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Einleitung

,Hinausblicken® steht fiir die Geste, die liber die Grenzen des Vertrauten
hinausfiihrt. Dieses Magazin — entstanden aus unserem Ubersetzungs-workshop
in Deutsch, Englisch, Bengalisch, Hindi und Urdu — versteht Sprache als
kulturelle Briicke und als Medium, das Welten schafft.

Die Inspiration zu diesem Projekt schopfen wir aus Johann Wolfgang von
Goethes Vision der Weltliteratur — der Idee, dass Literatur erst dann ihre volle
Lebendigkeit entfaltet, wenn sie nationale Grenzen iiberschreitet und in den
Dialog mit der globalen Gemeinschaft tritt. Zugleich rufen wir den Geist
Rabindranath Tagores wach, der kulturellen Austausch als Weg zu universellem
Humanismus und gegenseitigem Verstdandnis sah.

Mit jeder Ubersetzung, die wir hier zeigen, verbinden wir diese beiden
Vermichtnisse: Goethes Ruf nach Weltliteratur und Tagores Vision globaler
Harmonie. Denn Ubersetzen ist fiir uns nicht bloB sprachliche Ubertragung,
sondern ein Akt der Begegnung — eine Moglichkeit, Rhythmus, Bedeutung und
Empfindung aus einem kulturellen Raum in einen anderen zu tragen.

Dieses Magazin will einen gemeinsamen Horizont 6ffnen, in dem Leserinnen und
Leser sowohl die Einzigartigkeit jeder Sprache erkennen als auch die
Menschlichkeit, die durch alle hindurchflief3t.



Introduction

., Aber freilich wenn wir Deutschen nicht aus dem engen Kreise unserer eigenen
Umgebung binausblicken, so kommen wir gar zu leicht in diesen pedantischen
Diinkel. Ich sehe mich daber gern bei fremden Nationen um und rate jedem, es

auch seinerseits zu tun."”

‘Hinausblicken’ signifies the gesture of looking beyond the boundaries of the
familiar. Here you can find different poems and its translation in German,
English, Bengali, Hindi and Urdu, is dedicated to the exploration of language as
a cultural bridge and as a medium of world-making.

Inspiration for this project arises from Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s vision of
‘Weltliteratur’, the notion that literature becomes most vital when it transcends
national confines and enters into dialogue with the wider world. In dialogue with
this i1dea, we also invoke the spirit of Rabindranath Tagore, who envisioned
cultural exchange as a pathway to universal humanism and mutual understanding.

Through translation, we strive to weave together these two legacies: Goethe’s call
for world literature and Tagore’s vision of global harmony. Every translation
presented here is not merely a linguistic exercise but an act of encounter—a way
of carrying across rhythm, meaning, and sensibility from one cultural space to
another.

This magazine therefore seeks to open a shared horizon, where readers may
recognize both the distinctiveness of each language and the common humanity
that flows through them.



Vorwort des Redaktionsteams

_—

Mit grofler Freude und Dankbarkeit prisentieren wir Ihnen die zweite Ausgabe
von Hinausblicken. Der Weg zu diesem Magazin begann Anfang dieses Jahres,
2025, als wir 1m Mairz die besondere Gelegenheit hatten, an einem
Ubersetzungsworkshop unter der Leitung von Professor Parthapratim
Chattopadhyay teilzunehmen. Dieser Workshop hat uns nicht nur als
Ubersetzerinnen und Ubersetzer geschult; er hat in uns die Erkenntnis geweckt,
dass Ubersetzen weit mehr ist als eine rein sprachliche Ubung. Ubersetzen
bedeutet, iiber uns selbst hinauszugehen, iiber die vertrauten Kulturen und
Sprachen hinauszutreten und den gemeinsamen Raum menschlichen Ausdrucks
zu betreten. Aus diesem Gedanken heraus entstand die zweite Ausgabe von
Hinausblicken.

Der Name unseres Magazins — ,Hinausblicken® — verkorpert genau diesen Geist.
Ubersetzen heift , hinausblicken®: iiber die Grenzen der eigenen Sprache hinaus
die Rhythmen, Emotionen und Weisheiten einer anderen Sprache zu entdecken.
Es ist ein Akt des Grenziiberschreitens, des Briickenbauens, des Offnens von
Tiiren zu Stimmen, die sonst ungehort bleiben wiirden. In dieser Ausgabe
vereinen wir Texte aus dem Deutschen, Englischen, Bengalischen, Hindi und
Urdu. Jede Ubersetzung ist nicht nur die Ubertragung von Worten, sondern ein
Dialog zwischen Traditionen — ein Versuch, das Uniibersetzbare an Gedanken und
Empfindungen mit hiniiberzutragen.

Diese Ausgabe ist vor allem ein Gemeinschaftswerk. Unser besonderer Dank gilt
Professor Parthapratim Chattopadhyay, dessen Workshop uns zu diesem Projekt
inspiriert hat und dessen Begleitung unsere Vision weiterhin priagt. Unser
aufrichtiger Dank geht ebenso an unsere Ubersetzungskoordinatorin, deren
Engagement und sorgfaltige Organisation diese Ausgabe erst moglich gemacht
haben, sowie an unsere Professorinnen und Professoren, die uns mit ihren
Einsichten ermutigt und uns immer wieder an den tieferen Sinn des Ubersetzens
erinnert haben: zu verbinden, zu teilen und zu bereichern.

Wihrend Sie die Seiten von ,Hinausblicken® aufschlagen, laden wir Sie herzlich
ein, an dieser einzigartigen Erfahrung teilzunehmen — einer Erfahrung, die
Kulturen und Sprachen iiberschreitet. Mogen diese Ubersetzungen neue Fenster
offnen, Neugier wecken und uns daran erinnern, dass Literatur in ihrem wahrsten
Sinn der ganzen Menschheit gehort.

Mit freundlichen Griif3en,



en, ‘Hinausblicken’

versitit, Santiniketan




Editors’ Note

—

We are delighted to share with you the second issue of ‘Hinausblicken’, a project
born out of curiosity, collaboration, and the love for translation. The journey of
this magazine began earlier this year, in 2025, when we had the privilege of
participating in a translation workshop conducted by Professor Parthapratim
Chattopadhyay in March. That workshop did not just sharpen our skills as
translators; it planted in us the idea that translation is more than a linguistic
exercise. It is a way of reaching beyond ourselves, beyond our familiar cultures
and languages, into the shared space of human expression. It was from that
thought that the second edition of ‘Hinausblicken’ was born.

The very name of our magazine - ‘Hinausblicken’, meaning “to look beyond”—
captures the spirit of this endeavour. Translation allows us to “look beyond” the
boundaries of our own language and discover the rhythms, emotions, and wisdom
carried in another. It is an act of crossing borders, of building bridges, and of
opening doors to voices that might otherwise remain unheard. In this issue, we
bring together texts from German, English, Bengali, Hindi, and Urdu. Each
translation here is not only a rendering of words but also a dialogue between
traditions, an attempt to carry across the untranslatable essence of thought and
feeling.

This edition is, above all, a collective effort. We owe a special debt of gratitude
to Professor Parthapratim Chattopadhyay, whose workshop inspired us to embark
on this journey and whose guidance continues to shape our vision. Our sincere
thanks also go to our translation coordinator, whose dedication and careful
organization made this edition possible, as well as to our professors, who
encouraged us with their insights and constantly reminded us of the deeper
purpose of translation: to connect, to share, and to enrich.

As you turn the pages of ‘Hinausblicken’, we warmly invite you to join us in this
unique experience of reaching beyond cultures and languages. May these
translations open windows to new worlds, spark curiosity, and remind us that
literature, in its truest form, belongs to all of humanity.

With gratitude,

Joint Editors, ‘Hinausblicken’



Workshop Co-ordinator’s Note

The invitation from my friend Romit Roy of Visva Bharati University to conduct
a workshop on the art of translation gave me an unique opportunity to share my
experience with a group of young, enthusiastic and passionate translators. It also
allowed me to take a step forward in my own translation journey.

Although of no renown, I became a literary translator by falling in love with a
source text that inspired me to rewrite it in my own language, which in turn led
me to explore the art of translation further. From the very first piece I attempted,
I realized that it was important to be creative when rendering someone else's text
in my own words without distracting from the original. This became an
enthralling challenge for me, and the more I looked into it, the more I realized
that literary translation is an endless learning process, not only because [ am a
slow learner, but also because it is an immensely diverse and dynamic discipline
with unending possibilities. At the same time, I continued to grapple with the
question of how creative a translator can be, and what does it signify to be creative
while remaining faithful to the original text.

In pursuit of mainly this crucial question, we ventured in a three-day journey of
working and learning together. The task-based approach of transcreating texts of
different genre from the source language mainly German and English, to Bangla,
Hindi and Urdu or the other way round helped us to understand some of the most
important problems involved in literary translation, e.g. the problem of
comprehension, influence of interculturality, style, readability, the niceties of
transediting or transwriting, and of course the importance of wider reading in the
target language. Looking closely at the work of different translators and
comparing their approaches, we could spot problems and think of possible ways
to coming upon them. One of the most interesting and rewarding experiences was
looking at how different translators have translated the same text at different
period of times, and thereby understand the dynamics of the art of literary
translation.

It was a great learning experience to work with such cheerful and enthusiastic
participants, and | hope that they too were enriched by the interactions during the
workshop. We ended up feeling amazed and realized that a lot remains to be
explored in the future.



Ubersetzungen von Srijani Karmakar (Translations of Srijani Karmakar):

_—

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone. My name is Srijjani Karmakar, a third-year B.A. student of
German Language and Literature at Visva-Bharati University. I grew up in
Santiniketan and did my schooling from Siksha-Satra, where language and
culture were always part of everyday life. Growing up in such an environment
has shaped the way I look at language - not only as a tool for communication, but
as a living form of expression.

For me, translation is not just about replacing words, but about carrying emotions,
rhythms and silences from one language into another. I see it as a thread that
connects texts, people, and even different parts of myself. In this way, every
translation becomes a dialogue - between the author’s voice, my own reading and
the Bengali poetic tradition that continues to shape how I write, think and feel
language.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

I unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.

,/—
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

In this poem, Juan Ramoén Jiménez (in Stephen Mitchell’s English translation)
captures a longing that feels deeply familiar to all of us; the desire to know
someone at their very core. He imagines peeling back the petals of a rose, as if by
slowly unveiling each layer he might finally arrive at the soul within. But the soul
never shows itself.

What he discovers instead is something gentler and perhaps truer: the soul doesn’t
sit hidden in a single spot, waiting to be uncovered. It exists everywhere, like a
fragrance that can’t be seen but can be felt; filling the air, stretching across the
sea, reaching out to the horizon. The poem reminds us that a person’s essence is
not a secret to be solved, but a presence that radiates beyond them. Jiménez shows
us that the soul is not something to be grasped; it is something to be breathed in.

I have translated the poem while maintaining its original essence. It meant that I
tried to see someone deeply, to uncover their truth, their inner being. But no
matter how much I searched, the essence remained hidden. Yet, the experience
wasn't empty. Because “everything, out to the infinite, was filled with a fragrance,
enormous and alive” shows that even if the soul itself cannot be grasped, its
presence can be felt everywhere like a fragrance that fills the air.

While translating into Bengali, I chose words such as “®css’ (unveiling) and
‘gedre’ (inner soul) to hold on to this quiet depth. I kept the lines short and the
language simple, so that the emotion feels intimate like a distant philosophy and



more like an experience we’ve all known. Sometimes what we search for directly
remains elusive, but in that very not-finding, we encounter something infinite,
alive, and deeply meaningful.

Text: 2
Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder

In meinem Kopf
haben sich
die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch
zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zuriicklaf3t

jedesmal

wenn ich thn 6ffhe.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

Franco Biondi, being Italian by origin and writing in German, likely lived this
experience himself. The poem captures not just bilingualism, but the
psychological cost of cultural adoption and a quiet struggle between past and
present selves. It emphasizes on the conflict between heart and mind, that the poet
maybe trying to reconcile who they were before migration and who they have
become in a new linguistic and cultural reality and each attempts seems to reopen
emotional wounds.

The original poem flows in free verse, without rhythm. When I translated it
into Bengali, I chose to add rhythm, because rhythm gives breath and music to
the words. Bengali poetry often lives through cadence and sound, so giving the
lines rthythm makes the poem feel more natural and closer to Bengali poetic
tradition. The rhythm also mirrors the inner conflict of the poem —the breaking
and healing, the opening and hurting like waves. It was not about changing the
meaning but about carrying the feeling into another language.

Text: 3

Ilma Rakusa: KRIEG, TAG VIERZEHN

Das Vokabular besteht nur noch aus



Panzern Haubitzen Stinger-Raketen Granatmorsern
Kampfdrohnen Streubomben Sprengfallen Minen
Maschinengewehren Barrikaden Sperren

und Leid

zerstorte Wohnhduser Schulen Spitiler Universititen
ganze Dorfer zerstort dem Erdboden gleichgemacht
Triimmerlandschaften mit verkohlten Leichen
Réaumschaufeln beseitigen Schutt und Metallteile
das Leid bleibt

es wandert in Keller Bunker Metroschéchte

die Menschen liegen frieren zittern weinen

vor Angst und Eingeschlossenheit

niemand wollte diesen Wahnsinn

ausser einem der vom Schreibtisch aus regiert
vertiert nur um zu siegen

um Briider auszuradieren

um jeden Preis

o Leid

Kolonnen ziehen nach Westen

von Frauen Kindern Greisen

sie wollen raus aus dem Inferno

in Sicherheit und Freihei

sie wollen leben lieben unverwaist

sie wollen Frieden

ich seh die Bilder die Gesichter

miide leer vernichtet

doch bereit zum Weiter

kein Schrei nur Schritte vorwaérts

in eine unbekannte Zeit



die Babys halten still wie Schmuggelware
auch Kater Hiindchen halten still

ganz willenlos

betdubt vom Larm der letzten Tage
Sirenen Panik Klagen

sie haben Hunger

sie warten auf ein kaltes Gliick

9. Mirz 2022
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

The poem shows how war changes everything, even our language. Words no
longer speak of love or life, only of cannons, bombs, drones, and tears. Villages,
schools, and hospitals lie in ruins. People hide in bunkers and cellars, shivering
in the cold, terrified and trapped.

This is the reality of the Ukraine-Russia war of 2022-a war ordinary people never
wanted. It is the work of politicians, hungry for power, who draw maps of war
from their safe desks, chasing victory at the cost of human blood.

Meanwhile, women, children, and the elderly flee-walking west, away from
burning cities, searching for safety and freedom. Their faces are tired, empty,
broken, but still they move forward. No more screams remain, only the sound of
footsteps into an uncertain future.

Babies stay silent, clutched like hidden treasures. Even cats and dogs keep still,
numbed by the endless noise of bombs and sirens. Hunger presses against them
all. They wait for a fragile, cold kind of luck just the chance to survive.

I did not translate word to word; instead, I tried to keep the human heartbeat of
the original. The German text is sharp and factual at times; in Bengali, I gave it
rhythm and breath, so it sounds like the voice of someone living through the war,
not only reporting it.



The lines about politicians were made more direct, showing them as powerful yet
careless —playing with blood as if it were numbers. The silence of children and
animals 1s kept, because that silence is more powerful than any scream.

As the poet did not use any punctuation, that's why I have done the same as well,
because I think there is no pause in war, no breath for beauty, no time for crafted
emotions what remains is only the raw movement of survival.

My goal was simple; to let the poem feel human, grieving, but still moving
forward; just like the people it speaks about.



Ubersetzungen von Supriya Dutta (Translations of Supriya Dutta):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone, the following poems are translated by me, Supriya Dutta (&=
we), a current Student of German Language and Literature at Visva Bharati
university. I was born in 2003 in a small village called Amgoria. In 2008, at the
age of just 5, I was admitted to Ananda Pathshala, Visva Bharti University. My
life in Patha Bhavana began in 2010 and right from that moment, I started living
in a hostel far from my family. After enjoying that life for 12 long years, a new
chapter in my life began in 2021: The journey of learning a new language. I
graduated with a bachelor's degree in German studies in 2024 and I am currently
pursuing a master’s degree in German studies.

Usually, what we understand by translation is the transformation from one
language to another. Perhaps it i1s because of translation that we are able to
recognize the whole world. It can also be said that the understanding in our lives
depends on translation. Because whatever we see, we immediately try to think of
it in our mother tongue or in another language. Hence this is also a type of
translation, which we call "transmutation". So, translation is everywhere and
translation plays an important role in every human life, and that is why translation
1s very important to me also.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,



everything, out to the infinite,
was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,

Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
Dammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Flederméusen.

Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,

Ein finsterer Korsar

Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum
Uber stiirzenden Stidten

Von Stahl.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 3

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where [ am
It is only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me
Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

—
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Ubersetzungen von Jayita Das (Translations of Jayita Das):

_—

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

My name is Jayita Das and | am a student of German language and literature at
Visva-Bharati University. Growing up in Santiniketan, I was nurtured in an
environment where literature, art, and culture are a natural part of everyday life.
My schooling from Siksha Satra instilled in me a sense of curiosity and a love for
learning that continue to guide me in my academic journey.

Over time, I have discovered a deep connection with translation. For me,
translation is not just about finding equivalent words in another language—it is
about carrying across emotions, ideas, and cultural sensibilities so that they can
be felt afresh in a new context. When I engage with German texts, I often sense
the richness of thought and the subtle beauty of expression they contain. Through
translation, I feel I can share that experience with Bengali readers, building a
bridge between the two worlds that shape me: my mother tongue and the language
I am studying.

In this way, translation becomes both personal and creative. It allows me to
rediscover myself through language, while also opening a space where cultures
can meet and converse. For me, it is not only an academic pursuit but also a
heartfelt effort to connect, communicate and create understanding.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

I unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,



everything, out to the infinite,
was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Erich Fried: Traum

In der Nacht kam der Tod zu mir

Ich sagte:



"Noch nicht"
Er fragte:
"Warum noch nicht?"

Ich wul3te nichts zu erwidern

Er schiittelte den Kopf
und ging langsam zuriick
in den Schatten

Warum noch nicht?
Geliebte

weilit du keine Antwort?
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Souvik Pramanick (Translations of Souvik Pramanick):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

I, Souvik Pramanik, was born on August 22, 2004, in Santiniketan. I completed
my schooling from Siksha Satra, Visva Bharati and am currently pursuing a
Bachelor's degree in German language at Visva Bharati University. Over the
years, | have written essays, poems, and short stories—original works inspired by
my own ideas—published in both Bengali and English magazines.

This 1s my first attempt at translation. In this endeavor, I have employed my own
methods, striving to faithfully preserve the original poet’s voice and intention. I
do not know yet whether I have been successful, but my sincere effort is to both
honor the poet’s thought and to enrich the poem in my own language. Through
translation, I value and seek to convey the profound thinking and emotions of the
original poet while bringing new life to the poem in a different cultural and
linguistic context.

Translation, for me, is more than a mechanical process; it is an act of deep
appreciation and dialogue with the original poet. I value the poet’s vision and
thoughts immensely, and I see translation as a bridge that connects us across
cultures and languages. While I am uncertain about how successful I am in this
endeavor, [ am committed to learning and growing through this process, hoping
to enrich both the poems and myself.

I hope readers will find in these translations a sincere reflection of the original
works, and perhaps experience the same emotions and inspirations that moved
the poets themselves. It is my humble attempt to share the universal beauty of
poetry beyond linguistic boundaries.

Text: 1

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten

,/—



—

Dammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Fledermausen.

Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten

Im Abendrot,

Ein finsterer Korsar

Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum
Uber stiirzenden Stidten

Von Stahl.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 3

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe: Abschied

Zu lieblich ist's, ein Wort zu brechen,

Zu schwer die wohlerkannte Pflicht,

Und leider kann man nichts versprechen,

Was unserm Herzen widerspricht.

Du tibst die alten Zauberlieder,

Du lockst ihn, der kaum ruhig war,

Zum Schaukelkahn der siilen Thorheit wieder,
Erneust, verdoppeltst die Gefahr.

Was suchst du mir dich zu verstecken!

Sei offen, flieh nicht meinem Blick!

Friih oder spat muf3t' ich's entdecken,

Und hier hast du dein Wort zurtick.

Was ich gesollt, hab' ich vollendet;

Durch mich sei dir von nun an nichts verwehrt;

Allein, verzeih dem Freund, der sich nun von dir wendet



Und still in sich zuriicke kehrt.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe T2 @& Fre TN Ff€, @ATIHT, NOFEA 8
wife | O T 3985 TR 1T WS FIFFO *RCH, 9R TGP S0 Al
230 B | S "B qINF [T FEF 8 "Werther" SHTICTR Sep [MC¥FOIT



a1 GHIE @2 7 Ffwl, T, w6 ¢ s ffen cree wETEEe
ST 0, R ST g S e @ ey Rene oRt 7@ o
Gl ST AT Qe 2y g |
Goethe-F “Abschied’ (W) Seif® (2w @ [Groew, Wiy, @32 AeFT—«3 foq
T e = F@ 1 TR wHres I TERT—{2TEe afewsfs
A AN o, 6F OB F8FT T84 AT T4 1 IWI [ BRI I, (12 A
AfoRkfe MeAS VI T | QAT R @ FCE, e 2RI TG AT (o
SR ARRS FTR @A (MEF CIER 90 0SB, @R [eotra as &1
THeTleh 2 | WL feRes oS e (et ey AR (58 IR |
58 o *~(Q, IR AR FAF—OF IFCE @ T T 2, I @3 IF0O
poIbI7 Fteces (e AT, fed oI Bid AT |

Goethe U2 FTOR VERE @EWAIE WIPTE I AVE (FHE NCol FCA2
@R | Firor W T @raR afeowf 6 S 1 3R F9 Smer @3
T SIce @R | [ TR SR TR TEETS ©F @R O |

‘Abschied” (M) SRIB Sqam 41 72w feel 711 I @ @@ 0T *o1CAc=s ©f
Tow (or I et 78 e oo qeme AF @8 dEk F
GIFICS (BLACRT PR AT P8 AP (A=A | (T Tof] @ I%7 FA 00 |
R @ FISE S I [WR TS bF ©fF R SicT <iel Sy =
el fof @18 I TZ00E I#Ce b | 92 &y Fofe oiied S e | fsfe
@ U MARET @ FSER FU IE0RA TR |1 G2 FOR FRE NCTH SR
IR O FIoAF QTR Sl ©Ite 7l 2@ 641 |




Ubersetzungen von Sharanya Mallick (Translations of Sharanya Mallick):

-

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone. I am Sharanya Mallick. I was born and brought up in a small
town called Kanchrapara, in West Bengal. Since childhood I used to read
different language and its literature. Besides that, [ had a strong interest in
music, especially in Rabindrasangeet. [ was always curious about Santiniketan
and its unique education system and its culture and heritage. After my higher
secondary examination, I thought I will learn something new, which I can begin
to learn from the very basic level. Then I saw, that in Santiniketan, Visva
Bharati is offering Foreign Language course of German. And now it has been
five years since I have come to Santiniketan. I have completed my Graduation
in German Studies in 2024 and now I am in the Second year of Master's course.

For me language is not only a key to express thoughts and feelings. Language is
the thing that makes us ‘Us’ in every aspect. Language, literature and culture is
so deeply rooted together in a society or civilization, that one cannot exist
without the other. Translation is also deeply rooted in a culture and in our daily
lives as well. As whatever we see, immediately we start to think it in our mother
tongue. So, this is also a kind of translation.

Due to the language barriers it's impossible to reach in the depth of the
literatures. Here plays Translation the most important role, to connect
languages, literatures and even cultures. For me the most interesting thing about
translation is, though there are many theories about how to do translation, but
the most important rule is, that you have to make your own methods and
process. It gives us that freedom. In this way translator is also a Poet. Here |
have tried to translate 3 poems in my own mother tongue Bengali.

Text: 1

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

,/—



Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
- Dammernder Baume
Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Flederm&usen.
Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,
Ein finsterer Korsar
Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum

Uber stiirzenden Stidten

Von Stahl.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,



everything, out to the infinite,
was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

TE IOt @FGe i FQ Juan Ramén Jimeénez -4F &A1 Fofq it S
o1 S(elfB oTetd | oo =i @i @il (12, ©1g 6 i sirem 2eEe
SRR I SR Y& @R RO IR AR | T[@W S TR (TR
TR ATS (T2 & (LR FeFRoS (2lFI#(5, SRS oMo e Tefize oL I oI
SRIF (SRR ST IR R OF AFOF (TG, OIS g7 SR FJerraet
I T el Mee =1 oA EBIS G LR TR B | O Sem Al
NWMA @I A RISl qR Yo @ERE dfo g A, 92 2T W
NG ALCS ¥ |

D) SRS G1R ol w9 (72 O[S @RIBH 04 AR G 773 |
T A ANE SAWMS A 3 FEMR | @ELF @ F (97 @23 @0 fofeees o
NG S (2 S0 @3 (@RI ST S am FIE T 79T DeEE S @R
QI | 9’ AN T, QNH T AN 4@ Twe oS v W, e At
BIC5, a1 wiwal A - farw N e oy Y08 @Ol b8l
< 1 O3 AR O FHENR 0 AR A, I 9B ey =1 g Seawes, ¢ frege




93 Sl &, T O, S q[R WA frean W REre | o o
i3 Feil (e 09 A @R SN e (& o SeAw S (58 e
A | ORER AN (FIENE ©iF FAF (@l (e i wefie ofw afsred 72
S’ ETITe QN (2Ite ~fH 37 e AL |

Text: 3

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where [ am
It is only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me
Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Satarupa Bagdi (Translations of Satarupa Bagdi):

_—

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

[ am Satarupa Bagdi, a 3rd year student of German language and literature at
Visva Bharati University. Growing up in the land envisioned by Rabindranath
Tagore, I was fortunate to receive my schooling at Patha Bhavana where learning
was not confined to classrooms but flowed into nature art and everyday life.
Growing up in a Bengali culture, immersed myself deeply in Bengali literature. I
got the richness of its poetry and prose. Now as I pursue my studies in the German
language and literature, I find myself exploring a new world of thought and
expression. Reading German works alongside Bengali text gives me a unique
perspective. It allows me to see how languages are different in sound and
structure.

For me translation is where two worlds can meet, my Bengali roots and my
growing connection with German. It’s feeling and idea are same in their own
unique ways. It is an act of creation where words are not merely carried across
but reborn in a new light, without losing their soul. Through this magazine I wish
to celebrate the beauty of languages.

Text: 1

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
Dammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Fledermausen.

Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,

Ein finsterer Korsar

,/—



Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum
Uber stiirzenden Stidten

Von Stahl.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2



—

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”
I unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Text: 3

Ilma Rakusa: KRIEG, TAG VIERZEHN



Das Vokabular besteht nur noch aus

Panzern Haubitzen Stinger-Raketen Granatmdrsern
Kampfdrohnen Streubomben Sprengfallen Minen
Maschinengewehren Barrikaden Sperren

und Leid

zerstorte Wohnhauser Schulen Spitiler Universititen
ganze Dorfer zerstort dem Erdboden gleichgemacht
Triimmerlandschaften mit verkohlten Leichen
Raumschaufeln beseitigen Schutt und Metallteile
das Leid bleibt

es wandert in Keller Bunker Metroschéchte

die Menschen liegen frieren zittern weinen

vor Angst und Eingeschlossenheit

niemand wollte diesen Wahnsinn

ausser einem der vom Schreibtisch aus regiert
vertiert nur um zu siegen

um Briider auszuradieren

um jeden Preis

o Leid

Kolonnen ziehen nach Westen

von Frauen Kindern Greisen

sie wollen raus aus dem Inferno

in Sicherheit und Freihei

sie wollen leben lieben unverwaist

sie wollen Frieden

ich seh die Bilder die Gesichter

miide leer vernichtet

doch bereit zum Weiter

kein Schrei nur Schritte vorwarts



in eine unbekannte Zeit

die Babys halten still wie Schmuggelware
auch Kater Hiindchen halten still

ganz willenlos

betdubt vom Larm der letzten Tage
Sirenen Panik Klagen

sie haben Hunger

sie warten auf ein kaltes Gluck

9. Mirz 2022

N AW
& Tgrerew e

= OO bR (FIEIL I AN ],
@I ATl |

o TR TAIC, FFArerR ¢ e,
e B 39 Qe Jomz el 2wz 0T |

e M ek T4 2@ (18 /I,
58 I8 (AT W, ©f W T FH |

(P JIE2 Y@ G A TR e «1eey 34
T fem awl o7 arws, fEs T ©f Tl |
7o) S BT (7 [T& ORI (@ (&I [T

(R &I




Ol DY OERICe 8

MBCS &AM |

O PR IS SAAPE (AT,

v 93 Sy FATR 03 |

iy edfe G} Fe, =7, RES 19,
QLT ([ O T,
(PTG G5 SRR (TS 2f[ree 72 |
T2 @I O BB 2,

I (AR O GF TSI ST |
fRedl B&- @ A6 A=,

AGFNS AT ASNW T A |

93 Fg IRAIMCR @0,

BRI TV HICIR e &L e |

Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Ronit Kuri (Translations of Ronit Kuri):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

[, Ronit Kuri, a third-year B. A. student of German language, literature and culture
at Visva Bharati University. [ am from Purbasthali a small town beside the historic
city Nabadwip. I grew up there. After my 10th class I got an opportunity of
getting admit at Siksha Satra, Visva Bharati and I completed my HS studies from
there. It's a great opportunity for me to experience Language and culture more
closely. I think translation is not just about translating something from one
language to another but it's the way of highlighting your own emotion, novelty
and expression.

Text: 1

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
Déammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Fledermausen.

Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,

Ein finsterer Korsar

Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum
Uber stiirzenden Stidten

Von Stahl.



< & AW
™

wfexe g, ol are =ifes g
UESEMERCECRIRIC]
(oMfeTS olted T 2R

A, [, A, I0E A7)l
8P (SN [ 2@ 2R

<

RISCH

GFO! TFFF SR TR
TS AR GRATS |

TS AFHPIE T AT2ABICaT Aml 2f1fi,
o #ite e e F9sice |

Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”
I unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzung von Atanu Hazra (Translation of Atanu Hazra):

_—

Biografie des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone, My name is Atanu Hazra, I belong to the Bolpur city of West
Bengal. [ am a student of German language and literature. I translated the poem
“Sprachfelder” of Franco Biondi in Bengali and I tried to express my thoughts
about this poem and I also wrote down what the poet thought. I translated this not
only word by word but I tried to interpret it by understanding the inner meaning
of the poem.

Text: 1
Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder

In meinem Kopf
haben sich
die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch
zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zurticklafit

jedesmal

wenn ich thn 6ftne.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

In my opinion, "Sprachfelder" is not just a poem about language, but a
reflection of the existential crisis within people. For immigrants or bilingual
people, language is not just communication, but also the carrier of their identity
and culture. The poet shows how despite the combination of two languages, an
invisible division remains in the heart, which reminds us of it again and again
like a wound.

In my opinion, the main strength of poetry is its human appeal. It teaches us
that language is not just a means of communication, but also a means of
memory, pain, and the struggle to find one's place. From this perspective,
"Sprachfelder" is a universal poem—reflecting the inner conflicts of every
human being, especially those who live in multiple cultures and languages.



—

ﬁberéetzungen von Debojit Shaw (Translations of Debojit Shaw):

Biografie des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone!! Myself Debojit Shaw. I hail from Shantiniketan. Currently [ am
pursuing a B.A. Hons. in German from Visva Bharati. I have a keen interest in
learning various languages because of its cultural and historical heritage and I am
continuously working hard on improving myself. Apart from academics, I also
enjoy sports & music. I believe in being consistent and contribute positively
wherever [ work or study.

For me Translation is not simply the process of transferring text or speech from
one language to another. It is about decreasing linguistic barriers so that people
can communicate and understand each other and find common ground.

Text: 1

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where I am
It is only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me
Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”
[ unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

Juan Ramon Jimenez (1881-1958) was a Spanish poet and Nobel Prize laureate
in Literature (1956). He is best known for his lyrical manner and the poem
“Platero y yo”, which is about a donkey. His poetry was centered on simplicity,
beauty, and the search for truth.



Ubersetzungen von Sahamin Aktar(Translations of Sahamina Aktar):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

I am Sahamina Aktar, a current student of Visva Bharti University. [ was born in
2004 1n a small village named Kasba. With growing interest in languages, culture
and literature, I am currently pursuing my Bachelor’s degree in German studies.
This academic journey reflects not only a passion for learning a new language but
also a dedication to exploring literature and building connections between
different cultures through translation and interpretation.

According to me translation is the process of transferring meaning, ideas and
emotions from one language into another while preserving the essence of the
original text. It's an act of communication and a form of creative interpretation.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where [ am

It is only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me

Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzung von Ritam Debnath (Translation of Ritam Debnath):

-

Biografie des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

Myself Ritam Debnath. I am currently a 3rd-year student at Visva-Bharati
University, pursuing a Bachelor’s degree in German Language and Literature. My
academic journey allows me to explore not only the German language but also its
culture, history, and literature.

I live in Bolpur, a place known for its cultural heritage and the legacy of
Rabindranath Tagore, which constantly inspires me to grow both academically
and personally.

I think translation means changing a text or speech from one language into
another while keeping the same meaning, feeling, and eftect. It is not just word-
to-word change, but also carrying the culture, style, and emotion of the original
language into the target language.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”
I unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where [ am

It 1s only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me

Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Ubersetzung von Srijani Karmakar (Translation of Srijani Karmakar):

_—

Biografie der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

My name is Srijani Karmakar, a third-year B.A. student of German Language and
Literature at Visva-Bharati University. [ grew up in Santiniketan and did my
schooling from Siksha-Satra, where language and culture were always part of
everyday life. Growing up in such an environment has shaped the way I look at
language- not only as a tool for communication, but as a living form of
expression.

For me, translation is not just about replacing words, but about carrying emotions,
rhythms, and silences from one language into another. I see it as a thread that
connects texts, people, and even different parts of myself. In this way, every
translation becomes a dialogue - between the author’s voice, my own reading and
the Bengali poetic tradition that continues to shape how I write, think, and feel
language.

Text: 1

Georg Trakl: DER SCHLAF

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
Dammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern,
Spinnen, Flederméusen.

Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,

Ein finsterer Korsar

Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.
Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum

Uber stiirzenden Stidten

,/—



Von Stahl.

English Translation

Sleep

Accursed dark poisons—
white sleep!

This uncanny garden

of fading trees

teems with serpents,
night-moths,

spiders,

and bats.

Stranger, your shadow wanders,
lost in the red dusk,
a sinister pirate

adrift upon the bitter sea of grief.

At the edge of night

white birds rise,

fluttering wildly

above the collapsing cities

of steel.



—

Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Comment of the translator):

In this poem, sleep is shown as something frightening instead of peaceful.
Normally, we think of white as something pure, peaceful, or safe. By calling it
“white sleep,” the poet first gives us that surface image of innocence. But
immediately, he also calls it a poison and places it inside a dark, frightening
garden full of snakes, bats, and spiders. It feels like sleep takes us into a world
that is dark and unfamiliar, almost like a nightmare.

The image of a pirate floating on a “sea of grief” shows how the person in sleep
feels lost, carried away into sadness. In the end, we see white birds flying over
cities of steel that are falling apart. Even something pure cannot escape
destruction.

The poem tells us that sleep is not only about rest—it can also be a place where
hidden fears, loss, and darkness appear.

While translating, I wanted to keep the strange and haunting mood of the original
German poem. The words are sharp and heavy, and I tried not to smooth them too
much in English. For example, I kept “white sleep™ as it is, because it shows both
innocence and danger at the same time.

I also chose “pirate” or “corsair” for “Korsar” to keep the sense of wandering and
fear. My aim was to make the poem clear for English readers, but still keep the
disturbing feeling that the poet wanted us to experience.



Ubersetzungen von Vivek Kumar (Translations of Vivek Kumar):

—

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzer (Biography of the translator):

Hello Readers, I am Vivek Kumar, a 3rd-year student of German language at
Visva-Bharati, Santiniketan. Born in Begusarai, Bihar, I carry with me a love for
languages, literature, and cultural exchange. While studying German, I gradually
found myself drawn towards translation—it became not just an academic
exercise, but a way of discovering emotions hidden in words and sharing them
across cultures. I enjoy poetry, drama, and literary theory, and through translation
I try to make difficult texts more accessible and alive for readers. For me,
language is not only a subject, but a bridge that connects different worlds.
Thankyou for Reading.

Text: 3

Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder

In meinem Kopf

haben sich
die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch
zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zurtcklaft

jedesmal



wenn ich thn 6ffne.

English Translation

Deep within my mind,
the borders of two languages

have slowly begun to fade.

And yet,

inside myself

an unseen fence still stands,
leaving behind

the shadow of an unfinished sorrow.

And each time
I dare to open its gate,
my heart once more

sinks into silence.

Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

In translating Biondi’s poem, I tried to preserve its quiet pain and inner conflict.
The blurring of languages felt less like a loss and more like a tender merging, yet
the “fence within” still speaks of wounds that never fade.

I chose soft, lyrical words to let the silence in the poem echo through the
translation, as if the voice pauses between two worlds.



Ubersetzungen von Dilip Kumar (Translations of Dilip Kumar):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

I am Dilip Kumar from Jharkhand, a student of German at Visva-Bharati
University. [ have always been deeply interested in different languages, cultures,
and the art of translation. For me, German is not only a subject to study but also
a chance to explore the world from different perspectives. I believe translation
allows us to cross boundaries, to discover common ground, and to create
meaningful dialogue between people. My aim is to use language as a tool of
connection in this diverse world and contributing to intercultural Interpretation.

Text: 1

V. P. Singh (09.12.1989)

Let me lie where [ am
It is only dust that I have gathered
If you manhandle me
Even this may go out of hand and

be scattered.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.



fe=dt argarg
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Text: 3

Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder

In meinem Kopf

haben sich
die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch



zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zurticklaf3t

jedesmal

wenn ich thn offne.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Deepak Kumar(Translations of Deepak Kumar):

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzers (Biography of the translator):

Hello readers, I am Deepak Kumar from Bihar, currently enrolled in the FYUP
Honours program in German at Visva-Bharati, Santiniketan, West Bengal.
Throughout my academic journey, I have cultivated a deep interest in languages,
literature, and cultural traditions. My passion for poetry and translation not only
reflects my creative expression but also strengthens my engagement with German
studies.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”
[ unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

TS T7d1 8, T8 Hidal gH g g f aft-wift g1 forsht sufad &t " TeR1g” (soul) BeTd
R84 §, AfPT 3T Faxdl sTex B 5T, ITB! Y 3R Sita- &b Targ | ot gt 21
I — ST B o8&+ | g9 I off S, fR off St 3o aR| oiR 9gd go! Javdl 3R
&ﬁﬂﬁ%%l ﬁi’%ﬂﬁﬁﬁménezmﬁﬁ @Eﬁﬁtﬁﬂﬂmﬁ,mwﬁgﬁm
T 1ft 7 § - S I HEgH AT ST ARy

Text: 2
Rabindranath Tagore: “Where the Mind is Without Fear”
Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high;
Where knowledge is free;
Where the world has not been broken up into fragments
By narrow domestic walls;
Where words come out from the depth of truth;
Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way
Into the dreary desert sand of dead habit;
Where the mind is led forward by thee
Into ever-widening thought and action—

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Riya Kumari (Translations of Riya Kumari):

———

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone, my name is Riya Kumari Barnwal. I’m a third-year student at
Visva-Bharati University in the CMELLCS Department, German Unit. My focus
is on German language and literature and I find it fascinating how language
connects deeply with history and culture in Germany. I truly enjoy reading,
writing, and expressing myself through creative words.

Text: 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

I unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Text: 2

Ilma Rakusa: KRIEG, TAG VIERZEHN
Das Vokabular besteht nur noch aus
Panzern Haubitzen Stinger-Raketen Granatmorsern
Kampfdrohnen Streubomben Sprengfallen Minen
Maschinengewehren Barrikaden Sperren
und Leid
zerstorte Wohnhduser Schulen Spitiler Universititen
ganze Dorfer zerstort dem Erdboden gleichgemacht
Triimmerlandschaften mit verkohlten Leichen
Réaumschaufeln beseitigen Schutt und Metallteile
das Leid bleibt
es wandert in Keller Bunker Metroschéchte
die Menschen liegen frieren zittern weinen
vor Angst und Eingeschlossenheit
niemand wollte diesen Wahnsinn

ausser einem der vom Schreibtisch aus regiert



vertiert nur um zu siegen

um Briider auszuradieren

um jeden Preis

o Leid

Kolonnen ziehen nach Westen
von Frauen Kindern Greisen

sie wollen raus aus dem Inferno

in Sicherheit und Freihei

sie wollen leben lieben unverwaist
sie wollen Frieden

ich seh die Bilder die Gesichter
miide leer vernichtet

doch bereit zum Weiter

kein Schrei nur Schritte vorwarts
in eine unbekannte Zeit

die Babys halten still wie Schmuggelware
auch Kater Hiindchen halten still
ganz willenlos

betdubt vom Larm der letzten Tage
Sirenen Panik Klagen

sie haben Hunger

sie warten auf ein kaltes Gluck

9. Mirz 2022
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Ubersetzungen von Shalini Kumari (Translations of Shalini Kumari):

_—

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

I am Shalini Kumari, a 3rd-year student of German language and literature at
Visva-Bharati University. Hailing from Bihar, I carry with me a deep love for
words, cultures, and creativity. Poetry and translation are not just my interests,
but my way of expressing emotions and connecting with the world. Through
literature, I try to give voice to thoughts that often remain unspoken.

The three poems below by Franco Biondi and Georg Trakl speak of borders, war,
and silence. In translating them into Hindi, I tried to preserve not only their
images but also their wounds, their pauses, their silences.

Text: 1

Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder
In meinem Kopf
haben sich

die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch
zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zuriicklaft

jedesmal

,/—



wenn ich thn 6ffne.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

Franco Biondi (born-1947) is an Italian-born German poet and novelist. His
works often explore migration, identity, and the tension between languages and
cultures. In “Sprachfelder,” he reflects on the invisible walls within the self that
remain even as languages dissolve borders.

In my Hindi translation of Franco Biondi’s “Sprachfelder”, I tried to bring out the
delicate balance between unity and division. I imagined languages as a flowing
river that washes away borders, making every tongue feel like a companion. Yet,
deep within, a silent dam still stands symbolizing inner wounds and separation
within the self. Through this river—dam imagery, I sought to preserve both the
poem’s pain and its quiet beauty.

Text 2

Grodek — Georg Trakl (1914)



Am Abend tonen die herbstlichen Wilder
Von tddlichen Waffen, die goldrnen Ebenen
Und blauen Seen, dariiber die Sonne
Diistrer hinrollt, umfangt die Nacht
Sterbende Krieger, die wilde Klage

Threr zerbrochenen Miinder.

Doch stille sammelt im Weidengrund
Rotes Gewolk, darin ein ziirnender Gott wohnt,
Das vergossne Blut sich, mondne Kiihle;

Alle Strassen miinden in schwarze Verwesung.

Unter goldnem Gezweig der Nacht und Sternen

Es schwankt der Schwester Schatten durch den schweigenden
Hain.

Zu griissen die Geister der Helden, die blutenden Héupter,

Und leise tonen im Rohr die dunklen Floten des Herbstes.

O stolzere Trauert ihr chernen Altére,

Die heisse Flamme des Geistes nahrt heute ein gewaltige Schmerz,

Die ungebornen Enkel.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

In this translation of Trakl’s Grodek, I kept the broken rhythm and stark imagery
of the original, since his unusual syntax reflects the chaos of war. Written
shortly before his death in 1914, the poem carries deep despair, which I tried to
preserve without softening the language. The English version follows his
fractured tone closely, while the Hindi version is more lyrical, as rhyme and
cadence can carry the pain more directly to readers.

Text: 3

Der Schlaf — Georg Trakl

Verflucht ihr dunklen Gifte,
Weisser Schlaf!

Dieser hochst seltsame Garten
Dammernder Baume

Erfiillt von Schlangen, Nachtfaltern, Spinnen, Flederméausen.



Fremdling! Dein verlorner Schatten
Im Abendrot,
Ein finsterer Korsar

Im salzigen Meer der Triibsal.

Aufflattern weisse Vogel am Nachtsaum
Uber stiirzenden Stidten
Von Stahl.
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

In “Der Schlaf”, Trakl turns away from the battlefield to explore a surreal and
nightmarish vision of sleep. With its images of poison, strange gardens, and
collapsing cities, the poem reflects his obsession with silence, ruin, and death.

I did not attempt a word-for-word rendering of “Der Schlaf”. Instead, I entered
its dark and strange silence. I tried to feel its sorrow, its images of shadow and
ruin, and then carry them into Hindi. Translation here was less about literal
meaning, and more about creating the same haunting atmosphere in another
language.

For me, translation is not only about carrying words across languages, but also
about carrying silences, wounds, and voices that history left behind. In Biondi’s
blurred borders, in Trakl’s war-torn visions, and in his strange sleep, I found
fragments of my own search for expression. To translate them was to listen—to
let their grief and beauty speak again in another tongue.



Ubersetzungen von Vivek Kumar (Translations of Vivek Kumar):

-

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzer (Biography of the translator):

Hello Readers, I am Vivek Kumar, a 3rd-year student of German language at
Visva-Bharati, Santiniketan. Born in Begusarai, Bihar, I carry with me a love for
languages, literature, and cultural exchange. While studying German, I gradually
found myself drawn towards translation—it became not just an academic
exercise, but a way of discovering emotions hidden in words and sharing them
across cultures. I enjoy poetry, drama, and literary theory, and through translation
I try to make difficult texts more accessible and alive for readers. For me,
language is not only a subject, but a bridge that connects different worlds.
Thankyou for Reading.

Text: 1
Grodek — Georg Trakl (1914)

Am Abend tonen die herbstlichen Wilder
Von todlichen Waften, die goldrnen Ebenen
Und blauen Seen, dariiber die Sonne
Diistrer hinrollt, umfangt die Nacht
Sterbende Krieger, die wilde Klage

Ihrer zerbrochenen Miinder.

Doch stille sammelt im Weidengrund
Rotes Gewolk, darin ein ziirnender Gott wohnt,
Das vergossne Blut sich, mondne Kiihle;

Alle Strassen miinden in schwarze Verwesung.



Unter goldnem Gezweig der Nacht und Sternen

—

Es schwankt der Schwester Schatten durch den schweigenden Hain.

Zu griissen die Geister der Helden, die blutenden Héupter,

Und leise tonen im Rohr die dunklen Floten des Herbstes.

O stolzere Trauert ihr chernen Altare,

Die heisse Flamme des Geistes nahrt heute ein gewaltige Schmerz,

Die ungebornen Enkel.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

While translating Trakl’s Grodek into Hindi, [ wanted the poem to sound not only
faithful to the original but also lyrical and flowing. Trakl’s German verses are
fragmented, heavy with silence and grief, but in Hindi I shaped them into a
rhythm closer to “Dinkar’s Rashmirathi”. Dinkar often turns scenes of war and
destruction into powerful, musical lines that still carry deep pain. I felt this style
could bring Trakl’s sorrow closer to Hindi readers, because both poems though
written in very different times speak of the tragedy of war. My translation
therefore uses a stronger rhythm, rising images, and a musical tone, so that Trakl’s
quiet despair could echo in the voice of a Hindi epic. In this way, Rashmirathi
helped me to connect with Trakl’s poem and to show that human suffering in war
is universal, whether in Europe’s battlefields or in Kurukshetra.

Text: 2

Ilma Rakusa: KRIEG, TAG VIERZEHN

Das Vokabular besteht nur noch aus

Panzern Haubitzen Stinger-Raketen Granatmorsern
Kampfdrohnen Streubomben Sprengfallen Minen
Maschinengewehren Barrikaden Sperren

und Leid



zerstorte Wohnhauser Schulen Spitiler Universititen
ganze Dorfer zerstort dem Erdboden gleichgemacht
Triimmerlandschaften mit verkohlten Leichen
Réaumschaufeln beseitigen Schutt und Metallteile
das Leid bleibt

es wandert in Keller Bunker Metroschéchte

die Menschen liegen frieren zittern weinen

vor Angst und Eingeschlossenheit

niemand wollte diesen Wahnsinn

ausser einem der vom Schreibtisch aus regiert
vertiert nur um zu siegen

um Briider auszuradieren

um jeden Preis

o Leid

Kolonnen ziehen nach Westen

von Frauen Kindern Greisen

sie wollen raus aus dem Inferno

in Sicherheit und Freihei

sie wollen leben lieben unverwaist

sie wollen Frieden

ich seh die Bilder die Gesichter

miide leer vernichtet

doch bereit zum Weiter

kein Schrei nur Schritte vorwarts

in eine unbekannte Zeit

die Babys halten still wie Schmuggelware

auch Kater Hiindchen halten still

ganz willenlos

betdubt vom Larm der letzten Tage



Sirenen Panik Klagen
sie haben Hunger

sie warten auf ein kaltes Gluck

9. Mirz 2022
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

[lma Rakusa’s poem shows the devastation of war through silence, emptiness,
and irony. While translating, 1 felt that a plain version would miss its deeper
resonance. That is why I drew inspiration from Dinkar’s Kurukshetra, where war
is not just described as victory, but as a moral and emotional burden. In the same
way, | shaped Rakusa’s stark lines into a more lyrical rthythm, so that the sense of
grief, irony, and warning could echo more strongly. My aim was not to glorify
war, but to reveal its haunting aftermath in a voice that blends Rakusa’s irony
with Dinkar’s gravitas.

Text: 3



—

Juan Ramén Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

I unpetalled you, like a rose,

to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

_—

The poem suggests that the soul is never locked within a single center but breathes
through the entire universe. In peeling back the rose, the poet finds only silence—
yet that silence blossoms into a fragrance that fills earth, sea, and sky. This
translation seeks to hold that truth: the essence of being is not confined, but
boundless and alive.

Ubersetzungen von Iqra Ayub (Translations of Iqra Ayub):

Biografie der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

Warm greetings, [ am Iqra Ayub, a 3rd-year student of the German Department,
stemming from Bihar. Rooted in the ethos of Urdu culture, I carry with me a deep
appreciation for its language, literature, and traditions, which inform my
perspective as I pursue German studies. I translated the poem of Juan Ramon
Jimenez and Heinrich Heine in Urdu as a part of my learning and also as a way
to explore its deeper meaning. Through these translations, I tried to keep its
mystical and philosophical tone alive while making it understandable. In addition
to the translation, I have penned a small Urdu poem of my own by titling it.

Text: 1
Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around



—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,
was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.

Urdu Translation:
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

In this Poem, Jimenez points to a personal beloved but rather expresses cosmic
reality, universal beauty and inner quest. The poet conveys a state of being where
the same beauty reflects in everything and every scene alludes to a single unity.
It carries a mystical, philosophical, and abstract impression, revealing both the
human pursuit of truth and the harmony of the universe and It reminded me that
beauty is not limited to one form or person, but it exists in every part of the
universe. I felt as if the verses were inviting me to look beyond appearances and
discover the hidden unity that ties everything together.



Text: 2

Du bist wie eine Blume:Heinrich Heine
Du bist wie eine Blume,
So hold und schon und rein;
Ich schau dich an, und Wehmut

Schleicht mir ins Herz hinein.

Mir ist, als ob ich die Hinde
Aufs Haupt dir legen sollt,
Betend, dal3 Gott dich erhalte

So rein und schon und hold..

Urdu Translation:
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):

This poem was written by Heinrich Heine, and through it, he shows devotion in
love. He seeks the beloved’s well-being above all else.



Keeping the essence of the Poet’s devotion, | turned it into a Ghazal. It conveys
that true love is selfless, illuminating, and everlasting—it transforms longing into
light, sorrow into hope, and devotion into a permanent, soulful connection. I
mentioned a penetrating phrase “lo qayam fo’aad” implies that even though
everything in the world is transient, the love and devotion remain eternal, like a
heart set aflame with enduring passion.



Ubersetzungen von Nasrin Parvin (Translations of Nasrin Parvin):

_—

Biogfaﬁe der Ubersetzerin (Biography of the translator):

Hello everyone, Myself Nasrin Parvin a student of BA Hons in German,3rd year.
I tried to translate the poem 'l Unpetalled you 'of Juan Ramoén Jiménez in Urdu.
While working on this poem, I did not only translate it word by word. Instead, I
tried to interpret it in my own way, giving it a poetic touch in Urdu. This
experience taught me that interpretation is not just about language, but about
feelings and imagination too.

Text: 1
Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and [ didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.

Urdu Translation:
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin (Translator's comment):
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin auf Englisch (Translator's comment in
English):

In This poem beautifully captures the yearning to see the hidden essence of the
soul, expressed through the delicate imagery of unfolding a rose petal by petal.
The poet’s adaptation conveys that while the soul’s secret may not be directly
revealed to the eye, but its presence can be felt everywhere — The final lines are
especially powerful, transforming the unseen truth into an infinite, living melody
that resonates beyond limits.

My choice of words like rooh-e-raaz, gulbarg, and be-payaan pur-hayaat naghma
enriches the poem with lyrical depth. making it not only a translation but also a
soulful recreation. It reminds us that true beauty and spirit cannot be dissected or
confined; they must be felt in the vastness of nature and life itself.



Text: 2

Franco Biondi: Sprachfelder

In meinem Kopf
haben sich
die Grenzen zweier Sprachen

verwischt

doch
zwischen mir
und mir
verlauft noch
der Trennzaun

der Wunden zuriicklaf3t

jedesmal

wenn ich thn 6ftne.

Urdu Translation:
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin auf Urdu (Translator's comment in Urdu):

_—
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Kommentar der Ubersetzerin auf Englisch (Translator's comment in
English):

The poet shows the experience of living between two languages. While their
boundaries have blurred in the mind, a hidden inner barrier still remains, leaving
wounds on the soul. Every attempt to uncover it brings both insight and pain.

When I read and interpreted this poem, I felt that it is not just about language, but
about identity, self-awareness, and inner struggle. I see it as a reflection of how
we carry many parts of ourselves --cultures, thoughts, emotions yet sometimes an
invisible barrier within us prevents full understanding or expression. Every
attempt to face this barrier teaches us something.

,/—



Ubersetzung von Md. Eajaj Alam (Translation Md. of Eajaj Alam):

Biogfaﬁe des Ubersetzer (Biography of the translator):

My name is Md Eajaj Alam. I am currently in my third year of the B.A. program
at Visva-Bharati University, where I am studying German language. Alongside
my studies, I am interested in German literature, culture, and translation. In
future, [ aim to pursue higher studies in Germany and build a career that connects
India and Germany academically and professionally

Text 1

Juan Ramon Jiménez: “I unpetalled you, like a rose...”

[ unpetalled you, like a rose,
to see your soul,

and I didn't see it.

But everything around

—horizons of lands and of seas—,
everything, out to the infinite,

was filled with a fragrance,

enormous and alive.

Urdu Translation:
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Kommentar des Ubersetzers (Translator's comment):

My interpretation of Juan Ramon Jimenez poem into Urdu aims to preserve the
original emotions while keeping the imagery intact the open book, rose petals,
silence, and fragrance remain true to the source. The Urdu version flows naturally,
almost like a nazm, with a lyrical rhythm that enhances its beauty. The repeated
line “5 = » ~Sa¢ s ox = uxS <u 8 highlights the tension between presence
and absence, deepening the sense of longing. Urdu expressions like Gl sulisa,
and «»=i add richness and resonance, making the poem more soulful. Overall,
the translation is faithful, poetic, and emotionally powerful.









