
It was beautiful,  

As long as it lasted 

The journey of my life. 

 

I have no regrets 

Whatsoever save 

The pain I'll leave behind 

Those dear hearts 

Who love and care 

And the strings pulling 

At the heart and soul. Continues 

 
by Rabindranath Tagore 

Bengali poet and Nobel Laureate for Literature 1913 


