I

I feel that all the stars shine in me. The world breaks into my life like a flood.

The flowers blossom in my body. All the youthfulness of land and water smokes like an incense in my heart; and the breath of all things plays on my thoughts as on a flute.

II

When the world sleeps I come to your door. The stars are silent, and I am afraid to sing.

I wait and watch, till your shadow passes by the balcony of night and I return with a full heart.

Then in the morning I sing by the roadside;

The flowers in the hedge give me answer and the morning air listens,

The travellers suddenly stop and look in my face, thinking I have called them by their names.

III

Keep me at your door ever attending to your wishes, and let me go about in your Kingdom accepting your call.

Let me not sink and disappear in the depth of languor.

Let not my life be worn out to tatters by penury of waste.

Let not those doubts encompass me,—the dust of distractions.

Let me not pursue many paths to gather many things.

Let me not bend my heart to the yoke of the many.

Let me hold my head high in the courage and pride of being your servant.



34

失败者之歌



我站在路旁，我的主人命令我唱失败之歌，失败是他暗中追求的新娘。

她已蒙上黑色的面纱，在人群里走动，人们看不见她的面孔，但是她脚前的珠宝却在黑暗里熠熠发光。

白昼遗弃了她，神的夜晚却点亮灯火，准备好露水晶莹的鲜花，在等待她。

她低垂眼睑，默默无言；她已经弃家出走，呼啸的风传来她家里的哀哀哭泣。

而繁星则唱着永恒的爱之歌，对着那张带着屈辱痛苦的娇美的脸。

幽居的房门已敞开，呼声已响起，黑夜的心灵，因即将来临的相逢肃然震颤。
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THE SONG OF THE DEFEATED

My Master has bid me while I stand at the roadside, to sing the song of Defeat, for that is the bride whom He woos in secret.

She has put on the dark veil, hiding her face from the crowd, but the jewel glows on her breast in the dark.

She is forsaken of the day, and God's night is waiting for her with its lamps lighted and flowers wet with dew.

She is silent with her eyes downcast; she has left her home behind her, from her home has come that wailing in the wind.

But the stars are singing the love-song of the eternal to a face sweet with shame and suffering.

The door has been opened in the lonely chamber, the call has sounded, and the heart of the darkness throbs with awe because of the coming tryst.



35

感恩



走在骄傲路上的人们，蹂躏了卑贱者的生命，他们的足迹，给大地的新绿染上血污。

让他们欢庆吧。感谢你，我的主，今天是他们的。

而我感谢你，为了我的命运与卑贱的人们连在一起，他们遭受苦难，忍受权贵的压榨，他们躲在黑暗里，捂着脸，忍住呜咽。

他们的每一阵痛苦的痉挛都使你的深夜的心震颤，他们的每一次屈辱都汇入你的伟大的静谧。

而明天是他们的。

啊，太阳，你从颗颗泣血的心头升起，在晨花丛中大放光彩，而骄傲的狂欢火炬却已燃成灰烬。



THANKSGIVING



Those who walk on the path of pride crushing the lowly life under their tread, covering the tender green of the earth with their footprints in blood;

Let them rejoice, and thank thee, Lord, for the day is theirs.

But I am thankful that my lot lies with the humble who suffer and bear the burden of power, and hide their faces and stifle their sobs in the dark.

For every throb of their pain has pulsed in the secret depth of thy night, and every insult has been gathered into thy great silence. And the morrow is theirs.

O Sun, rise upon the bleeding hearts blossoming in flowers of the morning, and the torchlight revelry of pride shrunken to ashes.
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我的眼睛和双臂曾吻抱这个世界，我将它深深裹藏在我的心底，我的思绪曾随着它的白昼与黑夜滚滚流逝，直到这世界与我的生命融为一体——我爱我的生命，正因我爱那与我紧紧交织在一起的天上的光明。



假如离开这个世界如爱它一般真切——那么，生命的离合聚散一定含有深意。

假如爱被死亡欺骗，那么，这欺骗的毒瘤会吞噬万物，繁星将蜷缩而晦暗。



I have kissed this world with my eyes and my limbs; I have wrapt it within my heart in numberless folds; I have flooded its days and nights with thoughts till the world and my life have grown one, and I love my life because I love the light of the sky so enwoven with me.

If to leave this world be as real as to love it then there must be a meaning in the meeting and the parting of life.

If that love were deceived in death, then the canker of this deceit would eat into all things, and the stars would shrivel and grow black.



37

不，叫花蕾怒放的不是你。

摇动它，敲打它。然而，催花怒放你仍无能为力。

你的抚摸玷污了花，你把花瓣撕碎，把它们抛在尘埃。

然而，没有色彩，也没有芬芳。
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啊！叫花蕾怒放的不是你。

他能催花蕾怒放，做得是那么简单。

他只看了它一眼，生命的活力便在它的脉管里跳动。

他轻轻吹拂，花儿便展开翅膀，随风轻盈地飞舞。

色彩绽出了，如同内心迸发出渴望，芬芳泄露了一个香甜的秘密。

他能催花蕾怒放，做得是那么简单。
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No, it is not yours to open buds into blossoms.

Shake the bud, strike it; it is beyond your power to make it blossom.

Your touch soils it, you tear its petals to pieces and strew them in the dust.

But no colours appear, and no perfume.



Ah! it is not for you to open the bud into a blossom.

He who can open the bud does it so simply.

He gives it a glance, and the life-sap stirs through its veins.

At his breath the flower spreads its wings and flutters in the wind.

Colours flush out like heart-longings, the perfume betrays a sweet secret.

He who can open the bud does it so simply.



38

终有一天，我会遇到我内心的生命，遇到隐藏在生命中的欢愉，尽管时光用它慵散的灰尘蒙住了我的道路。

我曾在黎明闪烁的晨光中结识了它，它的阵阵微风吹拂着我，使我的思绪沁出片刻芳香。

终有一天，我会遇到那留在光明的屏风后的无我的外部欢愉——我要站在漫漫无尽的幽寂中，那里，世间万物团聚在造物者的身边。



I will meet one day the life within me, the joy that hides in my life, though the days perplex my path with their idle dust.

I have known it in glimpses, and its fitful breath has come upon me, making my thoughts fragrant for a while.

I will meet one day the Joy without me that dwells behind the screen of light and will stand in the overflowing solitude where all things are seen as by their creator.



39

清秋的早晨对过多的阳光感到厌倦，假如你的歌声无精打采，若断若续，请把你的笛子暂且给我。

我要按我的心意吹奏它——有时把它放在膝头，有时用双唇触抚它，有时把它放在身旁的绿茵上。



到了庄严静谧的黄昏，我要去采摘鲜花，用花环装扮它，用芳香注满它，用点燃的明灯礼拜它。

在夜晚，我会来到你身边，将笛子奉还你。

当孤独的新月在繁星间徘徊时，你将用它吹出午夜的乐曲。
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This autumn morning is tired with excess of light, and if your songs grow fitful and languid give me your flute awhile.

I shall but play with it as the whim takes me,—now take it on my lap, now touch it with my lips, now keep it by my side on the grass.



But in the solemn evening stillness I shall gather flowers, to deck it with wreaths, I shall fill it with fragrance; I shall worship it with the lighted lamp.

Then at night I shall come to you and give you back your flute.

You will play on it the music of midnight when the lonely crescent moon wanders among the stars.



40

诗人的心像一只木筏，于风雨喧嚣中在生活的波涛上起舞、漂浮。

此刻，太阳落山了，黑暗的天空降临海上，像低垂的睫毛落在倦眼上，是时候了，拿走他的笔，让他的思想沉入深深的海底，沉入寂静无声的永久的秘密之中吧。



★选自《歌之花环》第38首，1913年9月，泰戈尔途经地中海，写于拉合尔号轮船上。



The poet's mind floats and dances on the waves of life amidst the voices of wind and water.

Now when the sun has set and the darkened sky draws upon the sea like drooping lashes upon a weary eye it is time to take away his pen, and let his thoughts sink into the bottom of the deep amid the eternal secret of that silence.



41

当我想要塑造你——一个按我的生活模式塑造的、供人崇拜的形象时，我拿出了尘土、希望和我所有的五彩缤纷的幻想和想象。

当我请你用我的生活在你的心中塑造一个形象，让你去爱时，你带来的是你的火焰与力，以及真理、和平与美。



When I thought I would mould you, an image from my life for men to worship, I brought my dust and desires and all my coloured delusions and dreams.

When I asked you to mould with my life an image from your heart for you to love, you brought your fire and force, and truth, loveliness and peace.



42

我知道，有那么一个暗淡的黄昏，太阳将向我最终告别。

那时候，牧人将会在榕树下吹响牧笛，牛群会在河边的坡地吃草，而我的日子将没入黑暗。

我恳求，让我在离去前弄清大地为何召唤我投入她的怀抱。

为何她的夜的静谧向我低吟星辰曲，为什么她的阳光亲吻我的思绪，将它们变成鲜花。

让我在离去前稍作逗留，吟唱我最后的叠句，完成它的乐曲。容我点亮油灯来看一看你的容颜，容我编好献给你在头上的花冠。
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I know that at the dim end of some day the sun will bid me its farewell.

Shepherds will play their pipes beneath the banyan trees, and cattle graze on the slope by the river, while my days will pass into the dark.

This is my prayer, that I may know before I leave why the earth called me to her arms.

Why her night's silence spoke to me of stars, and her daylight kissed my thoughts into flower.

Before I go may I linger over my last refrain, completing its music, may the lamp be lit to see your face and the wreath woven to crown you.



43

馨香在蓓蕾中呼唤：“啊，一天过去了，多么欢乐的春季的一天！我却是关押在重重花瓣里的囚犯！”

不要灰心，羞怯的小东西！你的镣铐会挣脱，蓓蕾会绽放出鲜花，即使你在生命完满时死去，春光也不会消逝。



馨香在蓓蕾中焦急不安地叹息：“啊，时光消逝！我不知道我在寻求什么，也不知道到哪里去。”

不要灰心，羞怯的小东西！轻柔的春风已听到你的心愿，白昼不会终结，在你完成你的使命之前。



黑暗是她的未来，馨香在绝望中呼喊：“啊，我的生命如此无意义，这究竟是谁的过错？”

“谁能告诉我，为什么我竟该这样生活？”

不要灰心，羞怯的小东西！

美好的黎明近在咫尺，当它到来时，你的生命将融进所有的生命，你将最终明了你生存的目的。



The odour cries in the bud, “Ah me, the day departs, the happy day of spring, and I am a prisoner in petals!”

Do not lose heart, timid thing! Your bonds will burst, the bud will open into flower, and when you die in the fulness of life, even then the spring will live on.

The odour pants and flutters within the bud, crying, “Ah me, the hours pass by, yet I do not know where I go, or what it is I seek!”

Do not lose heart, timid thing! The spring breeze has overheard your desire, the day will not end before you have fulfilled your being.

Dark is the future to her, and the odour cries in despair, “Ah me, through whose fault is my life so unmeaning?”

“Who can tell me, why I am at all?” Do not lose heart, timid thing! The perfect dawn is near when you will mingle your life with all life and know at last your purpose.
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你在天上举起你的灯，它将光明洒在我的脸上，它的阴影却笼罩了你。

我在心里举起爱之灯，它的光明落在你的身上，我却被遗忘在阴影背后。



When you hold your lamp in the sky it throws its light on my face and its shadow falls over you.

When I hold the lamp of love in my heart its light falls on you and I am left standing behind in the shadow.
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让我不要祈求免遭危难，只让我能大胆地面对它们。

让我不要祈求痛苦的平息，只愿赐予我征服它们的勇气。

让我不要在生活的战场上寄期望于盟友的支持，但愿只依靠自己的力量。

让我不要为期望得救而焦虑担忧，只愿赐予我赢得自由的耐心。

赐福于我吧，不要让我成为懦夫，只在成功时感知你的恩惠；让我能找到你的手，在我失败的时候。



Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers but to be fearless in facing them.

Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain but for the heart to conquer it.

Let me not look for allies in life's battlefield but to my own strength.

Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved but hope for the patience to win my freedom.

Grant me that I may not be a coward, feeling your mercy in my success alone; but let me find the grasp of your hand in my failure.
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爱者之贻
Lover's Gifts
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《爱者之贻》选自泰戈尔公认最优美的抒情诗集《刹那集》。《刹那集》是泰戈尔第一次运用孟加拉口语，为在大自然的怀抱里恋爱着的年轻人而写的诗篇，它歌唱青春、歌唱生活、歌唱爱情的悲哀和欢乐，歌唱在生机盎然的大自然中所产生的幸福感。语言朴实，韵律轻快，在欢歌中带有韶华已逝、青春不再的淡淡感伤。本版由石真据孟加拉原文翻译。



1

我爱，到我的花园里漫步吧。穿过扑来眼底的热情的繁花，不去管她们的殷勤。只为突发的欣喜像惊奇夕阳的灿丽，你且暂停一下脚步，然后飘然逸去。

爱的赠礼是羞怯的，它从不肯说出自己的名字；它轻快地掠过幽暗，沿途洒下一阵喜悦的震颤。追上它，抓住它，否则就永远失去了它。然而，能够紧握在手中的爱的赠礼，也不过是一朵娇弱的小花，或是一丝光焰摇曳不定的灯光。



Come to my garden walk, my love. Pass by the fervid flowers that press themselves on your sight. Pass them by, stopping at some chance joy, which like a sudden wonder of sunset illumines, yet eludes.

For love's gift is shy, it never tells its name, it flits across the shade, spreading a shiver of joy along the dust. Overtake it or miss it for ever.

But a gift that can be grasped is merely a frail flower, or a lamp with a flame that will flicker.



2

我的果园中，果实累累，挤满枝头；它们在阳光下，因自己的丰满、蜜汁欲滴而烦恼着。

我的女王，请骄傲地走进我的果园，坐在树荫下，从枝头摘下熟透的果子，让它们尽量把它们甜蜜的负担卸在你的双唇上。

在我的果园中，蝴蝶在阳光中飞舞，树叶在轻轻摇动，果实喧闹着，它成熟了。



The fruits come in crowds into my orchard, they jostle each other. They surge up in the light in an anguish of fullness.

Proudly step into my orchard, my queen, sit there in the shade, pluck the ripe fruits from their stems, and let them yield, to the utmost, their burden of sweetness at your lips.

In my orchard the butterflies shake their wings in the sun, the leaves tremble, the fruits clamour to come to completion.



3

她贴近我的心，就像花草贴紧大地；她对我来说是如此甜蜜，犹如睡眠之子疲惫的肢体；我对她的爱就是我的整个生命的泛滥，似秋日上涨的河水，无声地纵情奔流；我的歌和我的爱是一体，就像溪流的潺潺涟漪，以它的波浪和水流歌唱。



She is near to my heart as the meadow-flower to the earth; she is sweet to me as sleep is to tired limbs. My love for her is my life flowing in its fullness, like a river in autumn flood, running with serene abandonment. My songs are one with my love, like the murmur of a stream, that sings with all its waves and currents.
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4

如果我占有了天空和满天的繁星，如果我占有了世界和它无量的财富，我仍有更多的要求。

但是，只要我有了她，即使在这个世界上我只有一块立锥之地，我也会心满意足。



I would ask for still more, if I had the sky with all its stars, and the world with its endless riches; but I would be content with the smallest corner of this earth if only she were mine. I would ask for still more, if I had the sky with all its stars, and the world with its endless riches; but I would be content with the smallest corner of this earth if only she were mine.



5

诗人呵，春光明媚豪奢，你应当放歌赞美那些毫不流连的匆匆过客，那些欢笑着奔向前方从不回顾的人，那些像花朵般在恣情欢乐时怒放，转瞬即逝，终不悔恨的人。

请不要默默无言地坐下来，去数你过去的悲欢，——不要停下脚步，去拾起隔夜的鲜花上落下的花瓣；不要去苦苦求索你不理解的东西，去辨别它费解的寓意——不要试图去填满生命的空白，因为，音乐就来自那空白深处。



★选自《刹那集·觉醒》。



In the light of this thriftless day of spring, my poet, sing of those who pass by and do not linger, who laugh as they run and never look back, who blossom in an hour of unreasoning delight, and fade in a moment without regret.

Do not sit down silently, to tell the beads of your past tears and smiles, do not stop to pick up the dropped petals from the flowers of overnight, do not go to seek things that evade you, to know the meaning that is not plain, leave the gaps in your life where they are, for the music to come out of their depths.



6

我已所剩无几，其余的都在整个无忧无虑的夏天漫不经心地挥霍掉了。现在，它只够谱一首短歌唱给你听；只够编一个小小的花环，轻轻拢上你的手腕；只够用一朵小花做一只耳环，像一粒圆润的粉红色的珍珠，一声羞赧的低语，悬垂在你的耳边；只够在黄昏树荫下，小小的赌赛中，孤注一掷，输个干净。

我的小船是简陋的，又容易破损，不能胜任在暴风雨中迎着惊涛骇浪前进。但是，只要你肯轻轻地踏上它，我愿缓缓划动双桨，载你沿着河岸航行；那里，深蓝的水面上微波荡漾，如同被梦幻揉皱的睡眠；那里，鸽子在低垂的枝头咕咕鸣唤，给正午的树荫笼上一层忧郁。日落人倦时，我将采一朵露滴晶莹的睡莲，簪上你的秀发，然后向你告别。



★选自《刹那集·微少》。



It is little that remains now, the rest was spent in one careless summer. It is just enough to put in a song and sing to you; to weave in a flower-chain gently clasping your wrist; to hang in your ear like a round pink pearl, like a blushing whisper; to risk in a game one evening and utterly lose.

My boat is a frail small thing, not fit for crossing wild waves in the rain. If you but lightly step on it I shall gently row you by the shelter of the shore, where the dark water in ripples is like a dream -ruffled sleep; where the dove's cooing from the drooping branches makes the noon-day shadows plaintive. At the day's end, when you are tired, I shall pluck a dripping lily to put in your hair and take my leave.



7

我的小船载满了人，装满了货，但是，我怎能回绝你呢？你孤身一人，只带了几束稻谷。你年轻，身材苗条又纤弱；飘忽的微笑在你的眼角闪烁，你的黑色长裙像雨天的乌云。船上当然有你的位置。

旅客将一路陆续登岸归去。你且在我的船头稍停片刻，待船儿靠岸时谁能将你留住？

你向何方去，又会到谁家贮藏你的稻谷？我不会向你发问。但是，黄昏时，当我落下风帆，泊下小船，我会坐下来惊奇地想：你向何方去，又会到谁家贮藏你的稻谷呢？



There is room for you. You are alone with your few sheaves of rice. My boat is crowded, it is heavily laden, but how can I turn you away?

your young body is slim and swaying; there is a twinkling smile in the edge of your eyes, and your robe is coloured like the rain-cloud.

The travellers will land for different roads and homes. You will sit for a while on the prow of my boat, and at the journey's end none will keep you back.

Where do you go, and to what home, to gamer your sheaves? I will not question you, but when I fold my sails and moor my boat I shall sit and wonder in the evening, Where do you go, and to what home, to garner your sheaves?



8

女人，你的篮子沉重，你的四肢疲乏。你要走多少路？又为寻求什么赢利在奔波？道路是漫长的，烈日下路上的尘土火一般灼热。

看哪，湖水深且满，像乌鸦的眼睛一般黑。湖岸倾斜，嫩草青青为它铺上柔软的地毯。

把你疲惫的双足浸在水中吧，这里午时的熏风会为你梳理飘散的长发；鸽子咕咕低唱着睡眠曲，绿叶窃窃私语，诉说着隐藏在绿荫中的秘密。

即使时光流逝，太阳西沉，又有什么关系呢？即使那横穿荒野的小路迷失在暮色苍茫里，又有什么关系呢？

不要害怕，前面盛开着凤仙花的篱边，就是我的家。我将领你到那里，为你铺好床，点亮一盏灯。明日清晨，鸟雀被挤奶姑娘惊起时我会将你唤醒。



★选自《梦幻集·女小贩》，1897年，于西莱特，舟中。
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Woman, your basket is heavy, your limbs are tired. For what distance have you set out, with what hunger of profit? The way is long, and the dust is hot in the sun.

See, the lake is deep and full, its water dark like a crow's eye. The banks are sloping and tender with grass.

Dip your tired feet into the water. The noontide wind will pass its fingers through your hair; the pigeons will croon their sleep songs, the leaves will murmur the secrets that nestle in the shadows.

What matters it if the hours pass and the sun sets; if the way through the desolate land be lost in the waning light?

Yonder is my house, by the hedge of flowering henna; I will guide you. I will make a bed for you, and light a lamp. In the morning, when the birds are roused by the stir of milking the cows, I will waken you.



9

初夏，绿叶刚刚吐出嫩芽。夏天来到海边花园里。和煦的南风，轻柔地传来断续的懒洋洋的歌声。一天就这样结束了。

然而，让爱之花盛开的夏天来到海滨的花园里吧。让我的欢乐诞生，让它拍着手儿，和着汹涌澎湃的歌声翩翩起舞吧。让清晨甜蜜而又惊奇地睁大眼睛吧。



★选自《白鹤集》第26首，写于1914年1月，帕德玛河上。



It was only the budding of leaves in the summer, the summer that came into the garden by the sea. It was only a stir and rustle in the south wind, a few lazy snatches of songs, and then the day was done.

But let there be flowering of love in the summer to come in the garden by the sea. Let my joy take its birth and clap its hands and dance with the surging songs, and make the morning open its eyes wide in sweet amazement.



10

啊，春天！很久很久以前，你打开天国的南门，降临混沌初开的大地。人们冲出房屋，欢笑着，舞蹈着，喜极欲狂，互相抛掷着花粉。

岁岁年年，你都带着你第一次走出天堂时撒在路上的四月的鲜花来到人间。因此，你的花的浓郁芬芳里弥漫着如今已成梦境的岁月的声声叹息——那已消亡的世界的眷恋情深的哀思。你的轻风里满载着已从人类语言中消失的古老的爱的传奇。

有一天，你突然闯进我因初恋而焦急震颤的心灵，带来新的奇迹。从此，年复一年，那从未经历过的欢乐的甜柔的羞怯便藏在你柠檬花绿色的蓓蕾里；我心中难描难诉的柔情便留在默默无言，如燃烧的火焰似的红玫瑰中；我生命中最美好的一页——那热情奔放的五月的时光的深切怀念，便和着你年年新绿的嫩叶的沙沙声悄悄低语。



Ages ago when you opened the south gate of the garden of gods, and came down upon the first youth of the earth, O Spring; men and women rushed out of their houses, laughing and dancing, and pelting each other with flower-dust in a sudden madness of mirth.

Year after year you bring the same flowers that you scattered in your path in that earliest April. Therefore, today, in their pervading perfume, they breathe the sigh of the days that are now dreams, the clinging sadness of vanished worlds. Your breeze is laden with love-legends that have faded from all human language.

One day, with fresh wonder, you came into my life that was fluttered with its first love. Since then the tender timidness of that inexperienced joy comes hidden every year in the early green buds of your lemon flowers; your red roses carry in their burning silence all that was unutterable in me; the memory of lyric hours, those days of May, rustles in the thrill of your new leaves born again and again.



11

昨夜，在花园里，我向你献上青春洋溢的醇酒。你举起杯儿，放在唇边，合上双眼微笑着。我撩起你的面纱，拨散你的长发，将你那宁静而又洋溢着柔情蜜意的脸庞贴在我的胸膛上。昨夜，月光梦一般漫溢在安睡的大地。

今朝，晨露晶莹，黎明岑寂。你，刚刚沐浴归来，身着洁白的长袍，手提满篮的鲜花，向神庙走去。我伫立在通向神庙小路旁的树荫下，在静悄悄的黎明中低垂着头。



Last night in the garden I offered you my youth's foaming wine. You lifted the cup to your lips, you shut your eyes and smiled while I raised your veil, unbound your tresses, drawing down upon my breast your face sweet with its silence, last night when the moon's dream overflowed the world of slumber.

Today in the dew-cooled calm of the dawn you are walking to God's temple, bathed and robed in white, with a basketful of flowers in your hand. I stand aside in the shade under the tree, with my head bent, in the calm of the dawn by the lonely road to the temple.
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假如我今天烦躁不安。我爱，宽恕我吧。这是第一场夏雨，河边的树木在摇曳颤抖，花繁叶茂的迦澹波树举着醇香的酒杯，在劝诱过路的风。看呵，天空里道道电光闪烁着投下匆匆的视线，风儿正在你的秀发上狂跳嬉戏。

假如我今天太殷勤，我爱，请不要生气。迷蒙的雨幕掩住我们每日所见的景物，村子里一切劳动已经停止，牧场上杳无人迹。即将降临的雨儿在你的黑眼睛里发现它的音乐，七月在你的门旁等待着用它含苞的素馨簪上你的秀发。



If I am impatient today, forgive me, my love. It is the first summer rain, and the riverside forest is aflutter, and the blossoming kadam trees are tempting the passing winds with wine- cups of perfume. See, from all corners of the sky lightnings are darting their glances, and winds are rampant in your hair.

If today I bring my homage to you, forgive me, my love. The everyday world is hidden in the dimness of the rain, all work has stopped in the village, the meadows are desolate. In your dark eyes the coming of the rain finds its music, and it is at your door that July waits with jasmines for your hair in its blue skirt.
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村里人都叫她黑姑娘，可是在我心上，她却是一朵小花——一朵黑色的百合。我第一次见到她是在乌云挟着闪电滚滚而来的田野上。她的面纱拖在地面，乌黑的发辫松垂在肩前。也许她是个黑姑娘，正像村里人说的那样。但是，我只看到她那双小鹿般可爱的黑眼睛。

狂风呼啸，预示着暴雨即将来临。听到小花牛惊慌的哞哞低鸣，她快步跑出茅屋。抬起大眼睛仰望天空，倾听着隐隐的雷声。那时，我站在稻田边——只有姑娘心里明白（或许我也知道）她是否注意到我。她黑得那样可爱，就像炎热的夏季里带来阵雨的乌云，就像密林里温柔的阴影，就像恼人的五月黑夜里渴望爱情的无言的秘密。




★选自《刹那集·小黑花》，泰戈尔曾亲自朗诵这首歌并灌成唱片，在孟加拉非常流行。这首歌对那些家境贫寒、皮肤又黑的难以出嫁的少女是极大的安慰，后来还被改编成电影。



Her neighbours call her dark in the village but she is a lily to my heart, yes, a lily though not fair. Light came muffled with clouds when first I saw her in the field; her head was bare, her veil was off, her braided hair hanging loose on her neck. She may be dark as they say in the village, but I have seen her black eyes and am glad.

The pulse of the air boded storm. She rushed out of the hut when she heard her dappled cow low in dismay. For a moment she turned her large eyes to the clouds, and felt a stir of the coming rain in the sky. I stood at the corner of the rice-field, if she noticed me, it was known only to her (and perhaps I know it). She is dark as the message of the shower in summer, dark as the shade of the flowering woodland; she is dark as the longing for unknown love in the wistful night of May.
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她曾经住在破损的石阶伸到水面的池塘边。多少个夜晚，她曾凝视过那因竹叶摇曳而变得使人眩晕的溶溶月色；多少个雨季，她嗅到从嫩秧田里飘来的湿润的泥土的清香。

椰枣树下，村庄的院落里，姑娘们谈笑着缝制冬装。她的名字总是被人们亲昵地提起。池水深处还保留着她手臂戏水的记忆，通往村中的小径上还印着她每天经过时潮湿的足迹。

今天，带着水罐来池塘汲水的村姑就曾和她天真地逗趣，看到过她的微笑，那赶着牛群去凫水的老人，也曾每天在她门前停下脚步，向她问候致意。

多少条帆船曾从村边驶过，多少位旅人曾在那榕树下休憩，渡船曾把多少人送到对岸的集市，但是从未有人留意这个地方，乡间小路边，靠近破损的石阶伸近水面的池塘，曾住着我心爱的姑娘。



She dwelt here by the pool with its landing-stairs in ruins. Many an evening she had watched the moon made dizzy by the shaking of bamboo leaves, and on many a rainy day the smell of the wet earth had come to her over the young shoots of rice.

Her pet name is known here among those date-palm groves and in the court yards where girls sit and talk while stitching their winter quilts. The water in this pool keeps in its depth the memory of her swimming limbs, and her wet feet had left their marks, day after day, on the footpath leading to the village.

The women who come today with their vessels to the water have all seen her smile over simple jests, and the old peasant, taking his bullocks to their bath, used to stop at her door every day to greet her.

Many a sailing boat passes by this village; many a traveller takes rest beneath that banyan tree; the ferry boat crosses to yonder ford carrying crowds to the market; but they never notice this spot by the village road, near the pool with its ruined landing- stairs, where dwelt she whom I love.



15

很久很久以前，蜜蜂在夏日的花园中恋恋不舍地飞来飞去，月亮向着夜幕中的百合微笑，闪电倏地向云彩抛下它的亲吻，又大笑着跑开。诗人站在树林掩映、云霞缭绕的花园一隅，让他的心沉默着，像花一般恬静，像新月窥人似的注视他的梦境，像夏日的和风似的漫无目的地飘游。

四月的一个黄昏，月儿像一团雾气从落霞中升起。少女们在忙碌地浇花喂鹿，教孔雀翩翩起舞。蓦地，诗人放声歌唱：“听呀，倾听这世间的秘密吧！我知道百合为月亮的爱情而苍白憔悴；芙蓉为迎接初升的太阳而撩开了面纱，如果你想知道，原因很简单。蜜蜂向初绽的素馨低唱些什么，学者不理解，诗人却了解。”

太阳羞红了脸，下山了，月亮在树林里徘徊踟蹰，南风轻轻地告诉芙蓉：这诗人似乎不像他外表那样单纯呀！妙龄少女，英俊少年含笑相视，拍着手说：“世间的秘密已然泄露，让我们的秘密也随风飘去吧！”



★选自《梦幻集》，写于1897年。



While ages passed and the bees haunted the summer gardens, the moon smiled to the lilies of the night, the lightning flashed their fiery kisses to the clouds and fled laughing, the poet stood in a corner, one with the trees and clouds. He kept his heart silent, like a flower, watched through his dreams as does the crescent moon; and wandered like the summer breeze for no purpose.

One April evening, when the moon rose up like a bubble from the depth of the sunset; and one maiden was busy watering the plants; and one feeding her doe, and one making her peacock dance, the poet broke out singing “Oh listen to the secrets of the world. I know that the lily is pale for the moon's love. The lotus draws her veil aside before the morning sun, and the reason is simple if you think. The meaning of the bee's hum in the ear of the early jasmine has escaped the learned, but the poet knows.”

The sun went down in a blaze of blush, the moon loitered behind the trees, and the south wind whispered to the lotus that the poet was not as simple as he seemed. The maidens and youths clapped their hands and cried “The world's secret is out.” They looked into each other's eyes and sang: “Let our secret as well be flung into the winds.”
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假如你一定要倾心于我，你的生活就会充满忧虑。我的家在十字路口，房门洞开着，我心不在焉——因为我在歌唱。

假如你一定要倾心于我，我决不会用我的心来回报。倘若我的歌儿是爱的海誓山盟，请你原谅，当乐曲平息时，我的信证也不复存在，因为隆冬季节，谁会恪守五月的誓约？

假如你一定要倾心于我，请不要把它时刻记在心头。当你笑语盈盈，一双明眸闪着爱的欢乐，我的回答必然是狂热而轻率的，一点儿也不切合实际——你应把它铭记在心，然后再把它永远忘却。



★选自《刹那集·漫不经心》。



Your days will be full of cares, if you must give me your heart. My house by the crossroads has its doors open and my mind is absent, for I sing.

I shall never be made to answer for it, if you must give me your heart. If I pledge my word to you in tunes now, and am too much in earnest to keep it when music is silent, you must forgive me; for the law laid down in May is best broken in December.

Do not always keep remembering it, if you must give me your heart. When your eyes sing with love, and your voice ripples with laughter, my answers to your questions will be wild, and not miserly accurate in facts, they are to be believed for ever and then forgotten for good.
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我的歌呀，你的市场在哪里呢？是在那学者的鼻烟污染了夏日的清风，人们无休无止地争论着“是油依赖桶还是桶依赖油”的问题，连那陈旧泛黄的手稿也为那如此无聊地浪费转瞬即逝的生命而蹙起眉峰的地方吗？我的歌大声叫道：呵，不，不，不是！

我的歌呀，你的市场在什么地方？大理石宫殿里住着越来越骄横肥胖的百万富翁，他的书架上堆满皮革装订、黄金描绘的书籍，奴仆们不时地拂去书上的灰尘，这从未被人翻阅过的书籍扉页上的题词是献给那无名的神明。你的市场是在那里吗？我的歌猛吸一口气，说道：不，不，不是！

我的歌呀，你的市场在什么地方？青年学生坐在桌旁，头儿低垂在书本上，思想却在青春的梦境里漂游；散文在书桌上蹀躞，诗歌深深地埋藏在心里。灰尘铺满零乱的书斋，歌儿呵，你可愿在那里捉迷藏？我的歌踌躇着，没有开口。

我的歌呀，你的市场在什么地方？忙于操持家务的少妇，抽空儿快步跑进卧室，急匆匆从枕头下抽出一本爱情故事，那书儿被小宝贝撕破揉皱，书页散发着她头发上的香气。你的市场是在这个地方吗？我的歌叹息着，欲言又止，打不定主意。

我的歌呀，你的市场在什么地方？鸟儿轻轻地啼啭，溪流明睿地欢歌，宇宙的琴弦把歌曲倾在一对恋人两颗颤动的心上，你的市场是在那里吗？我的歌放声高唱：是的，是的，是的！
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Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the learned muddle the summer breeze with their snuff; where men endlessly dispute whether the oil depends upon the cask, or the cask upon the oil; where yellow manuscripts frown upon the fleet-footed frivolousness of life? My song cries out, Ah, no, no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the man of fortune grows enormous in pride and flesh in his marble palace, with his books on the shelves, dressed in leather, painted in gold, dusted by slaves, their virgin pages dedicated to the god obscure? My song gasped and said, Ah, no, no, no.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the young student sits, with his head bent over his books, and his mind straying in youth's dream-land; where prose is prowling on the desk, and poetry hiding in the heart? There among that dusty disorder, would you care to play hide and seek? My song remains silent in shy hesitation.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the bride is busy in the house, where she runs to her bedroom the moment she is free, and snatches, from under her pillows, the book of romance so roughly handled by the baby, so full of the scent of her hair? My song heaves a sigh and trembles with uncertain desire.

Where is the market for you, my song? Is it there where the least of a bird's notes is never missed, where the stream's babbling finds its full wisdom, where all the lute strings of the world shower their music upon two fluttering hearts? My song bursts out and cries, yes, yes.
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一束花



我的花儿像乳汁一样洁白，蜂蜜一样香甜，美酒一样芳醇；我用金色的丝带将花儿扎成一束，但是它们逃避我小心的照拂，飞散了，只有丝带留着。

我的歌儿像乳汁一样清新，蜂蜜一样甜美，美酒一样令人陶醉；它们和我心的跳动同一韵律；但是它们——这闲暇时的宠儿，展开翅膀飞去了，只有我的心在孤寂中跳动着。

我所爱的美丽的姑娘像乳汁一样纯洁，蜂蜜一样甜蜜，美酒一样迷人；她的绛唇像清晨时开放的玫瑰，她的眼睛像蜂儿[2]般漆黑。我屏住呼吸，生怕惊动了她；但是，她也像我的花儿和歌声一样离开了我，只有我的爱情留着。



My flowers were like milk and honey and wine; I bound them into a posy with a golden ribbon, but they escaped my watchful care and fled away, and only the ribbon remains.

My songs were like milk and honey and wine, they were held in the rhythm of my beating heart, but they spread their wings and fled away, the darlings of the idle hours, and my heart beats in silence.

The beauty I loved was like milk and honey and wine, her lips like the rose of the dawn, her eyes bee-black. I kept my heart silent lest it should startle her, but she eluded me like my flowers and like my songs, and my love remains alone.
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假如来生我有幸投生为布林达森林[3]里的牧童，我甘愿忍受失去书香门第的骄傲的一切痛苦。

牛群在草场吃草，牧童坐在大榕树下，悠闲地编织着红豆花环，他喜欢投入耶摩那清而深的河水中激起水花。

拂晓，小巷中家家响起搅奶器的嗡嗡声，他唤醒伙伴们去放牧；牛群扬起一阵尘雾，姑娘们来到院子里挤牛奶。

山竹果树下的阴影更浓了，河两岸的暮色苍茫；挤奶姑娘渡过波浪汹涌的河水时，吓得胆战心惊；一群孔雀展开光彩夺目的尾翎，在森林里起舞。而牧童正凝视夏日的云霞。

四月的夜晚像初绽的花朵一般甜蜜，牧童消失在森林中，头上斜插着一根孔雀翎毛。缀满鲜花的秋千绳紧紧拴在树枝上，南风在笛声中轻轻震颤，快活的牧童，结队来到蓝莹莹的河水边。

我的兄弟，我不愿意做孟加拉新时代的先驱，也不想为蒙昧的人民点亮文明的灯火；但愿我能投生在无忧树郁郁葱葱的密林里，投生在布林达的村庄中，那里姑娘们搅动牛奶做奶酪。



I shall gladly suffer the pride of culture to die out in my house, if only in some happy future I am born a herd boy in the Brinda forest.

The herd boy who grazes his cattle sitting under the banyan tree, and idly weaves gunja flowers into garlands, who loves to splash and plunge in the Jamuna's cool deep stream.

He calls his companions to wake up when morning dawns, and all the houses in the lane hum with the sound of the churn, clouds of dust are raised by the cattle, the maidens come out in the courtyard to milk the kine.

As the shadows deepen under the tomal trees, and the dusk gathers on the riverbanks; when the milkmaids, while crossing the turbulent water, tremble with fear; and loud peacocks, with tails outspread, dance in the forest, he watches the summer clouds.

When the April night is sweet as a fresh-blown flower, he disappears in the forest with a peacock's plume in his hair; the swing ropes are twined with flowers on the branches; the south wind throbs with music, and the merry shepherd boys crowd on the banks of the blue river.

No, I will never be the leader, brothers, of this new age of new Bengal; I shall not trouble to light the lamp of culture for the benighted. If only I could be born, under the shady Asoka groves, in some village of Brinda, where milk is churned by the maidens.
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我爱这铺满沙砾的河岸，鸭群在寂静的水塘里呷呷嬉戏，乌龟在阳光下晒暖；夜幕四垂时，漂泊的渔船停泊在高高的水草丛里。

你爱那盖满绿茵的河岸，茂密的竹林郁郁葱葱，汲水的姑娘们沿着蜿蜒的小径迤逦而行。

同一条河在我们中间流淌，向它的两岸低唱着同一支歌。我独自躺在星光下的沙滩上，倾听着：晨光熹微中，你一人坐在河岸边，倾听着，只是河水对我唱了什么，你不知道；它倾诉给你的，对我也永远是个难解的谜。
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I loved the sandy bank where, in the lonely pools, ducks clamoured and turtles basked in the sun; where, with evening, stray fishing-boats took shelter in the shadow by the tall grass.

You loved the wooded bank where shadows were gathered in the arms of the bamboo thickets; where women came with their vessels through the winding lane.

The same river flowed between us, singing the same song to both its banks. I listened to it, lying alone on the sand under the stars; and you listened sitting by the edge of the slope in the early morning light. Only the words I heard from a it you did not know, and the secret it spoke to you was a mystery for ever to me.
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你站在半开的窗牖前，面纱微微撩起，等待着货郎来卖手镯脚铃。你懒散地望着，笨重的牛车在尘土飞扬的土路上叽嘎叽嘎地滚动着车轮。远处的河面上，天水相接处，帆檣缓缓飘动。

世界对你，就好似老奶奶摇动纺车时低声吟唱的小曲，无意义无目的，又充满随心所欲的想象。

但是，有谁知道，也许就在这闷热倦人的正午，那个陌生人提着满篮奇特的货物，已经上路？他响亮地呼唤着路过你的门前时，你便会从依稀的梦中惊醒，将窗儿洞开，抛下面纱，走出房门，去迎接命运的安排。
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Your window half -opened and veil half -raised you stand there waiting for the bangle- seller to come with his tinsel. You idly watch the heavy cart creak on in the dusty road, and the boat - mast crawling along the horizon across the far-off river.

The world to you is like an old woman's chant at her spinning-wheel, unmeaning rhymes crowded with random images.

But who knows if he is on his way this lazy sultry noon, the Stranger, carrying his basket of strange wares? He will pass by your door with his clear cry, and you shall fling open your window, cast off your veil, come out of the dusk of your dreams and meet your destiny.
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如果你偶然想起了我，我便为你唱歌。雨后的黄昏把她的阴影洒在河面上，把她的暗淡的光缓缓拖向西方；斜晖脉脉，已不适于劳作或游戏。

你坐在向南的露台上，我在黑暗的房间里为你唱歌。暮色苍茫，从窗栊飘进湿润的绿叶的清香，预告雷雨将至的狂风在椰林中咆哮。

掌灯时分，我将离去。当你倾听着夜间的天籁，那时也许你能听到我的歌声，虽然我已不再唱歌。



If by chance you think of me, I shall sing to you when the rainy evening loosens her shadows upon the river, slowly trailing her dim light towards the west, when the day's remnant is too narrow for work or for play.

You will sit alone in the balcony of the south, and I shall sing from the darkened room. In the growing dusk the smell of the wet leaves will come through the window; and the stormy winds will become clamorous in the cocoa-nut grove.

When the lighted lamp is brought into the room I shall go. And then, perhaps, you will listen to the night, and hear my song when I am silent.
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我梦见，她坐在我的床头，纤纤素手轻柔地抚弄我的头发，那爱抚像是在弹拨美妙的乐曲。我望着她的脸庞，双眸泪光闪闪，难言的隐痛将我惊醒。

我坐起来，望着窗外闪烁的星河，那寂静的星河隐藏着热情的火焰。不知此时此刻，她是否在做着相同的梦。
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I dreamt that she sat by my head, tenderly ruffling my hair with her fingers, playing the melody of her touch. I looked at her face and struggled with my tears, till the agony of unspoken words burst my sleep like a bubble. I sat up and saw the glow of the Milky Way above my window, like a world of silence on fire, and I wondered if at this moment she had a dream that rhymed with mine.
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隔着树篱，我们的视线相遇了。我想，我有一些话要对她说，而她却走开了。我要对她讲的话，像一叶扁舟日日夜夜随时间的浪潮而颠簸起伏。我要对她讲的话，仿佛秋天的行云，无止无息地四处追寻，又仿佛变成了黄昏时盛开的花儿，在落霞间寻找它已失去的时光。我要对她讲的话，像萤火虫似的在我的心里熠熠闪光，在绝望的黄昏，探求它的深意。



I thought I had something to say to her when our eyes met across the hedge. But she passed away. And it rocks day and night, like a boat, on every wave of the hours, the word that I had to say to her. It seems to sail in the autumn clouds on an endless quest and to bloom into evening flowers, seeking its lost moment in the sunset. It twinkles like fireflies in my heart, to find its meaning in the dusk of despair, the word that I had to say to her.
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春花怒放，就像我那未说出口的爱情的灼热的痛苦。花儿的芬芳，带来了往日的诗歌的回忆。我的心蓦地绽出希望的绿叶。我的爱人没有来，但我的四肢却感到了她的爱抚，穿过芳香的田野传来了她的声音。忧伤的天空的心底有她的凝视，但是，她的眼睛在哪里呢？薰风里飘飞着她的亲吻，但是，她的樱唇在哪里呢？



The spring flowers break out like the passionate pain of unspoken love. With their breath comes the memory of my old day songs. My heart of a sudden has put on green leaves of desire. My love came not, but her touch is in my limbs, and her voice comes across the fragrant fields. Her gaze is in the sad depth of the sky, but where are her eyes? Her kisses flit in the air, but where are her lips?



26

像低垂的雨云，告别的时候来到了。我仅仅来得及用颤巍巍的双手，在你的手腕上系上一条红色的丝带。如今，正是摩怙阿花盛开的季节，我独自坐在草地上，一遍又一遍地暗自思索：“你腕上还系着那条红丝带吗？”

你沿着黄花照眼的亚麻田边的小路离去了。我看见，昨夜我为你编结的花环依然松松地垂在你的发上。为什么你不肯稍待片刻，让我在清晨采集鲜艳的花朵，作为最后献礼？我不知道，你头上那支松垂着的花环是否已在无意间跌落在小路上？

多少个黄昏和黎明，我为你歌唱；你离去时，低声吟唱的正是那最后的一支歌。你不肯多停片刻，听我为你再唱一支只是为你、永远为你谱写的新歌。我不知道，你在田野中穿行时低声吟唱的我的那支歌，是否终于使你厌倦了？



When our farewell moment came, like a low-hanging rain-cloud, I had only time to tie a red ribbon on your wrist, while my hands trembled. Today I sit alone on the grass in the season of mahua flowers, with one quivering question in my mind, “Do you still keep the little red ribbon tied on your wrist?” You went by the narrow road that skirted the blossoming field of flax. I saw that my garland of overnight was still hanging loose from your hair. But why did you not wait till I could gather, in the morning, new flowers for my final gift? I wonder if unawares it dropped on your way, the garland hanging loose from your hair. Many a song I had sung to you, morning and evening, and the last one you carried in your voice when you went away. You never tarried to hear the one song unsung I had for you alone and for ever. I wonder if, at last, you are tired of my song that you hummed to yourself while walking through the field.
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昨夜，乌云压顶，预兆着大雨倾盆；阵阵狂风，摇撼着奋力挣扎的橄榄树的枝条。我希望，在这暴风骤雨，孤寂凄清的夜晚，梦如肯降临，他应化作我心爱的人来到我的睡梦中。风儿仍在呜咽着掠过田野，黎明苍白的脸颊挂满泪珠。我的梦也已落空，因为，现实是冷酷的，而梦也自有主张，独断独行。

昨夜，黑暗沉醉在狂风暴雨之中，雨像是夜的面幕，被狂风撕成碎片；在这星辰隐匿、暴雨喧嚣的夜晚，梦如化做我心爱的人来相会，现实是否会妒忌呢？
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Last night clouds were threatening, and amlak branches struggled in the grips of the gusty wind. I hoped, if dreams came to me, they would come in the shape of my beloved, in the lonely night loud with rain.

The winds still moan through the fields, and the tearstained cheeks of dawn are pale. My dreams have been in vain, for truth is hard, and dreams, too, have their own ways.

Last night when the darkness was drunken with storm, and the rain, like night's veil, was torn by the winds into shreds, would it make truth jealous if untruth came to me in the shape of my beloved, in the starless night loud with rain?
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当我年轻时，我曾在湍急迅猛的激流中漂游；春风挥霍成性地在吹拂，枝头繁花似火，百鸟争鸣，不知疲倦。

热情的洪流淹没了我的理智，我以令人目眩的速度扬帆疾驶；我没有时间以我的心灵去观察，去感受，去理解这个现实的世界。

如今，韶华已逝，我的小船搁浅在岸上，我听到了万物的深沉的乐曲，苍穹也向我敞开缀满繁星的胸怀。



The current in which I drifted ran rapid and strong when I was young.

The spring breeze was spendthrift of itself, the trees were on fire with flowers; and the birds never slept from singing.

I sailed with giddy speed, carried away by the flood of passion; I had no time to see and feel and take the world into my being.

Now that youth has ebbed and I am stranded on the bank, I can hear the deep music of all things, and the sky opens to me its heart of stars.
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逝去的青春送来消息，它对我说：“在微笑成熟为泪花，时光为未出唇的歌声而痛苦的尚未降临人间的五月的震颤里，我在等着你。”

它说：“踏过已消逝的时光的轨迹，穿过死亡之门，到我身边来吧！因为梦境消逝，希望落空，你采集的岁月的果实也腐烂了。但是，我是永恒的真实，在你从此岸到彼岸的生命旅程中，你将与我一再相逢。”



Amessage came from my youth of vanished days, saying, “I wait for you among the quivering of unborn May, where smiles ripen for tears and hours ache with songs unsung.”

It says, “Come to me across the worn-out track of age, through the gates of death. For dreams fade, hopes fail, the gathered fruits of the year decay, but I am the eternal truth, and you shall meet me again and again in your voyage of life from shore to shore.”
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姑娘们去河边汲水，树林中传来她们的笑声；我渴望和姑娘们一道儿，走在通向河边的小路上；那里羊群在树荫下吃草，松鼠从阳光下轻捷地掠过落叶，跳进阴影里。

但是，我已经做完一天应做的事情，我的水罐已经灌满，我伫立在门外，凝望着闪光滴翠的槟榔树叶，聆听着河畔汲水姑娘的欢笑。

日复一日，在露洗过一般清新的清晨，在暮色苍茫慵倦的黄昏，担负起去取回满罐水的任务，始终是我最喜爱、最珍视的享受。

当我意兴阑珊，心情烦乱的时候，那满罐汩汩作声的清水温柔地拍抚着我；它也曾伴随着我欢乐的思绪、无声的笑颜一起欢笑；当我伤心的时候，它泪水盈盈，呜咽地向我倾诉心曲；我也曾在风狂雨骤的日子，抱着它走在路上，哗哗的雨声淹没了鸽子焦心的哀鸣。

我已经做完一天应做的事情，我的水罐已经灌满，西方的斜晖已经暗淡，树下的阴影已经更深更重；从开满黄花的亚麻田中传来一声长叹，我的不安的眼睛瞭望着村中通向河水深黑的河岸的蜿蜒小路。



The girls are out to fetch water from the river their laughter comes through the trees, I long to join them in the lane, where goats graze in the shade, and squirrels flit from sun to shadow, across the fallen leaves.

But my day's task is already done, my jars are filled. I stand at my door to watch the glistening green of the areca leaves, and hear the laughing women going to fetch water from the river.

It has ever been dear to me to carry the burden of my full vessel day after day, in the dew-dipped morning freshness and in the tired glimmer of the day fall.

Its gurgling water babbled to me when my mind was idle, it laughed with the silent laughter of my joyous thoughts it spoke to my heart with tearful sobs when I was sad. I have carried it in stormy days, when the loud rain drowned the anxious cooing of doves.

My day's task is done, my jars are filled, the light wanes in the west, and shadows gather beneath the trees; a sigh comes from the flowering linseed field, and my wistful eyes follow the lane that runs through the village to the bank of the dark water.
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难道你仅仅是一幅画像，不像是繁星和尘埃确实存在？和着世间万物的脉搏、繁星闪烁，尘埃颤动，而你的静止的画像是那样绝对地远离一切，孤零零的。

你曾伴着我一同散步，你的呼吸是温馨的，你的四肢充满着生活的乐曲。你的话语道出了我的感受，你的脸庞触动了我的心弦。突然，你停住脚步，留在永恒的阴影里，而我只好踽踽独行。

生命像个孩子，边笑边摇动死亡的拨浪鼓向前奔跑，它向我招手，我跟随那无形的先驱继续前进。但是，你却停住脚步，留在尘埃和繁星之后，你不过是一幅画像。

不，你不可能是一幅画像。如果你的生命之流停止了，那么河水也会不再奔流，五彩缤纷的晨曦也会停住脚步。如果你那像闪烁的暮色般的黑发消失在绝望的黑暗之中，那么夏日的绿荫也会带着它的梦儿死去。

我真的会将你忘记吗？我们匆匆赶路，忘却了路旁篱边的绿叶鲜花。然而，芳香却在不知不觉间融进我们的忘却之中，使它充满了音乐。你离开我处身其间的世界，却在我的生命之源找到了安身之所，因此，那遗忘不正是消失在它的深处的记忆吗？

你已不再听我唱歌，你已融进我的歌声，你随着破晓时的曙光来到我的身边，又随着傍晚夕阳的最后一道金光离去。然而，从此我总在黑夜中寻找你。不，你决不仅仅是一幅画像。



★选自《白鹤集》，写于1914年10月，阿拉哈巴德。这首诗发表后引起广大读者的兴趣，人们纷纷猜测，“这是谁的画像呢？”有人说是诗人妻子的画像。不过多数人，包括《泰戈尔传》的作者布拉帕特古玛尔·穆克吉在内，认为是诗人嫂嫂伽澹波莉·戴维的画像，关于伽澹波莉·戴维对诗人的影响，在诗人的《回忆》中有详细的描述。







Are you a mere picture, and not as true as those stars, true as this dust? They throb with the pulse of things, but you are immensely aloof in your stillness, painted form.

The day was when you walked with me, your breath warm, your limbs singing of life. My world found its speech in your voice, and touched my heart with your face. You suddenly stopped in your walk, in the shadow side of the Forever, and I went on alone.

Life, like a child, laughs, shaking its rattle of death as it runs; it beckons me on, I follow the unseen; but you stand there, where you stopped behind that dust and those stars; and you are a mere picture. No, it cannot be.

Had the life flood utterly stopped in you, it would stop the river in its flow, and the foot fall of dawn in her cadence of colours. Had the glimmering dusk of your hair vanished in the hopeless dark, the woodland shade of summer would die with its dreams.

Can it be true that I forgot you? We haste on without heed, forgetting the flowers on the roadside hedge. Yet they breathe unaware into our forget fulness, filling it with music. You have moved from my world, to take seat at the root of my life, and therefore is this forgetting remembrance lost in its own depth.

You are no longer before my songs, but one with them. You came to me with the first ray of dawn. I lost you with the last gold of evening. Ever since I am always finding you through the dark. No, you are no mere picture.
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天空凝视着自己无垠的蔚蓝，沉入梦幻。我们，一堆堆的云朵，便是它的突发的奇想。我们飘浮无定，没有家园。星星在永恒的王冠上闪耀。关于它们的记录是永久性的，而我们却是用铅笔写就的草稿，转瞬之间便可以抹去。在太空的舞台上，我们是那敲响手鼓，放声大笑的角色。但是，暴雨雷鸣便来自我们的笑声，而雨点是足够真实的，雷声也非同小可。然而，我们无权向时间要求报酬，我们随风飘来，在我们还来不及命名时，又随风飘去了。



The sky gazes on its own endless blue and dreams. We clouds are its whims, we have no home. The stars shine on the crown of Eternity. Their records are permanent, while ours are pencilled, to be rubbed off the next moment. Our part is to appear on the stage of the air to sound our tambourines and fling flashes of laughter. But from our laughter comes the rain, which is real enough, and thunder which is no jest. Yet we have no claim upon Time for wages, and the breath that blew us into being blows us away before we are given a name.
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道路是我的新娘。白昼，她在我脚下向我低语，永夜，她和着我的梦儿歌唱。

我与她的相会没有起始，也无终止，随曙光来临，随夏天的鲜花与歌儿更新。她的每一次亲吻，都像爱人的初吻。

我和道路是一对恋人。每个夜晚都为她换上新装，每个清晨，我都将褴褛的旧衣留在路旁的客栈里。



The road is my wedded companion. She speaks to me under my feet all day, she sings to my dreams all night.

My meeting with her had no beginning, it begins endlessly at each daybreak, renewing its summer in fresh flowers and songs, and her every new kiss is the first kiss to me.

The road and I are lovers. I change my dress for her night after night, leaving the tattered cumber of the old in the wayside inns when the day dawns.
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每日里，我沿着同一条老路来来去去，送水果到市场，赶牛群去牧场，划渡船过小河，条条道路对我是那么熟悉。

一天早晨，田野里到处是忙碌的人们，牧场上到处是牛群，大地的胸膛和着成熟的稻浪欢快地起伏。我走着，手里提着沉重的篮子。

忽然，一阵轻风吹过，天空仿佛在亲吻我的前额。我的心儿跳动，仿佛朝阳破雾而出。

我忘记了走熟的老路，向路边跨出了几步，熟悉的景物变得陌生了，就像一朵花，我只在它含苞欲放的时候认识它。

我为我平日的小聪明感到羞愧，我离开正途闯入了仙境般的世界。那天清晨，我迷失了道路，却找到了永存的赤子之心，这是我一生的幸运。



I travelled the old road every day, I took my fruits to the market, my cattle to the meadows, I ferried my boat across the stream and all the ways were well known to me.

One morning my basket was heavy with wares. Men were busy in the fields, the pastures crowded with cattle; the breast of earth heaved with the mirth of ripening rice.

Suddenly there was a tremor in the air, and the sky seemed to kiss me on my forehead. My mind started up like the morning out of mist.

I forgot to follow the track. I stepped a few paces from the path, and my familiar world appeared strange to me, like a flower I had only known in bud.

My everyday wisdom was ashamed. I went astray in the fairyland of things. It was the best luck of my life that I lost my path that morning, and found my eternal childhood.
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母亲把女孩抱在怀里，唱道：“下来，下来吧，亲一亲我的宝贝，在她小小的额头上。”月亮梦一般地微笑着。夏季隐约的花香在暗中浮动；幽静的芒果林的浓荫深处传来夜莺的歌唱；遥远的村落中升起一阵牧童的笛声，笛声里带着无限的忧郁。年轻的母亲抱着孩子，坐在台阶上，柔声低唱：“下来，下来吧，月亮，亲一亲我的宝贝，在她小小的额头上。”她仰望着天上的明月，又低头俯视着怀中“地上的小月亮”，我惊奇地望着这一派宁静的月光。

孩子欢笑着，学着母亲歌唱：“下来，下来吧，月亮。”母亲微笑了，月光皎洁的夜也微笑了。没有人看见我，诗人，小宝贝母亲的丈夫，正躲在后面注视着这画一般的景象。





★本诗为迪金德罗拉尔·罗易（Drijendralal Roy, 1863-1913）所作。迪金德罗拉尔·罗易是孟加拉著名剧作家和诗人，著有《雅利安之歌》（二卷，1882，1893）及《滑稽诗集》（1898）等。他的诗多采用不受传统韵律束缚的、泰戈尔式的自由体和童谣体，以语言流畅，节奏明快见长，但不够精练。后来成为泰戈尔最激烈的反对派。
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“Come, moon, come down, kiss my darling on the forehead,” cries the mother as she holds the baby girl in her lap while the moon smiles as it dreams. There come stealing in the dark the vague fragrance of the summer and the nightbird's songs from the shadow laden solitude of the mango grove. At a faraway village rises from a peasant's flute a fountain of plaintive notes, and the young mother, sitting on the terrace, baby in her lap, croons sweetly, “Come, moon, come down, kiss my darling on the forehead.” Once she looks up at the light of the sky, and then at the light of the earth in her arms, and I wonder at the placid silence of the moon.

The baby laughs and repeats her mother's call, “Come, moon, come down.” The mother smiles, and smiles the moonlit night, and I, the poet, the husband of the baby's mother, watch this picture from behind, unseen.
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初秋的晴空万里无云，河水快要溢出堤岸，冲刷着横倒在浅滩上的一棵大树的裸露的树根。长长的小径从村庄里伸出，宛如饥渴的舌头，一头扎入小河中。

我向四周眺望。静默的天空，流动的河水，我感觉到幸福在向四方延伸，就像孩子脸上绽开纯真的笑靥。我的心是充实的。



The early autumn day is cloudless. The river is full to the brim, washing the naked roots of the tottering tree by the ford. The long narrow path, like the thirsty tongue of the village, dips down into the stream.

My heart is full, as I look around me and see the silent sky and the flowing water, and feel that happiness is spread abroad, as simply as a smile on a child's face.
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性急的花儿呀，冬天还未归去，你便倦于等待，挣脱了羁绊。等到看不见的来者匆匆瞥见你这路旁的守望者的时候，你已经匆匆地冲了出来，奔跑着，喘息着。哦，你这情不自禁的素馨，你这喧闹的五色缤纷的玫瑰！

你绚丽的色彩，浓郁的芳香，扰动了空气。你笑着，互相推着挤着，袒露胸怀地怒放了，然后凋谢了，纷纷扬扬落满大地，最先冲向死之洞隙。

到时候，夏天自会乘着潮水般的南风来临，而你却从来不肯减缓速度，掌握它来到的准确时间。出于信心的极度的欢乐，你鲁莽地在路边消耗了自己。

你从远方听到了夏天的脚步声，便以落英铺地供它轻轻踏过。甚至解救者还未出现，你就挣脱了羁绊，开放了，在它还未到来并且承认你以前，你就把它当作自己的了。



Tired of waiting, you burst your bonds, impatient flowers, before the winter had gone. Glimpses of the unseen comer reached your wayside watch, and you rushed out running and panting, impulsive jasmines, troops of riotous roses.

You were the first to march to the breach of death, your clamour of colour and perfume troubled the air. You laughed and pressed and pushed each other, bared your breast and dropped in heaps.

The Summer will come in its time, sailing in the flood-tide of the south wind. But you never counted slow moments to be sure of him. You recklessly spent your all in the road, in the terrible joy of faith.

You heard his footsteps from afar, and flung your mantle of death for him to tread upon. Your bonds break even before the rescuer is seen, you make him your own ere he can come and claim you.



38

芭兰花



四月终于消逝，炎夏的热吻烧焦了无可奈何的大地，这时，我绽开了蓓蕾。我来了，一半儿惊惧，一半儿好奇，像个调皮的孩童向隐士的小茅屋偷偷窥视。

我听到，枝残叶枯的树林战战兢兢地切切私语；我听到，杜鹃吐露夏日傭倦的歌声；透过我的花蕾外飘摇的绿叶的幔帐，我看到了世界，严酷，冷漠，形容枯槁。

我依然勇敢地开放了，带着强烈的青春的信念，畅饮着那从光彩夺目的天杯中倾出的烈酒，傲然向黎明致敬。我，心底蕴藏着骄阳的芬芳的芭兰花。





★本诗为萨特扬德拉纳特·达特所作，参著有诗集《长笛与琵琶》、《祭火》、《丰收的花》等。他的诗多采用民歌体，以韵律响亮，节奏明快，语言流畅称著，在这方面他对当时诗歌创作的影响甚至比泰戈尔更大。达特精通梵文、波斯文、英文及法文。他通过英文和法文几乎将世界各国古代及现代的著名诗歌、小说、戏剧等译成孟加拉文，译文虽不十分忠实于原文，但文笔流畅。



I opened my bud when April breathed her last and the summer scorched with kisses the unwilling earth. I came half afraid and half curious, like a mischievous imp peeping at a hermit's cell.

I heard the frightened whispers of the despoiled woodland, and the Kokil gave voice to the languor of the summer; through the fluttering leaf- curtain of my birth - chamber I saw the world grim, grey, and haggard.

Yet boldly I came out strong with the faith of youth, quaffed the fiery wine from the glowing bowl of the sky, and proudly saluted the morning,

I, the champa flower, who carry the perfume of the sun in my heart.
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正午的微风，如蜻蜓薄纱似的双翼在轻轻震颤。村中家家户户的茅屋顶，像孵雏的鸟儿一般掩护着昏昏欲睡的人们，一只杜鹃躲在绿荫深处，寂寞地歌唱。

这清新流畅的曲调，滴进了人们劳苦耕作的单调的音响中，为情侣的切切私语，为母亲的热吻，为孩子的笑声增添了音乐。它掠过我们的思绪，就像溪水流过水底的卵石，不知不觉间，使它们变得圆润精美。



The noonday air is quivering, like the gauzy wings of a dragon fly. Roofs of the village huts brood birdlike over the drowsy hous eholds, while a Kokil sings unseen from its leafy loneliness.

The fresh liquid notes drop upon the tuneless toil of the human crowd, adding music to lovers' whispers, to mothers' kisses, to children's laughter.

They flow over our thoughts, like a stream over pebbles, rounding them in beauty every unconscious moment.



40

秋天是属于我的，因为她时刻在我心中摆动。她那闪光的脚铃随着我的脉搏叮当作响，她那薄雾似的面纱随着我的呼吸飘动。梦中，我熟悉她那棕色长发的触抚。绿叶和着我的生命跳动飞舞，而她就在外面颤动的叶子中。她的明眸在晴空中微笑，因为是从我这里，它们吸取了光明。



This autumn is mine, for she was rocked in my heart. The glistening bells of her anklets rang in my blood, and her misty veil fluttered in my breath. I know the touch of her blown hair in all my dreams. She is abroad in the trembling leaves that danced in my life hrobs, and her eyes that smile from the blue sky drank their light from me.



41

蓝天下，万物熙攘，放声大笑；尘埃沙粒像顽童，旋转飞舞。喧嚣撩动了人的心，而他的思绪呀，渴望和万物一同游戏。

我们的梦随着未知的溪水漂动，伸展手臂去抓住大地，——奋斗变成了砖石，建成了人居住的城市。

呼声从往日涌来，向今天寻求答案。它们的双翼扇动，空中布满了浮动的阴云；我们心中不肯平静的思想，离开栖身的巢，飞过幽冥的荒野，去追求形体。思想就像黑暗中摸索的香客，寻求光明之岸似的，在实物中找到了归宿；它们将被诱入诗人的诗句中，它们将被留宿在未来的城市的塔楼中，它们将听到来自明天的战场上的呼唤，去拿起武器，携手加入战斗，去争取那即将来临的和平。
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Things throng and laugh loud in the sky; the sands and dust dance and whirl like children. Man's mind is aroused by their shouts; his thoughts long to be the playmates of things.

Our dreams, drifting in the stream of the vague, stretch their arms to clutch the earth, their efforts stiffen into bricks and stones, and thus the city of man is built.

Voices come swarming from the past, seeking answers from the living moments. Beats of their wings fill the air with tremulous shadows, and sleepless thoughts in our minds leave their nests to take flight across the desert of dimness, in the passionate thirst for forms. They are lampless pilgrims, seeking the shore of light, to find themselves in things. They will be lured into poet's rhymes, they will be housed in the towers of the town not yet planned, they have their call to arms from the battlefields of the future, they are bidden to join hands in the strides of peace yet to come.



42

在万有无缺的国度里，人们不修建高楼大厦。大路边是绿茵茵的草地，湍急的河水从旁流过。男人晨出耕作，脸上笑容可掬；傍晚归来，口里哼着小曲，他们不为金钱忙碌奔波，在这万有无缺的国度里。

正午，妇女们坐在凉爽宜人的庭院里，低声唱着歌纺棉纱。稻浪滚滚的田野上，飘来牧童的短笛声。笛声使路上的行人衷心喜悦，他高歌着穿过光影斑驳的芳香的树荫，在这万有无缺的国度里。

商人乘着载满货物的船儿顺流而下，没有在这国土上收帆停泊。武士们擎着飞舞的旌旗列队而过，但是国王却从未在这国土上停下他的战车。远方来的旅客曾在这里歇脚，离开时却不知道在这万有无缺的国度都有些什么。

在这块国土上，路上的人群熙攘，却从不你推我搡。诗人呵，在这里安家吧。濯去长途跋涉沾在脚上的尘土，调好琵琶，日暮时，在这万有无缺的国度里，躺在星光照耀下的清凉的草地上吧。
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They do not build high towers in the land of all I have found. A grassy lawn runs by the road, with a stream of fugitive water at its side. The men set out on their errands with a smile, and in the evening they come home with a song, with no wages, in the land of all I have found.

In the midday, sitting in the cool of their courtyards, the women hum and spin at their wheels, while over the waving harvest comes wafted the music of shepherds' flutes. It rejoices the wayfarers' hearts who walk singing through the shimmering shadows of the fragrant forest in the land of all I have found.

The traders sail with their merchandise down the river, but they do not moor their boats in this land; soldiers march with banners flying, but the king never stops his chariot. Travellers who come from afar to rest here awhile, go away without knowing what there is in the land of all I have found.

Here crowds do not jostle each other in the roads. O poet, set up your house in this land. Wash from your feet the dust of distant wanderings, tune your lute, and at the day's end stretch yourself on the cool grass under the evening star in the land of all I have found.




[1]本首为戴文德拉纳特·森（Devendranath Sen 1855-1920）所作。戴文德拉纳特·森，孟加拉浪漫主义诗人。他的诗的内容多为对女人的崇敬，对儿童的挚爱和对自然风物的描写。森爱花成癖，诗集多以花束命名，著有：《无忧花束》、《玫瑰花束》和《马樱花束》等。

[2]蜂儿：指印度的一种黑蜂。印度人的审美习惯以为它最美丽，常用它来形容女人眸子的漆黑和眼波的流转，以及皮肤的微黑，体态的轻盈。

[3]布林达森林：印度神话中大神黑天童年时与牧女拉塔相爱的地方，是印度维湿奴派信徒的圣地。





渡口
Ferry station
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英文版《渡口集》于1918年出版，诗人在渡口集中施展神奇想象，以与神对话的形式，抒写对人生和自然的热爱。诗人把人的一生比喻成一次旅行和冒险的出海，就有限与无限、自由与束缚、生与死、欢乐与痛苦，爱情的美好等主题，阐述了自己的真知灼见，富于哲理，耐人寻味。本版由石真据孟加拉原文翻译。



1

在我必须离去的那天，太阳从云堆里钻出来。

蓝天凝视着大地——上帝创造的奇境。

我的心是忧伤，因为它不知那召唤来自何方。

和风送来的细语可是来自我离去的世界？那里含泪的歌声融进了一片欢快的静寂。

或许和风送来的竟是那小岛的气息？它在遥远的大海里，躺在夏日奇花异草的温馨的怀抱里。



The sun breaks out from the clouds on the day when I must go.

And the sky gazes upon the earth like God's wonder.

My heart is sad, for it knows not from where comes its call,

Does the breeze bring the whisper of the world which I leave behind with its music of tears melting in the sunny silence? or the breath of the island in the faraway sea basking in the Summer of the unknown flower?



2

集市散了，暮色中，人们踏上了归途。

我坐在路边，望着你荡着小舟，

横过幽暗的水面，斜阳闪耀在你的风帆上；

我看见舵旁伫立着你静默无声的身影，突然间，我看见你那双凝望着我的眼睛；

我不再歌唱，我大声呼唤你，渡我过河。



When the market is over and they return homewards through the dusk.

I sit at the wayside to watch thee plying thy boat.

Crossing the dark water with the sunset gleam upon thy sail:

I see thy silent figure standing at the helm and suddenly catch thy eyes gazing upon me:

I leave my song; and cry to thee to take me across.



3

风起了，我的诗歌的小船要起航，

舵手啊，把稳了舵。

我的小船渴望得到自由，要随着风浪的韵律起舞。

白昼过去了，现在是夜晚。

岸上的朋友们已经离去。

解缆起锚吧，我们要在星光下扬帆。

在我离别之际，风萧萧低声歌唱。

舵手呵，掌稳了舵。



The wind is up, I set my sail of songs, Steersman, sit at the helm.

For my boat is fretting to be free, to dance in the rhythm of the wind and water.

The day is spent, it is evening.

My friends of the shore have taken leave.

Loose the chain and heave the anchor, we sail by the starlight.

The wind is stirred into the murmur of music at this time of my departure,

Steersman, sit at the helm.



4

收留我吧，我的主人，就在此时此刻，将我收留吧。

让我忘却那没有你的孤苦的往日。

但愿这短暂的时刻舒展在你的怀抱中，在你的光照上绵绵延长。

我曾到处漂泊，只为追逐那呼唤我，却又不知把我引向何方的声音。

现在，让我静静地坐下，倾听你那回响在我平静的心中的话语。

不要对我心底那黑暗的角落不闻不问，用你的火焰焚烧它们，直到它们发出光和热。
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Accept me, my lord, accept me for this while. Let those orphaned days that passed without thee be forgotten.

Only spread this little moment wide across thy lap, holding it under thy light.

I have wandered in pursuit of voices that drew me yet led me nowhere.

Now let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in the soul of my silence.

Do not turn away thy face from my heart's dark secrets, but burn them till they are alight with thy fire.



5

远方的暴风雨派来的前哨，已经在天空中支起乌云的帐篷；阳光惨淡，悄无声息的林荫中，凝着泪珠般的水汽。

我的心田忧伤而平静，就像乐师拨动琵琶前那沉思的岑寂。

我的心中充满了期望的痛苦，期待着你来到我的生活中。



The scouts of a distant storm have pitched their cloud-tents in the sky; the light has paled, the air is damp with tears in the voiceless shadows of the forest,

The peace of sadness is in my heart like the brooding silence upon the master's lute before the music begins.

My world is still with the expectation of the great pain of thy coming into my life.



6

你曾把爱赐给我，人世间处处充满你爱的赠礼。你的爱像甘霖洒在我身上，我并未发觉，因为我的心沉睡着，而夜又是漆黑的。虽说你的爱迷失在我的睡梦中，然而我仍感到一阵欣喜的震颤。

我深知，黎明来临，我的心灵觉醒时，你会收到我的一朵小花，它是我的爱，是对你那无价的伟大的世界的回赠。



Thou hast give me thy love, filling the world with thy gifts.

They are showered upon me when I do not know them, for my heart is asleep and dark is the night.

Yet though lost in the cavern of my dreams I have been thrilled with fitful gladness;

And I know that in return for the treasure of thy great worlds thou wilt receive from me one little flower of lover in the morning when my heart awakes.



7

我的眼睛不眠地守望着；即使我没有看见你，而那凝望仍是甜蜜的。

我的心躲在雨季的绿荫中，期待着你的爱情；即使爱情被夺去，而希望仍是甜蜜的。

人们纷纷各自走各自的路，将我留在后面；即使我茕茕孑立，而倾听你的脚步声仍是甜蜜的。

大地编织着秋雾，它沉思的面容唤醒我心中的渴望；即使希望落空，而它引起的痛苦仍是甜蜜的。



My eyes have lost their sleep in watching; yet if I do not meet thee still it is sweet to watch.

My heart sits in the shadow of the rains waiting for thy love; if she is deprived still it is sweet to hope.

They walk away in their different paths leaving me behind; if I am alone still it is sweet to listen for thy footsteps.

The wistful face of the earth weaving its autumn mists wakens longing in my heart; if it is in vain still it is sweet to feel the pain of longing.



8

心儿呀，不要沮丧，天将破晓，黎明即将来到。

诺言的种子，深深扎根土中，终将发芽，破土而出。

睡眠，像花蕾，就要向着光明敞开胸怀，沉默终将发出声响。

负重将得到报偿，苦难将照亮你的路程，这一天即将到来。



Hold thy faith firm, my heart, the day will dawn.

The seed of promise is deep in the soil, it will sprout.

Sleep, like a bud, will open its heart to the light, and the silence will find its voice.

The day is near when thy burden will become thy gift, and thy sufferings will light up thy path.



9

黄昏是结婚的吉时良辰。那时，鸟儿唱完了最后一支歌，风儿在海上休息了，落霞为洞房铺开地毯，那彻夜不熄的灯火也准备点燃。

静静的夜幕后，那看不见的来者正一步步走来，我的心颤栗着。

歌声静下来了，因为婚礼将在星光下举行。



The wedding hour is in the twilight, when the birds have sung their last and the winds are at rest on the waters, when the sunset spreads the carpet in the bridal chamber and the lamp is made ready to burn through the night.

Behind the silent dark walks the Unseen Comer and my heart trembles.

All songs are hushed, for the service will be read under the evening star.
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10

夜晚，各种喧嚣倦了，天空中弥漫着大海的低吟。

白昼飘忽不定的思想倦游归来，围绕着点燃的灯火边休憩。

爱的嬉戏平静地化为崇敬，生命的溪流汇入大海，有形的世界，在超越一切色相的美的怀抱中找到了归宿。



In the night when noise is tired the murmur of the sea fills the air.

The vagrant desires of the day come back to their rest round the lighted lamp.

Love's play is stilled into worship, life's stream touches the deep, and the world of forms comes to its nest in the beauty beyond all forms.



11
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在大地熟睡，风儿在树叶不动的密林打盹儿的时候，那独自醒着的是谁呢？

在静悄悄的鸟巢里，在花蕾的密室中，是谁还没有入睡呢？

在闪烁摇曳着群星的夜空，在我的深沉的痛苦中，是谁独自守望着，还没入睡呢？



Who is awake all alone in this sleeping earth, in the air drowsing among the moveless leaves? Awake in the silent birds' nests, in the secret centres of the flower buds? Awake in the throbbing stars of the night, in the depth of the pain of my being?



12

我知道，尽管生命在爱情中憔悴了，它并没有完全被遗忘。我知道，尽管花儿在曙光中凋谢了，小溪在荒漠中流失了，它们并没有完全被遗忘。我知道，尽管生活拖着沉重缓慢的步子，被抛在后面，它并没有完全被遗忘。

我知道，尽管我的梦儿还没有实现，我的美妙的乐曲还没有奏响，它们萦绕在你琵琶的丝弦上，它们并没有被完全遗忘。



I know that this life, missing its ripeness in love, is not altogether lost.

I know that the flowers that fade in the dawn, the streams that strayed in the desert, are not altogether lost.

I know that whatever lags behind in this life laden with slowness is not altogether lost.

I know that my dreams that are still unfulfilled, and my melodies still unstruck, are clinging to some lute-stings of thine, and they are not altogether lost.



13

是春色正浓最恼人的时刻，伴随着笛声与繁花，你来到我的身边。

你在我心中拨动涟漪，掀起波澜，激荡着爱情的红莲。你邀请我出来，和你一同追寻生的奥秘，可我却在五月飒飒的树叶低鸣声里酣然入睡。

当我醒来时，天空中乌云密布，落叶随风飘动。

哗哗的雨声中，我听见你越来越近的脚步，听见你呼唤我出来，和你一同追寻死的奥秘。我走到你身旁，将双手放在你的掌心，你的双眸熠熠闪光，水珠顺着你的秀发滴下来。
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You came to me in the wayward hours of spring with flute songs and flowers.

You troubled my heart from ripples into waves, rocking the red lotus of love.

You asked me to come out with you into the secret of life.

But I fell asleep among the murmurous leaves of May.

When I woke the cloud gathered in the sky and the dead leaves flitted in the wind.

Through the patter of rain I hear your nearing footsteps and the cry to come out with you into the secret of death.

I walk to your side and put my hand into yours, while your eyes burn and water drips from your hair.



14

我是夏日里被骄阳炙烤的大地，疲惫，焦渴，生命已耗尽。我等待着，夜深时，你的甘霖降落，我将敞开胸怀，静静地吸吮。

我渴望用歌声与鲜花回报你，但是，我一无所有，只有通过干枯的小草传出我心底的叹息。

然而，我知道，你会等到黎明来临，那时，我会变得生机勃勃，丰饶鲜丽。



I am the weary earth of summer bare of life and parched.

I wait for thy shower to come down in the night when I open my breast and receive it in silence.

I long to give thee in return my songs and flowers.

But empty is my store, and only the deep sigh rises from my heart through the withered grass.

But I know that thou will wait for the morning when my hours will brim with their riches.



15

来吧，像夏天的雨云，洒下漫天的甘霖，你来到我身边吧。以你仪态万方的身影，染浓山峦的紫霭，催促死气沉沉的森林加速花枝吐艳的步伐，唤起山泉奔向远方的激情。

像夏天的雨云，到我身边来吧，以潜在生命的许诺，绿野青葱的欢乐，拨动我的心弦吧。



Come to me like summer cloud, spreading thy showers from sky to sky,

Deepen the purple of the hills with thy majestic shadows, quicken the languid forests into flowers, and awaken in the hill streams the fervour of the faraway quest.

Come to me like summer cloud, stirring my heart with the promise of hidden life, and the gladness of the green.



16

我和你相逢在黑夜汇合于白昼的海边；在那里，光明惊退黑暗，化作黎明；在那里，波涛将此岸的吻传送到彼岸。

从无边无底的蔚蓝深处，喷射出金灿灿的光线，传来一声召唤，穿过迷蒙的泪雾，我专注地凝望着你的脸，却不敢肯定是不是看见了你。



I have met thee where the night touches the edge of the day; where the light startles the darkness into dawn, and the waves carry the kiss of the one shore to the other. From the heart of the fathomless blue comes one golden call, and across the dusk of tears I try to gaze thy face and know not for certain if thou are seen.



17

如果我的生活没有爱情，那么，为什么清晨的碧空充满阵阵歌声，使它心碎？为什么南风要在新生的绿叶丛中，传播着低语呢？

如果我的生活没有爱情，那么，为什么午夜要在渴望的沉默中承担着繁星的悲痛呢？

为什么这颗愚痴的心还要不顾一切，驾起希望的小艇，在不知涯岸的海上航行呢？



If love be denied me then why does morning break its heart in songs, and why are these whispers that the south wind scatters among the new-born leaves?

If love be denied me then why does the midnight bear in yearning silence the pain of the starts?

And why does this foolish heart recklessly launch its hope on the sea whose end it does not know?



18

人世间，我拥有的财富只是一部分，其余的都在梦境中。

你，一向躲避我的抚摸，请悄悄地来到梦中吧，掩住你的灯火。

在黑暗中的惊恐里，在看不见的万物的切切私语中，在未知的海岸的轻风里，我会认识你。

我会在心底迸发的欢乐融进悲伤的泪花中认出你来。



Only a portion my gift is in this world, the rest of it is in my dreams.

You, who ever elude my touch, come there in secret silence, hiding your lamp.

I shall know you by the thrill in the darkness, by the whisper of the unseen worlds, by the breath of the unknown shore.

I shall know you by the sudden delight of my heart melting into sadness of tears.
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19

我知道，我爱，总有一天你会俘获我的心。通过你天上的星辰，你的凝视深入到我的梦境；月光是你的信使，带来了你的心事，我沉思着，眼中盈着泪水。阳光明媚的蓝天，胆怯的绿叶的颤动，闲散时刻飘来的牧童的笛声，细雨蒙蒙的黄昏，心儿在孤寂中的疼痛，这都是你在向我述说爱情。
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I know you will win my heart some day, my lover.

Through your stars you gaze deep into my dreams;

You send your secrets in your moonbeams to me, and I muse and my eyes dim with tears.

Your wooing is in the sunny sky thrilling in the tremulous leaves, in the idle hours overflowing with shepherds' piping, in the rain-dimmed dusk when the heart aches with its loneliness.



20

细雨席卷了苍穹，素馨花在湿淋淋的狂醉的风中畅饮着自己的浓郁芳香。

不可名状的喜悦荡漾在深沉的夜的胸膛，它是蒙着面纱，藏起繁星的碧空的喜悦，它是回响着鸟鸣余音的深夜密林的喜悦。

让喜悦溢满我的心，让我把它悄悄地带到白天吧。



The rains sweep the sky from end to end.

In the wild wet wind the jasmines revel in their own perfume.

There is a secret joy in the bosom of the night, it is the joy of the veiled sky in its hidden stars, the joy of the midnight forest in its hoarded bird-songs.

Let me fill my heart with it and carry it in secret through the day.



21

白天，我到处漂流，感到安全，从不留心你的路上的奇迹，因为我以我的步履为骄傲；你的光芒耀眼，使我看不见你的存在。

现在，黑夜已来临。夜色中，我走在路上，每一步都感到了你，花儿的芳香在静夜中荡漾——宛如烛火熄灭，母亲在对孩子轻声细语。

我紧紧握住你的手，孤独中，我感到了你的抚慰。



When I travelled in the day I felt secure, and I did not heed the wonder of thy road, for I was proud of my speed; thy own light stood between me and thy presence.

Now it is night, and I feel thy road at every step in the dark and the scent of flower filing the silence-like mother's whisper to the child when the light is out.

I hold tight thy hand and thy touch is with me in my loneliness.



22

我彻夜航行，去赴生命的盛宴，清晨的金杯为我注满了光明。我愉快地歌唱。却不知道那赠予者是谁，也忘记问他的姓名。正午时分，骄阳当空，脚下的尘土炙人。我口渴难当，来到水井旁。

有人为我斟满了一杯水，我喝光了它。我爱那红宝石的杯子，它像亲吻般甜美，却没有看见是谁擎着水杯，也忘记问他的姓名。

倦人的夜晚，我踏上归途。我的引路人持灯走来，向我招手。我询问他的姓名，寂静的夜色中，却只看到他的灯光，只感觉到他的微笑弥漫在夜空。
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Sailing through the night I came to life's feast, and the morning's golden goblet was filled with light for me. I sang in joy. I knew not who was the giver. And I forgot to ask his name. In the midday the dust grew hot under my feet and the sun overhead. Overcome by thirst I reached the well.

Water was poured to me. I drank it. And while I loved the ruby cup that was sweet as a kiss, I did not see him who held it and forgot to ask his name.

In the weary evening I seek my way home. My guide comes with a lamp an beckons me. I ask his name, But I only see his light through the silence and feel his smile filling the darkness.



23

不要走，不要离开我，因为现在是黑夜呀。

那穿过原野的小路荒凉又黑暗，消失在一片迷蒙之中；

疲倦的大地静卧着，一动不动，像一个瞎子而且失去了手杖。

我仿佛多年来一直在等待着这一时刻，好点亮我的灯火，采摘我的花朵。

我已到达无涯的海边，决心纵身一跃，永远销声匿迹。



Do not leave me and go, for it is night.

The road through the wilderness is lonely and dark and lost in tangles.

The tired earth lies still, like one blind and without a staff.

I seem to have waited fo this moment for ages to light my lamp and cull my flowers.

I have reached the brink of the shoreless sea to take my plunge and lose myself for ever.



24

天未破晓，你已轻轻地抚摸了我，我却全不知道。

你的信息悄悄地侵入了我的睡梦，我睁开双眼，噙着惊喜的泪花。

环宇内响着你的低语，我的身躯沐浴在歌的海洋中。

我的心崇敬地皈依你，像一朵露湿的小花垂着头；我感到生命的洪流正冲向永恒。



I did not know that I had thy touch before it was dawn.

The news has slowly reached me through my sleep, and I open my eyes with its surprise of tears.

The sky seems full of whispers for me and my limbs are bathed with songs.

My heart bends in worship like a dewdrop flower, and I feel the flood of my life rushing to the endless.



25

今天早晨，我收到了你的礼物：一朵破晓初绽的鲜花，一首曙光低唱的歌。

我是一只蜜蜂，沉迷在你金色黎明的花心里。

我沾满花粉的翅膀闪烁着灿烂的光芒。

在你四月的歌宴上，我找到我应有的席位。在那里，只消我轻轻弹唱，便挣脱一切枷锁，就像曙光冲破晨雾一样。



Thy gift of the earliest flower came to me this morning, and came the faint turning of thy light.

I am a bee that has wallowed in the heart of thy golden dawn.

My wings are radiant with its pollen

I have found my place in the feast of songs in thy April, and I am freed of my fetters like morning of its mist in a mere play.
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就在这一时刻，我看见你端坐在晨光铺就的金色地毯上。

阳光照在你的王冠上，群星落在你的脚边，人们络绎不绝地来到你的身边，向你顶礼膜拜又离去，只有诗人默默无言地坐在角落里。



In this moment I see you seated upon the morning's golden carpet.

The sun shine in your crown, the stars drop at your feet, the crowds come and bow to you and go, and the poet sits speechless in the corner.



27

秋天的早晨，我的客人来到门前。

唱吧，我的心啊，唱支迎宾曲吧。

让你的歌和阳光明媚的蓝天，清露湿润的晨风，金灿灿的丰收田野，高歌欢笑的清清河水同一曲调吧。

或者，屏住呼吸，在他的面前站一会儿吧，凝望着他的脸；

然后，离开你的家，默默地跟着他，出去吧。



My guest has come to my door in this autumn morning.

Sing, my heart, sing thy welcome!

Make thy song the song of the sunlit blue, of the dew-damp air, of the lavish gold of harvest fields, of the laughter of the loud water.

Or stand mute before him for awhile gazing at his face;

Then leave thy house and go out with him in silence.



28

在人生尘土飞扬的道路上，我失落了我的心，你却将它捡起。

我寻求欢乐却得到悲伤，而你给我带来的悲伤却成为我生活中的欢乐。

我的愿望破灭了，你却将它的碎片聚拢，以你的爱将它们串联起来。

在我沿门挨户到处流浪的时候，每行一步都将我引到你的大门。



In the world's dusty road I lost my heart, but you picked it up in your hand.

I gleaned sorrow while seeking for joy, but the sorrow which you sent to me has turned to joy in my life.

My desires were scattered in pieces, you gathered them and strung them in your love.

And while I wandered from door to door, every step led me to your gate.
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当我走在路上的时候，我曾和熙来攘往的人们在一起；

在路尽头，我却发现只有你和我在一起。

我不知道白昼何时逐渐暗淡，化作黄昏，也不知道旅伴们何时弃我而去。

我不知道你的大门何时敞开了，也不知道我何时站在你的门前，惊喜地倾听心中的乐曲。

虽然床已铺好，灯已点燃，而且只有我和你，我们单独在一起，但是，我不知道，我的眼中是否还噙着泪水？



I was with the crowd when I was in the road;

Where the road ends I find myself alone with you.

I knew not when my day dimmed into dusk and my companions left me.

I knew not when your doors opened and I stood surprised at my own heart's music.

But are there still traces of tears in my eyes though the bed is made, the lamp is lit, and we are alone, you and I?



30

你站在我眼前，请用你目光的一闪，让我的歌儿化作烈焰。你站在你的群星中间，请让我在点点星光里找到我自己的闪亮的崇拜之火。

大地在宇宙的路边等候着；你站在她为你铺好的绿色长毯上；请让我感到在她青青小草和牧场繁花里蔓延着我自己的俯首顶礼。

你站在我独自守望着的寂寞黄昏里；请将孤寂注满我的心杯，让我感到你无限的爱深入我的灵魂。



Stand before my eyes, and let thy glance touch my songs into a flame.

Stand among thy stars and let me find kindled in their lights my own fire of worship.

The earth is waiting at the world's wayside.

Stand upon the green mantle she has flung upon thy path; and let me feel in her grass and meadow flowers the spread of my own salutation.

Stand in my lonely evening where my heart watches alone; fill her cup of solitude, and let me feel in me the infinity of thy love.



31

昨夜，我回想起挥霍掉的往日，突然记起你曾对我说：“当你年轻时，你带着青春的欢快，无忧无虑，将你所有的门全部敞开。

世界随意出入你的大门，带来它的尘埃、疑虑、喧嚣，也带来它的音乐。

随着那热闹的人群，我这不速之客一次又一次走进你的大门，你却不曾发觉。

假如当年你明智地深居简出，关严你的大门，我怎能来到你的家里呢？”



I was musing last night on my spendthrift days when I thought you spoke to me—

“In youth's careless career you kept all the doors open in your house.

The world went in and out as it pleased—the world with its dust, doubts and disorder—and with its music.

With the wild crowd I came to you again and again unknown and unbidden.

Had you kept shut your doors in wise seclusion how could I have found my way into your house?”



32

当爱为你准备座位时，对别人她也一视同仁。

不必因为给你腾出空位而把别人赶开。

人间的帝王在哪里出现，侍卫们便把那里的人群驱散。

我的君主呵，当你来临时，整个世界都追随在你后面。



None needs be thrust aside to make room for you.

When love prepares your seat she prepares it for all.

Where the earthly King appears, guards keep out the crowd, but when you come, my King, the whole world comes in your wake.



33

和着晨曲，他轻叩我们的房门，带来了朝阳的问候。

我们和他一起，将牛群赶到牧场，在树荫下吹响短笛。

我们失去了他的踪迹，却一次次在赶集的人群中找到他的身影。

在一天最忙碌的时刻，我们也会蓦地看见他，坐在路边的草地上。

和着他的鼓点，我们前进，

伴着他的歌声，我们起舞。

以我们的欢乐与悲伤打赌，将他的游戏进行到底。

在我们的小船上，他是舵手。

我们和他一起，在惊涛骇浪上颠簸行船。

日暮时，我们为他点起灯火，等待着他。



With his morning songs he knocks at our door bringing his greetings of sunrise.

With him we take our cattle to the fields and play our flute in the shade.

In the busy hour of the day we come upon him of a sudden, sitting on the wayside grass.

We march when he beats his drum,

We dance when he sings,

We stake our joys and sorrows to play his game to the end.

He stands at the helm of our boat,

With him we rock on the perilous waves.

For him we light our lamp and wait when our day is done.



34

赶到他和工人一同劳动的地方去，做他志同道合的朋友。在他游戏的地方，坐在他的周围，做他的同伴。

追随他前进，让你的脚步踏着他的鼓点敲击的韵律。冲入人群密集的集市——那生死的集市，因为他正和人们在一起，在那喧嚣骚乱的中心。

不要在穿过铺满荆棘的荒凉山路上惊恐动摇，因为步步都能听到他的召唤，我们知道那是爱的呼声。



Run to his side as his comrades where he works with all workers.

Sit around him as his partners where he plays his games.

Follow him where he marches, keeping step to the rhythm of his drumbeat.

Rush into the thick of the fair—the fair of life and death—

For there he is with the crowd in the heart of its tumult.

Do not falter in your journey across the lonely hills over the thorns.

For his call sounds at every step and we know that it is love's voice.



35

清晨，你庙宇里的钟声响了，善男信女带着奉献的鲜花，沿着林间小路，快步走来。

我却躺在树荫下的草地上，听任他们匆匆走过。我想，我这样懒散是正确的。

因为那时，我的花儿正含苞欲放。黄昏时，鲜花怒放了，我正好去做晚祷。



When bells sounded in your temple in the morning, men and women hastened down the woodland path with their offerings of fresh flowers.

But I lay on the grass in the shade and let them pass by.

I think it was well that I was idle, for then my flowers were in bud.

At the end of the day they have bloomed, and I go to my evening worship.



36
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我的歌像春天的花朵，它是你的赐予。可我仍然把它当作自己的，拿来献给你。

你微笑着接受了，并为我自豪的喜悦感到高兴。

假如我的歌之花是脆弱的，它凋谢了，混入尘土，我也决不哀伤。

因为，在你手中“不在”并非“消失”，那短暂的风华正茂时刻，在你的花环里永远是鲜艳的。



My songs are the same as are the spring flowers, they come from you.

Yet I bring these to you as my own.

You smile and accept them, and you are glad at my joy of pride.

If my song flowers are frail and they fade and drop in the dust, I shall never grieve.

For absence is not loss in your hand, and the fugitive moments that blossom in beauty are kept ever fresh in your wreath.
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当诗歌在我心中觉醒时，我想，我的诗歌就是晨花的游伴。

当它们振翅飞向原野时，我以为，我的诗歌是夏天的精灵，偕着一阵雷电轰鸣，骤然来临，咆哮着，狂笑着，耗尽所有精力。

我想，它们在响应暴风雨疯狂的召唤，匆匆冲进落日的国土的那一边，迷失了道路。

但是现在，在苍茫的暮色中，我看见了蓝色的海岸，我知道，我的诗歌就是一叶小舟，渡过茫茫大海，已将我带到彼岸的港湾。
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When my first early songs woke in my heart I thought they were the playmates of the morning flowers.

When they shook their wings and flew into the wilderness it seemed to me that they had the spirit of the summer which comes down with a sudden thunder roar to spend its all in laughter.

I thought that they had the mad call of the storm to rush and lose their way beyond the sunset land.

But now when in the evening light I see the blue line of the shore.

I know my songs are the boat that has brought me to the harbour across the wild sea.
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愿我的歌儿朴素如清晨的初醒，如绿叶上的滴露。

愿我的歌儿朴素如云霞的色彩，如午夜的阵雨。

然而，我的琴弦是新调的，弹出的曲调是从未听过的，矛尖似的尖锐刺耳。

因此，它们失去了风的神韵，有损于蓝天的明朗；我的歌曲的不自然的气质顽强地争斗着，要把你的音乐推向背后。



Let my song be simple as the waking in the morning, as the dripping of dew from the leaves.

Simple as the colours in clouds and showers of rain in the midnight.

But my lute-strings are newly strung and they dart their notes like spears sharp in their newness.

Thus they miss the spirit of the wind and hurt the light of the sky; and these strains of my songs fight hard to push back thy own music.
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我曾见过你在生命的舞厅里奏乐。在树木骤然展开嫩叶的春天，你的笑声曾向我致意。躺在开满鲜花的田野上，我曾听到草丛中你的低声细语。

婴儿降生，给我的家庭带来你的希望的信息；而女人，带来了你的爱的音乐。

现在，我坐在海滩上等待着，在死亡中触摸你，在夜空星星的歌曲中载回生命的和声。



I have seen thee play thy music in life's dancing-hall; in the sudden leave-burst of spring thy laughter has come to greet me; and lying among field flowers I have heard in the grass thy whisper.

The child has brought to my house the message of thy hope, and the woman the music of thy love.

Now I am waiting on the seashore to feel thee in death, to find life's refrain back again in the star-songs of the night.



40


[image: ]



我记起我的童年，那时，朝阳仿佛是我的游伴，每天都带着它清晨的奇迹，突然出现在我床边。那时，我怀着纯真的喜悦，展望世界，相信不平凡的事物像鲜花，每天在我心中开放;那时，昆虫、飞禽、走兽、芦苇、青草和天上的云霞，都令人惊奇；那时，夜雨淅沥，送来仙境的幻梦，黄昏时母亲的低语含有群星的情意。

于是，我想到死亡，想到幕布升起，想到新的清晨来临，在新的爱之惊奇中，我的生命苏醒了。



I remember my childhood when the sunrise, like my play-fellow, would burst into my bedside with its daily surprise of morning; when the faith in the marvelous bloomed like fresh flowers in my heart every day, looking into the face of the world in simple gladness; when insects, birds and beasts, the common weeds, grass and the clouds had their fullest value of wonder, when then patter of rain at night brought dreams from the fairyland, and mother's voice in the evening gave meaning to the stars.

And then I think of death, and the rise of the curtain and the new morning and my life awakened in its fresh surprise of love.
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清晨，你便让我坐在你的窗前。

我曾和你的仆从交谈，他们受你驱使，在路上奔波，默默无言；我也曾放声歌唱，应和着你天上的乐曲。

我曾见过风平浪静时的大海，保持着不可衡量的沉默；我也曾见过狂怒时的大海，猛烈咆哮着，想说出它内心深处的奥秘。

我曾看到大地摆开青春豪奢的盛宴，我也曾看到它笼上忧思的阴影的不幸时光。

播种的农夫曾听到我向他们问好，而那些满载或空手而归的人们却不注意我的歌声。

就这样，我终于结束了我的一生。现在，日暮黄昏，我唱起最后的歌，诉说我爱你的世界。



Thou have given me thy seat at thy window from the early hour.

I have spoken to thy silent servants of the road running on thy errands, and have sung with choir of the sky.

I have seen the sea in calm bearing its immeasurable silence, and in storm struggling to break open its own mystery of depth.

I have watched the earth in its prodigal feast of youth , and in its slow hours of brooding shadows.

Those who want to sow seeds have heard my greeting, and those who brought their harvest home or their empty baskets have passed by my songs.

Thus at last my day has ended and now in the evening I sing my last songs to say that I have loved thy world.
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我是你的歌手，我的责任是以我的歌来崇拜你。

我的歌有着你春花甜柔的声音，带着你绿叶沙沙的韵律。

我歌唱你午夜的沉静和清晨的宁静。

初夏喜雨的震颤，秋天收获时稻波的翻滚，都汇入我的歌曲。

我主呵，当你走进我家，使我心碎时，请不要让我的歌声停顿，让它放声高唱欢迎曲来款待你。



It has fallen upon me, the service of thy singer.

In my songs I have voiced thy spring flowers, and given rhythm to thy rustling leaves.

I have sung into the hush of thy night and peace of thy morning.

The thrill of the first summer rains has passed into my tunes, and the waving of the autumn harvest.

Let not my song cease at last, my Master, when thou broken my heart to come into my house, but let it burst into thy welcome.
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我感到我看见了你，于是，在黑暗中我放舟起航。此刻，旭日露出笑脸，春花争奇竞妍。即使晨光隐曜，鲜花凋零，我也要向前航行。

万物沉睡，夜色苍茫，你向我发出了无声的警告。此刻，钟儿轰鸣，小船载满黄金。即使钟声沉寂，扁舟空空，我也要向前航行。

有的船儿已经远去，有的船儿还未准备起航，我不愿等待迟延，落在后面。轻风胀满船帆，鸟儿从彼岸飞来。即使帆落索断，即使望不到对面的涯岸，我也将启程向前。
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I felt I saw your face, and I launched my boat in the dark.

Now the morning breaks in smiles and the spring flowers are in bloom. yet should the light fail and the flowers fade I will sail onward.

When you made mute singal to me the world slumbered and the darkness was bare.

Now the bells ring loud and the boat is laden with gold.

Yet should the bells become silent and my boat be empty I will sail onward.

Some boats have gone away and some are not ready, but I will not tarry behind.

The sails have filled, the birds come from the other shore.

Yet, if the sails droop, if the message of the shore be lost, I will sail onward.
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“游子啊，你要到什么地方去呢？”

“我要到大海去沐浴，那里的清晨红霞万道，那里的海滨绿树成行。”

“游子啊，大海在什么地方呢？”

“在河流的尽头。拂晓时，晨光从那里升起；黄昏时，夕阳在那里沉下。”

“游子啊，和你同行的有多少人呢？”

“我不知道怎样才能数得清。他们整夜持灯赶路，他们整日唱着歌跋山涉水。”

“游子啊，大海有多远呢？”

“我们都想知道它有多么遥远。”

“当我们停下话语时，轰鸣的波涛震撼天宇，它既遥远，又似近在身边。”

“游子啊，烈日炎炎，大地蜡一般在融化呢。”

“是的，我们的路程艰难又痛苦，精神疲倦时，我们唱歌；心灵怯懦时，我们也唱歌。”

“游子啊，夜色降临时，你们怎样安身呢？”

“我们将安然睡下，直到新的黎明在歌声中到来，直到空中飘来大海的召唤。”



“Traveller, where do you go?”

“I go to bathe in the sea in the redd'ning dawn, along the tree-bordered path.”

“Traveller, where is that sea?”

“There where this river ends its course, where the dawn opens into morning, where the day droops to the dusk.”

“Traveller, how many are they who come with you?”

“I know not how to count them.”

They are travelling all night with their lamps lit, they are singing all day through land and water.

“Traveller, how far is the sea?”

“how far is it, we all ask?”

The rolling roar of its water swells to the sky when we hush our talk.

“It ever seems near yet far.”

“Traveller, the sun is waxing strong.”

“Yes, our journey is long and grievous.”

“Sing who are weary in spirit, sing who are timid of heart.”

“Traveller, what if the night overtakes you?”

“We shall lie down to sleep still the new morning dawns with its songs, and the call of the sea floats in the air.”



45

朋友，我的旅伴，请接受我旅行者的敬礼。

啊，生离死别，破坏损失，日暮黄昏阴郁的静寂，房倒屋塌的废墟。

啊，我的主啊，请接受我旅行者的敬礼。

啊，新生的黎明的曙光，永恒的白昼的太阳，请接受我怀着永不熄灭的希望的敬礼。

我的领路人，我是个走在漫漫无尽道路上的旅人，请接受我漂泊者的敬礼。



★选自《颂歌集·同伴》，写于1914年9月，贝拉至伽耶火车中



Comrade of the road,

Here are my traveller's greetings to thee.

O lord of my broken heart, of leave-taking and loss, of the grey silence of the sunset.

My greeting of the ruined house to thee!

O light of the new-born morning,

Sun of the everlasting day,

My greetings of the undying hope to thee!

My guide,

I am a wayfarer of an endless road,

My greeting of a wanderer to thee!



诗选
Poems
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《诗选》是诗人逝世以后，他的朋友们替他选编的诗集。原集中收录了130首的诗、歌曲、自由诗和散文诗，有些曾散见于印度的各种报章刊物，有些则没有发表过。除了一贯的霁月风光的情调，诗集也体现了诗人严霜烈日的另一种风格。本版由著名文学家冰心据英文原集翻译。





序诗

紧密地装在这本子里

像一只挤满了鸟雀的笼子一般送去给你。

那碧空，那围抱星辰的无尽处，

我的诗句群飞穿过的空间，

都被留在外面。



繁星，从夜的心头摘下，

紧紧地结成链环

也许能在天堂近郊的

珠宝商人那里估得高价，

但是神人们就会怀念

那不分明的超凡的空灵价值。

想象一首诗歌忽然像飞鱼般

从时间的静深中闪过！



你不想把它网住

和一群俘获品一起

陈列在你的玻璃缸里吗?

在公子王孙的闲暇的悠长的年月，

诗人天天在他的仁慈君王面前

朗诵他的诗句，

那时候还没有出版社的鬼魂

在用黑色的沉默

来涂抹那共鸣的悠闲的背景，

在不协调的自然伴奏中活跃了起来；

那时候诗句还不是用整齐的字母排列起来，

叫人默默地吞咽下去。

呵，那为倾听而写的诗歌

在他们主人的批评的眼光之下，

今天就像一队连锁起来的奴隶

被放逐到无调的纸堆的灰暗里，

那些曾被永恒亲吻过的

在出版者的市场上却迷了路。

因为现在是无可救药的慌忙与拥挤的时代

那抒情诗的女神

去到苦吟者心里的时候

必须坐电车和公共汽车的。

我叹息我恨不生在

迦梨陀娑[1]的黄金时代，

而你是，——但是这种胡乱的愿望有什么用处呢？

我是无望地生在这忙乱的出版社的时代，——

一个落后的迦梨陀娑，

而你，我的情人，是极端的摩登的。



懒洋洋的你躺靠在安乐椅上

翻着我的诗卷，

你从来没有机会半闭着眼睛

来听那音节的低吟

而最后给你的诗人戴上玫瑰的花冕。

你给予的唯一的报酬

就是几个银角

支付给大学广场上

那个书摊的售书员。



Here I send you my poems

densely packed in this writing book

like a cage crowded with birds.

The blue space, the infinity around constellations,

through which flocked my verses,

is left outside.

Stars, torn from the heart of night,

and tightly knit into a chain

may fetch a high price

from some jeweller in the suburb of paradise,

but the gods would miss from it the ethereal value

of the divinely undefined.

Imagine a song suddenly flashing up like a flying fish,

from the silent depth of time!

Would you care to catch it in your net

and exhibit it in your glass vessel

among a swarm of captives?

In the expansive epoch of lordly leisure,

The poet read his poems day and day

before his bounteous sovereign,

When the spirit of the printing press was not there

to smear with black dumbness

the background of a resonant leisure,

alive with the natural accompaniment of the irrelevant,

when the stanzas were not ranged into perfect packets of alphabets.

to be silently swallowed.

Alas, the poems which were for the listening ears

are tied today as chained lines of slaves

before their masters of critical eves,

and banished into the greyness of tuneless papers,

and those that are kissed by eternity

have lost their way in the publishers' market.

For it is a desperate age of hurry and hustle

and the lyric muse has to take her journey

to her tryst of hearts

on trams and buses.



I sigh and wish that I had lived in the golden age of Kalidasa,

that you were, but what is the use of wild and idle wishing?

I am hopelessly born in the age of the busy printing press,

a belated Kalidasa,

and you, my love, are utterly modern.



Listlessly you turn the pages of my poems

reclining in your easy chair,

and you never have the chance to listen

with half-shut eyes to the murmur of metre

And at the end to crown your poet with a rose-wreath.

The only payment you make

is the payment of a few silver coins

to the keeper of the bookstall

in the College Square.
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我的情人的消息

在春花中传布。

它把旧曲带到我的心上。

我的心忽然披上了

冀望的绿叶。

我的情人没有来，但是她的摩抚在我的发上，

她的声音在四月的低唱中从芬芳的田野上传来。

她的凝注是在天空中，

但是她的眼睛在哪里呢？

她的亲吻是在空气里，

但是她的嘴唇在哪里呢？



The news of my love is abroad among the sping flowers. It brings to my mind the old songs.

My heart of a sudden has put on green leaves of desire.

My love came not but her touch is on my hair, and her voice comes across the fragrant fields in murmurs of April.

Her gaze is here in the sky, but where are her eyes?

Her kisses are in the air, but where are her lips?



2

呼唤是毫无结果的，

愿望的热火是完全虚空的。

太阳落到他休息的处所。

林中朦胧空中璀璨。

低视漫步的晚星

跟着去日来了

黄昏的气息里深深地

充满了别离的意绪。
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我把你的双手紧握在我的手里，

用我的渴望的眼睛紧紧地

捉住你的眼睛；

寻找呼唤，你在哪里，

哪里，啊，哪里！

哪里是在你里面深藏的

不灭的火焰！



如同黑暗的晚空中

孤寂的星星

那天上的光明，在它无尽的

神秘中，颤动着，

在你的眼里，在你眼睛的深处

闪射出颤抖着奔放的神秘的灵光。



我无言地凝注着它，

我全心全意地跃入

这无底的渴望的深处：

把自己淹没了。



All fruitless is the cry,

All vain this burning fire of desire.

The sun goes down to his rest.

There is gloom in the forest and glamour in the sky.

With downcast look and lingering steps

The evening star comes in the wake of departing day

And the breath of the twilight is deep with the fulness of a farewell feeling.



I clasp both thine hands in mine,

And keep thine eyes prisoner with hungry eyes;

Seeking and crying, Where art thou,

Where ,O, where!

Where is the immortal flame hidden in the depth of thee!



As in the solitary star of the dark evening sky

The light of heaven, with its immense mystery, is quivering,

In thine eyes, in the depth of their darkness

There shines a soul-beam tremulous with a wide mystery.



Speechless I gaze upon it

And I plunge with all my heart

Into the deep of a fathomless longing;

I lose myself.
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如果在爱中只有痛苦

那为什么要爱呢？

那是多么痴傻，你要求她的心

只为已把自己的心献给了她！

愿望在你血中燃烧

疯狂在你眼中闪烁

为什么有这样的功过的循环？
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于世无求的人

他是个自安自足者；

春天的柔气是为他的，

还有繁花和鸟语；

但是爱情来了像一片吞噬的阴影

遮没了整个世界，

吞蚀了生命与青春。

那为什么要寻求这使生存黑暗的阴雾呢？
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If there is nothing but pain in loving

Then why is this love?

What folly is this to claim her heart

Because you have offered her your own！

With the desire burning in your blood and madness glowing

in your eyes

Why is this circling of a desert?



He hankers for nothing in the word

Who is in possession of himself;

the sweet air of the spring is for him,

the flowers, the bird songs;

but love comes like a devouring shadow

effacing the whole world,

eclipsing life and youth.

Then why seek this mist that darkens existence?



4

我曾珍惜幻想

但现在我把它们抛弃了。

遵循那错望的道途

我踩到荆棘

才晓得它们不是花朵。



我将永远不和恋爱胡闹，

也永不和我的心戏弄。

我将在你里面寻求隐蔽

在这苦海的岸边。



Delusions I did cherish

but now I am rid of them.

Tracing the track of false hopes

I trod upon thorns

to know that they are not flowers.



I shall never trifle with love,

Never play with heart.

I shall find my refuge in you

On the shore of the troubled sea.
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我相信我有一句话要对她说

当我们的眼光在路上相遇的时候。

但是她走过去了，而这句话

日夜地

像一只空船在时间的每一阵波浪上

摇荡——

那句我要对她说的话。

它好像在无穷尽的追求中

在秋云里航行

又开放成晚间的花朵

在落日下寻找它失去的语言。

它像萤火般在我心头闪烁

在绝望的朦胧中

寻求它自己的意义——

那句我要对她说的话。



I thought I had something to say to her when our eyes met in the road.

But she passed away, and it rocks day and night

Like an idle boat on every wave of the hours——

The thing that I had to say to her.



It seems to sail in the autumn clouds in an endless quest and to bloom into evening flowers, seeking its lost words in the sunset.

It tinkles like fireflies in my heart to find its own meaning

in the dusk of despair——

the thing that I had to say to her.
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今天早晨短短的诗歌和小小的事情来到我的心头。

我仿佛在溪流上泛舟，经过两岸上的世界。

每一段小景物都叹息着说，“我走了。”

世间的苦乐，兄妹似的，从远处向我抬起他们可怜的眼光。

家庭的爱从她的屋角外窥，送给我掠过的秋波。

我用渴望的眼光从我的心窗中向着世界的心凝望。

我感到把它一切的好处和坏处算在一起，它总是可爱的。




Little songs and little things come to my mind this morning.

I seem to be floating on a stream in a boat, passing by the world on both banks.

Every little scene gives a sigh and says, “I go.”

World's pleasure and pain, like brother and sister, lift their pathetic eyes upon my face from afar.

Homely love peeps from her cottage corner to give me her passing glance.

With eager eyes I gaze from my heart's window on to the heart of the world.

And feel that with all its good and bad it is lovable.



7

你将在我里面像满月在夏夜中沉默地居住。

你含愁的目光将在我的游荡中看视着我。

你面纱的影子将投放在我的心上。

你的呼吸像夏夜的满月将在我梦上翱翔，使它芬芳。



Thou shalt dwell in silence in my heart like the full moon in the summer night.

Thy sad eyes shall watch over me in my wanderings.

The shadow of thy veil shall rest upon my heart.

Thy breath like the full moon in the summer night shall hover about my dreams, making them fragrant.
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你独自看守了一夜，你的眼睛疲倦了，可爱的人！

灯光昏淡了，在晓风中闪摇。

拭去你的眼泪，我的朋友，把纱拉上你的胸前。

秋晨是静止的，树木的芬芳在空气里，草径是爱抚般的温柔。

让可怜之夜的花环扭弯地放在床上吧。

出到这清晨的世界中，采下鲜花来兜在你裙子里，也把新蕊插在你发上吧。



You have watched all night alone, your eyes are tired, sweet one!

The light of the lamp has paled, it flickers in the breeze of the dawn.

Wipe away your tears, my friend, and draw up the veil over your breast.

The autumn morning is still, the smell of the woods is in the air, the grassy path is caressingly tender.

Let the wreath of the forlorn night lie crumpled upon the bed.

Come out in the world of the morning, gather fresh flowers in your skirt and put on new blossoms in your hair.
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我把我的心弃掷在世界上，你把它拣了起来。

我寻求快乐却收集到忧愁，你给我忧愁我却发现了快乐。

我的心散成碎片，你把它们拣在手里把它们穿在爱的绳上。

你让我挨户地游荡让我晓得最后你是离我多近。

你的爱使我投入深愁。

抬起头来的时候我发现我已在你的门前。



I threw away my heart in the world, you took it up.

I sought for joy and gathered sorrow, you gave me sorrow and I found joy.

My heart was scattered in pieces, you picked them up in your hand and strung them in a thread of love.

You let me wander from door to door to show me at last how near you are.

Your love plunged me into the deep trouble.

When I raised my head I found I was at your door.
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我的心像在雨天里的一只孔雀，

张开它那染着狂喜色彩的思想的羽毛

在它的狂欢中从天空找些幻象，——

渴望着一个它所不认识的人。

我的心跳舞起来了。

云雷隆隆地走遍诸天——

骤雨卷过地平，

鸽子在巢里静默中颤抖，

青蛙在泛涨的田中噪鸣，——

云雷隆隆。



呵，那在王宫塔上的，

那打开她浓黑的发辫，

把蓝纱挂到胸前的她是谁？

在电光的急闪中她倏然惊走

让她的黑发飞舞在胸前。

呵，我的心像孔雀般舞蹈，

雨点在夏天的新叶上滴沥，

蟋蟀的颤鸣惊扰了树荫，

河水涨岸冲洗了乡村的草地。

我的心跳舞起来了。



My heart, like a peacock on a rainy day.

Spreads its plumes tinged with rapturous colours of thoughts.

And in its ecstasy seeks some vision in the sky,—

With a longing for one whom it does not know.

My heart dances.

The clouds rumble from sky to sky—

the shower sweeps horizons,

the doves shiver in silence in their nests,

the frogs croak in the flooded fields,—

and the clouds rumble.

O who is she on the king's tower

that has loosened the braid on her dark hair,

has drawn over her breasts the blue veil?

She wildly starts and runs in the sudden

flashes of lightning

and lets the dark hair dance on her bosom.

Ah my heart dances like a peacock,

the rain patters on the new leaves of summer,

the tremor of the crickets' chirp troubles the shade the tree.

the river overflows its bank, washing the village meadows.

My heart dances.
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沉默的大地看着我的脸张开她的手臂围抱着我。

在夜里，星辰的手指摩抚我的梦魂。他们知道我从前的名字。

他们的微语使我忆起那长长的无声的催眠歌的音调。

他们把初晓光明中我所看见的笑容带到我的心上。



爱在大地的每一砂粒中，快乐的绵延的天空里。

即使化为尘土我也甘心，因为尘土被他的脚所触踏。

即使变成花朵我也愿意，因为花朵被他拈在手里。

他是在海中，在岸上，他是和负载一切的船儿同在。

无论我是什么我都是有福的，这个可爱的尘土的大地是有福的。



The dumb earth looks into my face and spreads her arms about me.

At night the fingers of the stars touch my dreams, They know my former name.

Their whispers remind me of the music of a long silent lullaby.

They bring to my mind the smile of a face seen in the gleam of the first daybreak.

There is love in each speck of earth and joy in the spread of the sky.

I care not if I become dust, for the dust is touched by his feet.

I care not if I become a flower, for the flower he takes up in his hand.

He is in the sea, on the shore, he is with the ship that carries all.

Whatever I am I am blessed and blessed is this earth of dear dust.
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爱，你以死亡的庄严使我的生命伟大，你用告别的灿烂的光彩染遍了我的思想和梦魂。

那晶莹的泪珠的明光在生命最后的日落之点呈现，乐园的暗示从爱的星空降下亲吻的火焰照亮了我们大地的忧愁，在一个全力消烬的炽热狂欢之中，使他们的终结灿烂辉煌。

爱，你使生和死对我是一个巨大的奇观。



Love, thou hast made great my life with death's magnificence, and hast tinted all my thoughts and dreams with radiant hues of thy farewell rays.

The tear-washed limpid light reveals at life's last sunset- point the hints of Paradise, where descengding flame of Kiss from starry sphere of love lights the sorrows of our earth to splendour of their end, in one blazing ecstasy of uttermost extinction.

Love, thou hast made one vast wonder life and Death for me.
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夜临到我身上。

我的终日游荡的愿望又回到我的心中，像静夜气氛中海的微语。

黑暗中我的屋里点着一盏孤灯。

沉静在我的血液里。

我合上眼睛，在我心中，我看见了万像之外的美。



The night is upon me.

My desires that wandered all day have come back to my heart like the murmur of the sea in the still evening air.

One lonely lamp is burning in my house in the dark.

The silence is in my blood.

I shut my eyes and see in my heart the beauty that is beyond all forms.
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我的生命中充满了什么曲调，只有我和我的心知道。

我为什么守候，我向谁求什么，只有我和我的心知道。

清晨像一位朋友在我门前微笑，夜晚像一朵花在树林边降落。

琵琶的乐音早晚在空中浮动，它把我的心思从工作上引走。

这是什么调子，到底是谁在弹，只有我和我的心知道。



What is this melody that overflows my life, only I know and my heart knows.

Why I watch and wait, what I beg and from whom, only I know and my heart knows.

The morning smiles like a friend at my gate , the evening droops down like a flower by the edge of woods.

The flute music floats in the air in the dawn and in the dusk, It beguiles my thoughts away from my toils.

What is this tune and who plays it ever, only I know and my heart knows.



15
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我在我的琴弦上反复寻求能和你和鸣的音调。

晨兴和水流是简单的，叶上的露珠，云霞的颜色，江岸的月光和中夜的阵雨都是简单的。

我为我的歌曲寻求像它们这样简单而饱满，新鲜与生命齐流，与世界同寿而人人都晓得的音调。

但是我的琴弦是新调的，它们充满了像矛头一样的高亢尖锐。

因此我的歌曲从来没有风的神韵，从来不能与星月交辉。

我的努力真是个努力，我的烦躁的调子竭力想来淹没你的音乐。



I seek and seek on my harp strings the notes that can blend with thine.

Simple is the awakening of the morning and the flow of water.

Simple are the dewdrops on leaves, colours in clouds,the moonlight on sandbanks of the river and showers of rain in the midnight.

I seek notes for my songs simple and full as these, fresh and flowing with life, old as the world and known to all.

But my strings are newly strung and they bristle with sharp newness as with spears.

Thus my songs never have the spirit of the winds, they never can mingle with the lights of the sky.

My effort is an effort and my restless stains try hard to drown thy music.
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黑纱遮盖的六月又来到了

润湿的泥土芬香了；

我的变成忧倦衰老的心响应了奔云的呼唤，

被生命的突起的扰乱压倒了。

阴影掠过广大寂寥的牧场上的新绿；

我的血液同这呼唤一起涌起：

它来了，来到了我的眼里，来到了我的胸中，

来到我喜乐歌唱的声音里。



The darkly veiled June has come once again redolent of the rain-soaked earth;

my heart that had grown weary and old

answers to the call of the marching clouds,

overcome with the sudden rush of life's turbulence.

Shadows sweep over the young grass

On the vast lonely meadows;

And my blood surges up with the cry;

It has come, has come to my eyes; to my breast,

To my voice that sings in gladness.



17

太阳照射，阵雨倾注，

密叶在竹林中闪光，

空气里充满了新犁过的泥土的香味。

在我们从早到晚辛劳耕地的时候，

我们的手有劲，我们的心欢悦。

诗意在牧场边摇曳的韵律中舞蹈，

写出它的一行行的绿的诗句，

在丰熟的稻田上遍洒颤跃的浪花。

大地的心在充满阳光的十月，

在无云的满月之夜是欢乐的，

当我们从早到晚辛劳耕地的时候。



The sun shines, the rain pours down in showers;

the leaves glisten in the bamboo grove,

the smell of the newly tilled earth fills the air.

Our hands are strong, our hearts glad.

As we toil from morning till night to plough the land.

The spirit of a poet dances in swaying cadence

Along the meadows, writing its verses of green lines.

Spreading ripples of thrill through the ripening rice field.

The Earth's heart is joyous in the sunny October hours.

in the cloudless nights of the full moon,

as we toil from morning till night to plough the land.



18

我知道有一天我的荆棘会戴上花朵。

我知道我的忧伤会伸展开它的红玫瑰叶子，把心开向太阳。

那天空在郁闷的日日夜夜里所守望的南风会忽然地使我的心震颤。

我的爱会在瞬息中开花，当这花结了果可以贡献的时候我将不再羞惭。

夜阑时候，在我朋友的摩触之下，它将落在他的足旁，快乐地散掉它最后的花瓣。



I know that the flower one day shall blossom crowning my thorns.

I know my sorrow shall spread its red rose-leaves opening its heart to the sun.

The breeze of the south for which the sky kept watch for weary days and nights shall suddenly make my heart quiver.

My love shall bloom in a moment; my shame shall be no more when the flower is ripe for offering.

And with the end of the night, at the touch of my friend it will drop at his feet and spend its last petal in joy.



19

我的心被你诗歌的火焰点着。

它无限度地蔓延。

它跳舞着在空中挥动着手臂，把死亡和腐朽烧掉。

静默的星辰从黑暗中看视着。

沉醉的风从四面向它涌来。

呵，这把火，像一朵红莲，在夜的心中展舒着花瓣。



My heart is on fire with flame of thy songs.

It spreads and knows no hounds.

It dances swinging its arms in the sky, burning up the dead and the decaying.

The silent starts watch it from across the darkness.

The drunken winds come rushing upon it from all sides.

O, this fire, like a red lotus, spreads its petals in the heart of the night.



20

我将不守在屋里等候你的来临，

但要走出到空旷的地方，

因为花瓣从残花上零落，时光飞向它的尽头。

风乍起，水吹皱了。

快快地割断绳索，

让船儿漂上中流吧，因为时光飞向它的尽头了。

夜是苍白的，寂寞的月亮划着它的梦舟横渡天空。

这段航程是陌生的，但是我不介意。

我的心有一对自由的翅翼，

我知道我将穿过黑暗。

就让我启程吧，因为时光飞向它的尽头了。



I shall not wait and watch in the house fot thy coming.

But will go forth into the open,

For the petals fall from the drooping flowers and time flies to its end.

The wind is up, the water is ruffled.

Be swift and cut the rope,

Let the boat drift in the midstream, for

the time flies to its end.

The night is pale, the lonely moon is plying its ferry of dreams across the sky.

The path is unknown, but I heed it not.

My mind has the wings of freedom

And I know that I shall cross the dark.

Let me but start on my journey, for the time flies to its end.



21

我不记得我的母亲，

只在我游戏中间

有时似乎有一段歌调在我玩具上回旋，

是她在晃动我的摇篮时候所哼的那些歌调。



我不记得我的母亲，

但是当初秋的早晨

合欢花香在空气中浮动，

庙里晨祷的馨香向我吹来像母亲一样的气息。



我不记得我的母亲，

只当我从卧室的窗里外望悠远的蓝天，

我觉得我母亲凝注在我脸上的眼光

布满了整个天空。



I cannot remember my mother, Only sometime in the midst of my play
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a tune seems to hover my playthings,

the tune of some song that she used to hum while rocking my cradle.



I cannot remember my mother,

but when in the early autumn morning

the smell of the shiuli flowers floats in the air,

the scent of the morning service in the temple comes to me as the scent of my mother.



I cannot remember my mother,

Only when from my bedroom window I send my eves into the blue of the distant sky,

I feel that the stillness of my mother's gaze on my face has spread all over the sky.



22

你问我，母亲，我最喜欢到哪里去。我最喜欢的地方是我的来处，但是我总记不起那个地方。

我的父亲对我的窘惑微笑地说：“那地方是远在云外，在晚星之国里。”

但是我也听你说过，那是在地心的深处，从那里花朵出来寻找太阳。

“那地方是看不见的，”我的阿姨说，“在海底下，在它的金库里收藏着许多珠宝。”

我的哥哥揪着我的头发说，“你怎能找到呢，你这傻子，因为它是和空气掺和在一起。”

我听你们大家的说法，似乎这地方到处都是。

只有我的老师摇着头说——“这地方哪里也不是。”



You ask me, mother, where I most wish to go, It is there from where I first came to you, But I never can remember the place.
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My father smiles at my trouble and says, “It is beyond the clouds in the land of the evening star.”

But I hear from you, it is deep in the bosom of the earth, from where the flowers come away seeking the sun.

“That land lies unseen,” my auntie says, “in the bottom of the sea, hiding all the precious gems in its store.”

My brother pulls my hair and says, “How can you find it, you stupid one, for it is mingled in the air.”

It must be everywhere, it seems to me when I listen to you all.

Only my school-master shakes his head and says—“It is nowhere.”



23

我的心为着我在这光明和生命世界上

的地位的奇妙而歌唱；

为着在我的脉搏里的，创造的节奏

因无穷时光的摇曳变成韵律的感觉而歌唱。



我在林中散步感到了芳草的温柔，

路旁的花朵使我喜跃：

就是无穷的赐予是散播在尘土里

在惊奇中唤醒了我的诗。



我看见过，听见过，生活过，

在知识的深处曾觉到

那高过一切的真理，

它以惊奇充满了我的心，我就歌唱。
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My heart sings at the wonder of my place in this world of light and life; at the feel in my pulse of the rhythm of creation cadenced by the swing of the endless time.



I feel the tenderness of the grass in my forest walk,

The wayside flowers startle me:

That the gifts of the infinite are strewn in the dust

wakens my song in wonder.



I have seen, have heard, have lived;

in the depth of the known have felt

the truth that exceeds all knowledge

which fills my heart with wonder and I sing.



24

你喝过我替你倒出的

诗歌的药汁，

接受过我的梦想织成的花环。

我的在荒野漂游的心

永远因你的亲手摸触而感到痛苦。



当我的日子终结了，我的别话

在最后的静寂中沉没了，

我的声音和我们已曾相逢的消息

将在秋光

和湿云里回旋。



You have drunk the draught of songs

that I poured for you,

and accepted the garland of my woven

dreams.

My heart straying in the wilderness

was ever touched by the pain that was your own touch.



When my days are done, my leave-taking

hushed

in a final silence,

my voice will linger in the autumn light

and rain-laden clouds

with the message that we had met.
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25

我把写出我的秘密的情歌送给你无定的心灵

我感到羞怯，恐怕它的

意义和韵调被忽略了。



我要等到那个同情的夜晚

一段幸运的时间，

你的眼光沉浸在温柔的朦胧之中，

我的声音在真理的

深深宁静中达到了你。



我要从我的低语中把我的秘密

在你心的寂静的一角

转来转去，

就像蟋蟀在寂静的娑罗树丛中

夜的珠串里

旋转它的唧唧的单音的念珠。



My heart feels shy to bring to your vagrant mind the lvric of my secret lest its meaning be missed and its rhythm.



I shall wait for some auspicious hour

When the evening is compassionate,

your eyes drowned in its tender dimness.

and my voice reaches you

in a profound calm of truth.



I shall turn my secret round and round

through my whisper

at a lonely corner of your heart,

even as the cricket among the silent sal trees

turns single-toned beads of its chirping

in the rosary of night.



26


[image: ]



她把微笑的花朵留下给我

拿走了我的痛苦的果实。

她把手笑说

她赢了。



正午有一双疯人似的眼睛，

血红的干渴在天空发狂。

我打开篮子发现

花儿枯死了。



She left me her flower of smile

taking my fruit of pain.

She clapped her hands and said, she

had won.



The noon had eyes like the

mad, red thirst raged in the sky.

I opened the basket and found

the flower dead.



27

节日音乐的琴韵

漂浮在空气里。

这不是我静坐深思的时候。

合欢花枝为着

花时已近的兴奋而颤摇，

露的抚摸覆盖着林野。



在林径的仙网上

光和影互相感受着。

长长的草在它花朵里把笑浪送上天空。

我凝望天涯，寻觅着我的诗句。



The flute-sound of a holiday music

floats in the air.

It is not the time for me to sit and brood alone.

The shiuli branches shiver

with the thrill of an impending flowertime,

the touch of the dew is over the woodland.



On the fairy web in the forest path

the light and shadow feel each other.

The tall grass sends waves of laughter to the sky in its flowers,

and I gaze upon the horizon, seeking for my song.



28

我俩深深地躺在睡梦的幽暗中；

觉醒的时间到了

等待你最后的一句话。

转过脸来朝着我吧

用你含泪的秋波

使离愁永远美好。

早晨将和它的晨星一同出现

在寂寞的遥空。

别离之夜的忧伤已被俘缚在我的毗那琴弦上，

爱的失去的光辉将留织在我的幻象里。

用你自己的手打开那走向

最后的别离之门吧。
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We two lay sunk in the dusk of dreams;

the time of awakening has come

waiting for the last word from you.

Turn your face to me

and with a tear-dimmed glance

make the sorrow of parting

ever beautiful.



The morning will appear with its early star

On the far-distant sky of loneliness.

The pain of this farewell night has been captured in my vina-strings.

The lost glory of love will remain woven in my visions.

Open with your own hands the door

towards final separation.



29

我的心悠然地随着在远空下的莲花河[2]一同曲折流走。在她的对岸上伸展着沙滩，与世无关地，在它庄严的荒芜中目空一切。

在这边护杂着竹子、芒果树、老榕；倾颓的茅舍；巨干的莲叶桐；池坡上的芥园；沟径边的甘蔗田；依恋着静寂时光的蓝靛园的断垣，一行行的木麻黄日夜地在废园中低语。

宗室的人们住在这分裂成“之”字形的崎岖的岸上，给他们的山羊开出一处小小的牧场；在旁边的高地上，市场仓库的波浪形的屋瓦，不住地向太阳瞪视。整个村庄颤抖地站着，畏惧这无情的河水。



这条骄傲的河在古书上有她的名字，在她的血管里奔泛着恒河的圣流。她总是冷冷淡淡地，她没有承认而只是容忍了她的两旁的房地，她的威仪中反映着山岳庄严的沉默与海洋广阔的寂寥。

有一次我找到她幽僻处的一个小岛的坡上系住了船，远离一切的俗务。我在清晓晨星发亮以前就睁开眼睛，我睡在七仙星高照的屋顶上。漠不相关的溪水从我寂寞的日子旁边流过，就像旅客走经路旁房舍中的哀乐，却不起什么感触。

如今我在青春将逝的日子里，我出走到这处平地上，灰暗没有树木，只剩有一个孤零的小点，那高起的绿阴之下的山达尔村。

我有小古巴伊河[3]作我的芳邻。她有世家的门第。她的质朴的名字是和无数年代的山达尔村妇的喧笑杂谈混在一起的。

在她和这村庄的亲近之中，土地和水并没有不睦的裂痕，她很容易地把此岸的言语传给彼岸。亚麻开花的田地和稻秧一样和她随便接触。当道路到了她水边忽然转折的时候，她大方地让行人跨过她的清澈潺潺的水流。



她的谈吐是小家的谈吐，不是学者的语言。她的律调和土地和水是同宗的，她的流水对于大地上的黄绿的财富毫不怀妒。她在光明和阴影中穿掠的体态是苗条翩婉的，她拍着手轻轻跳跃。

在雨天，她的手脚就变野了，像村姑们喝醉了麻胡酒一样，但即使在她放纵的时候，她也从不冲破或是淹没了她的近岸；只在她嬉笑奔走的时候，以她裙子戏弄的舞旋扫着岸边。

在中秋，她的水变清了，她的水流变瘦了，显露出水底沙粒的苍白的闪光。她的贫乏并没有使她羞愧，因为她的财富不是自大，她的贫困也不小气。

在不同的心情中，他们带着自己的美德，就像一个女孩子有时珠围翠绕地舞蹈着，有时静坐着眼藏倦意，唇含情笑。
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古巴伊河在脉搏中找到了和我的诗句相同的节奏，就是与富有音乐的语言和日常工作时间嘈杂的琐事，结成伙伴的节奏。

它的韵律并不使拿着弓箭闲游的男孩失望；它和木柴市场上满载稻草的车声合拍；它和挑着陶器的，一条扁担两只筐，一只小黄狗亲热地追随着他的影子的那个工人的吁喘合拍；它随着那个每月领三卢比的薪金，举着破伞的乡村教师的疲惫的步伐一同移动着。





Idly my mind follows the sinuous sweep of the Padma roaming under a distant sky. On the further side of hers stretches the sand-bank, insensitive to the living world, defiant in its sublime inutility.

On this side crowd the bamboo, the mango tree, the patriarchal banian; the obsolete hut in ruins; the aged jack tree of a massive trunk; the mustard field on the slope of the pond; the cane bush round the ditch by the lane; the remnant walls of an indigo plantation clinging to a silenced time, its row of casuarinas murmuring day and night in the forsaken garden.

The colony of Rajbanshis dwell there near the rugged bank fractured into zigzags, offering a scanty pasture to their goats; in the adjacent upland the corrugated roofs of the market storehouses keep staring hard at the sun.

The whole village stands shuddering in constant fear of the heartless stream.



The proud river has her name in the venerable texts; through her veins runs the sacred current off the Ganges.

She remains remote. The homesteads she passes by are tolerated by her, not ricognised; her stately manner has a response in it to the majestic silence of the mountain and the large loneliness of the sea.

Once I had my boat secured at the landing slope of one of her islands in an isolated distance, far from all responsibilities.

I opened my eyes before the gaze of the morning star in the dawn, and slept on the roof under the constellation of the seven sages.

The heedless water ran by the edge of my desolate days, even as the traveller walking close to the joys and sorrows of the wayside homes, yet free from their appeal.



Now at the end of my young days I have come away to this plain here, grey and bare of trees, allowing a small detached spot for the swelling green of the shadow-sheltered Santal village.

I have for my neighbor the tiny river Kopai, She lacks the distinction of ancient lineage, The primitive name of hers is mixed up with the loud laughtering prattle of the Santal women of countless ages.

There is no gap for discord between the land and water in her intimacy with the village and she easily carries the whisper of her one bank to the other. The blossoming flax field is in indulgent contact with her as the young shoots of rice.

Where the road comes to an abrupt break at the brink of her water, she graciously makes way for the passers-by across her crystal-clear garrulous stream.



Her speech is the speech of the humble home, not the language of the learned. Her rhythm has a common kinship both with the land and the water; her vagrant stream is unjealous of the green and golden wealth of the earth.

Slender is her body that glides in curves across shadows and lights, clapping hands in a tripping measure.

In the rains her limbs become wild like those of the village girls drunk with the mahua wine, yet she never even in her wantonness breaks or drowns her neighbouring land; only with a jesting whirl of her skirt sweeps the banks while she runs laughing loud.

By the middle of autumn her waters become limpid, her current slim, revealing the pallid glimpse of the sands underneath. Her destitution does not shame her, for her wealth is not arrogant, not her poverty mean.

They carry their own grace in their different moods, even as a girl when she dance with all her jewels aglimmer, or when she sits silent with languor in her eyes and a touch of a tired smile on her lips.



The kopai in her pulsation finds its semblance in the rhythm of my poet's verse, the rhythm that has formed its comradeship with the language rich in music and that which is crowded with the jarring trivialities of the work-a-day hours.

Its cadence fails not the Santal boy lazily tramping along with his bow and arrows, it times itself to the lumbering market cart loaded with straw, to the panting breath of the potter shouldering earthen-wares in a pair of hanging baskets tied to a pole, his pet pariah dog fondly following his shadow, it moves at the pace of the weary steps of the village schoolmaster, worth three rupees a month, holding an old torn umbrella over his head.



30

虽然我知道，我的朋友，我们是不相同的

但是我的心拒绝承受这个说法。

因为我们在同一的无眠之夜的

鸟叫时醒来，

同样的春天的符咒

进入我们的内心。
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虽然你的脸朝向光明

我的脸在阴影之下

我们的幽会却是甜柔而秘密，

因为青春的洪水在它泛涨的舞蹈中

把我们拉在一起。



你以你的光辉与温柔统治了世界，

我的脸是苍白的。

但是一阵生命高贵的气息

把我带到了你的身边

我们分野的那条黑线

被清晓的明光烧红了。



Though I know, my friend, that we are different my mind refuses to own it.

For we two woke up in the same sleepless night

While the birds sang,

And the same spell of the spring entered our hearts.



Though your face is towards the light and mine in the shade

The delight of our meeting is sweet and secret,

for the flood of youth in its eddying dance

has drawn us close.



With your glory and grace you conquer the world,

my face is pale.

But a magnanimous breath of life

has carried me to your side

and the dark line of our difference is aglow with the radiance of a dawn.
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这个山达尔女人在木棉树下的沙径上忙忙地走上走下，一块粗糙的灰色的纱丽紧紧地缠裹住她的黧黑而结实的苗条的身躯，纱丽的红边和妙焰花的火红魔咒一样在风中飘扬。

哪位心不在焉的设计之神，在用七月的云彩和电光模塑一只黑鸟的时候，一定在不知不觉之中忽然造成了这个女人的形象：她的激动的翅翼藏在身子里，她的轻健的脚步兼有了女人的行走和鸟的飞翔。几只漆镯圈在她模塑得绝美的臂腕上，一筐的散沙顶在她头上，她在木棉树下飞掠过红沙的小径。
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留恋的冬天已经完成了它的使命，南方的偶然的气息已在撩弄这冬月的清严。金冬丛枝上的叶子已经染上灿烂的凋萎的金光。余甘树林中点缀着丰熟的果实，喧闹的孩子们在那里围聚抢夺。成堆的落叶和沙土在随着无定的风跳着鬼一样的旋舞。

我的土屋的建筑动工了，工人们在忙着砌墙。远远的汽笛声在宣告铁路的交叉处正过着火车，隔壁学校里也传来了叮当的铃声。

我坐在凉台上看着这年轻的女人一小时一小时地不断地劳作。当我觉得这女人的服务是神圣地注定为她所爱的人们的，而它的庄严被市价污损了，竟被我借着几个铜钱的帮忙把它掠夺了，我的心感到深深的羞愧。



The Santal woman hurries up and down the gravelled path under the shimool tree; a coarse grey sari closely twines her slender limbs, dark and compact; its red border sweeping across the air with flaming red magic of the palash flower.

Some absent-minded divine designer, while fashioning a black bird with the stuff of the July cloud and the lightning flash, must have improvised unawares this woman's form; her impulsive wings hidden within, her nimble steps uniting in them a woman's walk and a bird's flight.

With a few lacquer bangles on her exquisitely modeled arms and a basket full of loose earth on her head, she flits across the gravel-red path under the shimool tree.

The lingering winter has finished its errand, The casual breath of the south is beginning to tease the austerity of the cold month. On the himjhuri branches the leaves are taking the golden tint of a rich decay, The ripe fruits are strewn over the āmlaki grove where the rowdy boys crowd to pillage them. Swarms of dead leaves and cust are capering in a ghastly whirl following sudden caprices of the wind.

The building of my mud house has commenced and labourers are busy raising the walls. The distant whistle announces the passing of the train along the railway cutting, and the dingdong of the bell of the bell is heard from the neighbouring school.

I sit on my terrace watching the young woman toiling at her task hour after hour. My heart is touched with shame when I feel that the woman's service sacredly ordained for her loved ones, its dignity soiled by the market price, should have been robbed by me with the help of a few pieces of copper.
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她是一个秋夜的仙灵，

披着消沉落日的微光，

带来星辰的无尽安宁的应许，

用她静默的服务引导着

勉强之夜的长久留连的时间的疲倦的脚步

进入到晨星的郊邻。

她的长发被清晓的柔风吹拂着，

透出早祷的烟香，

她的日终的含愁的甜柔的脸

蒙受晨光的祝福发出了光辉。



She is the spirit of an Autumn evening.

robed in the gleams of the vanished sunset,

carrying the promise of the immense peace of the star,

guiding with her speechless ministry

the languid steps of the long lingering hours of the reluctant night

into the neighbourhood of the morning star.

Her tresses touched by the gentle breeze of the dawn,

that smell of the morning worship,

her sad and sweet face of the day's end

becomes radiant with the blessedness of the morning light.
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当我从睡中醒来，

我发现一筐橘子在我脚边，

我正忖想谁能是这礼物的

赠予者；

我的猜测从这一名字飞到那一名字

但是美好的名字，

像春花一样的繁多，

一切不同的名字联合起来

使它成为一件完美的礼物。



When I rose from my sleep

I found a basket of oranges at my feet,

my mind wondered who could be the giver

of such a gift;

my guesses flew from one name to another

but sweet names were abandoned

like flowers in the Spring;

and all varied names combined

to make this gift a perfect one.
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在我痊愈的路上，

当我领受自然最早的友谊问候的时光，

她在我眼前举起无边的最初惊奇的珍贵的礼物。

丛树和蓝天浴在晨光之中

虽是古老和已曾相识的

向我呈现了在他们里面的创造的永在最初的时间

我觉得我的今生

是交织在许多变幻形象的降生之中

像阳光是不同的光线组成的

每一个形样在它的合一里

是和无数看不见的形样掺杂着。



On my way to recovery

when I received Nature's earliest friendly greetings,

she held before my eyes her precious gift of endless first surprise.

And those trees and the blue sky

bathed in morning light

though ancient and ever-known

revealed to me in them creation's everlasting first moment

and I felt that his one births of mine

is woven in the web of many births of many changing forms

and like the sunlight composed of varied rays

every appearance in its unity

is blended with countless invisible other ones.
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我时常觉得

我离开的时间临近了。

以宁静的落日的霞光

来遮隔这别离的日子。

让这时间是安宁的，让它是沉默的。

不要让任何盛大的纪念会

来做出悲伤的情态。

让森林中的树木在别离的门边

在沉默的叶丛中

唱起大地的宁静的颂歌。

让黑夜降下无言的祝福，

和七仙星的仁慈的光辉。
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Momently I feel

the time comes near for me to leave.

with quiet sunset glow

screen the parting day.

Let the time be peaceful, let it be silent.

let not any pomp of memorial meeting

create sorrow's trance.

May the forest trees at the gate of departure

raise the earth's chant of peace

in the dumb cluster of foliage.

May the night's wordless blessings descend,

and the seven stars' gracious light.
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在我生日的水瓶里

从许多香客那里

我收集了圣水，这个我都记得。

有一次我去到中国，那些我从前没有会到的人

把友好的标志点上我的前额

称我为自己人。

不知不觉中，外客的服装卸落了，

内里那个永远显示一种

意外的欢乐联系的

人出现了。

我取了一个中国名字，穿上中国衣服。

在我心中早就晓得

在哪里我找到了朋友，我就在哪里重生，

他带来了生命的奇妙。



在异乡开着不知名的花朵，

它们的名字是陌生的，异乡的土壤是它们的祖国，

但是在灵魂的欢乐的王国里

他们的亲属却得到了无碍的欢迎。



In the vessel of my birthdays

Sacred waters from many pilgrimages

Have I gathered, this I remember.

Once I went to the land of China,

Those whom I had not met

Put the mark of friendship on my forehead

Calling me their own.

The garb of a stranger slipped from me unknowing,

The inner man appeared who is eternal

Revealing a joyous relationship

Unforeseen.

A Chinese name I took, dressed in Chinese clothes.

This I knew in my mind

Wherever I find my friend there I am born anew,

Life's wonder he brings.



In the foreign fields blossom flowers unknown,

Foreign is their name, a foreign soil is their motherland,

Yet in soul's joyful realm their kinship

Finds unbarred welcome.
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日光炎灼，这个孤寂的中午。

我望着这张空椅，

在那上面找不到一丝安慰的痕迹。

在它的心中

塞满了绝望的言词

仿佛要在哀恸中说出。

空虚的声音

充满了慈怜

那最深的意义是把握不到的。

就像一只狗用忧伤的目光

在寻找他的走失的主人，

他的心在迷惘的哀愁中哀唤着，

不知道出了什么事也不知为什么，

只用无益的目光到处找寻着：

这张椅子的声音似乎比

他的哀苦还要柔弱还要伤痛，

它的空洞的沉默的

亲人被夺去的痛苦

弥漫了这个房间。
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The sunlight blazes hot,

this lonely midday.

At the empty chair I glance,

no trace of consolation is there.

Filling its heart

words of despair seem to rise in lament,

the voice of emptiness

laden with compassion

whose inmost meaning cannot be grasped.



Like a dog looking with sad eyes

for his lost master,

his heart wailing with a blind sorrow,

not knowing what happened and why,

seeking everywhere with unavailing eyes;

More tender and sore even than his pain

seems the voice of the chair,

its dumb pain of emptiness

pervading the room

bereft of the dear one.
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前面是平静的海洋。

放下船去吧，舵手。

你们将是永远的伙伴

把他抱在你的膝上吧。

在“无穷”的道路上

北极星将要放光。

自由的付与者，你的饶恕，你的仁慈

在这永远的旅程上

将要是无尽的财富。

让尘世的牵累消灭吧，

让广大的宇宙把他抱在臂间，

让他在他无畏的心中

认识到这伟大的无名作者吧。




★这首歌曲是诗人在1939年12月写的。遵从他的意愿，这首歌在1941年8月7日寂乡礼堂诗人的追悼会上唱过。
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In front lies the ocean of peace.

Launch the boat, Helmsman.

You will be the comrade ever,

Take o take him in your lap.

In the path of the infinite

will shine the Dhruva-tārā.

Giver of freedom, your forgiveness, your mercy

will be wealth inexhaustible

in the eternal journey.

May the mortal bonds perish,

May the vast universe take him in its arms,

And may he know in his fearless heart

The Great Unknown.
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你这物件的海洋，他们说，在你的幽深之中有无穷尽的珠宝。

许多在海中熟练的潜水者在寻找它们。

但是我不愿和他们一起寻求。

在你水面闪烁的光明，在你胸怀起伏的神秘，那使你波浪疯狂的音乐，和在你浪花上跳跃的舞蹈，对我已够满足了。

万一我对这些感到厌倦，我就跳进你那无穷的深处：那或是死亡，或是珠宝的地方。



Thou ocean of things, they say, in thy dark depths there

are pearls and gems without end.

Many a diver learned in the sea is seeking for them.

But I care not to join in their search.

The light that flashes on your surface, the mystery that heaves on your bosom, the music that maddens your waves, and the dance that trips on your foam, are enough for me.

If ever I am weary of them, I will plunge into your unfathomed bottom where there is death, or the treasure.
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像温柔的黄昏把昏暗白日的疲劳的损伤消耗的痕迹，笼盖在它暗纱细褶之中，仍让我为你的损失而生出的深愁，我的爱人，在我生命上展开一幅黄金染透的忧伤的沉默。

让它的一切残缺的碎片和弯曲，一切无意义的散掷的断屑残骸和杂乱的废墟，消失在因你的记忆而宁静的有些夜晚的阔大中，充满着痛苦宁静合一的无边共鸣里。



As the tender twilight covers in its fold of dusk-veil marks of hurt and wastage from the dusty day's prostration, even so let my great sorrow for thy loss, Beloved, spread one perfect golden-tinted silence of its sadness over my life.

Let all its jagged fractures and distortions, all unmeaning scattered scraps and wrecks and random ruins, merge in vastness of some evening stilled with thy remembrance, filled with endless harmony of pain and peace united.
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你是我生命海岸上一丝破晓的金色的微光，

第一朵洁白秋花上的一滴珠露。

你是俯在尘土上的远天的一弯虹彩，

一个烘托着白云的

新月的梦，

你是偶然向世间呈露的

一个乐园的秘密。

你是我的诗人的幻象，

从我忘却的出生的日子里

显现出来，

你是永不为言说而有的言语，

是以枷锁的形象来到的自由，

因为你为我开启了门户

进到活生生的光明的美中。
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Thou art a glimmer of gold from the dawn on my life's shore,

a dew-drop on the first white flower of autumn.

Thou art a rainbow frow the distant sky

bending o'er the dust,

a dream of the crescent moon

touched with a white cloud,

thou art a secret of paradise

revealed by chance to the earth.

Thou art my poet's vision,

Appearing from the days of my forgotten birth,

Thou art the word that is never for utterance,

A freedom that comes in the form of a bondage,

For thou opened the door for me to the beauty of a living light.
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我们的航程开始，船长，我们向你鞠躬！

风涛狂啸，浪头狂暴，但是我们行驶下去。危险的恫吓在路上等着奉献给你他的痛苦的礼物，在风暴的中心有个声音呼叫：“来征服恐怖吧！”

让我们不要迟疑着去回顾那些落后的人，或以恐惧和顾虑来使警醒的时间麻痹的人。

因为你的时光就是我们的时光，你的负担就是我们自己的负担，而生和死只是你游戏在生命的永存之海上的呼吸。

让我们不要在挑选微小的帮助和慢慢地筛选朋友上枉费心思吧。

让我们首先懂得，你是和我们在一起而我们永远是你的。
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Our voyage is begun, Cptian, we bow to thee! the storm howls and the waves are wicked and wild, but we sail on.

The menace of danger waits in the way to yield to thee its offerings of pain, and a voice in the heart of the tempest cires: “Come to conquer fear!”

Let us not linger to look back for the laggards, or benumb the quickening hours with dread and doubt.

For thy time is our time and thy burden is our own and life and death are but thy breath playing upon the eternal sea of Life.

Let us not wear our hearts away picking small help and taking slow count of friends.

Let us know more than all else that thou art with us and we are thine for ever.




[1]迦梨陀娑：印度古代戏剧家、诗人，约生于四到五世纪的笈多王朝，著有《云使》、《沙恭达罗》等。

[2]莲花河是恒河穿过孟加拉这一段水流的名字。诗人在他的早年常常在莲花河上泛舟，看望他的家园。

[3]古巴伊是一条离诗人所住的寂乡不远的小河。





后记一：季羡林推荐序

要想准确地理解和评价泰戈尔的诗歌，同理解和评价他的其他作品一样，必须从他的时代背景、他的生平和世界观出发。泰戈尔是世界上最多产、才学最广的作家之一。他文学、音乐、绘画、作曲都精通，而且都有独创性，在印度国内外有广泛深入的影响。所有这些才学都同他的时代背景、生平经历和世界观有密切的联系，诗歌也不例外。

泰戈尔生于一八六一年，死于一九四一年。这漫长的八十年正是世界上多事之秋。前一半是资本主义向帝国主义阶段发展过渡的时期，接着来是帝国主义国家间不可调和的矛盾爆发成为第一次世界大战。结尾是第二次世界大战的爆发和蔓延。从印度一国的历史上来看，这八十年也是阶级矛盾和民族矛盾日趋尖锐的时期，是印度民族阶级产生以至形成的时期。泰戈尔生在十九世纪中叶印度民族起义爆发后的第四年，逝世于印度独立前的第六年，他的一生可以说是与大英帝国的统治相始终。所有这一切都必然在他的思想和作品上打上烙印，产生影响。

泰戈尔出生于孟加拉的一个地主家庭，属于婆罗门种姓。他的家庭是当时孟加拉知识中心之一。他的父亲是一位哲学家，深受十九世纪印度启蒙运动思想家罗摩·摩罕·罗易的影响，热心于宗教和社会改革运动。他的兄弟姊妹和侄子都是一些爱好艺术的诗人或画家。他的一位哥哥曾经试办过一些民族企业，企图同外国资本对抗。所以，总结起来我们可以说，泰戈尔家族在思想上和经济上都与印度当时新兴的民族资产阶级有着千丝万缕的联系。



泰戈尔生在当时英印帝国政治和经济中心的加尔各答，家庭比较富有。一八七八年赴美留学，一八八〇年回国。他厌恶学校教育，印英教育都受了一些，但都不充分，他主要是靠家庭传统和自学成家。一八八四年下乡管理过祖传的田产。他经常住在一只船上，到处漫游。他在这里同农民，主要是佃户，有些接触，对他们有一些同情。他因而想改造农村，幻想有一个“更合理地分配财富的社会”。一九〇一年，他在圣谛尼克坦创办了一所学校，目的是实现他的改造农村的教育理想，一九二一年成为有名的国际大学。二十世纪初，他参加了反英的人民运动，用诗笔做武器，同殖民主义者搏斗。他既反对极端派的暴力，也反对稳健派的妥协。但是，随着运动的发展和深入，就逐渐与群众格格不入起来。他反对群众烧英国货，骂英国人的所谓“直接行动”。他认为这是破坏。他主张多做“建设性的”工作，比如消灭愚昧与贫困等等。群众不同意他的看法，他就愤而退出运动，去过退避的生活。一九一三年他获得诺贝尔文学奖金。一九一五年他认识了甘地，从那以后，印度现代史上的这两位巨人就结成了亲密的友谊，尽管两人的观点在许多问题上都是针锋相对的，他们之间的友谊却始终如一。一九一九年发生了阿姆利则惨案，泰戈尔勃然大怒，拍案而起，从退避生活中挺身出来，公开宣告放弃英国政府赐给他的“爵士”称号。

从那时一直到逝世，泰戈尔始终全神贯注地关心世界和印度的大事。他曾访问过世界许多国家：中国、日本、美国、英国、苏联、德国、法国、瑞士、加拿大等等。他同世界许多名人，如法国大作家罗曼·罗兰等结成朋友。他曾热情洋溢地赞美当时世界上唯一的社会主义国家苏联。他也曾横眉冷对西班牙的佛朗哥和日本军国主义分子。他的爱憎是非常分明的，尽管有时有一些保留，人类进步事业他是支持的，对各国人民他是同情的，他的一生可以说是大节不亏的一生。



泰戈尔的思想和世界观的来源是比较复杂的。印度传统的哲学思想和西方资产阶级的哲学思想都对他产生了影响，但是我觉得，其中的基调还是印度古代从《梨俱吠陀》到奥义书和吠檀多的类似泛神论的思想，是一种客观唯心主义。这种思想主张宇宙万物，同源一体，这个一体就叫做“梵”。印度古代哲学史上有一句话：Tattvamasi，意思是“你就是它”，“它”指的就是“梵”，换句话说，也就是梵我一体。这里面包括着我与非我的关系，人与自然的关系。泰戈尔是把重点放在“人”的方面。他主张人需要神，神也需要人。两者互相依存，而人是主体。孟加拉女诗人黛维夫人说：泰戈尔对于人性有无限的信心，他有根深蒂固的乐观主义，他要求承认人是人（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第123页）。泰戈尔还说过：“对人失掉信心是犯罪（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第123页）。”

在这样的思想基础上，西方资产阶级的人道主义就很容易被他所接受。西方的自由、博爱、平等的思想也容易在他的思想中引起共鸣。既然梵我统一，人与自然统一，所以泰戈尔认为宇宙最根本的原则是和谐与协调。他之所以大力宣扬“爱”，宣扬“互信互助”，都是从这一点出发的。黛维夫人说泰戈尔反对一切形式的暴力（《罗宾德罗那特·泰戈尔——诗歌后面的人》，第14页）。在泰戈尔思想中也有一些朴素辩证法的观点。他承认自然。社会和人的思维都不是一成不变的，而是时时流转变化。这样，又要和谐，又要流转不息，那就只能产生一种情况，用他的术语来说，就是“韵律”。在泰戈尔的思想中，“韵律”占有极其崇高的地位，“韵律”是打开宇宙万物奥秘的一把金钥匙。我觉得，他之所以竭力主张和谐和韵律，就因为他的生活中。思想中有时候缺少和谐和韵律，同许多人一样，他的理想与现实也时时产生矛盾。他的生活和思想中有许多矛盾，有时候如清风朗月，有时又如骇浪惊涛。他在一九二四年写给罗曼·罗兰的信中说：“自己天性中也有一种经常发生的内战。”这种“内战”表现在许多方面：对工人、对农民、对妇女、对暴力、对社会主义、对群众运动等等，都有种种矛盾的看法。我觉得这同民族资产阶级的两面性是有一定的联系的。

泰戈尔还有另一个方面，他喜欢科学。他曾对黛维夫人说过：“我非常喜欢科学，而你却喜欢罗曼司。这些喃喃细语的被阳光照射的树叶子，它们每一摇动都在吸收阳光，同时制造出许多化学成分。通过大自然的数不清的脉管，经常不断地有一个什么样的奇迹在进行着啊……人们简直要吃惊得目瞪口呆了。”（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第72页）



了解了泰戈尔的时代背景、他的生平和世界观，才能了解他的文学作品。泰戈尔从十四岁就开始写诗，长诗《野花》在杂志上发表。一八八一年第一部诗集《黄昏之歌》出版，文名大震。以后又写戏剧和小说，一九〇〇年写了《故事诗》。在十九世纪结束以前二十多年的时间内，他写了近六十篇短篇小说，几部诗集，还有其他一些作品。这是他创作最旺盛的时代。

到了二十世纪初叶退出反英运动以后，他仍然继续从事文学创作活动。一九一二年写了《吉檀迦利》，一九一三年写了《新月集》，一九一三年写了《园丁集》，一九一六年写了《飞鸟集》。从一九一九年起，他积极地参加政治活动。一九二一年到一九四一年又写了大量的诗歌。他一生写了近两千首诗歌，出版了五十部诗集，写了长篇和中篇小说十二部，短篇小说一百余篇，剧本二十余种，还有许多论文学。哲学和政治的文章、回忆录、游记、书简等。此外他还谱了无数的歌曲，画了将近二千幅画。



综观他一生诗歌的创作，大体上可以分为三个阶段。这三个阶段是同当时的时代背景和他的生活分不开的。第一个阶段自十九世纪七十年代起至二十世纪初他退出群众反英运动止。第二个阶段基本上是他退出反英运动过着退避生活，一直到他再加入反英运动。当然并不是完全退避，他仍然参加社会活动，周游世界，只是不积极参加印度国内的政治活动而已。第三阶段从一九一九年后直至他逝世。

现在我们就把他的诗歌创作按照这三个阶段来谈一谈。

第一阶段可以以他的《故事诗》为代表。在这里面，诗人从古代一些宗教比如佛教和印度教的传说中，从古代丰富的故事宝库中，选取了一些故事，写成了诗。对这些故事的理解当然是诗人自己的，与原来的含义可能完全不同。这些诗的情节都是在某一方面动人心魄的，诗的技巧也是十分高超的。约略言之，诗人在这些诗里歌颂了民族英雄，特别是锡克族的英雄，宣扬了爱国主义，提倡了印度民族的大团结。比如《被俘的英雄》是歌颂反对莫卧儿的锡克族英雄农民般达的。《戈宾德·辛格》是歌颂锡克教祖师戈宾德·辛格的。泰戈尔也歌颂了人道主义，比如《轻微的损害》，这首诗讲到皇后把穷人的茅屋点着，国王惩罚了她，让她去做乞丐讨饭。《比丘尼》、《丈夫的重获》（杜尔西达斯救了一个想自焚殉夫的女子）等也都充满了人道主义的色彩。

同情别人好像成了泰戈尔的天性。黛维夫人（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第151页）说，只要泰戈尔听说别人有病，即便是不认识的人，他也坐立不安，拼命查医书，找药方，直到病人好了为止。他这种人道主义可以说是根深蒂固的。《最后的一课》虽然主题不是宣扬爱国主义，但其中有这样的诗句：



“但是，祖国啊，它现在风雨飘摇，

软弱无力，它任人宰割，破碎支离。”



同宣扬爱国主义有联系的是宣扬印回团结，只有印回真正团结起来，才能反英抗英。《戈宾德·辛格》中有这样的诗句：



“尊贵的、卑贱的、婆罗门和锡克团结成一个。”



泰戈尔还同情锄着枯地的农民和凿着石头的筑路工人。他对穷人表现出一些同情心，在《无上布施》中他宣称穷人高于国王，宣扬穷人比富人要好。这种同情穷苦劳动人民的思想，在其他国家文学史上比较接近人民的诗人著作中也可以找到。比如中国的古诗“朱门酒肉臭，路有冻死骨”、“锄禾日当午”等等都是。泰戈尔同中国这样的诗人一样，当然只是从远处观察，而不是亲身感受，只是同情也并不能真正解决问题，但是难道能说有点同情心比没有同情心更有毒害吗？有人在这方面提出一些过于苛刻的形而上学的要求，我是万万不能同意的。

第二阶段的诗歌创作，是同他的退避生活相适应的。像第一阶段中的那些政治性强的诗歌不见了。他在这期间写了一些带有神秘意味的诗歌。有时候内容模糊，令人难以猜度。从这里面可以清楚地看到当时西方一些文学流派的影响，比如象征主义、唯美主义、纯诗、为艺术而艺术等等。在这些诗歌中最著名的当然是一九一二年出版的使他誉满欧洲从而获得诺贝尔文学奖金的《吉檀迦利》。在这一部号称难懂的诗集里，他着重宣扬了爱，一种抽象的、没有阶级性的爱。他也颂扬了儿童的天真无邪。一九一三年出版的《新月集》着重歌颂了儿童。有这个主题思想的诗歌占这部集子的绝大部分。泰戈尔毕生热爱儿童，替儿童们说话。他曾慨叹过：“他们（儿童们）什么都说不出，他们没有反抗的声音。”（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第68页）。其中包含多少对儿童们的同情啊！一九一六年出版的《飞鸟集》，风格依旧，但是主题思想好像有了点改变。里面一些诗简直像是格言，比如第五十七首：“当我们是大为谦卑的时候，便是我们最近于伟大的时候。”



他退出政治运动，受到人们的误解与批评。他精神苦闷，对现实感到失望，甚至想在宗教中去寻求安慰。他考虑到人类的前途，想让世界成为一家。这些又都是难以实现的。在这十几年中，他的诗歌几乎都是歌颂爱情，歌颂儿童的。这些诗歌好像都是脱离了现实世界，不食人间烟火。很多诗只给人一种朦朦胧胧的美，至于究竟是什么意思，恐怕连诗人自己也有点说不清楚。我们把这第二阶段的诗歌归纳起来看一看，如果想找出一个特点的话，我们可以借用一句现成的话：菩萨慈眉。



到了第三阶段，随着泰戈尔重新生气勃勃地参加政治活动，诗歌的创作，不管在内容上和形式上都有了一些改变。这个时期的诗歌，政治内容多了起来，他热情歌颂“刚强的女性”。他不同意爱所有的人（《问》），他热情歌颂受压迫的少数民族（《山达尔女人》），再一次表现了对劳动人民的同情。他歌唱了多少年来受压迫受剥削的非洲：



啊，你是隐藏在一块黑纱下面

使你的人类的庄严模糊成

耻辱的黧黑的幻象。



他对非洲怀着深切的同情心，他用愤怒的声音去痛斥那些侵入非洲的殖民主义者。一九三七年泰戈尔看到法西斯匪徒的罪恶活动，诗人发出了烈火般的咒骂。日本军国主义分子侵略中国，残杀无辜的人民，诗人忍不住怒火中烧，用辛辣的诗句来讽刺这一帮匪徒整队到佛陀座前去祈祷胜利（《敬礼佛陀的人们》）。对于帝国主义分赃的慕尼黑条约，诗人也加以申斥（《忏悔》）。一九三九年，将近八十高龄的诗人欢呼新时代觉醒的黎明。一九四一年逝世前，诗人做了自我批评，批评自己没有走进田间农民、纺织工人、撒网的渔夫等等劳动者的院子：如果一位诗人不能进入他们的生活，他的诗歌的篮子里装的全是无用的假货。

多么诚恳的自我反省啊！生活了八十年写作了六十多年的诗人，临终的诗给自己的一生竖了一块光辉的碑。诗人晚年的诗对人类前途充满了信心，对东方充满了信心，对生活充满了热爱，对邪恶发出了诅咒。诗人整个第三阶段的诗歌，内容充满斗志，调子激昂慷慨，同以前的诗人判若两人。如果也用一句现成的话来标明它的特点的话，那就是：金刚怒目。



我上面已经讲到，泰戈尔的一些诗，特别是在第二阶段的诗，是非常难懂的。诗都写得朦朦胧胧、模模糊糊，可以有许多不同的解释。我们应该怎样看这个问题呢？诗比散文要难懂得多，这是古今中外的通例。中国古人说：“诗无达诂”，指的就是这个意思。诗主要靠形象思维，逻辑性在这里不像在科学论文中那样重要。中国古代有一些诗只有名词，没有动词。名词之间的关系只有靠读者的想象去填充。因此就产生了难读的问题。

此外，诗人对诗的看法，也是很不相同的。泰戈尔认为：“真理是，诗的作用就是让人高兴。”他又说：“了解诗的主要途径是去欣赏它。”（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第99页）他的意思似乎是诗歌不一定有什么教育意义，写得朦朦胧胧，模模糊糊，只要能给人以美感享受，也是可以的，这样做诗的目的也算达到了。实际上，不管诗人承认不承认，诗总是要有所宣传的，表达诗人的思想和观点的，不承认这一点也是不可能的。泰戈尔当然也不例外，他要宣传的东西，我上面已经做了些分析。足证诗不只是完全供人欣赏的，他也同别的诗人一样，执著于要宣传一些什么，反对一些什么。第一阶段的诗可以看到这个情况，第三阶段的诗更特别突出。那些像火焰一般炽燃。像利刃一般锋利的诗句难道仅仅是供欣赏的吗？难道仅仅是取悦于人的吗？



我上面也已经谈到，泰戈尔的文学创作，其中也包括诗歌，受到西方唯美主义。象征主义。纯诗等等流派的影响。我在这里再谈一谈印度古代梵文诗歌和印度民歌对他的影响。泰戈尔精通梵文文学，谈话时常引用一些梵文的诗句。他对于印度两大史诗《摩诃婆罗多》与《罗摩衍那》，对于迦梨陀娑的作品都非常熟悉。因此，他受一些梵文文学的影响，无论在形式上，还是在内容上，都是很自然的。但是泰戈尔绝不是迷信古代。他对梵文文学的缺点明确地指了出来。他曾经说过：“整个梵文文学是装模作样的。文体复杂的。惨淡经营的诗……《沙恭达罗》是例外，在梵文文学中寻找真正好的作品是很难的。”（《炉火边的泰戈尔》第98页）。我认为，泰戈尔提出这样的看法不是没有见地的。但是这种说法比较笼统，不具体，没有说明哪一个时代的梵文文学是这样，也没有说明哪一个类型的梵文文学是这样。容易产生误会。至于民歌对泰戈尔的影响，那是很显著的。他作诗就喜欢用人民大众的语言。

总起来，我认为，我们可以这样说：无论在内容上，还是在形式上，泰戈尔都有所继承，又有所创新。东西两方面的影响，他都受到了，但是归根结底，他还是独立的，思想和形式的基调都是印度的。在形式方面，他有意运用民族形式和民族风格，所以他的诗很为老百姓所喜爱。他自己又是音乐家，他的许多诗都铿锵可诵，富于音乐感。他的诗之所以流行于印度，特别是孟加拉，其原因就在这里。



最后我还想谈一谈泰戈尔的诗歌对中国的影响。我们都知道，泰戈尔一生同情中国，热爱中国。他曾两次访问过中国。他访问以后，他的作品被大量译成了汉文。当时译的绝大多数都是诗歌，有少数剧本。因此泰戈尔对中国的影响首先是诗歌。

从二十年代中期起，中国文坛上出现了不少体裁像《园丁集》、《新月集》、《飞鸟集》一类的小诗，可见泰戈尔诗歌对中国萌芽时期的新文学创作是有影响的。此外，他在诗中表达的一些思想感情也影响了中国。最突出的，我认为就是对儿童的关心和爱护。在中国封建时代，孩子是没有地位的，除了《幼学琼林》、《神童诗》一类的书以外，几乎没有给儿童读的书。

五四运动前后，进步的文学家，比如鲁迅等，喊出了“救救孩子”的呼声。在中国历史上，这是一件了不起的事情。泰戈尔的诗介绍到中国以后，他那热爱儿童的感情对中国起了锦上添花的作用。有一些中国作家开始关心儿童文艺，写了一些给儿童看的文学作品。冰心的《寄小读者》一类的书也陆续出现了。这可以说是中国新时代儿童文艺的开始。在中国文学史上也可以说是开创了一个新时代。



泰戈尔虽然久已作古，但是他的影响在印度人民中还是存在的，他促进中印两国人民友谊的功绩是永不磨灭的。为了加强同外国人民。其中包括印度人民的友谊，为了提高我们全民族的文化科学水平，为了批判继承世界各国的文学遗产，在今天，读一读泰戈尔的诗歌，也还是很有意义的。因此我就为泰戈尔诗歌汉译本做了如上的介绍和评价。
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后记二：石真自序

《采果集》（一八一六年）和《爱者之贻》（一九一八年，包括《渡口》）是从一八八六到一九一七年间罗宾德拉纳特·泰戈尔的十六部诗集和三部戏剧中选出，并且大部分由诗人亲自从孟加拉文译成英文的两部诗歌选集。收入集中的二百二十四首诗歌，主要是一九零零年以后的作品，此前的诗篇入选的寥寥无几。

二十世纪到一九一六年是泰戈尔一生中最不平静，精神备受折磨的时期。在家庭生活方面。他连连失去亲人。一九零二年他的妻子去世，一九零三年他的二女儿瑞如卡病故，一九零五年他的父亲逝世，一九零七年他最心爱的小儿子苏敏德拉纳特又传染上霍乱，在五年前母亲去世的同一天离开了人间。在政治及社会活动方面，自从一九零五年泰戈尔退出轰轰烈烈的民族自治运动以后，他不断地受到批评，他苦心创办的发扬民族精神的学校又给他在经济上加重了负担。在孟加拉文坛上，他也是被抨击的对象，他的每一部作品，每一篇论文几乎都逃不脱一部分人的围攻。以至发展到一九一二年他的作品开始在西方受到赞赏，他本人又恰在国外的时候，著名的剧作家D. L.罗易竟写了讽刺剧《喜乐的告别》在剧院上演，公开对泰戈尔进行嘲笑和诽谤。虽然一九一一年孟加拉文学学会在加尔各答市政厅为祝贺他五十岁诞辰举行了隆重的庆祝活动，但也不是没有斗争，一部分人认为这种荣誉应当给予更配接受的人。

一九一三年，泰戈尔获得诺贝尔文学奖金，当五百名崇拜者从加尔各答乘专车涌到寂乡向他祝贺时，他极为愤懑的发言[1]又触怒了他的同胞。获奖的热潮消退之后，他又隐约意识到第一次世界大战即将爆发，开始对人类的命运忧心忡忡了。

《采果集》是一部侧重宗教抒情歌曲的诗歌选集，主要选自《白鹤集》（Balaka, 1916）、《歌曲集》（Gitali, 1914）、《歌之花环》（Gitimatya, 1914）、《奉献集》（Utsarga, 1914）[2]、《摆渡集》（Khaya, 1906）以及为纪念死去的妻子而写的“悼念集”（Smaran, 1903）和被誉为“爱国主义教科书”的《故事诗集》（Katha, 1900）。

泰戈尔的歌曲大多采用民歌曲调。一九零五年，在印度民族解放运动第一次高潮期间，他所写的许多充满爱国热情的歌曲，都是按流行在孟加拉邦的民歌曲调谱写的，如伴着独弦琴歌唱克旦涅纳和拉塔热恋的抒情曲《巴乌尔》（Baul），和着手鼓铙钹赞颂黑天功绩的节奏强烈的《吉尔丹》（Kitan）以及河上船夫所唱的欢快流畅的《渔歌小调》（Sarigan）。在表现手法上，泰戈尔喜欢采取的是中世纪信奉黑天的维湿奴派虔信诗人的抒情歌曲中接近神秘主义的象征手法。遥远的笛声象征着永恒的爱人黑天向情人拉塔发出的爱的召唤。披着长长的黑发，响着惊恐的脚铃，黑夜里迎着风雨急急奔走着的女人，是拉塔在赴黑天的约会；渴望爱情的新娘，河上的小舟、木筏，只要敞开大门就可以容纳下全世界的小屋；水像乌鸦的眼睛一般黑的深湖，都是心的象征；深夜出海的船夫，小船上的舵手代表命运和死亡。

维湿奴派诗人歌唱神，实质上是歌唱生活和人，这种象征手法最适于泰戈尔用来表达他丰富、复杂、难以准确描述的思想感情。当然，在形式方面他也有取舍创新，加上他对梵文文学的深湛造诣，使他的歌曲（抒情诗也同样）既具有民歌的朴素自然，又带着古典诗歌的典雅庄严，象征手法又为之蒙上一层朦胧神秘的色彩，增添了一种独特的艺术魅力。



泰戈尔是诗人，同时也是哲学家。在这部选集里（也包括他全部的诗作），如果愿意，每一首诗都可以看作他“梵我一体”，“有限的自我中寓有无限的绝对精神”，“人需要神，神也需要人”的宗教哲学理想的注脚，而且他的同胞中也有不少人这样做了。然而，广大的读者注意的却是这些决不脱离生活的宗教颂歌里，以精湛的创作技巧描绘下来的这一段坎坷生活中思想情感的足迹；他对真理（他的神）的执着的追求，他为之奋斗的思想被人误解，嘲笑时的“我独醒”的寂寞之感，他遭到打击、侮辱时的以笑当哭，仿佛获得自由似的欢乐，他为失去亲人而产生的深切悲痛……。更吸引读者并赢得他们的热爱的是他生活史上这一“收获季节”献出的累累硕果——他的诗歌中表现出的从失败中争取胜利，依靠自己的力量赤手空拳建造人间天堂的无限自信，决不“屈从多数，违心地改变初衷”，迎着风暴扬帆，与时代一同前进的战斗精神，对帝国主义贪婪、掠夺的谴责和对祖国母亲孩子般赤诚的依恋，即使在第一次世界大战的火海毒云中仍怀着“殉准者的鲜血，母亲的眼泪，妻子的守望，会换来天堂”，人类经过血的洗礼会有一个光明的前途的坚定信念。当然，广大读者也不会忽略闪耀在诗歌里对被压迫的卑贱者无限同情的人道主义的火花。

《爱者之贻》和《渡口》主要选自《宗教颂歌》（Dhrman Sangit, 1917），《白鹤集》、《摆渡集》、《歌之花环》、《吉檀迦利》（Gitanjali, 1910）和《刹那集》（Kshanika, 1900）。

正如《采果集》以宗教抒曲诗歌的顶峰《歌之花环》为主一样。《爱者之贻》中选得最多的是公认为最优美的抒情诗集《刹那集》中的作品。《刹那集》是泰戈尔第一次运用孟加拉口语，为在大自然的怀抱里恋爱着的青年人而写的诗篇。它歌唱青春，歌唱生活，歌唱爱情的悲哀和欢乐，歌唱在生意盎然的大自然中所产生的幸福感。这些诗，语言特别朴素，韵律特别轻快，感情的流露也特别大胆。然而在欢歌中却带有韶华已逝，青春不再（泰戈尔当时已近四十岁）的伤感惆怅的调子。而在《渡口》中却更进一步，已是站在从此岸到彼岸，从这一世界到另一世界的渡口，镇静地等待死亡的日渐逼近。

泰戈尔的英译和孟加拉原文出入很大，是他的再创作。在翻译这几部诗集时，虽然查对了原文，但是除了一、两首由于英译意义不太明确，根据原文稍做增删外，其余的基本未加改动。

泰戈尔的英译早已有人批评是原诗提纲式的缩写本，是剥去了韵律、节奏的血肉，撕下了华美辞藻的衣衫的一副骨架。然而，泰戈尔毕竟是位大诗人，他的摒弃铅华的“再创作”不仅未失去原作的主旨，还为它增添了另一种清新的魅力。

泰戈尔的英译诗选，既不注明写作年代，又不说出选自哪一部诗集。这给只能依靠英译来欣赏或研究的读者和研究者带来很大的困难。这在西方早已引起了批评，我国的读者和研究者也遇到了同样的困难。按英译出版的先后来划分泰戈尔的创作阶段，论述他的思想发展，不可避免地会导致错误的结论。

要把选集中的二百余首诗注出写作年代，选自哪些诗集，确实是既需要时间又颇费精力的事。除了四十年前在寂乡朝夕听惯了的晨祷和晚祈的歌曲仍依稀在耳，和至今仍能背诵的一些名作可以很容易地注明出处外，大部分都要费力查找。原文诗集后面虽附有索引，但都是每首的第一行，而泰戈尔的译文却从长诗或短歌里选出几句再增添改写，困难就更大了。因为手边除了一部残缺的二十六卷《泰戈尔作品集》和一部泰戈尔自己编的《诗选》（一九三一）外，单行本不多，所以有些诗未能注明出处，有些诗原文未注明写作年代，但从诗集出版的日期也可断定写作年代，不至于有太大出入。希望这一费时费力的工作的成果能对读者和研究者多少有所帮助。






石　真　　　　　






[1] 1914年1月14日，泰戈尔在庆祝大会上记：“先生们，我过去一直不能使你们满意。现在，我做了什么竟使你们大加赞美呢？这不是我的功劳，显然是由于西方人的承认才使你们突然也对我大为赞赏。我感谢你们的好意，但拒绝喝下你们捧来的这杯‘外国的’酒浆。”

[2]《奉献集》中有28首诗写于1899年，是为他二十六卷的“诗选”写的序言。严格说来应译作《诗序》。但在1914年出单行本时，又增添了24首新作，诗序和新作都是为献给朋友和读者而写的，因译作《奉献集》。
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