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My mind, let us go for a tour
of the garden of Krishna-love
There your heart will cool
with the breeze of joy.

The garden has fences on all sides

The trees are in the sky

You will not see their leaves or roots
There Shiva and Brahma stand waiting
For a chance to get in.

The garden has two gardeners

One of them from Orissa, the other from Bengal
They pick and weed, plant and seed

They grow their plants with such care

In the centre of the garden is a lake

The water in it is nectarlike

A Swan and his mate play in the glassy water
The thirst of a million births

Is quenched by a drop of that water

(My) guru says in his heart

“Listen, Ananto,

there are gardens to last a million births
along the way

How will you cross the river of Kama,
when you come to it?”

Rough translation by Soumya Chakravarti



