Wipn YuHMowun
«WN36paHHble CTUXOTBOPEHUA>>
N3 CBbOPHUKA «MO33UA —
PAAY)XHbIE MEYTbI MOETO
CEPALA>
COBEPY A UBETbI-NMOSMb

I shall collect flower-poems
From the garden of Light;
Therefore, | am flying in the sky
With the southern wind.

I have no one with me.

All alone, endlessly | am flying,
And | am all lost in the beauty
Of teeming clouds.

*x X X

Cobepy s UBETbI-MNO3MbI
N3 capna CeeTa,
N netato g B Hebe
C H0XHbIM FOpPSiYMM BETPOM.
Hun aywmn co MHOW.
JInwb oanH 6ecnpenenbHoO nevy s,
3aTepsaBLUMCL HAaBEKU B Kpace
O6nakoB HECMETHbIX.

llepeBog I1. TncapeHKo



N3 CBOPHUKA «CBET-
OBELLAHME nyTEBOHHOﬁ
3BE34bl>>
B HUAC, KOI'1A COJIHLE
ABNAETCA HA BOCTOKE

UTHE JAKHAN PUB GAGANE SAVITA

Uthe jakhan pub gagane savita
Takhan ami likhte basi kabita
Nil sagare rakta thala bhasiche
Swarna jaba phulti jena hasiche
Tomar hasi sabai chai dharate
Nami tomai bhakti bhare prabhate

* X *

WHEN THE SUN APPEARS IN THE EAST

When the sun appears in the East,

I make friends with my poetry.

| see a golden disc
Right above the blue sea.

A red hibiscus is smiling at me.
Is there anybody on earth, O Sun,
Who does not long for your smile?

No, nobody.
Everybody wants your smile.
| too want your smile
And something more:

I want to bow to you
With my heart’s adoration.

Sri Chinmoy’s first Bengali poem

* X *

B HAC, KOI'A COJIHUE ABNAETCA HA BOCTOKE

B uac, koraa CosiHUEe ABNSeTCA HAa BOCTOKE,
3aBoXy s ApYyX6y Cc Moel noasuei.
S BMXKY OMUCK 3n1aTomn



[MpAMO Haa CMHEBOIO MOpA.

Anbi rMbuckyc ynblbaeTcsa MHe.
EcTb nn KTo-HMOYAb Ha 3emne, o ConHue,
KTo 6 He xaxaan TBoen ynbibkn?
HeT Takux.

Bcaknin ee xenaer.

S TakKe Xaxay TBoen ybloKu
N paxe 6onbliero:

S Xo4uy NpeKknoHATLCA npen Toboto
C oboxxaHuem Moero cepaua.

MepBoe cTtuxoTBopeHune LLpn YnHMos Ha 6eHranbCKoM si3blke

llepeBog I. TncapeHko



N3 CBOPHUKA «MNMECHb-
NMPOCBETJIEHME N TAHEL-
OCBOBOXAEHWUE>
B JIAAbE CEPEBPAHOIO CBETA

RUPAR TARANI BAHIYA

Rupar tarani bahiya
Oi ase oi chandiya
Akash juriya madhur gitika
Bihanga joy sudure pane
Asha guli ure chale
Disha bhuli
Bela gela ai namiya

* X *

SAILING THE BOAT OF SILVER LIGHT

Sailing the boat of silver light,
The moon-beauty is fast approaching me.
The sky is vibrating with sweet and melodious songs.
The birds are flying beyond the horizon
To an unknown land.
All my hopes are flying without any destination.
Slowly my life’s evening sets in.

* X *

B JIAAbE CEPEBPAHOIO CBETA

Kpacasuua nyHa
B nanbe cepebpsiHoro ceeta
[MnbIBET KO MHe.

CtpyuTtcs ¢ Heba NeCHM HEXHOCTb.
3a ropu3oHT B HEBEAOMble 3eMN
MTnubl ynerator,

N BMecTe C HUMK BCE MOW Haaexabl...
Tak Beyep XU3HW HEe3aMeTHO HacTynaer.

lepeBoa B. KotiybuHcKou



B3AbIMAETCAHA BOJIHA U
NMAOAET B NMYYANHY.

DHEU DUBE DHEU UTHE

Dheu dube dheu uthe
Phul jhare phul phute
Nahi shesh dainya lesh
Sthayi kotha kotha shesh
Kar tare e rodan
Kare kari abahan
Naba bhabe naba rupe
Sakali je uthe phute

* X *

The wave subsides and the wave rises.
The flower withers and the flower blossoms.
There is no end to human wants
And human achievements.

Nothing is permanent and nothing is fleeting.
Then for whom shall we cry,

For what shall we cry?

Whom shall we invoke
With a new thought and new form?
Everything eventually blossoms.

* X *

B3abiMaeTca BosHA U NajaeT B NYyUMHY.
LiBeTbl YBSAHYT 1 CHOBa pacLBeTYyT.

N TONbKO HET KOoHLA XeNlaHbsM HalluuMm,
Kak, BnpoyeM, HET KOHLA U AOCTUXEHbLSAM.
HWUYTO He BEYHO; HMUYTO He BbICTPOTEYHO.

Toraa KOro v 4YTo Mbl NpU3bIBaeM?
K KoMy B3biBaeM MbIC/iblo, POPMON HOBOWN?
B cBon yac npuaet yepepn ANns HOBOro LiBETEHbA.

lMepeBoa B. KotnybuHckoun
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