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       , -    
           --  “   
 /  ,    ”          
    “”         
                
             

     , “         , 
, ,        ,       ” 
      ‘ ’          
          ,      
       ,    ,       
   !   ,  -       
       ,       
                 , 
       ,        
   

            
           , -    
             
               
                 
           “” 
  -    

           ,  
                
            
   “”          

             
, “         ,     
               ,  
        --          
     ”
             
,           
“”             
        



Durga Puja 2010 www.batj.org

Editorial
Drawing those that hold his works in high estimation, preparations are right now under way 
everywhere in the world to celebrate Rabindranath Tagore’s one-hundred and fiftieth birthday. We 
too resonate to this enthusiasm by dedicating Anjali 2010 to the memory of the poet whose pervasive 
influence we continue to feel in all walks of our lives. Indeed, it was our love and admiration for this 
noble soul that had emboldened us to defy our shortcomings and urged us on in our venture.

Tagore is our retreat from all earthly clamors, as the wise say, for the path that he laid before us 
promises our unity with the sublime. However, much as I, for one, seek guidance in his philosophy 
or poetry on my way along this path, I seem somehow to stray away into a one-way alley. His 
lyrics do seem at times to cleanse my soul and imbue me with a feeling of emotional fulfillment. 
Yet, I realize eventually that I have failed to follow his guidance in deciding the course of my life. If 
momentarily, they do awaken me to the messages of the Upanishads, though, alas, never leaving a 
permanent mark on my soul. His words are no more than just words in my world. If ever they merge 
with my prayers and settle in my heart, I will know for certain that I have paid him my tributes.

On his one-hundred and fiftieth birthday it is necessary to reassess Tagore and reassure ourselves of 
his relevance to our society today. Happily, there are many among us aware of the need to acquaint 
the younger generations with his legacy. As for us around Anjali, we think that, notwithstanding 
our limitations, we made the best use of our resources to enrich it this year with materials readers 
will enjoy. We extend our heart-felt thanks to those who helped us by throwing light on Tagore’s 
multi-faceted activities.

Tagore’s relationship with Japan was as long as it was deep. His Vishwabharati attracted many 
from Japan. It is of great importance to us to know of the experience sons and daughters of this 
country gained there. Part of Anjali is devoted exclusively to their views.

To Nepal Chandra Roy who taught in Santiniketan and also played a role in the ashram’s 
management, Tagore once wrote that he considered himself a son of all the countries, in whose 
individual histories are woven the annals of mankind as a whole. Some countries have a background 
of inflicting sorrows, while some might have one of suffering pain. However, all that make up 
history collect eventually in one place. Story of civilizations and the rise and fall of empires are 
instrumental in building an imposing temple extolling the glory of humanity. This, he added, was 
the message he intended to reach the world’s citizens. Tagore at the time was fairly advanced in 
age and was sailing abroad.     

Let all open-minded citizens of the world decide how relevant Tagore’s profound legacy is in leading 
all the world’s citizens on a path of glory.  

“Anjali” extends best wishes to all its readers.


