Tom'are Ceyechi V'are V'are

(I longed for You Again and Again)

Songs of Shrii P.R. Sarkar
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P.S. # 3881

(Voice: Indrani Sen)

Ceona’ ceona’ ceona’ a’ma’r pa’ne aman vinati kare ;

Dhara’y esechi ka’je,

Rekho na’ a’ma’re dhare.

Ana’dika’ler srote bhese cali ashes’ete,

Upeks’a’ kare ja’i ulka’-vajrapa’te ;

Tumi ese mor pathe rodhite,

Rodhite ceona’ more aman vinati kare.

Race ja’ba ei dhara’ phule phale pallave,

Sakal maner kone a’sha’r a’lo jvalibe;

Atandra anidra rajanii kave saribe,

A’sibe a’sibe a’sibe jiivandha’ra’
Bhariya’ sudha’sa’re.

                                                                 Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 15/12/86

Gaze not at me so entreatingly,

I have come to this world to work,

Do not hold me back.

In the flow of eternity I am floating towards endlessness,

Ignoring lighting and meteors.

Do not stand in my way and stop me 

Imploring in such a manner.

I shall re-create this earth with flowers, fruits and foliage;

In the corner of every heart the flame of hope shall burn ;

When will this wakeful and sleepless night end ?

A new way of life shall emerge,

Filling everything with the essence of divince nectar.  

-------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 3613

(Voice: Indrani Sen))
Ta’r na’mer madhu mane mekhe rai,

Mene mekhe rai;

Se je a’ma’r arun’ pra’ter gahan ra’ter

A’sha’-bharasa’;

Ta’re bhulte pa’ri kai.

Us’a’r a’loy ta’ri ha’si

Maner kone ba’ja’y va’nshii;

Phuler raunge mesha’meshi kare tha’ke,

Ta’i pa’ina’ thai.

Emanbha’ve ja’y a’r a’se, emani alaks’ye bha’se;

Tamisra’ kat’a’ks’e na’she,

Na’ dekhe ciniya’ lai.

                                                            Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 11/7/86

I remain with my mind.

Smeared with the nectar of His divini name;

He is my only hope and assurance

At crimson dawn and on frowning night,

Forgetting Him is impossible.

In the radiance of down His smile

Plays a flute in the secret corner of my mind,

He permeates the colours of flowers,

Hence I fail to fathom Him.

The way He comes and goes, floats invisibly

And dispels darkness forthwith-

I recognize Him even without a glance.
-------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 3207

(Voice: Madhuri Chattopadhyay)

Toma’y a’mi na’hi ja’ni,

Tavu Toma’y bha’laba’si;

Toma’r na’me Toma’r ga’ne

Chande sure a’mi bha’si.

Ana’di ashes Toma’r liila’,

Saba’r marma chunye Toma’r cala’;

A’ndha’r pathe jharer ra’te

Bharsa’ da’o bhay na’shi.

Tumi vina’ va’ncte na’ pa’ri,

Toma’r viina’r dhvanite pra’na bhari;

maner ma’jhe mohan sa’je

nece calo diva’nishi.

                                                                     Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 8/11/85

I do not know You are,

Yet I am in love with You.

In Your name, in Your music,

I am afloat in countless rhythms and melodies.

Your endless motion touches the core of every heart,

On a dark pathway on a stormy night

You destroy fear and give assurance.

Without You I can't exist,

I fill my heart with the resonant jingle of Your viina,

Deep in my mind, in Your magic guise,

You keep dancing and night.

-------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 3614

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)

Toma’r  e ga’n ana’di ka’ler,

Anante meshe;

Sure ta’le

Nabhoniile ja’y je bhese.

Kave shuru keu ja’ne na’,

Dhareo dhare ra’kh’a cale na’;

Marma ma’jhe a’na’gona’ kare tha’ke

Shes-ashese.

Toma’r ga’ne Tumi a’cho,

Vishve dola’ ja’giyecho;

Purn’a pra’ner chande na’co

madhuratama a’veshe.

                                                      Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 13/7/86

This song of Yours flows out of eternity

And merges in infinity,

In countless melodies and rhythms

It drifts on to the blue ethereal void.

No one knows when it began,

Even if grasped, it can't be held back;

In the inner core of the mind, it comes and goes

In an infinity sequence of finitude and infinitude.

In Your songs You are ever present,

You have stirred vibrations in the universe;

You dance in rhythm with a soul that has attained fulfilment

In the sweetest divine ecstasy.

--------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 4677

(Voice: Ac. Tattvavedananda Avt.)

Goloker Hari Gokulete ele

Ka’ha’r bha’gyaphale,

Balo a’m’ay balo;

Rupa’tiita chile, rupe dhara’ dile ka’r tapashya’bale,

Rupe hale caincala.

Triloker venu bhuloke va’ja’le

Dyuloker dhenu manane cara’le;

Chile madhumay hale sudha’may,

Bha’ve hale ucchala.

A’dite a’ma’r Chile je saunge,

Triguner hari na’ca tribhaunge;

Liila’r chande bha’sa a’nande,

Dhya’ne hale ujjvala.

                                                                      Madhukorak, Kolkata, 7/1/90

O Lord of Goloka, You descended to Gokula

As the fruit of whose fortune ?

Tell me, please tell me.

You were formless, but now revealed in forms

Whose power of selfless suffering made it happen ?

The flute of the three spheres You played in the worldly sphere,

The cows of the heavenly sphere You made to graze in the human mind.

You were sweetness incarnate, now turned nectar incarnate,

You surged in waves of ecstatic trance.

It the beginning You were with me,

O Lord of three attributes, You dance at three angles;

In rhythm with Your divine sport You drift in bliss,

You become radiant in my dhyana.

P. S. # 3481

(Voice: Indrani Sen)

Manane eso priya mor

jadi nayane na’ ca’o;

Sajatane ga’ntha’ mor ma’la’,

Jha’re a’che d’or,

A’sha’ diye kena bhola’o.

Ja’ karechi ta’ ka’j Tava,

Niti niti nava nava;

Bujhechi he abhinava,

More diye liila’ raca’o.

Ja’ni a’cho sa’the sa’the,

Ashani-karakagha’te;

Ulka’-vajrapate vya’tha’ diye

Cetana’ a’na’o.

                                                                      Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 31/3/86

O dear Lord, come in my ideation

If you won't have a glance at me;

The garland, woven with so much care, has withered,

Only the thread remains,

Why deceive me with false hopes?

 Whatever I do is Your work alone,

Ever in new and newer forms;

I have realized, O wonderful One,

You want to use me for your endless divine plays.

I know You are ever near me

Amid thunderbolts and hailstorms,

When meteors plummet and lightning strikes,

You jolt me back to awareness.

-------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 2461

(Voice: Madhuri Chattopadhyay)

Kona ma’na’ ma’ne na’ mor a’nkhi,

Satata ca’y ta’re dekhi;

Pa’ha’re kandare va’hire antare

Maner gahane bhare ra’khi.

Diner a’loy a’r ra’ter ka’loy,

Visher jata kichu manda-bhalay;

Ta’ri a’lo-cha’ya’, ta’ri liila’r Ma’ya’,

Ta’ri ma’dhuiite ma’khi.

Jata chila bhay-lajja’a’ma’r,

Sab kichu niye nila kare uja’r;

Bujhi na’ kii je hala,

Eke sab ha’riye gela,

Eker a’loy sabe d’ha’ki.

                                                                            Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 11/3/85

My eyes heed no restrictions,

They always yearn for His glimpse.

In the hills, caves, within and without,

I treasure Him ever in the depths of my mind.

In the light of the day and the dark of the night,

In all the good and evil of the world,

It is His light and shade, the spell of His eternal sport

Everything remains covered with His sweetness.

Whatever fear and shyness I had,

He took away everything leaving me empty,

I could not grasp what happened,

All seemed to be lost in the One,

With everything glittering with His effulgence.

-------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 4686

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)

Toma’re gheriya’ Prabhu sakale a’mra’ na’ci;

E liila’r a’di anta na’i;

A’ma’r harire kabhu Goloke na’hi khunji

Mohaner ma’jhe ya’i khunje ta’i.

Nitya’nitya viveker ma’jhe a’cha Tumi

A’cha Yam-Nitameri ka’je;

Sa’garer mani Tumi dhamaniite tola dhavani,

Raye gecha rupa’tiita sa’je,

Ba’hire Toma’re ta’i na’hi pa’i.

Puspakorake pracchanna madhu Tumi,

Avicchinna tava gati;

Maner mayur mor Toma’r caran cumi;

Jece jay shudu para’bhakti,

Sakal ca’oya’r shes e ca’oya’i.

                                                                     Madhukorak, Kolkata, 14/1/90

Around You, O Lord, we all dance,

This divine sport has no beginning, no end,

I never seek my Lord in Goloka alone,

I seek Him in the Supreme Enchanter.

You are there in nityanitya viveka,

You are ever associated with the practice of Yama and Niyama;

You are the jewel of the ocean, You stir resonance in my veins,

You have remained ever in Your formless guise,

Hence I do not find You in the outer world.

You are the hidden sweetness  in the flower buds, Your journey is continuous  and endless, The peacock of my mind, kissing Your feet, Beseeches supreme devotion alone, This is the end of all longings.

-------------------------------------------------------

P. S. # 4174

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)

Tumi saba’r priya,

A’ma’r-o nao ki priya;

Toma’ke bha’laba’si,'

Priitir pasara’ nio.

Mane mor ma’kha’ chile,

Mane lukiye gele;

maner ma’nik a’ma’r,

Rupe atulaniiya.

Sa’gar-chenca’ ma’nik

Samukhe da’nra’o kha’nik;

Bha’vna’r sa’ratsa’r,

Karuna’r kana’ dio.

                                                            Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 24/10/87

You are dear to all,

Aren't  You dear to me too ?

I love You so much,

Accept the offerings of my love.

You brought moistness into my mind,

In it You hid Yourself away;

You are the jewel of my mind,

Matchless  in beauty.

You are the jewel churned out of the ocean,

Pray stand before me for a while;

The quintessence of all ideations,

Give me a particle of Your grace. 

--------------------------------------------------------

 P.S. # 3769

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)

Prabhu Toma’y a’ma’y nava paricay

Anek diner pare;

Esechinu bhese ana’di a’veshe

Rekhechile more dhare.

Peyechi sukh, peyechi jva’la’,

hesechi kabhu va’ hayechi utala’;

Din-ka’l-tithi a’ja’na’ atithi

kabhu bhuliya’chi, kabhu mane pare.

Peyechi parash pelav madhur,

Necechi hayechi varne vidhur;

He Dyotana’dyuti, he Parama’priiti,

Tava priiti niye achi bhudhare.

                                                                               Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 24/9/86

After  a long interval, O Lord,

Our old acquaintance is renewed;

I came drifting with primordial momentum

You kept me on my path.

I attained pleasure, I received pain,

Sometimes I smiled, sometimes I got restless,

My days, time and hours, my unknown friends and quests

Sometimes I forgot, sometimes I recollect.

I received Your touch, tender and sweet,

I dance and got overwhelmingly coloured,

O effulgent vibrational Entity, O Supreme Love personified, With the fond memories of Your love I remain alive on earth.

-----------------------------------------------------

P.S. # 1774

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)

A’cha ashrudha’ra’y mishe,

Kusume a’cha hese;

Ogo daradii priiti d’hele di-i

Tava sudha’nirja’se.

Tumi je a’ma’r kata a’pana’r,

Bujhilam aj krpa’te-Toma’r;

Eso ka’che hiya’r ma’jhe,

Keu ja’nibe na’, tave badha kise.

Janamer par janam eseche,

kata je maran madhu eneche;

Toma’y ghire mor parikraman

Sa’rthak aj rupe rase.

                                                                 Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 2/9/84

You are merged in streams of tears,

In flowers You are smilingly manifest;

O the compassionate, I pour my love

Into the essence of Your divine nectar.

You are so dear to me,

I realize this now  by Your grace,

Come closer and into the core of my heart,

No one will know, why then this hesitation ?.

Lives have passed one after another,

So many deaths have brought sweetness,

My eternal movement around You

has now attained  fulfillment in numerous forms and flows.
---------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 4726
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
A’mi Toma’rei pete ceyechi,

Toma’rei ghire jata a’sha’;

Toma’ri tare jug jug dhare

Va’re va’re jaova’ asa’.

A’mi maha’ka’sh pa’ne ceyechi,

Ta’ra’der ga’n shunechi;

Saba’re upaci bheseche

Toma’r jyotsna’ ra’ter bha’sa’
A’mi arun’ a’lote jegechi,

Pa’khiir kujane metechi;

Saba’r upare raye geche

Tava sha’shvata bha’lobasa’.

                                                                        Madhukorak, Kolkata, 30/1/90

I longed to attain You only,

Around You alone my hopes revolve;

Only for You, through the ages,

Do I come and go again and again.

I have gazed at the vast void,

I have heard the songs of stars,

Flowing over everything there has floated

The eloquence of your moonlit night.

I awake to a crimson dawn,

I am rapt in the chirps of birds;

Over everything remains

Your eternal divine love.
---------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3654
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Tumi  kii ca’o a’mi ja’nina’,

Kii je bala bujhi na’;

Ke Tumi aja’na’ pathik,

Ksanek kena tha’ma na’.

Alaka’r a’shis enecha,

Priitir pasara’ dhelecha;

Maner randhre bhesecha,

E liila’ bujhite pa’ri na’.

Jyotsna’r ca’nde hesecha,

Ramdhanu raung mekhecha;

Varasa’r ga’ne metecha

He Aru’p Aja’na’.

                                                                   Madhukorak, Kolkata, 6/8/86

I do not know what You really want,

I do not understand what You say;

Who are You, the Unknown Traveller

Why don't You stop for a while ?

You have brought blessing from the divine world

And poured forth the merchandise of love,

In various pores of my mind You have floated,

I cannot comprehend this divine sport of Yours.

Throgh the radiant moon You have smiled,

You have smeared Yourself with colours of the rainbow,

You are rapt in songs of the rains

O the Formless and the Unknown.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 341
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Daya’l Prabhu balo go,

Toma’y daya’l na’me kena d’a’ka’ hay;

Phule kena ka’n’t’a’ tha’ke go,

Jharn’a’ kena upalete bay.

Kamal kumud gandhe bhara’, malin jale kena va’ phote;

Jiive bhara’ khushiir dhara’,

Vijan pathe kena va’ chot’e;

Ta’ra’r ma’la’ pradiip jva’la’,

Amanisha’y kena ceye ray.

Phuler mata shishu

Kena ghana ghana kende tha’ke;

Cander a’lo kena ha’se ka’lo megher pha’nke pha’nke;

Mandamadhur gandhavaha’
At’t’aha’se shila’ jhainjha’y.

                                                                           Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 15/3/83

Tell me Lord, O Merciful Lord,

Why are You called by that name ?

Tell me why there are thorns on flower stalks,

Why streams must wend their way over bumpy stones;

Why fragrant lilies bloom from turbid pools,

Why the cheerful earth, home of all life,

Rotates alone in silent space,

Why the string of stars, which scintillates like a billion lamps,

Keep staring on a new-moon night;

Why children, fresh as flower blooms

Have to cry again and again,

Why the moonbeams smile through peepholes in dark clouds,

Why sweet and gentle breezes

Burst into the raucous laughter of hailstorms.
------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 2746
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Jege a’chi tava patha ceye;

Din ket’e ja’y a’tap jva’la’y,

Nisha’y tamasa’ a’se cheye.

Ja’ni bujhi a’mi nai ekela’,

Dharite na’ peye hai utala’;

Vistrta ei sa’gar bela’,

Manke bhula’i ga’n geye.

A’sha’-vijarita ankhita’ra’ mor

Tava bha’vana’y rayeche vibhor;

Cidakashe bha’se citta cakor

Sambodhir es’ana’ niye.

                                                                   Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 31/5/85

I stay awake awaiting Your arrival,

My day passes in the blazing sun,

At night descends darkness enclosing all around.

I know, I understand, I am not alone,

Failing to graps You, I become restless,

On this vast strech of the sea shore

I sing to console my mind.

Filled with expectant hope, the pupils of my eyes,

Thinking of You, remain absorbed and lost.

In the firmament of my soul floats the moon bird of my mind

With the eternal quest for Supreme Enlightenment.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. #3469
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Toma’r rather ca’ka’ Prabhu

Egiye cale aharahah;

Jujhe cale a’ndha’r t’hele'

Vicitrata’r sama’roha.

Keu tha’ke na’ piche pare,

Ana’th a’tur saba’i care;

Ut’hte je jan na’hi pa’re 
Tumi ta’re tule laho.

A’lor pather ja’trii ja’ra’,

Eker a’pan saba’i ta’ra’;

Bheunge maner laohaka’ra’
Toma’te pay stha’yii geha.

                                                             Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 28/3/86

The wheels of Your chariot, O Lord,

Roll on day and night,

Wending its way through Cimmerian darkness,

Amazing is its pomp and grandeur.

No one lags behind

The helpless and the distressed all ride along,

Those who cannot get in – You lift them up.

The travelers along the path of light

Are all kin to one another
Smashing the iron prison of their minds,

They all find permanent shelter in You.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 2929
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Toma’re ceyechi va’re va’re,

Tumi-i jiivana’sava

A’ma’r e dhara’ Toma’tei ha’ra’,

Tumi priiti anubhava.

Aka’she va’ta’se bha’se tava giiti,

Sure jhanka’re manavata’ priiti;

Saba’r urdhve cetana’ loke
Mukharita tava rava.

Truti vicyuti ma’nuseri tha’ke,

Ta’i to anu baliya’che jiivke;

A’san bhuma’r sab upama’r

Urdhve tava vibhava.

                                                               Madhuma’laiŋca, Kolkata, 20/7/85

I  longed for You again and again,

You are the elixir of my life.

This world of mine merges in You alone,

You are feelings of Supreme Love, in embodied form.

In the sky and the air float Your songs,

In melodies resonates Your love for humanity;

Above everything, in the realm of consciousness,

Your voice is eloquently manifest.

Defects and deviations are natural for humans,

For this reason the are called microcosms.

Yours is the Macrocosmic stance

Your divine treasure is without equal.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 4635
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivaanda Avt.)
Ka’jal-ka’lo meghe dekhe 
Toma’y mane pare,

Krs’n’a Toma’y mane pare;

Vrajer dhuli ma’tha’y tuli

Ca’i dhya’ne ra’khi dhare;

Krs’n’a Toma’y mane pare.

Na’i se Gokul na’i Yamuna’,

Yashoda’-nande dekhi na’;

Manthe dadhi

A’r smare na’ gopii ma’khancore.

Na’i se tama’l niiperi phul

Guinja’ma’la’ kant’he dodul,

Se ra’kha’lra’j kariya’ bhul

Kotha’y geche sare,

                                                                    Madhukorak, Kolkata, 30/4/89

Upon seing the collyrum-dark clouds,

I remember You, O Krsna, I remember You.

Placing the dust of Vraja** on my head,

I long to hold You fixed in my dhya’na*.

I remember You, O Krsna, I remember You.

Gone are that land of Gokula, thet River Yamuna,

The darling of Yashoda*** is nowhere to be seen;

While churning curd,

No more does the milkmaid recall the butter-thief.

No more are those tamala**** trees and niipa**** flowers,

That garland of guinja***** no more swings around His neck,

That king of cowherds, mistakenly, has moved somewhere,

Maybe to some land of Goloka****** far away. 

· *Meditation in which psyche is directed towards Consciousness. –Trans.

· ** “Vraja” was a term for the villages Gokula and Vrnda’vana, near Mathura’ on the banks of the river Yamuna’, where Lord Krs’n’a passed His childhood. –Trans.

· *** The foster mother of Lord Krs’n’a. –Trans.

· **** Trees especially associated with Lord Krs’n’a. –Trans.

· ***** A flower associated with Lord Krs’n’a. –Trans.
· ****** The abode of the mythological Lord Na’ra’yana. –Trans.
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