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Translations are from multiple sources.We have taken the liberty to ignore literalness and make some adjustments in a couple of stanzas
for the sake of cogency and clarity. Most of the lines below are parts of longer poetic pieces. Use these as a reference to explore further
reading from the source and elsewhere.

First Few Lines (Bengali script)

Translation (English)

Original Poem

Transliteration

2 (@ 53, U (T~
foatwer, o7 2|

This love of mine springs from the

heart.

It has limitless pangs and pleasures,

Sonar Tori /
Dirbodh

E re sakhr, hridoyer prem—
Sukh-duhkha-bedanar adi anta nei
yar...

Chiro-dainya, chiro-ptrna hem.
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- . . T3 T AT (2, AT
Tq—

always empty, always filled with pure

gold.

... Bujha yay adho prem, adh-khana

mon—

T (P JRAR FAA? It's easy to figure out a little love or a Samasta ke bujhéchhe kakhon?
bit of the heart’s desires,
But who could fathom the depth of
love in its fullness and entirety?
FCINEIINED) TG JE =M, Both flutter alone, longing to be near— | Dui Pakhi Dujone eka eka jhapti more pakha,
FOE PR, IR A One cries in anguish, “Come close, my katore kahe, "kachhe ay!"
EF N JE-7, dear!” Boner pakhi bole—"n3,
FIE  AEF FY M@ The bird of the forest says, “No, kabe khanchar rudhi dibe dwar?"
SRR GEEY When will you open the cage and let Khafichar pakhi bole—"hay,
CTE 1$fe 12 SReA=| go?” mor shokti nahi uribar."
The caged bird sighs, “Alas,
I no longer have the strength to pass.”
DU SIS JTATH 1T It kindles in my heart the flame of Mayar Khela Hridaye jagaaye basnar shikha
T ST T T 6T desire, Nayane sajaye maya marichika
REGIGRIERESCE And paints illusions in my eyes like a Shudhu ghure mari marubhimi
©F (34, ©F (F f3it= a f5rams| mirage of fire. Tabu keno, tabu keno michhe e
IBERSIE] BREIGRIRY | wander, lost, through the desert pipasa.
A & (17 (o SR T wide— Bishwo-charachar lupta hoye jaay
SHa-@T ey Why then, why this thirst that will not E ki ghor prem andharahu pray

©F (P, ©F (3 = 2 FIPM|

subside?

Jiban-joubon grase




The whole cosmos fades, disappears
from sight,

Is this love so fierce, like an eclipse of
night,

That devours my youth, my very
breath—

Then why, oh why, this mist of

falsehood and death?

Tabe keno, tabe keno michhe e

kuasha.

DINKERCEICEET] How did the sun'’s rays Nirjhorer Aji e prabhate rabir kar
(BN AP AT 77, Touch my life this morn, Shopnobhongo (The | Kamane pasila praner par,

@A AT SR NETE How did the song of the morning bird, | Awakening of the Kamane pasila guhar andhare prabhat
ER)CRIRERICY Penetrate the dark cavern! Waterfall) pakhir gan!

AT S (FF (F 98 el =TF S Najani kena re eta din pare jagiya

TS =7er | uthila pran.




T W= FE FT HeT NI,

2 I, (7 7@ G2 S
SRETCATCTET? i 9% T
A% FITEF S FY (AT (F®
A,

ST SRR SAFCTH ST

I 0o (e, 1 f{foa s

IS AR, T- S FTH

Where, in our distant childhood, we
met—just because—

Half-known, half-strange, a fleeting
tie?

You were the neighbor’s girl, and I—
A restless boy of this teeming earth,
With whom you played in joy and
mirth.

On empty rooftops beneath the sky,
What games we played, what tales
ran high!

You'd charm me with your curious art,
With dreamlike wonders that touched

the heart—

Manassundart, from

Sonar Tori

Mone achhe kobe kon phullo
yuthibone,

Bohu balyokale, dekha hoto du'’i jone
Adho-chenashona? Tumi ei prithibir
Pratibéshinir meye, dharar ashtir

Ek baloker sathe ki khela khelate
Sokhr,

Jonshinno grihochhade akasher tole
Ki korite khela, ki bichitro katha bole
Bhulate amare, swapna-sam
chamatkar

Arthohin, satya mithya tumi jan tar.

a&@q,wmgﬁm@ﬁ| Meaningless perhaps—true or

untrue—

Only you knew what was false, what

was true.
(R a e You, the goddess of my heart, have Manassundari, from | -Khelaksetra hate
FAT AT ATTR T, Left the playground and come Sonar Tori Kakhan anatarlaksmi esecha antare,
AT 25 (NAEH OF gloriously into my heart, Apanar antahpure gauraber bhare
3 S JZFF Ao -Your own dwelling, where Basi acha mahisir mata.




RGICRIERIELI

You sit as my queen.

Chile khelar sangnt

2% TR (T A (ST, You were my playmate Ekhan hayecha marmer gehini,
SiaEs IfEat wmat But now you've become my soulmate, Jibaner adhisthatri debr.
The presiding goddess of my life.
SrelaT sfaserdr fa
ATJAT AT TG W8T Now it is you who flows Manassundart, from
39 3eid [ATdR &, Through this infinite expanse; Sonar Tori
T T IR Descending from the heavens
SH &Rl & AR # | Into the embrace of the earth.
HeaT & fge gu Al & Your veil is dyed
97 IT B JEERT 37Tl | In the molten gold of dusk.
AT I ST Aol On earth you ripple and sway,
Tlaet Fr 18T A fAaTer Like a youthful river—pure and bright
R TGS Would you, please, assume a tangible | Manassundari, from | Ei martabhimi
T BIAE TS T OET? form Sonar Tori parash koribe ranga charaner tale?
Wﬂfﬁ(ﬁﬁﬁ‘]}mww And touch this earth under your rosy Antore bahire bishwe stinye jole
SO T(@ STHTIT MTAE feet? sthole
FIHAT 2, 4T AFHTF Would you gather yourself from all sarbathai hote sarbamoyi apnare
43T & aFafe sy =fe? quarters of the koriya haran, dharanir ekdhare

Universe you pervade and

Show your magnificent visage in this

dhoribe ki ekkhani madhur marti?




Corner of the earth.

Y A I (AT afeE | Tonight, | shall play with my soul/life | Jhulan Ami poraner sathe khelibo ajike
AT, o =IEe| The game of death — in the midnight marankhel3, nishrthbela.
ST I, ST AT, hour. Soghon borosa, gogon amdhar,
(@ FHE FTW 61T 41T, The rain pours thick, the sky is dark, hero baridhare kande chari dhar,
SIRRECGACEICEC] And on every side, the waters weep. bhison ronge bhobotoronge
SR (S°TT; In fierce colors, on the waves of fate, bhasai bhel3;
BIEGEGIEREa ] | set my raft adrift. bahir hoyechhi swapna-shéyon
T e, faEe| I've stepped out from my bed of koriya hel, ratribela.
ST, S ST SIS A dreams, 0go, pobone gogone sagore ajike
I @, Carelessly, into the night. ki kollol,
(W (1T (e | O winds, O sky, O surging sea — de dol dol.

What a tumult stirs today!

Come, swing me — sway, sway!
ey foamm, asaa e | | am princess Chitrangada, Chitrangada Ami Chitrangada, Rajendranandin.
W 3, 2 ST IHAT | Not a goddess to be worshiped Debi noi, noi samanya ramani.
SOV S FIFEF AT, (518 IAY On an altar, Pija kori rakhive mathay, seyo ami
R, SR I FW ARG Nor a mere woman pushed behind noi;
A, (78 e 2| With indifference. Abahéla kori pusiya rakhive
0 =NeT 1Y If you let me walk beside you pichhe, seyo ami nohi.
(M PG M, 72 foQ1T In weal and woe/ Jodi pase rakh

T ST 718, I i F

And make me your comrade

more sankater pothe, durh chintar




FOd qod ©d T 330,

In difficult venture,

jodi anso dao, jodi anumoti koro

Jf% ST 57 (T FF 2641, You will know me kathin broter taba sahay hoite,
SF TRE ©[ “fH6T| For what | am. jodi sukhe duhkhe more koro
sahacharr,
amar paibe tobe parichoy.

WW‘@HWWW How much farther will you carry me, Sonar Tori Ar koto dure niye jabe more
@SR O beautiful one? he sundari?
JE, (@1 NF [Sfo@ (omE Tell me—where will your golden boat Bolo, kon par bhiribe tomar
(TE Sa? Finally come ashore? sonar tor?
YR TR, ST ey, Whenever | ask you, O stranger Jokhoni sudhai, ogo bideshin,
oS 71 By FF RS- maiden, tumi has shudhu madhur hasini—
Jfae o1 *nfe, F S FF 3= You only smile—that gentle, sweet bujhite na pari, k7 jani ki achhe
RIERICH smile— tomar mone.

And | can never tell what secrets

Lie hidden in your heart.
e de arH AT | am the uninitiated pariah, Patraput (The Ami bratya,ami mantrahin.
Al 7 gyaur fager Today | have performed my final Leaves) Sakal mandirer bahire amar pija 3j
FRTar a1 It AT | worship with samapta hala
mﬁﬂq{wqﬁg@ Profound bliss of the bright God of the Debalok theke Manabloke,

skies Akase jyotirmay puruse
AT ST F IRT H And the Man of My Heart on this Ar maner manuse amar antartama

&adlieh U ATAd AT H

world

anande




HTACURT S8l g6 H

Away from the temples

3Tl AL ol [T &S|
(Original Bengali)
oY Fes, SN FFZ4 |
BRICEGN
(MR (V@ AT,
SAFTCT (ST T T
AN |
RICRU IO O my innermost beloved, Jibandebata Ohe antaratama,
G fF o1 o form Has your every thirst been quenched Miteche ki taba sakal tiyas
SIS SIFE 7| By entering the depths of my heart? Asi antare mama?
In streams of sorrow and joy, Duhkha-sukher laksa dharay
AN T §F1IT | have filled your cup to the brim, Patra bhoriya diyechi tomay,
T =31 @ (e, And through merciless pain, Nithur pirane ninari bakkha
foga Froe Aoy a5 Pressed my breast like crushed Dalita draksa-sam.
TfeTe QIEpTSTe | grapes of wine. Kato je baran, kato je gandha,
So many colors, so many scents, Kato je ragini, kato je chhanda
PO (J I99T O (T TH So many melodies, so many Gathiya gathiya korechi béyon
Fo (@ A F6 T 7™ rhythms— Basarasoyon taba.
ST SR @R I3 | wove them all together, thread by




IS ©]-- thread,

To prepare your bridal bed.
@, fAfAfoe S e, 0 Goddess, day and night | offermy | Sadhana Debi, nishidin kori poranpan,
B forefs anfa soul Charane ditéchi ani
(NF ST TFT CTS ST & And lay at your feet Mor jiboner sakal srestha sadhér
Ty ST | The finest treasures of all my life’s dhan—
30 5 STTEefer longings— Byartha sadhankhani.
GRRIRECRIREET My failed devotions. 0go, byartha sadhankhani
NFT & N4t | Ah, my failed devotions— Dekhiya hasiyeche sarthak-phol
o I, (7, T (@I Even they are smiled upon Sakal bhakta pran.
WWW, By the fulfilled hearts of your faithful Tumi yodi, Debi, poloke kebol
A3 7 (et ST ones. Koro kataksa sneha-sukomal,
FAT T, If only, O Goddess, for a fleeting Ekti bindu phelo amkhijal
N9 @ O NF 7@ moment Karuna mani,
72 ST | You cast a glance, soft with affection, Shob hobe tobe sarthak hobe

If a single tear from your eye should
fall—

As a drop of grace,

Then all shall be redeemed, and even
My failed devotions shall find their

place.

Byartha sadhankhani.




5T AN (A BIF 51, The incense wants to dissolve into its | Chobi-o-gan Dhip apanare milaite cahe gandhe.
ST (5T 51 (A 200 I0 | aroma Gandha se cahe dhupere rahite jude
STR ST (JT e 517 =6, And the aroma wants to stick to the Sur apanare yog dite cahe
== Al B (Je 51T & incense chandeChanda apani phire yete cai
©19 (*I(© 5 T A& 95, The music wants to join the meter sure.
D (09 1T SO J&H =Y | The meter wants to return to the tune. Bhab pete cai riper majhare anga
@ﬁ?{(ﬂmﬁ]ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁw The thoughts seek form and Rup pete cai bhaber majhare chanda
ST 200 1 SIS & 2T Form seeks release in thoughts. Asim se cahe simar nibid sanga
ST SO A1 S 9 FIF Yfe— The infinite seeks close touch of the Sima hate cai asimer majhe hara.
B9 20© FCT AT L3I finite Pralay srjane na jani e kar yukti
T FHfam &3 o Jfe, The finite wants to be lost in the Bhab hate rlpe abira yaoa asa
WWWWWWI infinite. Bandha phiriche khunjiya apan mukti
Whose idea is this: creation and Mukti magiche bandhaner majhe
dissolution? basa.
Moving back and forth from thought
to form?
Confinement seeking release and
freedom residing in restraint?
AAGF TS SIS (ST | am your companion through eternity, Anantakaler sangi ami tor
S (F (o1 =3 | am but your shadow. Ami je tor chhayal
91 o7 @mE, fF1 7 2ife In tears or in laughter— Kiba se rodane, kiba se hasite




(MATE *TRE FAT 7,
YA ST, P TEH©

You will find me sometimes by your

side,

Dekhite paibe kokhon pase,

Kokhon sammukhe, kokhon pascate

ST ST FETN Sometimes before you, sometimes Amar andhar kayal

behind you—

My dark form ever near.
ST (AT PE (517 I [ If my little boy ever wished, Chaturi Amar khoka kore go yadi mone
2%fe TG MNE (K (T® He could fly away right now Ekhoni ure pare se jete
MfEeed IE| To that heavenly garden of Parijat Parijater bonel
[ 1 (7 {3 S| blooms. Jay na se ki sadhé|
WWNTQIT% I3 But does he really want to go? Mayer buke mathati thuiye
(T IR NfF© B, He loves to lie, head resting Se bhalobase thakite suiye,
W?ﬁrmﬁﬂiﬁ On his mother's chest, Mayer mukh na dekhé yadi
TR ©1F S| If he cannot see her face, Poran taar kande|

His little soul begins to cry. Amar khoka kandite janito na,
ST (FT FIU© Mo o, My little one didn't even know how to Hasir dese korito $udhu
AT (0T FiFo By weep— Sukhér alocanal
SEF AT He lived only in lands of laughter, Kandite chahe sadhée?
FI® BIE TE? Talking of joy and light. Madhumukhér hasiti diye
MY RING o Did he long to learn to cry? Tane se bate mayer hiya,
BI (7 96 IS 237, With that honey-sweet smile of his, Kanna diye byathar phasée
F1T 9 IRE BT He tugged gently at his mother’s Dvigun balé bandhé|

FREEGEICH

heart—




But now, with tears and aching
SOrrow,

He binds her twice as tight.

oIy 3 g F'
BEERIGEIEIEGE T
(ST (I A (5N, ST "=
©F QN AT PR AT,
O F 37 fefte S |
Ol TT, (1T (FTNT SF |
Y BY R {6 FE |

TS (I JARMSTHS S
BEIGACIERCIERIRR G
& ACT (GTF P (1,
SR ST (G =
(AT (BT IR = Ao —
O @i J3© MEE a1 (7
(ST (BT (ATFT AT ST |

If | play a little prank

And bloom as a champa flower on
the tree,

In the early morning, Ma, on the
branches

I'll roll and tumble on the tender
leaves—

Then you might lose to me in hide
and seek,

Would you still, dear Ma, recognize
me?

You would call, “Where is my little
boy?”

And I'd only smile, staying quietly coy.

At noon, with the Mahabharata in
hand

You'll sit to read, once all have

Lukochuri (Hide and
Seek)

Ami yadi dustumi kére

Champar gachhe champa haye phuti,
Bhorer bela ma go, dalér opore
Kochi patay kori lutoputi,

Tabe tumi amar kachhe haro,
Tokhon ki ma chinte amay paro?
Tumi dako, "Khoka koéthay ore?"
Ami $udhu hasi chupti kore|
Dupur bela Mahabharat hate
Bosbe tumi sabar khaowa hale,
Gachher chhaya ghorér janalate
Porbe eshe tomar pithe kole,
Ami amar chhotto chhayakhani
Dolabo tor boi'er pore ani—
Tokhon tumi bujhte parbé na se

Tomar chokhe khokar chhaya bhase|




SR T (0T

e Qi INF (ST

O AN T (AT (AT
"B FE N, TR O AF|
SR A (ST (N1 24,
"1 FET (ST I F|
of I, "8, f&=fer Fram”
S AT, TR AT T FH "

eaten—

The tree’s shadow will slip through
the window

And rest softly on your back and seat
then—

And I'll swing my tiny little shadow
Right on top of your book, gently so.
But you won't know it's me in
disguise,

Your little one’s shadow before your
eyes.

In the evening, when you light the
lamp

And walk to the cowshed at twilight's
call,

I'll be playing among the flowers then,
And with a “plop,” Ma, I'll suddenly
fall.

Then once again I'll be your child,
And say, “Tell me a story!” with a
smile so wild.

You'll ask, “You rascal, where were

Sandhyéebelay prodipkhani jele
Jokhon tumi jabée goyalghore
Tokhon ami phuler khela khele
"Tup" kore ma, porbo bhaye jhorel
Abar ami tomar khoka hobo,
"Golpo bolo" tomay giye kdbol
Tumi bolbég, "Dustu, chhili kotha?"

Ami bolbd, "Bolbd na se katha!"




you hiding?”
I'll laugh and say, “That, Ma, I'm not

confiding!”

AT AN (1R (A,

(FIFN Q2 FEE (Aot S|

MV FI ROV W
(AT O I (J&--

"R R fRfT [ AN |
fefeT SN [ ef-(A1,
Fete e (I

(OIE 3 (ST AT S|

8% (MR 92 (R R

T (N1 @ @A

YT (RT (72T 0T QA |
R TER OF (ST ©1R

(@ (60T A1 (J B,

@@ A AT, & WG|
IBCERCEINCICIC

S A Flor 1R 67 ST |

Where have | come from,

From what distant place?

Where did you find me, Ma,

As you gathered me in your
embrace?"

Mother, hearing this, laughs and
weeps,

Holds her little one close and
speaks—

"You were a wish, deep in my soul,
A dream | cradled, a part of my
whole.

You were in my games with dolls,
Born at dawn when | prayed in Shiva's
halls—

With my hands | shaped and made
you anew,

Again and again, as morning broke

through.

Janmakatha

Elem ami kotha theke,

Konkhane tui kuriye péli amare?'
Ma Sune koy hése kedeé

Khokare taar bukh béndhe--
"Ichchha haye chhili monér majhare|
Chhili amar putul-khélay,
Prabhaté Sib-pijar bélay

Tore ami bhengeéchhi ar gréchhil
Oi dehe &i deh chumi

Mayer khoka haye tumi

Madhur hésé dekha dilé bhubanél
Harai harai bhoye g0 tai

Buke chéepe rakhite je chai,

Keédeé mari ektu saré daralé|

Jani na kon mayay phéende
Bishwer dhon rakhbo béndhée

Amar & ksin bahu dutir aralé




In your body, | kiss this form of mine,
My little one, you are my divine sign—
With your sweet smile you lit up the
skies,
A glimpse of heaven in your eyes.**
| fear I'll lose you, you're so dear,
So | hold you tight and draw you near,
And when you shift or drift away,
| cry with dread, | beg you to stay.
| do not know what magic weaves,
That hides the wealth the whole
world leaves—
In these two frail arms of mine,

How do | keep a gift so divine?

Day by day | float my paper boats one
by one down the running stream.

In big black letters | write my name on
them and the name of the village
where [ live.

| hope that someone in some strange

land will find them and know who |

Paper Boats




am.
| load my little boats with shiuli flower
from our garden, and

Hope that these blooms of the dawn
will be carried safely to land in the
night.

| launch my paper boats and look up
into the sky and see the

little clouds setting the white bulging
sails.

| know not ... what playmate of mine in
the sky sends them down the air

To race with my boats!

When night comes | bury my face in
my arms and dream that my

Paper boats float on and on under the
midnight stars.

The fairies of sleep are sailing in
them, with their baskets full of

dreams.




ST H g1 e [Qelet o]
IS TS 9T E... FAT Sreet A
SAA TR

3R T arer 9R @I T et
g

T Pell T TGTSAT oMt & Foll &

AL oI |

ad,

IS GHST H HTAT §... F4T Tl H
TETHE,

U clell H,
a’rm-c?réssatraamg”a?ﬁ g —
CiGH

R Ter e Tl A... TWAT §
3%,

When I bring to you colored toys, my
child,

[ understand why there is such a play of
colors on clouds, on water,

and why flowers are painted in tints
—-when [ give colored toys to you, my

child.

When [ sing to make you dance

[ truly know why there is music in
leaves,

and why waves send their chorus of
voices to the heart of the listening earth

—-when I sing to make you dance.

When I bring sweet things to your
greedy hands

[ know why there is honey in the cup of
the flowers

and why fruits are secretly filled with
sweet juice

—-when I bring sweet things to your

greedy hands.

Coloured Toys




.. TS FHSAT &... FT Foell H F7Y
TE,

FIT ell o TR #Hror @ fBar g
for,

S Siled ST § a6 g4, Sl o
T UL T TEAT e,

3R ag 3eie, S A F AR
MaT TR -

fow

When I kiss your face to make you
smile, my darling,

[ surely understand what pleasure
streams from the sky in morning light,
and what delight that is that is which
the summer breeze brings to my body

—-when [ kiss you to make you smile.

Child, how happy you are sitting in the
dust,

Playing with a broken twig all
morning.

| smile at your play with that little
broken twig.

| am busy with my accounts, adding
up figures by the hour.

Perhaps you glance at me and think,

Playthings




‘What a stupid game to spoil your

morning with!

Child, | have forgotten the art of being
absorbed in sticks and mud-pies.
(reflection)

| seek out costly playthings, and
gather lumps of gold and silver.

With whatever you find, you create
your glad games, ... spend both my
time and my strength over things |
never can obtain.

In my frail boat | struggle to cross the
sea of desire,

And forget that | too ... am playing a

game.

IIGERSIGINCICINGH
SR (STE-(OIE |
ST R (T St
BIE (E1® (IS |
CIEE ST (378 (-
TET T T,

The sun prepares to set.

Clouds gather round the sky above,
With moonlit dreams unmet.

Layer on layer the clouds have grown,
Shade upon shade they bring,

From temple domes the bronze bells

Brishti Pore tapur

Tupur

Diner alo nibe él,

Sujji dobe-dobe.

Akas ghiré mégh jutéche
Chander lobhe lobhe.
Meégher upar mégh karéche--

Ranger upar rang,




NE® F5F H51| toll— Mandirété kansar ghanta
T 58 J | A “tong-tong” echo rings. B3jl6 than than.

3 "E fAfg as, Beyond the river, the rains arrive, O paréte bisti él,

TS STTRATT | The trees blur into mist. Jhapsa gachhpala.

a AE® (IET AT This side, on the crown of clouds, E parété mégher mathay

AT el 7| A hundred rubies twist. Ek$o manik jyala.

9T ASITF J O The rainy breeze brings back to mind Badola hayay mone pare
(RCTES ST — A song from childhood's lane— Chéelebelar gan-

"fAfR o1 SR R, “Drip-drop falls the monsoon rain, "Bisti paré tapar tupur,
CIGRINEEICIE The river swells again.” Nadey él ban.

Y o1 FE earefortsy | was going from door to door, Kripon (The Miser) | Ami bhiksha kore phirchhilém
T A T, begging along the village path, Gramer pathé pathg,
OEACRERSGIRG] when suddenly, in the distance, Tumi takhon cholchhile

(O TN | | saw your golden chariot appear — Tomar swarnarathe.

@ﬁﬁ‘ﬂa? BERIE like a dream, shimmering and grand. Apurba ek swapna-sama
SIS 5 F— | wondered... Lagatechhilo chaksé mama—
F f3fsa cmeT (e g, Who is this king of kings? Ki bichitra shobha tomar,

3t fafoa STl Hope leapt in my heart. Ki bichitra saj.

S A SIS, Perhaps my days of suffering were Ami mané bhabitéchhilam,

a (19 JRES! over! E kon maharaj!

| stood there, waiting...




NS BOH TS (TRIE
(SERE o,
Zate MR 2@
12T 2@ TR 2@

FIRIF (7T (T 7Y,
TOTE 2 I~

AT AT O @,

(79 Bl oI |

(W, ST /Y (N (5T
ST FI= AT,
ST A (6T

AT 9 (R0

(T R ITTST

SO (STeT ST 5T
AP fFeTg eifsr

R SFs —

"SI g W18 (o AT
FREE e 2o |
s a B, TOEES—
“SIRF 718 (o1 %2

thinking you would shower me with
gifts,

without my even asking.

Your chariot came to a stop before
me.

You looked at me — and smiled.
Then you stepped down.

In that moment, | thought —

at last, fortune had found me.

But then, you stretched out your right
hand and said,

Please, give me something (make it
softer)

Oh! What a royal jest —

that the greatest of kings would ask a
poor beggar for a gift!l was so
confused... unsure what to do.
Slowly, | reached into my little bag,
and pulled out the tiniest grain of
corn...

and placed it in your palm.

Aji shubha-kshané rat pohalo

Bhebhéchhilam tobe,
Aj amare dare dare
Phirté nahi habe.

Bahir haté nahi hate

Kahar dekha pelem pathg,
Cholité rath, dhan-dhannya
Chhorabe dui dhare—
Mutha mutha kuriyé néebo,
Nebo bhare bhare.

Dekhi, sahasa rath theme géelo

Amar kache ésg,
Amar mukh-pané chéyé

Namlée tumi héese.

Dekhé mukheér prasannata

Juriyé gélo sakal byatha.

Hen-kale kiser lagi

Tumi akasmat—

"Aamay kichhu dao go" bale
Bariye dilé hat.
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Later that evening, when | emptied my
bag,

| was amazed to see —

there, among the dusty heap —

one tiny grain of gold.Tears filled my
eyes,

Why didn't | give to you, My Lord!

emptying all that is mine!

Mari! E ki katha, rajadhi-raj—
"Aamay dao go kichhu"?
Shune kshanakaler tare
Roind matha-nichu.

Tomar ki-ba abhab aché
Bikhari bhikshukéer kachée?
E kebal kautuker bashe,
Amay prabanchna!

Jhuli haté dilem tulée

ekti chhoto kana.

Jabé patrakhani gharé yenée
Ujar kori—e kil
Bhikshamajhe ekti chhoto
Sonar kana dekhi.

Dilem ya raj-bhiksharire,
Swarna haye €lo phire.
Takhon kandi chokher jale,
Duti néyon bhore—

Tomay kéno diyi ni amar

Sakal Sunyo kore.
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Who are you, reader, reading my
poems a hundred years hence?

| cannot send you one single flower
from this wealth of the spring, one
single streak of gold from yonder
clouds.

Open your doors and look abroad.
From your blossoming garden gather
fragrant memories of the vanished
flowers of a hundred years before.
In the joy of your heart may you feel
the living joy that sang one spring
morning, sending its glad voice

across a hundred years.

1400 sal (1400

years)

Aji hate $atabarsa pare

Ke tumi parichho bosi amar
kavitakhani

Kautuhalbhare—

Aji hate $atabarsa pare.

Aji nababasanter prabhater anander
Lesamatra bhag—

Ajikar kono phul, bihanger kono gan,
Ajikar kono raktarag

Anurage sikto kori paribo na pathaite
Tomader kare

Aji hate $atabarsa pare.
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