OGO NITHUR HARI

(O The Heartless Divine Thief)
Songs of Shrii P. R. Sarkar
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P. S. # 2753

(Voice: Susmita Goswami)

Tumi kii a’lo chariye dile

A’ma’r maner e ka’nane;

Phut’la je phul gandhe a’kul,

Na’cla dodul madhu sane.

Madir ha’oya’y pa’khna’ mele

Ore parii chande ta’le;

Raungin bhuvan raung-la’ga’-man

Toma’y peye saungopane.

Jeo na’ko tha’ka hetha’y,

Chere tha’ka’ man na’hi ca’y;

Sab ca’oya’ pa’oya’ bhule giye

Toma’y niye metechi dhya’ne.

(Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 3/6/85)
What a spendour You have scattered

All through this grove of my mind;

The flower that bloomed, intoxicated in its own fragrance,

Dance to and fro with its nectar.

In an indolent breeze, spreading its wings,

The fairy flies in rhythms and beats,

The world become colourful, the mind got tinged as well,

Attaining You in silent seclusion.

Don't  go away, stay ever here,

My mind does not like to stay apart,

I am rapt in Your meditation.

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

P. S. #  4466

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)

Je ga’n Tumi geyechile priya,

Tumi bhulecho a’mi bhulini;

Je sur Tumi bendhe dile amiya, ta’r resh je a’j-o shuni.

Ga’n beshe ja’y urdhva’ka’she,

Nabhoniile ta’ra’y meshe;

Phule phale kushe ka’she

Ananta diva’-rajanii.

Ga’n vahe ja’y nadiir dha’ra’y

Jale sthale niiha’rika’y;

Mahodadhir urmmima’la’y,

Emanti kabhu shunini.
                                                        (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 3/11/88)
The song you sang, dear Lord,

You have forgotten, but I haven't;

The melody You composed was as sweet as nectar,

It still lingers in my ears.

That song floats high up in the sky,

Mingling in the stars in the blue void,

In flowers, fruits and swaying kush grass,

Through days and night in an eternal quest.

That song flows through the currents of rivers,

Across water, land and the strings of nebulae,

Unto the surging waves of mighty ocean,

I have never heard such a melody before.

-------------------------------------------------------P. S. # 2238
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)
Kena ele jadi ja’be cale,

E a’sa’ke a’sa’ bale na’;

Ektu ceye man bhuliye cale

Jete vya’tha’ hala na’.

Pratiiks’a’ kare jug je geche,

Apeks’a’ maner ba’ndh bheungeche;

Ele ja’di tha’ko niravadhi,

A’sha’r kusume chinre phela na’.

Krpa’nidhi eke bale na’ki,

Mor ka’che ese na’m bhule gele ki;

Toma’r samma’n mor abhima’n,

E duyer ma’jhe rekho na’ chalana’.

                                                                                (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 18/12/84)
Why do you come if You will leave again?

This coming is not worthy of real coming,

Glancing for a moment and enticing my mind,

Didn't You feel bad about leaving?

So many ages have passed in restless wait,

The wait has breached the embankments of my mind,

If You have come now, stay forever,

Do not tear the flowers of my hope.

Can You be called a repository of grace ?

Coming to me, have You forgotten Your own name ?

Your honour and my wounded feelings

Let no deception remain between us.

-------------------------------------------------------P. S. #  3782
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)
Kena a’mil Toma’r ghare a’si na’,

Ta’ ki Toma’y balba,

Na’ na’ balba na’;

Kena a’mi bha’labese dhara’ di-i na’,

Na’ na’ ja’na’ba na’.

Bha’lab’asa’ lata’y pata’y,

Bha’laba’sa’ phuler renuka’y;

Bhala’ba’sa’r para’g bhese ja’y,

Ta’der saunge kii katha’ kaiba,

Na’ na’ balba na’.

Bha’lab’asa’y man bhare ja’y,

Bha’laba’sa’y pra’’n upac’ay;

Se bha’laba’sa’ ki bhulba,

Na’ na’ bhulba na’.

                                                           (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 30/9/86)
Why I do not enter Your room

Should I tell You ?

No, no, I shall not.

Why I do not come within Your reach, though I am in love

Should I inform You ?

No,no. I shall not.

Love abounds in leaves and creepers,

Love radiates in the dust of flowers,

The pollen of love floats adrift

Should I speak to them ?

No,no, I shall not speak.

Love inundates the mind,

With love, the heart brims over,

Should I forget that love ?

No,no, I shall not forget.

------------------------------------------------------P. S. # 4188
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)
Tumi shudhu a’ma’r, Tumi shudhu a’ma’r, Tumi shudhu a’ma’r;

Visvacara’car saptasa’gar

Jaungam-stha’var sakali Toma’r

Anu-bhuma’ Tumi rayecha utkrami,

Tumi-i sa’r Prabhu a’r ja’ asa’r.

Nayaner mani hiiraker-o khani,

Vibhu vira’t’ Tumi Toma’rei ma’ni;

Anta-a’di Tumi a’bhumi pran’a’mi,

A’tmar a’tmiiya ameya apa’r.

Pale anupale Toma’rei gani,

Vilaye srs’t’ir ashes Tumi ja’ni;

Gopiijanavallabh sa’ra’tsa’r,

Preyer priyatama sarvaguna’dha’r.

                                                             (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 10/11/87)
You belong to me alone, to me alone, to me alone

The universe, the animate, the inanimate, the seven seas,

The movable, the immovable – all belong to you.

You are the unit, You are also the Cosmic, yet You transcend both,

You alone are the essence – the rest are-essence.

You are the apple of my eye, You are the diamond mine,

You are God, You are Great, I accept You alone.

You are the beginning, You are the end, I prostrate and offer

salutations,

You are my soul's kin, boundless and immerasurable.

Every second, every split second, I repeat  Your cosmic name,

Even at the end of creation You remain endless and infinite;

You are the Lord of devotees, You alone are the quintessence,

You are the dearest among the dear ones, and the repository of all virtues.

-------------------------------------------------------P. S. # 4680
(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)
Hetha’ golap surabhi bhara’, mor ka’nane na’hika ka’n’t’a’;

Hetha’ nirmal jaldha’ra’, joya’re na’hika bha’n’t’a’.

Hetha’ shubhra megher sparshe

Shepha’lii suva’se bhese ja’y;

Hetha’ tuunga girir shirse

Kanakdyutite jhalaka’y;

Hetha’ saba’i a’mantrita,

A’che maha’milaneri cha’t’a’.

Hetha’ nijer pra’ner sparshe

Kishalay raunge upca’y;

Vasante ra’giniite

Pik d’eke ja’y mamata’y;

Hetha’ sakaler tare a’che tha’(n)i

Shiyare Shiver jat’a’.
                                                                   (Madhukalap, Digha, 9/1/90)
Here the roses are fragrant, my grove is freed of thorns,

Here water streams pure and clean, there is no ebb in the tide.

Here, caressed by white clouds,

The shiuli drifts in fragrance,

Here the peaks of towering mountains

Glitter with the brilliance of gold,

Here all are welcome

To the splendour of a grand union.

Here, with the touch of the warmth of its life,

The tender leaf overflows in colour,

Here, in the melody of the spring,

The cuckoo sings out songs of love;

Here, there is shelter for everyone

With matted hair of Shiva on the crown.

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

P. S. #  3706

(Voice: Susmita Goswami)
Mor ghare ele, he priya kena gele,

A’ma’y kichu bale gele na’;

E a’sa’ a’sa’ nay, man bhara’r nay,

Maner katha’ bala hala na’.

Viina’ ba’jiyechile, man ma’tiyechile,

A’ka’she jhara jhara priiti jhariye dile;

Balile bha’laba’sa, keman bha’labha’sa, manei jadi rahile na’.

Toma’te a’ma’te shata jojan du’r,

Tavuo tava bha’ve man je bharpur;

Diipake meghamalla’r e je ba’je sur,

Ta’te rekhe gele Tava dyotana’.

                                                                 (Madhukorak, Kolkata, 28/8/86)
You come into my room – why did You leave, dear  Lord,

Without saying anything ?

This coming is not the real coming, it does not fill the mind,

I could not speak my heart out.

You played upon Your viina, intoxicated my mind,

You reined love in torrents down the sky;

You said You loved me, what kind of love was it when You cared not

 to stay in my mind ?

You and I are miles apart,

Yet with thoughts of You alone my mind has filled to the brim;

In the melodies of diipak and meghamallar

You left Your exquisite vibrations.

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

P. S. #  3051

(Voice: Srikanta Acharya)
Ga’ne Tumi esecho bhuvan bhariya’;

Nrtyarata’ dhara’ hayeche svayamvara’
Toma’re nikat’e heriya’.

Toma’r a’gamane phul phut’eche,

Mukuler jata laj sariya’ geche;

Ta’ri madhu vuke ra’khiya’che shudhu

Toma’ri itikatha’ smariya’.

Toma’r a’gamane raung heseche,

Bhaya’l amanisha’ du’re sareche;

Ra’teri a’lo na’shiya jata ka’lo

Toma’re eneche ka’che dhariya’.
(Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 23/8/85)
In song You have come, vibrating the whole universe,

The dancing earth weds You of her own free will,

Finding You so near.

With Your advent, the flowers are in bloom,

The shyness of the blossom has vanished,

It has preserved only the nectar in its heart,

Recalling stories of  You alone.

With Your arrival, the colours are smiling,

The dreadful black night has receded far away,

The light of the night, removing all gloom,

Has brought You close to all.

-------------------------------------------------------P. S. #  4507
(Voice: Meena Mukhopadhya)
Mor nayane sada’i bheso,

Mis’t’i ha’si heso priya;

Maner jata ka’li nesho,

Gla’ni ja’ du’rapaneya.

Srs’t’i-sthiti-laye a’cho

A’ma’y shudhu bhule rayecha;

Kena nit’hur e liila’y metecha

E Ma’yaja’l sariye nio.

Ma’ya’r adhiish kapat’ to nao

Bhuvana’tiish nikat’e rao;

Ka’ne ka’ne sei katha’ kao

Vishve ja’ shes smaraniiya.

                                                                              (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 4/12/88)
Flash ever in my eyes

And smiles sweetly, o dear,

Destroy all the black of my mind

And the indelible filth within.

You are ever present in creation, preservation and destrucion,

Yet You remain oblivious of me.

Why are You so rapt in this divine sport, O heartless one ?

Remove these snares of illusion.

You are the Lord of Maya, not a trickster,

The Supreme Controller of universe, yet You always stay near me;

Whisper the story in my ear

That is most memorable in the world.

-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. #  3067

(Voice: Ac. Tattvavedananda Avt.)

Ceyechi a’mi Toma’re shudhu;

Phuler ra’ger para’g Tumi

Maha’ka’she saha’s vidhu.

Kata jug dhare ceyechi Toma’y,

Nei ta’ lekha’ itikatha’y;

Kata a’nkhijal vrtha’ jhare ja’y

Toma’ri tare du’reri bandhu.

Gahan vane maneri kone

Toma’y deke gechi  samgopane;

A’jo a’sha’bhara’ mane jamiye

Ra’khi bhaveri madhu.

                                                            (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 26/8/85)
I wanted You alone.

You are the coloured pollen in flowers,

In the vast void, You are the smiling moon.

Through so many ages I have been calling You,

It is not written in history,

So many of my tears have fallen in vain,

For You alone, O my far-away friend.

Deep, deep, deep in the woods, in a lonely corner of my mind,

I called You in secret silence;

Even today, in a heart vibrant with hope,

I preserve the nectar of that blissful ideation.

-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. #  3910

(Voice: Avtka. Anandakrsnaprana Ac.)
Tu jakhan a’schili mur ghar ke re nit’hur;

Mu takhan bha’lchili tuke mahul rukher a’ra’le vaisye;

Tur cikan shya’mal a’nan komal ha’site madhur;

Chila je mur nayana mishye.

Mur ankhir ka’jal bha’veri jal

Ek haye vaitechila dha’ra’;

Maner mayur ma’tha’r kayur

Nac-chila hay-ye atmaha’ra’;

Tu hat’ha’t ese ka’r a’veshe geli calye se videshe.

Sei theikye man katha’ shune na’, kona ma’na’i mur ma’ne na’;

Bela’ abela’ ja’ne na’, Tuke cha’ra’ kichu ca’he na’;

Ra’te dine sa’njh viha’ne Tukei khunje pa’ta’l a’ka’she.

                                                                        (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 24/12/86)
When You were coming home, O heartless one,

I was watching You from behind the maul tree.

Your soft lustrous dusky loving face, sweetly smiling,

Got etched in my eyes.

The collyrium of my eyes and the tears of my trance

Were flowing in one stream,

The peacock of my mind, crowned with an ornament,

Was dancing in self-oblivion;

Suddenly You came and left for a far-off land, by whose magic charm ?

Since then, my mind no longer listens to me, nor does it heed when I

forbid;

It knows no hours, odd or normal, it seek no one but You;

Night and day, dusk and down, it seeks You in hell and in the sky.

-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. #  3288

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt)

A’lokatsave esechile,

A’ndha’r kare cale jeo na’,

Vya’thiter d’a’k shunechile,

Jadio chilo na’ shreya sa’dhana’.

Bhuloke dyuloke bhare rayecho,

Maner mukure dhara’ diyecho;

Va’hir vishve rup enecho,

Se rup sariye nio na’.

Kii je bha’vo kii na’ bha’vo, kichu na’ ja’ni,

Kalya’n bheve tha’ko e shudhu ma’ni;

A’sha’-bha’sa’ bhare da’o mamata’ t’a’ni,

Se priitir dor kabhu chinro na’.

                                                                        (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 25/12/85)
You came in the festival of lights,

Please do not leave it dark;

You heard the call of the distressed,

Though I made no spiritual endeavour.

You pervade earth and heaven,

You have revealed Yourself in the mirror of mind,

You have brought beauty to the outer world,

Do not take that beauty back.

I wonder what You always think about,

I only believe You ever wish me good;

You fill me with hope and the expression of hope, with the tender pull of Your compassion,

Never tear that bond of love.

-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. #  3107

(Voice: Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Toma’re dekhechi a’mi prapaincete mane mane;

Jeman chile raye gele

Jare parivarttan ene.

A’loke a’ndha’re ha’so,

Anur priiti bha’laba’so;

Mahaka’she raunge bha’so

Rupe rupe prati ks’an’e.

Anale anile a’cho,

Trnamainjariite na’co;

Cida’ka’she theke gecho

Bha’vamayer anudhya’ne

                                                                     (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 2/9/85)
In my mind's eye I saw You within matter,

You remained always the same,

Though bringing changes in the matter.

You smile in light and shade,

You are so fond of the love of the microcosm,

You float in space in numerous colours,

In every form at very moment.

You exist in fire and wind,

You dance on the blossoms of grass,

You have remained in the firmament of my soul,

In deep meditation of ideation incarnate.

-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3970

(Voice: Meena Mukhopadhyay)
Ogo nit’hur Hari,

Kata janam pare ele a’ma’r ghare;

A’mi khunje mari juge juga’ntare,

Tumi chile adu’re.

Kata kishalaya hala je lay,

kata ta’ra’ khase a’ndha’re ks’ay;

Jhainjha’y ha’riye gela kata malay,

Kata gola’p bhume jhare pare.

Advitiiya Tumi sarvagune,

A’ma’r katha’ bhule ja’o kemane;

D’eke gechi Toma’y pratiks’ane,

A’j ele prabha’te raung ravir kare.

                                                                                (Madhumálaiŋca, Kolkata, 19/1/87)
O heartless Divine Thief,

After countless lives, You have come to my abode,

I searched and searched for You, age after age,

Though You stayed very near.

So many tender leaves withered away,

So many stars fell into darkness,

So many vernal breezes were lost in storms,

So many roses fell on the earth.

You are matchless in divine traits,

How can You remain oblivious of me ?

I called You so much every moment-

Today, in this radiant dawn, You arrived amid crimson sunrays.

OGO NITHUR HARI


Page 1 of 3

