K
4 L“ ]

i

A

MEHFEMALERA

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS

JauapJdeg ayl

b



Txesk (BI)

My

]
>
®
Q)
o
]
o
o
-
)
-

s £E
%
b
BNEBRESHRE K

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS
it 5 BEmNg




B H /R B (CIP) &1

W T4 BN/ () £X/K (Tagore, R.) F; WKOF. — JLE: 5F
BEESPR G, 2010. 9

(BRR/REDNNGERE: EER)

$4 E3C: The Gardener

ISBN 978 — 751350072 -2

L ©fF-- 1. OF- Ok 0. OEEFEDE—RBEY Ok—
fERE—EE—AR . Om19.4: 1

o A B B CIP S (2010) % 177151 5

www. 2u4u. com. cn

§ nd. XN NN, 3

! SUERIEE, WRS! ERME. 23, TR, BAUE! (

H B A THER

HERE: A &

Fonigit: & & ® K

HEETT: SMEHZ SR B R

# Hb: dbETHE=FALE 19 S (100089)

HE: http://www. fltrp. com

RBl: ARHEFDFERAA

850x 1168 1/32

. 8

: 20104 11 B 1 AR 2010 4E 11 A% 1 REIR)
: ISBN 978 -7 -5135-0072 -2

: 88.00 0 (2F o i, Kim 2 7K MP3 Jt4%)
5% (010)88819929  HiTHH: club@fltrp. com
WAHR . FTRERE, §S5HRESR

BRI (010)61207896  Hi TR : zhijian@fltrp. com
PIRTERLLST 2 TR

MRS SRR LS - (010)88817519

¥k 200720001

M FDH D
* S5 o 5F 3 3



<
)

 {

v
aed

FEZHATF R, FAR ALEHIILE" , RANBEXES, ERH,
ARHNFLEAD, ZX /R (Rabindranath Tagore) B2—1 "5 X #",
HEFIEX T XA ZHRFEEME,; BEM, ot “BERFE—TISHH
B pRBEAT, HEewH, HANEERE, B "FXROTE" K9S,
Radhakrishnanii: X/ RBMEZRIT, ZBESEEE HRABSGE, —F T
EARhSHEIEEE Y, —FET M FRPesCEENE ™ 5EMW,

FRICRBHEZIN Bengal) HHBIA, BIERE—T "BHIE" . 1532
ENEABEEEN—E0, AXT "B E" &, TATETHERENEARTER
BIREIRET 2513,

RERBFEER, FIEERT A HIUEHEHMR, BIFFI8SRIA, fih
BEAE, BB AINRINES); LR EI0Rst s, S8 AREEIRE
ISR, Gkt B S AMtEIA A BT R SRR T R WER "B
TECHAE . CRBE". BE" BN BEW .5
B BIAE: “MEREM . ET. BELE" . HBR" 1IBNES:
T AR RER ERRER . ERBEREM . RESHR &,

FRNRR, BEIE AR, teiFRELSEEHEN,

“MEINZATHE—A . TELLT, MEERHET 2 REN, XE
HAPTLUER HER T,

XBIREF
—AZZFXA=t+AH

a

z )
e
b

r’
-



kW

214

240

*

The Gardener
HT&E

Nobel Prize in Literature 1913
Presentation Speech
1913F B VIR H 2RI E

G EI924F5R1287 LR
BRI



S

The Gardener.,‘

%
¥
¢



7

— e

- SERVANT -

Have mercy upon your servant, my queen!

% QUEEN

2 The assembly is over and my servants are all

gone. Why do you come at this late hour?

SERVANT
When you have finished with others, that is my
time.
I come to ask what remains for your last servant
to do.

QUEEN

What can you expect when it is too late?

SERVANT

Make me the gardener of your flower garden.

QUEEN

What folly is this?

SERVANT

I will give up my other work.

I throw my swords and lances down in the dust.
Do not send me to distant courts; do not bid me
undertake new conquests. But make me the gardener

of your flower garden.
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QUEEN

What will your duties be?

SERVANT

The service of your idle days.

I will keep fresh the grassy path where you walk
in the morning, where your feet will be greeted with
praise at every step by the flowers eager for death.

1 will swing you in a swing among the branches
of the saptaparna, where the early evening moon will
struggle to kiss your skirt through the leaves.

I will replenish with scented oil the lamp that
burns by your bedside, and decorate your footstool

with sandal and saffron paste in wondrous designs.

QUEEN

What will you have for your reward?

SERVANT

To be allowed to hold your little fists like tender
lotusbuds and slip flower-chains over your wrists;
to tinge the soles of your feet with the red juice of
ashoka petals and kiss away the speck of dust that

may chance to linger there.

QUEEN
Your prayers are granted, my servant, you will be

the gardener of my flower garden.
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“Ah, poet, the evening draws near; your hair
is turning grey.
“Do you in your lonely musing hear the

message of the hereafter?”

“It is evening,” the poet said, “and I am listening
because some one may call from the village, late
though it be.

“I watch if young straying hearts meet to-
gether and two pairs of eager eyes beg for music
to break their silence and speak for them.

“Who is there to weave their passionate songs,
if I sit on the shore of life and contemplate death
and the beyond?

“The early evening star disappears.

“The glow of a funeral pyre slowly dies by the
slient river.

“Jackals cry in chorus from the courtyard of
the deserted house in the light of the worn-out

moon.
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“If some wanderer leaving home, come here
to watch the night and with bowed head listen
to the murmur of the darkness, who is there
to whisper the secrets of life into his ears if I,
shutting my doors, should try to free myself from
mortal bonds?

“It is a trifle that my hair is turning grey.

“I am ever as young or as old as the youngest
and the oldest of this village.

“Some have smiles, sweet and simple, and
some a sly twinkle in their eyes.

“Some have tears that well up in the daylight,
and others tears that are hidden in the gloom.

They all have need for me and I have no time
to brood over the after-life.

“] am of an age with each, what matter if my

hair turns grey?”
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In the morning I cast my net into the sea.

I dragged up from the dark abyss things of
strange aspect and strange beauty—some shone
like a smile, some glistened like tears, and some
were flushed like the cheeks of a bride.

When with the day’s burden I went home,
my love was sitting in the garden idly tearing the
leaves of a flower.

I hesitated for a moment, and then placed at
her feet all that I had dragged up, and stood silent.

She glanced at them and said, “What strange
things are these? I know not of what use they are!”

I bowed my head in shame and thought, “I
have not fought for these, I did not buy them in the
market; they are not fit gifts for her.”

Then the whole night through I flung them
one by one into the street.

In the morning travellers came; they picked

them up and carried them into far countries.
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% Ah me, why did they build my house by the
12 road to the market town?
They moor their laden boats near my trees.
They come and go and wander at their will.
I sit and watch them; my time wears on.
Turn them away [ cannot. And thus my days
pass by.

Night and day their steps sound by my door.

Vainly I cry, “I do not know you.”

Some of them are known to my fingers, some
to my nostrils, the blood in my veins seems to
know them, and some are known to my dreams.

Turn them away I cannot. I call them and say,

“Come to my house whoever chooses. Yes, come.”

In the morning the bell rings in the temple.
They come with their baskets in their hands.
Their feet are rosy-red. The early light of dawn

is on their faces.



