PRIYA  ÁMÁR  BANDHU  ÁMÁR

(O my beloved, O my Friend)

Songs of Shrii P. R. Sarkar
P.S # 4702
(Voice : Srikanta Acharya)
Dúre bhevechi Tomáy, 

Káche tákiye dekhini; 

Sure bharecha ámáy 

Bhálabása jánini.

Tunii Chile ámi chilum, 

Tumi madhu ámi kusum; 

Jaratáy bhevechilum .

Ámar ami-ke bujhini.

Tumi jánále nije Ámi tomári je; 

Je ámáy manane khonje 

Táke ár-o káche máni.

Madhukorak, Kolkata, 22/1/90

I thought You were distant,

And never looked near me;

You filled me with myriad melodies, 

I knew not You loved me so much.

You were there, so was I,

You were the nectar and I the flower,

thoughts were steeped in dogma, 

I didn't realize the "I" within.

At last You proclaimed, "I am yours. 

Whoever seeks through constant ideation 

Stays closer to Me."
---------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3380
(Voice : Sriradha Bandopadhyay)
Tomáy pávár áshá niye jege' rayechi; 

Ságareri mańi

Tomár tare ámi pal je guńechi.

Kata nishá bhor hayeche, 

Kata tárá khase' geche; 

Kata kaomudii háriyeche, 

Hisáv bhulechi.

Ná jániye shárada sáņjhe 

Ele nijei maner májhe; 

Acin naviin mohan sáje, 

Tavu cinechi

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 8/2/86

Hoping to attain You, I stay awake, 

O gem of the ocean, 

For You I count time endlessly.

So many nights have turned into dawn, 

So many stars have fallen; 

So many moonbeams have been lost, 

The number fades into oblivion.

At last, on an autumn evening,

You came in my mind unbeknown,

In an unseen, novel and magic apparel, 

Yet I was quick to recognize You.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3110

Vasanteri maiņjarii nútaner ábhás áne; 

Cira nútaner lukocuri 

Shonáy se gáne gáne.

Kánan kusume hese' cáy, 

Vátáse surabhi bhese' jáy; 

Ákáshe pápiyá gán gáy

Nútaner spandane.

Nútan sudhá jhare vasudhár gáy, 

Nutaner álo-bhará cokhe se tákáy; 

Marme cira nútan múracháy 

Brahter priitir ťáne.

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 3/9/85

The blossoms of spring hint at the advent of the new; 

The hide-and-seek play of the ever-new – 

They sing in countless melodies.

The grove glances at flowers with a smile, 

Sweet fragrance floats on the wind, 

In the sky the nightingale sings out, 

Stirred by the vibrations of the new.

New nectar showers upon the earth,

She looks round with eyes radiant with the glow of the new, 

In the depths of her heart resonates the ever-new, 

In the irresistible pull of love divine.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 4614
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Nishár avasán hala,

Púvákáshe rauņg ela,

Taruń aruń dák diye bale

Baddha duyár khola.

Ándháre já chila ajáná acená,

Álor jhilike hala jána-cená;

Dúrer vihag mele' dila dáná

Kácher bandhu hala.

Ghare ghare áj avárita dvár,

Gaváks’e váyu rodhe náko ár;

Mánav maniisá priitir ádhár

Sudhásyanda pela

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 29/3/89

The night has ended,

Colours arrive on the eastern horizon, 

The morning sun sends out the call, 

"Let all closed doors be opened."

What was unknown and unseen in darkness 

Became known and seen in sparkles of effulgence; 

The distant bird spread its wings

And became a friend in my proximity.

Today the doors are open in every home, 

Windows no more shut off the free flow of air, 

Human wisdom, the receptacle of love, 

Received the nectar exuded from the Divine.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3285
(Voice : Ac. Tattvavedananda Avt.)
Ámi cái ná hate jiņáner páhár,

Guner ságar;

Cái Tomáre ápan kare'

Sandhhyá sakál sakal prahar.

Arúpratan parashmańi,

Sabi Tumi bujhi ja’ni;

Tumi tha’klei sabái áche,

Tavei a’che guńer kadar.

Theko ámár maner końe

Ámár haye sam’gopane;

Sáthe sáthe rátri dine,

Naile brthái Tomár ádar.

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 24/12/85

I want to be neither a mountain of wisdom 

No r an ocean of virtues; 

I king to have You as my own 

At dusk, at dawn and at all times around.

Oh  formless jewel, 0 Supreme Touchstone, 

I  know You are the essence of everything, 

When You exist, all exist, 

Only then virtues are honored.

Stay ever with me solely as mine,

In solitary corner of my mind,

Silently, day and night

Or all Your affection will go in vain.
---------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3505
(Voice : Ac. Tattvavedananda Avt.)
Priya, Tomár tare 

Tava priitir t’áne; 

Ami esechi niye sáji 

Nava phágune.

Maner kánane mor jata phul phut’echilo, 

Sabár gandhamadhu e sájite bhará chilo; 

Ď’háliyá diyechi tái, mor ár kichu nái, 

Náo Tumi smitánane.

Asphuťa kali kár bhávaná-surabhi pelo, 

Paráger madhu kár áshe niye vasechilo; 

Tomár carańpáte, drkmádhurii-nipáte 

Chuťe' elo kena, ke jáne

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 16/4/86

O dear, for You alone

And in the momentum of Your love, 

I have come, with the wicker tray, 

In the newly-arrived spring.

All the flowers that bloomed in the grove of my mind -

Their fragrance and nectar - had filled this wicker-tray;

I have poured everything out, nothing remains mine anymore, 

Accept my offerings with a benignly smiling face.

The fragrance of whose thoughts did the unbloomed flower receive? 

Whose arrival was it awaiting with the nectar hidden in its pollen? 

Your footfall, Your sweet divine glance

Made it race in: No one knows why.
---------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 2215
(Voice : Sriradha Bandopadhyay)
Tomáy ámi bhálabási, cái ná kona pratidán; 

Tomár hási madhur vánshii, 

Bhare’ rákhe ámár prán.

Tháka ámár maner májhe, tháka ámár sakal káje; 

Rakha jakhan jeman sáje,

Tákiye dekha he mahán.

Jáni ámi naiko eká,

Nityakáler Tumi-i sakhá; 

Egiye jete rather cáká;

He Sárathi diccha ťán; 

Kańťhe ámár Tomár gán.

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 13/12/84

I love You expecting nothing in return;

With Your smile, Your sweet-sounding flute, 

My life remains ever filled.

Stay in my mind, and in all my actions, 

Whichever way You like to attire me – 

Glance at me for once, O great Lord.

I know I am not alone,

I know You are my eternal companion; 

To roll the chariot wheels forward 

You are pulling it ever, O Charioteer, 

As m y voice sings Your music.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P.S. # 3476
(Voice : Srikanta Acharya)
A’ma’r e phulabane sam’gopane

Ke go ele a’j

Kishalay peye nilay

Man Ra’unga’lo bhule’ sakal ka’j

Bulbuli ga’y sha’kha’y base’

A’mra mukul gandhe ha’se

Kim’shuker r’p nabhe bha’se

Sa’jieye notun sa’j

A’kul bakul dhula’y jhare

Sha’lmalii ca’y spardha’ bhare’

Pa’rul ta’ka’y u’rdha shire ka’npiye kanak ta’j

(Madhuma’lainca, Kolkata, 30/3/86)
Into this flower garden of my mind,
Who are you who arrived today?

The tender green leaves found their abode

And coloured all minds, forgetting all shyness.

The bulbul* sings out from the branch of the tree,

The mango blossom bursts into fragrant smile,

The beauty of kim’shuk floats in the void,

Arrayed decoratively, in new garments.

The restless vakul** drops on the dust,

The shalmalii*** looks round with arrogance,

The pa’rul**** looks up with face upturned,

Shaking her tiny golden crown.

* Indian nightingle. –Trans.
** Spanish cherry, Minusops elangi. –Trans.

*** Silk cottin tree. –Trans.

**** Trumpet flower. –Trans.

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

P. S. # 3028
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Priya ámár bandhu ámár, 

Du’re kena tháko; 

Tál-tamáliir jhulan kheláy 

Megher kájal ma’kho.

Van-gahaner urdhve ceye' 

Tháki ámi Tomáy niye; 

Bháver ghore sei ándháre 

Ámáy kena d’áko.

Kata taŕit áse o jáy, 

Kśańaprabhá kśańe miláy; 

Tomár ámár báņdhan hiyáy 

Anantakál rákho.

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 7/8/85

O my beloved, O my friend,

Why do You remain afar?

Under the palm and tamala' *  trees, instead of frolicking with me on a

jhulan, **

Why do You bring the cloudy gloom of collyrium?

From the depths of the forest, looking up beyond, 

I stay in Your Company, 

In my spell of illusion, in deep blinding darkness, 

Why do You call me, dear Lord?

Many a spark comes and goes, 

Lightning disappears in a trice, 

Let this bond of hearts

Between You and me be everlasting.

_______________________

   * A tree especially associated with Lord Krsna. -Trans.

   ** A swing or rocking chair, often located on the verandah or in the garden of a 

house, in which two persons call sit. -Trans.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 4421
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Tumi jadi náhi ele mor madhumálainca májhe; 

Tave kena bhare' dile, phule phule tár sáje.

Tava á1oker melá 

Raunge raunge liilákhelá; 

Ráungáye jiivanbelá 

Bhuláiyá bhay láje.

Vajra-ashani dáke

Krsńa megher phánke

Ali ese' jháņke jháņke guiņjare bhore sáņjhe

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 24/8/88

If You won't come into my sweet floral bower, 

Why did You beautify it with flowers and fruits?

The festival of Your splendour

And Your divine sports in myriad colours 

Dye the shore of my life

Making me forget fear and shyness.

Lightning and thunder roar out

Through rifts in deep dark clouds,

The bees arrive in swarms and buzz, dawn and dusk.
--------------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3739
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Tumi rúpe bhuvan á1o-kará 

Gane náce Tumi chande bhará; 

Tomár upamá nái, tulaná ná pái, 

Eká Tumi sárá jagat joŕá.

Tumi egiye jáo, piche ná cáo,

Tomár rather caká thámte ná dáo; 

Asharane kole tuliya náo, 

Tomár gune priya mugdha dhará.

Tumi bhálabáso liilá  raco, 

Komale kat’hore mishe' ácho; 

Jár keha nái tár Tumi  rayecha, 

Anádi anante Tumi gará.

Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 10/9/86

I beauty, You illuminate the universe with resplendence, 

In song and dance, You abound in myriad rhythms, 

You are matchless, You are peerless, 

You alone pervade the whole universe.

You move ever ahead, never look back,

The wheels of Your chariot You never let stop, 

You lift the shelter less onto Your loving lap;

With Your qualities, O dear, the world remains ever charmed.

You love all, create countless divine plays,

You are a blend of softness and hardness, 

You ever remain for one who has no one,

You are a concomitance of eternity and infinitude.
------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3570
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Jiivane marańe Tomákei ámi Jáni; 

Áloke áņdháre Tomákei shudu cini.

Rúpátiita Tumi priya 

Esecho rúpasáyare;

Bhávátiita cinmay

Bhálabesecha ámáre; 

Budvud ámi, Tumi mahodadhi 

Tomáke máni.

Esechi tava eśańáy, 

Bhesechi se úrmi máláy, 

Hesechi tava preśańáy, 

necechi tava jyotsnáy; 

Ásá jáoyá tháká mor 

Tava svapane vibhor, 

Se svapan ghire' 

Ámár jata ráuņgá jál buni.

(Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 5/6/86)

In life and death, I remember You only

In light and darkness, I recognize You alone.

You who are formless, O dear,

Have now appeared in the ocean of forms;

You transcend all ideations, O cognition incarnate, 

You have given me Your love; 

I am a mere bubble, You are the vast ocean, 

I accept You alone.

In the surging flow of my quest for You, I came 

And drifted on the rows of billowing waves; 

I have smiled feeling Your momentum, 

I have danced in Your moonlight; 

My entry, exit and existence – 

I am entranced in a dream of You. 

Around that dream

I weave numerous colourful webs.
------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 3856

Ámi Tomáy cinini priya,

Tumi ámáy sab diyecha; 

Áj ámár prańati nio,

Áj bhujhechi bhálabesecha.

Phulete diyecha madhu, 

Nabhete rajata vidhú;

Priitibhará sudhásindhu 

Manete man mishiyecha.

Saptaloker Tumi-i será,

Sthávar  jauņgam Tomáy bhará; 

Cáņd-tárá je núpure gherá 

Se núpure nece' calecha.

(Madhumláiņca, Kolkata, 1/12/86)

I could not recognize You, O dear, 

Yet You gave me everything. 

Please accept my salutations,

Now I realize You really loved me.

In  flowers, You gave sweet honey

In  the void, You brought the silver moon, 

O ocean of nectar, throbbing with love, 

Your mind has permeated into mine.

In the seven worlds You are the only perfect Entity,

Movable and immovable, both are filled with Your presence – 

In cadence with Your ankle-bells 

That surround the moon and stars, 

You keep dancing eternally
---------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 2702

(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Janame janame ámi ceyechi priya Tomáre;

Bhálabása ki ná bása jániná Tumi ámáre.

Tomár májhei madhuratá

Svapnera mádakatá;

Jiivaneri itikathá náce Tomáy ghire' ghire'.

Theko náko ár du’re,

Eso maner antahpure;

Theko sáthe ciratare

Gáne gáne sure sure.

(Madhumálaiņca, Kolkata, 18/5/85)

Life after life I longed for You, O dear,

I wonder if You love me or not.

In You alone lies all sweetness,

In You alone lies the joy-intoxication of dreams,

Tales of life all dance around You.

Do not remain afar anymore,

Come into my inner world,

Stay with me ever,

In countless songs and melodies.
-------------------------------------------------------
P. S. # 4816
(Voice : Ac. Priyashivananda Avt.)
Je path diye esechilum se pathe pherá habe ná;

Sumukh pánei calte habe,

Pechane tákáno máná.

Calár pather he dishárii,

Tomár riiti bujhte nári;

Duhkha diye hao duhkhahárii,

Lukiye kichui kará jábe ná.

Ekťi kathái káne kane kaichi Tomáy samgopane;

Já cáo koro bhúmámane,

Ańure jena bhule' theko ná.

(Madhukorak, Kolkata, 24/3/90)

The path I came on I can't return along,

Forward only can I move,

Looking back is forbidden.

O pioneer on the path of my journey,

Your ways baffle my understanding,

YOU give pain, yet become its remover

We cannot do anything in secret.

One word I whisper in Your ear, silently -

Do as You please with Your Macrocosmic Mind,

But never forget this microcosmic entity. 
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