Problems of Translation and Prasad's Poetry

Jaikishan Das Sadani

Man is an eternal translator, translating the infinite into a series of finites. He
translates and transmutes sound into music, emotions and thoughts into words, creating a
harmony which finds expression in literature and more so in poetry. Shelley rightly says, "A
poet participates in the eternal, the infinite, and the one: as far as relates to his conceptions,
time and place and number are not." The whole purpose of translation also is to create this
superb unity and dedicate energies to the noble task of cultural unification and understanding
the world over. The thoughts of one language can only be conveyed to the people through the
language they understand. It is not at all possible for any individual to know all the languages
of the world. Hence every translator acts as a bridge between two languages, bringing home
the thoughts, feelings and volitions of one literature to another, and thereby promotes cross-
fertilization of cultures, creating a greater affinity of love and friendship among mankind.
Translations in their own way, like science, have shrunk the atlas at the level of thoughts and
have infused an aesthetic sensibility with a more profound feel of life and fraternity.

Every translator has to be fully conscious of the power of words in both the source
language and the target language. For expressing the ideas and emotions of one language into
another, a rich vocabulary and fluency of language is the first requisite or the raw material of
good translations. The multi-meaningfulness of words with their subtle nuances should be
used to bring the effect as close to the original as possible. Translation 1s not accomplished,
just by selection of equivalent words, as it may not sound literary in other languages. The
translator must feel its rhythm and pulse and convey it in a language, as close to 'men's
business and bosoms'. Translation is, therefore, not an exact imitation but is more like an
equation. The meaning is identical on both sides of the equation though the form of
expression is different. "Identity of meaning expressed through difference of 'form' is the
true essence of translation", says Notopoulos. This creative rendering of form is the creative
factor in the art of translation, through which the translator expresses his poetic sensibilities.

The translator is not an interpreter or paraphraser of the poems he is translating. Yet
his choice of words must be such that the gentle beauty, richness of thoughts and emotions are
duly transplanted into the other language. The translated language must be as fluent and
transparent as the original. This linguistic ability can only be achieved by reading and
understanding the works of the great masters. The very process of reading is in a way
transplanting the thoughts of the writer in our minds, which is sub-consciously translating
them. Godwin rightly remarks, "the study of other Men's writing is strikingly analogous to
the invention and arrangement of our own". They rekindle our imaginative faculty.
Translation is primarily intended for those who do not know the language of the original. The
translator must, therefore, study the work he is translating thoroughly, so much so that the
original writer becomes the part of his own consciousness.

He must sink into the depth of the poetry in order to render creatively the ideas and
the emotions of the writer. For, so susceptible is the mind of man that it becomes what it
contemplates. When he is fully absorbed in the writer and his work, his mind is as it were
flooded with the thoughts of the original. He feels the fervor and the word-spirit which the
writer wishes to communicate.
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In this state of mind translation finds its most potent expression and gets the
spontaneity of the original writer. This makes translation a fresh work of art.

It is impossible to understand the depth of one language unless we know at least one
more language. We can understand the philosophy of words and beauty of language only by
comparison. It is by collating one language with another that we learn the various shades of
meanings inherent in words and their multiple suggestiveness. There are hardly exact
synonyms between one language and another and narrow adherence to words and
literariness must be avoided by the translator because it is likely to lead to misrepresentation
of the essential spirit. Every translation is, therefore, a compromise which takes us as near the
original as possible, and any attempt to transmute poetry from one language to another is apt
to fail. The inner nucleus of cultural cadence can hardly be trapped in the words of another
language, as no single word can represent the totality of beauty alluded to in another
language. The valuable ideas of a language can certainly be conveyed in the translation but
the subtle graces peculiar to every language, pose an insoluble problem for the translator. Yet,
by imaginative grasp of the meanings and creative rendering, proximity with the original can
be attained. But every translator must accept with humility the extent to which the poetry
could be creatively rendered. Poetry has so subtle a spirit that in pouring out one language
into another some portion evaporates, like fragrance of altar melting into air when poured
from one phial into another. Non-transference of the entire original into another language is
the inescapable predicament of the translator. Shelley rightly believed poetry was essentially
as organic and natural as flower. The particular beauty of flower cannot be recreated. We can
neither transmute, transfer, nor transcreate a poem in its entirety, as transcreation more than
often drifts from the original. Moreover, it is not possible to recreate a writer. We can only
make a creative rendering in translation as the original cannot be reproduced in its exact
identity. The original admits only one original existence. Even the writer himself cannot
translate in entirety his own poems written in one language into another. For the poem has its
own distinguished personality or individuality.

The spirit of poetry ever remains deep-laid within the inmost personality of the poet.
The science of being is far superior to the science of words. Words themselves are at times
inadequate to express the totality of the poets' experience. In this context even the original
writing becomes a sort of translation of the thoughts and emotions that flashed through the
poet's mind. When the original writer suffers this setback, the translation hasit all the more.

The graces of the original can be represented by the linguistic nuances of the
translator but partially. Yet the translator dedicates his acumen and energies in casting a velil
of his words on the original work which he is translating in order to capture the beauty and
charm of the original in his translation. The more transparent the veil, the better will be seen
the eternal form of the "Glowing Original". The transparency of the veil depends upon the
total dedication and meditation of the translator in understanding the depth and meaning of
the work.

Utmost care must be taken that fidelity and beauty are well integrated, and become
inseparable and that the original does not suffer any change due to beautification. There by
translation attains maximum proximity with the original. The translator aspires that the
translated poem must be a poem in its own right in the translated language.

The study and reflection of the classics is of paramount importance for the translator.
Ezra Pound says, "the classics are almost the only antiseptics against the contagious
imbecility of mankind." Therefore, translating the classics infuses new inspiration and insight
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in the translator and develops his creative faculty. The classics ignite the creative process in
him. "It's alight kindled from living fire ", says Shelley.

Kamayani the great epic poems of our times have their cultural depths touching the
very origin of human life. Their language may often be sprinkled here and there with
archaism of the bygone ages. The themes may be adopted from the ancient lores, yet the
language and spirit of the work remain modern to the core. Such is the great Hindi poem
Kamayani by Jaishankar Prasad. In my own humble way, I have made a creative rendering
into free verse in English of this magnificent poem which has become an important epic in
barely in a couple decades, the like of which is not found in the whole range of Hindi literature
nay even in the twentieth century Indian literature.

Kamayani is a cosmic poem, pervasive in its vision, rich in symbolic content, full of
concrete imagery and unfolds the moral values inherited from the past into contemporary
life. 'Prasad’ is a poet of humanity, for whom past, present and future melt into one eternal
time, in which the life of man evolves into greater and greater perfection. The theme of poetry
is taken from the lores which have their roots in the Vedas, Satapatha Brahmana and the
Bhagavatam. With imagination and insight, Prasad has picked up the threads and interwoven
a fabric of supreme poetic creation, fresh and original. "Not only the uniqueness of the poet's
work, but also his ability to make use of his heritage, is the mark of originality," says
Rosenthal.

Prasad has mingled the flow of traditions with the glow of modern poetry. It is not
clinging to the past that makes the writer traditional but the realization of the living presence
of the entire literature of his country and the world; the simultaneous existence of the past and
the present, temporal and the timeless that enables him to envision the future and deliver his
perennial message to posterity. This integration of time and thought has given a universal
dimension to Kamayani and made it an "Epic of Creation" as Prof. Nandagopal Sengupta
calls it. Dr. Nagendra has described it as an 'Epic of human psyche or a grand allegory of the
progress of human civilization'.

Translating such a work is not only a novel experience but a thrill that eludes wordy
description. It is a pleasant and enthralling phenomenon indeed. Yet sailing across in
translating Kamayani has its joys and hazards. Apart from some of the general problems of
translation already discussed, Kamayani has its own translation problems as well. For, Prasad
dives deep into the vast realms of the psychological, metaphysical and spiritual aspects of
human behaviour. He deals with values and ideals rather than narrations. Even the titles of
the chapters pose an insuperable problem since Dharma, Karma, Kama, Rasa, Nirveda,
Ananda have no exact equivalents in English. They hum with various shades of meanings and
connotations that no single English word can convey their complexities, rooted as they are in
the cultural moorings of the land. I, therefore, found it advisable not to translate these words
but give a full elucidation in the glossary.

Another very important aspect of Prasad's poetry is its musical nature. In fact most of
the Hindi poetry from medieval times to Prasad's day was set to music. It could be sung with
case.

For, music and poetry in India are well knit and inseparable. Slokas and Vedic hymns
continue to be chanted since ages. A musical melody flows in Prasad's poetry as an
undercurrent. I, therefore, chose the parallel rhythm-pattern in order to remain personally
close to Prasad.
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The music of one language can hardly be transferred to another language except by
‘divine accident', says Ezra Pound. In my endeavour towards that end, I realized that when
we are deeply absorbed in the poem, our translation also gets cadence radiated by the

original.
SHepv1 Fafor, Word TR 4,
fecd 4 BT W FRI
q@Rd 41 wherd Tl |
R d9 H el SAERI
(famam)

Bangles and bells did ring and jingle,
While garlands over their bosoms swayed;
Sweet melodies chimed in their songs,

In rhythmic notes of courting trysts.

Kamayani commences with the great deluge that drowns the entire civilization of the
gods who were steeped in hedonistic saturnalia or pleasures. Manu is the sole survivor
reminiscent of the shattered pride of gods. He happens to land on the Himalayas.
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On the lofty peak of the Himalayas,
Under the icy shade of a rock,

A man was sitting with moist eyes,
Watching the rolling waters of doom!
High above was frozen snow,

While surging waters rolled below,
One primal energy pervades in them,
Matter or life, whatever the name.

His limbs were knit with strong sinews
While infinite vigour surged within
Rich warm blood was ever-pulsating
Salient strength and radiant health.

Although beaming with perfect man-hood
His body alas! was anxiety smitten

While deep within his neglected youth
Flowed the lucid stream so sweet.

The all-destroying deluge is a common feature in all ancient epics, the Gilgimesh, the
Bible, the Matsya Purana and so also in Paradise Lost and Kamayani. Even the immortality of
gods becomes deceptive and ephemeral ultimately even that concludes in death.

3 99 T, Ta1 AR
fayg =9 T3 IRER,
3UE W@ 9139 g@l W
3@ Safy & S IR
(fe=m)

They all drowned and deeper still
Their glory is submerged in the boundless deep.
Over heavenly joys surge thunderous rumblings
Of that ocean of eternal suffering.
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Prasad is the pioneer of Romanticism or 'Chayavada"the shadow of Reality in Hindi
Literature. He elucidates it as "a sparkle of the pearl" that embosoms the entire splendour of
the ocean. Prasad's love for nature is supreme. To him, nature is imbued with divine halo and
endowed with human emotions. He expresses the tenderness of the smiling flower and joy

Silence! Death! Deviation! Darkness!
Vacant void that is turned to naught.
That is verily the truth. Oh! Immortality
Have you any place over here at all!

Life indeed is your insignificant part

Wrapped in the blue of blowing clouds
Like beautiful truce with lightning it is
In momentary flashes of dazzling light.

pervading all around while welcoming the advent of Spring.
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(™)

Oh! Sweet spring in the woods of life,
Flowing in ethereal waves of space,
When did you come here so very quietly,
In the late hours of the receding night?

Having seen you come so quietly,
Did the enamoured cuckoo coo?

In that hush of profound slumber,
Did buds open their drowsy eyes?

When you were writing your sweetest laughter,
Deep in recesses of blossoming flowers,

They were singing their amorous tunes,

To rhythm and beat of clattering falls!

Ah! how carefree was that delight,

In those melodious notes of the cuckoo!
Blissful joy was resounding indeed,

In all directions and the firmament of life!
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In the canto "Lajja" call it modesty, shyness or bashfulness, Prasad propounds with deep
insight the glory and predicament of womanhood in the following memorable verses which
have become quotable quotes.

$d forde™ & siEa o Behind the veil of tender leaves

T hicrehl SAl f8Ud-W,  Lying concealed like a little budling,

MYett o gfHd 92§ Behind the dust of returning cows

9k & =R ¥ feud-dh Glimmering like the flame of a lamp;

1 hgdl ol 3gU AN Woman! Pause. What are you saying?

Tahed 3g-9d | 3T, With your resolve dissolved in tears

qH T A ! EG | You have generously donated away

SeF & TH-9 99| The golden dreams of your life already.

(efss)

T g Had FEl Bl Woman! You are an abiding Faith

faemg a1 91 94 o Trust, is Silvery Himalayan Vales;

Iy -4 F8 HU Like an ambrosial stream you flow

e & greX gHad Hl Over the beautiful plains of life.
(<Tss)

<dl &1 fow™, gFal &t Victory of gods and demons' defeat,

BRI &I Bl g8 e, Ever engaged in perpetual strife;

oY TaT I AR H Struggle within recess of heart,

Siifad @ e faes @ Is ever lively and eternally opposed.
(fe=m)

aq‘i’q g off efEd W Yet on your veil so moist with tears.

HA &1 99 8 @1 B, You'll have to surrender your entire being;

ol 3ot ffa @ 9 And with your ray of blissful smile,

g |g-97 for@an g You'll have to sign this abiding treaty.
(fa=m)

Looking at the ever increasing self-centredness and selfishness of Manu, Sraddha tells him:
A N FEl gRrl Gl Manu will this indeed be your novel plan
3oogd g HIHS? For glorious redemption of entire mankind
ey g9 IS & o Rl In which will prevail only selfish greed
B! S R YEd? Alas! to leave only desolation behind.

(fe=m)
A ¥ T F8 W e By only gratifying personal greed
=fh fagm@ How will mankind progress at all
Tg T @ 9o € This selfish motive is terribly dreadful
STOHT A9 LM It will certainly invite its own disaster.
(FH)
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3R I BEG <@l g Behold the beaming joys of others

g1 3R 949 BIEs) Manu you also smile and become happy
3T q@ ! foga X @ Extend the frontiers of your delight
g &l qat i) Make the entire creation happy.

(%)

Prasad extols the static glory of Himalayas but does not aspire for it. He seeks full freedom of
his mind like veering stormy wind and like the dynamic blazing sun.

QW 9 I IF

S g feurt ¥ W@, S, ST W qE

Y &S IRE & ok g1 Hl H AEE 9T

o T § @ gE e W ¢ A o

FO W fag 39 T ¢ fEfha 97 T I Y

feer g wfosr § 3t <rear T 39 e #°

H @ eyny fq HEd TGW, § =8 1@ 39 WA

ST W 9l S 3 S A 9 H S R
CEECENICRIIGERIEGLT

(380)

I have seen those mountain peaks
Wearing the crowns of inert snow,

So free, indifferent, and extremely high,
Symbolizing in their insentient glory,
Only to shatter the pride of earth!

Fully absorbed in their ecstatic trance,
While innocent rivers are flowing past
Only gathering their perspiring drops,
Eyes drooping, devoid of rage or sorrow!
Oh! Such static freedom with all its fame,
I do not aspire for such a life at all.

Like the veering stormy wind,

I desire full freedom of my mind,

That kisses earth and mound advancing,
In the tremulous waves at every moment,
Like the dynamic blazing sun.

Prasad describes the vibrancy of intellect plying through the tangled web of polemics and
adept in synthesizing the dualities of life in blissful harmony, blending emotion and thought
with great dexterity.

foEdi s/ <91 qh Sal
o8 fa4 e |1 IsooeiaH UNETE €Y 91 WE Wi
I T TAR F9F H T <A S R T
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TSd 7YY Q@ qFd 9gW I8 A SEH 9 TH
JHYA W THT R, §Yd & 99 fagm 3=
a1 Th &9 H Y Howl agHl Sied W §9R o
TEU =Rl & A9 &1 a1 GER (9 g fod
fraeh ot B TR, Teis 99 faaer e
=l W ot Tfq )1 el
(33N

Tresses like tangled logic twined!

Her forehead was clear like the silvery moon
Akin to the dazzling crown of the world.

Her lotus-like eyes like cups of wine,

Were pouring affection and non-attachment;
Her face was brimming with melodious songs,
Like buzzing of bee over budding flowers;
Within her bosoms were placed together,
Empirical science and spiritual knowledge;

In one hand he held the pitcher of action,
Filled with the happiness of worldly life;

The other was rendering to the realm of thoughts
A steady support so fearless and sweet;

Her trivali was rippling like trinity of gunas,
While her girdling attire was full of light,

Her feet were vibrant with the musical rhythm.

I will like to allude to two philosophical verses in relation to time and space culminating in
musicand itsinnate rhythm for peace and progress in life.

W FEI FEA Ry F A o 2,
It ISl HET e § e & R
I§ SN oA T & 3G M Y,
99 off T ot g A g A
(=)
Notion of Space is merged, within the feeling of Time,
Time seeks its own redemption, in core of higher consciousness.

Infinite consciousness dances in a dynamic rhythm.
You also join this dance, oblivious of all duality.

fafasr 92t 1 331 Fe Jevs fafa #),
TSR o1 AR G 39 fag FwE H
- W= T8l o B2 F5eH,
@ 7 foad =R 81 e |
(¥e)
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Lift the line of horizon, advance in the cosmic cavern,
And listen to rumbling clouds, in this mysterious universe.
Move harmoniously in rhythm, without missing any beat.
Do not unknowingly stumble, rendering discordant notes.

While passing through commotions and agitation of perturbed life Manu sinks in dismay
frustration his heart torn by mounting dissentions. Poet Dinkar calls it the immortal song of
Kamayani.

T HIARA Ferg § In tumultuous uproar of bitter strife
¥ %<d &I 9 L T I am heart-consoling thought, Oh Mind!
fawa g fre <=, Bewildered in perpetual tiring activity,
@t 99 A qd, Searching moments of retiring repose;
=q1 9% 91 @l 4, When consciousness appears fatigued,
H W &t o A I am the Malaya Breeze, oh Mind!
=R faurg faei= 79 =i, To the mind immersed in sorrow
TH Agq] & fafiR == &, In these woods of painful anguish,
o 3w | =hfa @, I am like at radiant ray of dawn,
FYA fafad g T ! The morn of blooming flowers, oh Mind!
SRl HE SaTel HEH, Where those desert-fires are blazing
TTdeht A T, Cataki thirsts for a drop of water;
31 Siaq =ifeal H-ﬁ, In those hills and dales of life,
T W9 s 3 T I am the soothing shower, oh Mind!
a9 i WER W Th Enclosed in recesses of the wind,
ENIESICERS K g+, Living a dismal ematiated life,
79 gagd fag foq # Of this scorching day in the world,
¥ Fg9 g Td 1 T I am the vernal night, Oh Mind!
X e AReR 9 Clouds of deep despair reflecting,
gfd=sitag Y | : Over the lake of tears wherein,
YT Y& W< e Buzzing bees hover over its pollen,
¥ Hore Siefed ¥ T I am that moist lotus, oh Mind!"

(frefR)

Prasad eulogises the glory of woman as Sakti guiding man to the highest realms of spiritual
realization of the beatitude of Bliss Ananda or Siva in his cosmic dance.

It is like Beatrice guiding Dante in 'Divine Comedy', Savitri leading Satyavan in
'Aurobindo's Savitri' and Sraddha leading Manu in 'Kamayani' for self-realization. Thus
Kamayani concludes with Ida visiting Sraddha and Manu in Kailasa. They are blessed with
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spiritual realization in which the exquisite harmony matter, spirit and beauty transcending
into Infinite Bliss.

JRE 9 9 a1 = Matter and spirit were harmonious
<X "R 97 91, Exquisite was the form of Beauty
AT U faerdt Consciousness alone was blossoming
A< 3TEUS ¥4 91 Transcendental infinite Bliss.

(fa=m)

Ansu after KamayaniI took up Ansi, Tears the famous lyric of Prasad for translation.
Itis an elegy written by the poet for his beloved. It is by far the longest elegy written in Hindi.
The poet does notreveal the name of the person to whom the poem is addressed.

Prasad's poetic diction has its own uniqueness. He frequently invests his words with
allegorical and symbolical suggestions along with concrete medning Thus the words glimmer
with dual meaningfulness. This does pose some difficulty in selecting equivalent English
words. I have tried to choose such words which allude both to the allegorical and the concrete
suggestibility. Tonally rhythmic pattern of 'Ansa' is close to English trimeter. I have followed
the fluid parallel rthythm.

Anst commences with the memory of some poignant moment which overwhelmed
the poet and puts him in amood wherein his sorrow melts into surging flood of tears.

S et et 4t That which has intense anguish,
s | -9t o Awning the mind like memory,
gfca o 31\1"5\3? h In the fateful moments now,
T IS S 3T It showers in the form of tears.
(< HE-HIe-4t Like a trailing cloud of pollen,
98 Hfd HEAN STl That drunken memory returns,
39 7 fafta =t e Budding in the woods of heart,
9% @ | g9l Smiles with its luscious nectar.
[ETRINESERSEIR:| In the dark deserted night,

TR & 9 S Star-like lamps are lighted;

g H 9 H
I5oTd IYER TR

In the stream of milky way,
Peerless gifts are offered.

e o1 fay ! fohe Who has enchained the moon
T It S 9 With these dark dire fetters?
HivT 9t RO T q@ Why hoods of ruby serpents
T 9T g3 B 9? Are full of precious diamonds?
39 B9 9 o In this the smallest oyster
TR Ed @@ Ocean seems to be sporting,
HEUT H T qf?l H In the drops of compassion
A= e @l Bl It seems to be pouring bliss.
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The poet sublimates his love into spiritual union and aspires to meet his beloved in track of
planets.

TH%\»‘II q9-0N H I'll shine in the glow of sunbeams
R B 3T A=W I'll fly in the form of fragrance,
TS FEl T% al Per chance I happen to find you,
Tg-9g H THTSI We'll unite in the track of planets.

The mystic incomprehensibility of the feeling of love inspired Prasad to pen a memorable
verse of great beauty.

u-g@ W™ q\bld GG Veiling the moon-like face

3=a H < fouR Concealing a lamp behind drape,
St w1 Mgl o In the evening twilight of life,
aﬁqga—@r @ You came as a quaint surprise.

Similar feeling also overwhelms Tennyson and he is unable to comprehend the mystic
meaning of Tears.

"Tears, Tears, idle Tears.
I know not what they mean."

Prasad concludes the book Arisii by making tears more purposive and meaningful. He
exhorts them to shower like morning dew and give solace to hearts that are bereft of joy, and
make the entire universe happy.

gae! fare ot g Taking the quintessence

g@ 9 9@ SaT o Shower tears as morning dew
T 99 fewea @ On the life sered of joys.
C'HH'Q'FI fag-wea #) In the entire universe.

Through these two books in my own humble way, I have tried to establish that the
thoughts and emotions of one country can always be brought home to another by translations
and the diversities of language in no way hinder human relationship. Amalendu Bose rightly
says that "if languages are like so many flowers in the same vast national garden (as in India)
the translation can excellently serve the purpose of a unifier." The national, ethical or cultural
variances can always be appreciated by a deeper understanding of human wisdom conveyed
through translations. The translator is immensely in love with world literature. This makes
translation an act of supreme patriotism where in the translator carries the wisdom of his
country beyond its shores and makes it the wisdom of the world. The Bible and Gita are not
the literature of the Hebrews or Hinds alone, they are the literature of the world. So are also
the great works of world-literature translated by savants and poets in different languages.
The translator transcends the cultural and linguistic barriers and given a universal dimension
to literature. Like gentle breeze, he carries the fragrance of one literature to another
spreading a message of peace and goodwill. I take this august occasion to pay my humble
obeisance to those great writers, poets, and thinkers who dedicated their selfless spirit in
translating the masterpieces which inspired them and made literature the common heritage
of the entire mankind.
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