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bhavAnI bhAratI by Sri Aurobindo

ப⁴வாநீ பா⁴ரதீ

English translation by Richard Hartz

(copyright by Sri Aurobindo Ashram Trust, Puducherry)

ஸுேக² நிமkh³ந: ஶயேந யதா³ஸmh மேதா⁴ச ரth²யாஸு மநshசசார ।
ஸ சிnhதயாமாஸ லாநி காvhயmh தா³ராmhச ேபா⁴கா³mhச ஸுக²mh த⁴நாநி ॥

1॥
1. As I lay sunk in the comfort of my couch and my mind wandered on the roads of Spring,

I thought of my people, of poetry, of wife and enjoyments, pleasure and possessions.

காnhைதச ஶ ◌்’ŋhகா³ரைதச ’Shேடா கா³ைந: ஸ ச²nhேதா³ லதmh
ப³ப³nhத⁴ ।
ஜெகௗ³ ச காnhதாவத³நmh ஸஹாshயmh jhேய ச மாசரேண க³Shேட² ॥ 2॥

2. I shaped my delight into elegant verse in lyrical stanzas of sensuous passion; I sang of

the smile on my beloved’s face and of the revered and most sacred feet of the Mother.

சkhரnhத³ ⁴: பேதா மதீ³யா க²ேலா  thராநஸுேரா மமrhத³ ।
shவாrhேத²ந நீேதாऽஹமநrhச பாேத³ ³ராthமேநா ph◌⁴ராth’வேத⁴ந phேத ॥ 3॥

3. My country wept all around me, for a villainous Titan oppressed her children. Led by

self-interest, I paid homage to the feet of the evil one stained with the blood of my brothers.

ஸுக²mh mh’தா³வாshதரேண ஶயாநmh ஸுகா²நி ேபா⁴கா³nhவஸு சிnhதயnhதmh ।
பshபrhஶ பீ⁴ேமந கேரண வ: phரthயமேச ப³⁴வ கா ॥ 4॥

4. Lying at ease on a soft couch and dreaming of pleasures, enjoyments and wealth, I felt

on my chest the touch of a dreadful hand and to my eyes grew visible the shape of Kali.

நராshதி²மாலாmh nh’கபாலகாசீmh vh’ேகாத³ராmhுதி⁴தாmh த³th³ராmh ।
ph’Shேட vhரŋhகாமஸுரphரேதாைத:³mhmh நத³nhதீவஹnhகாமாmh॥ 5॥

5. Garlanded with the bones of men and girdled with human skulls, with, belly and eyes

like a wolf’s, hungry and poor, scarred on her back by the ’Titan’s lashes, roaring like a

lioness who lusts for kill,
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ப⁴வாநீ பா⁴ரதீ

khைர:ுதா⁴rhைதrhநயைநrhjhவலth³பி⁴rhவிth³ேயாதயnhதீmh ⁴வநாநி விவா ।
ஹுŋhகாரேபண கநா shவேரண விதா³ரயnhதீmh ’த³யmh ஸுராmh ॥ 6॥

6. with her fierce, hungry, blazing eyes irradiating all the worlds, rending the hearts of the

gods with the piercing ring of her war-cry,

ஆrhய விவmh பஶுவth³விராைவrhேலயமாநாச ஹ கராேல ।
khராச நkh³நாmh தமவ சுrhshரshய ஜnhேதாrhஜநநீmh த³த³rhஶ ॥ 7॥

7. filling the world with bestial sounds and licking her terrible jaws, fierce and naked, like

the eyes of a savage beast in the dark-thus did I see the Mother.

ஆேலாலேகைஶ: ஶிக²ராnhநிkh³’ய கராலத³mhShThைரச விஸாrhய nh⁴nh ।
வாேஸந ³th³ராவ நேபா⁴ விதீ³rhண nhயாேஸந பாத³shய ச ⁴சகmhேப ॥ 8॥

8. The mountain-tops cowered beneath her dangling locks and the seas drew back from her

awful fangs; her breath scattered the torn clouds and earth trembled at the fall of her feet.

உthதிShட² ேத³தி பிபாஸுரmhபா³ த³th◌⁴வாந ராthெரௗ நக³ேர விதாேர ।
ேஸயmh shதநnhதீ ரஜநீmh தshராmh ப³ெபௗ⁴ ஸமாrhய மநாmh சாrhயா ॥ 9॥

9. “Arise! Give!” The Mother’s thirsting call resounded through the night in the starless

city. Thundering, the noble goddess filled with her presence the night’s blackness and the

hearts of men.

பீ⁴த:ஸiµth³விkh³நமநாச தlhபா³thதா²ய பphரchச² தேமா நமshயmh ।
கா பா⁴ நkhதmh ’த³ேய கரா rhவாணி கிmh ph³ நேமாऽsh பீ⁴ேம ॥

10॥
10. Alarmed and shaken in mind, I sprang from my couch and questioned that shape of

darkness which compelled worship: “Who art thou who appearest to my heart in the night

in thy terrible splendour? What must I do? Speak! Salutation to thee,

O dreadful goddess!”

mhஹshய ஸாராவiµதீ³ரயnhதீ khரshய ேஜ ph◌⁴ரமேதா வதா⁴rhத²mh ।
ஸஸrhஜ வாkhயாநி கராலrhதிrhயதா²ஸiµth³ரshதநிதmh ஶிலாயாmh ॥ 11॥

11. Uttering a sound like the lion’s roar when it roams ferocious in the jungle in search of

prey, the goddess in her form of terror loosed forth words like the thundering of ocean upon

the rocks.
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மாதாsh ேபா:◌⁴ thரக பா⁴ரதாநாmh ஸநாதநாநாmh thத³ஶphயாmh ।
ஶkhேதா ந யாnhthர விதி⁴rhவிப: காேலாऽபி ேநா நாஶயிmh யேமா வா ॥ 12॥

12. “I am the mother, O child, of the Bharatas, the eternal people beloved of the gods,

whom neither hostile Fate nor Time nor Death has power to destroy.

ேத ph³ரமசrhேயண விஶுth³த⁴வீrhயா jhஞாேநந ேத பீ⁴மதேபாபி⁴ராrhயா: ।
ஸஹshரஸூrhயா இவ பா⁴ஸுராshேத ஸmh’th³தி⁴மthயாmh ஶுஶு⁴rhத⁴thrhயாmh

॥ 13॥
13. Their strength purified by their continence, rendered noble by selfknowledge and severe

austerities, resplendent like a thousand suns they shone on a prosperous earth.

ஶூரா: phரக³lhபா⁴ச  ஶாthரவாmh shபrhதா⁴லவmh ேஸா⁴மமrhஷshேத ।
ஜாmh ஜநnhயா பி: ◌⁴ ஸமாphய ேரஜூ ரnhேத தி⁴ராkhதேத³ஹா: ॥ 14॥

14. Heroic and bold, they would brook no hint of defiance from their foes. Worshipping

the Mother with the sacrifice of her enemies, at battle’s end they stood radiant, their limbs

anointed with blood.

தீ³நா: க ஏேத kh◌⁴’ணிேநா த³th³ரா: ஶாnhதிmh ஜக⁴nhயாmh க³ணிகாபா³nhதா: ◌⁴ ।
ப⁴ஜnhதி ேபா: ◌⁴ காஷா:³th³th◌⁴ய ஆŋhkh³ய ேய ேமாத³த² mh’thேமவ ॥ 15॥

15. But who are these pitiful and indigent wretches who in their blindness embrace a

degrading peace like a prostitute? O you unmanly and weakminded men! Do you not

know that it is Death you clasp?

khவா: கியnhthேயவமஸூnhதி³நாநி த⁴Shயதா²rhதா: phர’தா vh’ைத²வ ।
ஹஸnhthயthரா அபமாநராஶிmh khணீய ஶாnhthயா த⁴நேஶாஷணச ॥ 16॥

16. How long will you thus impotently bear your lives in suffering, wantonly beaten by your

oppressors’? Your haters laugh at you; you buy with peace a heap of dishonour and the

depletion of your wealth.

mhேலchச²shய தசரmh’ேதந க³rhவmh th³விேஜாऽshதி கேராதி ேகாऽயmh ।
ஶூth³ராத³நாrhயதேராऽ ஶூth³ேரா vhரைத: கிேமைதrhநரகshய பாnhேத² ॥ 17॥

17. Who is this, sanctified by the nectarous touch of the feet of foreign barbarians, who

prides himself on being a Brahmin? You are a Shudra less Aryan then the Shudras! Of

what use are these vows for the traveller on the path to Hell?
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உthதிShட² ேபா⁴ ஜாkh³’ ஸrhஜயாkh³நீnh ஸாாth³தி⁴ ேதேஜாऽ பரshய
ெஶௗேர: ।
வ:shதி²ேதந ஸநாதேநந ஶthnhஹுதாஶேநந த³ஹnhநடshவ ॥ 18॥

18. Arise! Awake! Leave your ritual fires, for you are the incarnate lustre of Krishna, the

Supreme. Go forth consuming your enemies with the fire that dwells eternal in your breast.

க:thரப³nh⁴rhப⁴வேநஷு ³ேடா⁴ மth³ேயந கடாைச விலாநீநாmh ।
த⁴rhமாnhயேஶா ³rhப³ல விshmh’ேதாऽ th◌⁴யshவ ேபா⁴ வசக ர த⁴rhமாnh

॥ 19॥
19. Who is this relative of Kshatriyas hiding in his palace with wine and the darting glances

of voluptuous women? Your duty and honour have you forgotten in your weakness? Fight,

hypocrite, and preserve the Dharma!

அshthேயவ ேலாஹmh நிஶிதச க²Th³க:³ khரா ஶதkh◌⁴நீ நத³தீஹ மthதா ।
கத²mh நிரshthேராऽ mh’ேதாऽ ேஶேஷ ர shவஜாதிmh பரஹா ப⁴வாrhய: ॥

20॥
20. Iron there is and the sword is sharp; the cruel cannon bellows here in a drunken fury.

How is it that you are unarmed? You lie as if dead! Protect your race, be Aryan and a slayer

of your foes.

ைவேயாऽ கேசஹ விஶ:ஸmh’th³th◌⁴ைய த⁴நmh கிேமதth³விபணீஷு ஸjhஜmh
।
mhேலchச²rhth³தி⁴ேரஷா ேஷ த³th³ராmh மாேமவ காmh க²ல மாth’th³ேராnh

॥ 21॥
21. And what kind of Vaishya are you here? What goods are these arrayed in the market-

places for the prospering of the people? This is the wealth of the foreign exploiter! You

impoverish me, Kali, O vile traitor to your Mother!

mhேலchச²rhth³தி⁴ேமதாmh jhவலநாய ேத³ ேராஷாkh³நிநா கிmh ந பி³ேப⁴ காlhயா:
।
ேத³வீmh ப⁴வாநீmh ’தி³ ஜயிthவா யதshவ லmhைய ப⁴வ ஜnhம⁴mhயா: ॥

22॥
22. Give to the flames this wealth of the foreigner. Do you not fear the burning wrath of

Kali? Worshipping the goddess Bhavani in your heart, strive and enrich your motherland.
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ேபா⁴ ேபா⁴ அவnhthேயா மக³தா⁴ச வŋhகா³அŋhகா:³ கŋhகா:³ ரவச nhேதா⁴
।
ேபா⁴ தா³thயா: ஶ ◌்’iΝதாnhth◌⁴ரேசாலா வஸnhதி ேய பசநேத³ஷு ஶூரா: ॥

23॥
23. You and you, O peoples of Avanti and Magadha, Vanga, Anga and Kalinga, O Kurus

and men of’ Sind: hear me! O southerners, you of Andhra and the Chola country, and you

heroes of the land of the five rivers;

ேய ேக thrhதி ப⁴ஜைதகஶmh ேய ைசகrhதி யவநா மதீ³யா: ।
மாதாவேய வshதநயாnh ஸrhவாnh நிth³ராmh விiµசth◌⁴வமேய ஶ ◌்’iΝth◌⁴வmh

॥ 24॥
24. you who adore the triple form of the one Lord and you, my Mohammedan sons, who

worship Him in His uniqueness: I, the Mother, call all of you, for all are my children. Shake

off your slumber! Oh, hear!

காலshய ேப⁴mh ஶ ◌்’iΝதாth³ஶ ◌்’ŋhேக³ ெரௗth³ரmh kh’தாnhதmh மம ³தபmh ।
³rhபி⁴ேமதாநத² ⁴கmhபாnh நிேபா³த⁴தாதீ⁴ஶதமாக³தாsh ॥ 25॥

25. Listen to the drum of Time on the mountain-tops. Behold pitiless Death, mymessenger.

Famine and earthquake announce that I have come in the fullness of my might.

ேத³ khரnhேத³ பிபாஸுரsh ஜாநீ th³’ShThவா ப⁴ஜ ஶkhதிமாth³யாmh ।
ஶிராmh ராjhஞாmh மஹதாmh தச ேபா⁴khmh நத³nhதீ சரதீஹ கா ॥ 26॥

26. Offer sacrifice to me; give, for I am thirsty. Seeing me, know and adore the original

Power, ranging here as Kali who roars aloud and hungers to enjoy the heads and bodies of

mighty rulers.

ரkhதphரவாைஹரபி நாsh th’phதா ஶைத:ஸஹshைரரைதரஜாநாmh ।
phரத³thத பி⁴ththவா ’த³யாநி ரkhதmh ஸmhஜயnhthேயவமஜாmh கராmh ॥ 27॥

27. Not by torrents of blood from hundreds and thousands and tens of thousands of goats

am I satisfied. Break open your hearts and offer that blood to me, for so do they worship

the unborn and dreadful Goddess.

ேயஷாmh ஸைத³வாthமப³phரvh’thதா: ஶூரா மஹாnhத: phரiµகா:²லாrhேத² ।
ெஸௗmhயா கரா ப⁴வதி phரஜாநாmh ரkhேதந Shடா விநிஹnhதி ஶthnh ॥ 28॥
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28.Wheresoever are great heroes and leaders engaged in continual selfsacrifice for the good

of their race, towards those nations does Kali grow gracious, nourished with blood, and they

crush their enemies.

கmh பி³ph◌⁴யதாrhயா தி⁴ரshய nhெதௗ⁴ நிமjhஜாதாshnhப⁴வதாrhயஸththவா: ।
thஶூ ேபா:◌⁴ பயத தthர பாேர jhேயாதிrhேத³தீத³மபி⁴nhநேதஜ: ॥ 29॥

29. Whom do you fear, O Aryans? Plunge into this sea of blood; show that you are made of

Aryan stuff indeed! Lo, there on the further shore see a light arise, inviolable in brilliance

and armed with the trident.

கேவ விலாஶ ◌்’iΝ மாth’வாkhயmh காmh கராmh ப⁴ஜ thர சNh³mh ।
th³ராShடா ைவ பா⁴ரதமாதரmh தாmh kh◌⁴நதீமராதீnhph◌⁴’ஶமாமth◌⁴ேய ॥ 30॥

30. O poet and sensualist, hear the word of the Mother: adore Kali the Terrible, my son,

the fierce Chandi. Verily you shall see her, the mother of the Bharatas, striking down her

foes mightily in the thick of the fight.

ஸநாதநாnhயாவய பா⁴ரதாநாmh லாநி th³தா⁴ய jhேயாऽsh மா ைப: ◌⁴ ।
ேபா⁴ ஜாkh³’தாsh khவ த⁴iν: khவ க²Th³க³ உthதிShட²ேதாthதிShட²த

ஸுphதmhஹா: ॥ 31॥
31. Summon forth to battle the ancient tribes of the Bharatas. Let there be victory; fear not.

Lo, I have awakened! Where is the bow, where the sword? Arise, arise, O sleeping lions!”

இமாநி வாkhயாநி நிஶmhய ராthெரௗ ேதஜச பீ⁴மmh திேர விேலாkhய ।
சிthதmh நநrhதாஶு விஹாய ஸth³ம ேபா⁴கா³nhவிநிrh⁴ய ச நிrhஜகா³ம ॥ 32॥

32. Hearing these words in the night and beholding in the darkness a dreadful splendour,

my heart danced and leaving my house, shaking off my pleasures, I quickly went forth.

ஸாnhth³ரmh தshராvh’தமாrhதமnhத⁴mh த³த³rhஶ தth³பா⁴ரதமாrhயக²Nhட³mh ।
³டா⁴ ரஜnhயாமபி⁴rhவிநShடா மாதா ph◌⁴’ஶmh khரnhத³தி பா⁴ரதாநாmh ॥ 33॥

33. I saw then this land of India, the Aryan country, wrapped thickly in darkness, suffering,

blinded; hidden in the night, ruined by her enemies, the mother of the Bharatas wept aloud.

ஸ ph◌⁴ராமயாமஸ th³’ஶmh ரஜnhயாmh ph◌⁴ராth’nhஸ தphதshதிேர விசிnhவnh ।
கŋhகாலஸாராணி த³த³rhஶ தாநி ஶவாநி ேதஷாmh கநி ⁴ெமௗ ॥ 34॥

34. I cast my glance about in the night, grieved, searching out my brothers in the shadows.

Their corpses I saw on the ground, pitiable, reduced to skeletons.
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ததா³ த³த³rhஶாஸுரேமகஶmh கிநmh வjhரத⁴ரmh மஹாnhதmh ।
அணி ரkhெதௗக⁴ஶதாநி மா:ஸŋhkh³’ய Shணnhதமபthயஸŋhகா⁴nh ॥ 35॥

35. Then did I see a lordly Titan, crowned, gigantic, bearing a thunderbolt, feeding the

hordes of his offspring with the tears of the Mother mixed with a hundred streams of her

blood.

பதா³ ஷாராth³மதீ³நஸththவmh mh’th³நnhதமnhth◌⁴ராநிதேரண ெபௗNhTh³ராnh ।
phரஸாரயnhதmh கரவாலiµkh³ரmh சீநாவெநௗ பலவ⁴க²Nhேட³ ॥ 36॥

36. Oppressing with one foot the invincible Himalaya, with the other the plains of Andhra

and Paundra, he brandished a harsh sword over China and the land of the Pahlavas (Persia).

க²லmh விஶாலmh ப³லக³rhவிதmh தmh விகthத²மாநmh த⁴rhமமத⁴rhம³th³தி⁴mh ।
th³’ShThவா thவ⁴chசிthதவாkh³நிNhட³mh khேராேத⁴ந ஜjhவால ஶாவேதந

॥ 37॥
37. As I looked on him, huge and vile, inflated with the pride of his strength, unrighteous

and boasting of righteousness, my heart became like a fire-pit and burned with an undying

wrath.

லாநி ஸுphதாநி ஸநாதநாநி வாmh ஜெகௗ³ ஜாக³ரய பீ⁴மா ।
khரmh விராெவௗக⁴iµதீ³ரயnhதீ பாrhேவ மமாயாth³ரஜநீவ ேகா⁴ரா ॥ 38॥

38. The dread voice of the goddess was raised to call out of their sleep the imperishable

tribes. Then, uttering a fierce flood of cries, she came to my side, formidable like the night.

பீ⁴ைம: கராலrhத⁴ரணீ வேசாபி⁴சால nh⁴ச நேபா⁴ ஜக³rhஜ ।
பீ⁴ைம:ஸேராைஷசவிேலாகைநshைதrhph³ரமாNhட³iµthதphதவாkh³நிvh’ShThயா

॥ 39॥
39. Earth and sea shook with the awful violence of her words and the heavens thundered

back. The terror of her angry looks afflicted the creation like a deluge of fire.

thைரேலாkhயiµnhமாத³கைர: கராlhயா ஆவாஹைந: rhணம⁴chச ஸrhவmh ।
jhவாலாiµகீ² தா³ணவநிக³rhபா⁴ கNhடா²³த³khராமத³ஜshரஶph³தா³ ॥ 40॥

40. All the three worlds were filled with the maddening summons of Kali. A volcano of

devastating flame issued from the throat in immortal words.

ோேப⁴ண தீvhேரண சராசரshய ுph³தா⁴nhயபயmh ph’தநாநி தthர ।
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shவphேநாthதி²நாநீவ வச:ஸுெரௗth³ரmh ேபா⁴ ஹnhயதாmh ³Shட இதீரயnhதி ॥
41॥
41. Now I saw armies as if roused from sleep, agitated by the intense agitation that had

seized the world, shouting fiercely, “Death to the villain!”

jhஞாthவா  மா தி³தmh தாநி விth³th³த⁴ராணீணஶதாnhய⁴வnh ।
khேராைத: ◌⁴ ஸஹshராணி தேதா iµகா²நி பீ⁴மாநி பீ⁴மmh த³iνேஜஶமாயnh ॥ 42॥

42. Growing aware of the Mother’s weeping and her wounds, hundreds of eyes darted

lightning. Then thousands of faces turned, dire with rage, upon the dread lord of Titans.

ஸுphேதஷு thேரஷு ரேthஸுேகஷு நிஶாசர: ேஶாணிதமாrhயமா: ।
பிப³nhவிநrhத³shயப³லாnhப³ ேகா வஹmh சாNhடா³ல kh’தாnhதப⁴ய ॥ 43॥

43. “Who are you Aho, while her sons slept who are now eager for battle, have drunk the

blood of the mother of the Aryans like a RakShasa, bellowing in the night? Who are you

who, strong, oppress the weak, O fallen one, food for Death?”

இதீரயnhதீ வசநாநி Shடா ஶshthரmh kh³’thவா த⁴iνரkh³நிக³rhப⁴mh ।
அph◌⁴யth³ரவth³பீ⁴மமராதிiµkh³ரா பசாthரshதாchச ஜக³rhஜ கா ॥ 44॥

44. As she uttered these words, incensed, the violent goddess lifted a weapon, a fire-hurling

bow, and rushed at her fearsome opponent. Before her and behind her Kali roared.

jhவாலாகராலா த⁴ரணீ ப³⁴வ khேராைத⁴rhjhவலth³பி⁴rhக³க³நச rhண: ।
ேரஷாரைவrh³nh³பி⁴நாச நாைத³rhஜக³th³விthரshதmh த³iνஜshய th³ேத⁴ ॥

45॥
45. Tile earth grew lurid with flame and swift tongues of flaming wrath licked the sky.

Sounds of neighing and the rumble of drums frightened the world as Kali fought with the

Titan.

ரkhதாkhதேமகா⁴ நப⁴வ ேத: பபாத ேசாrhvhயாmh தி⁴ேராkh³ரvh’Sh: ।
ரkhேதாத³ெதௗ⁴ ேரர அth³ஸŋhகா⁴ வஸுnhத⁴ரா ரkhதமயா ப³பா⁴ேஸ ॥ 46॥

46. Clouds stained with blood seemed to burn in the heavens and a fierce rain of blood fell

upon the earth. The mountains rose up from a bloodred sea. All the land was as if turned

to blood.

பீ⁴ேமா ரஜnhயாமஸுேரா ப³யாnh மமrhத³ைஸnhயாநி ஸுரphயாmh ।
ஜக³rhஜ ேசாnhமthதமநா:ஸுரா: ேகா ேம ஸம: mhshவிதி ட⁴க³rhவ: ॥ 47॥
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47. The mighty Titan, terrible in the night, was crushing the armies of the people beloved

of the gods. Intoxicated with pride, the enemy of the gods thundered, “Who is there in the

world who is equal to me?”

ததா³ தshராமபஸாரயnhதmh ரkhதphரகாஶmh தி³வி பா³லஸூrhயmh ।
ஶேராபைமrhkh◌⁴நநnhதவாmhஶுபி⁴shதmh phேதா த³த³rhஶாஹiµத³kh³ரரmh॥ 48॥

48. Then, repelling the darkness and piercing the adversary with beams like arrows, I saw

with a thrill of gladness a rising sun that shed a ruddy glow in the heavens, casting its rays

aloft.

ஸமாலmh பா⁴விபி⁴ராshயவrhையrhph³ரமாணமபயமதா²ph◌⁴ரபmh ।
ஸஹshரேநthராணி த³த³rhஶ தshnh phரதீமாnhயப⁴யmh ஜநnhயா: ॥ 49॥

49. Crowded with glorious faces of the future, I beheld now the creator Brahma in the shape

of a cloud whence looked forth a thousand eyes that foresaw the Mother’s deliverance from

fear.

th³விேகாபா⁴shவth³வரஸூrhயபா⁴ஸmh jhேயாதிshததா³ ெஸௗmhயமராதிநாஶீ ।
நாஶர ரமணீயகாnhதி ³ரா³தீ³chயாiµதி³யாய ஶுph◌⁴ரmh ॥ 50॥

50. l hen, far off in the north, there arose, gracious, annihilating all enemies, a white light

in the form of ’a Woman delightful in beauty, as radiant as twenty million dazzling suns.

தாmh லாதி³தா தீ³phதஜக³thஸு ேத³வாshதாமnhதே ம⁴ரmh வயாmh ।
ஜ³rhமiνShயா: phரணிபthய ேசாrhvhயாmh விவmh விநShடாதி⁴ யதா³விேவஶ ॥ 51॥

51. Enraptured, the gode in the luminous realms sang her praises; the birds in the mid-

region sang sweetly of her, and men prostrating themselves on the earth sang of her as she

entered the world dispelling its anguish.

ஸமாதி⁴தீ⁴ரா ம⁴தேத³ஹா கா³nhயேநகாநி மாth³ேட ।
ேய ேயாகி³ேநா பா⁴ரதேகா³phth’பாshேத Shshதாmh iµதி³தா மஹாnhத: ॥

52॥
52. On the Himalayan summits, steadfast in meditation, their bodies turned to ice, the great

Yogis who through numberless ages have guarded India’s destiny praised her with joy.

jhஞாநாகேரph◌⁴ேயா  விேலாசேநph◌⁴ேயா மாநி மnhத³mh க³ஸசிதாநி ।
உthஸாrhய ேத³வீமத² பீ⁴மகாnhதிmh மஹாphரதாபா ப³நீமகா³யnh ॥ 53॥
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53. Brushing slowly from eyes fathomless with wisdom the snow the ages had heaped there,

they chanted in their puissance to the mighty Goddess terrible in radiant beauty:

ph◌⁴யmh நேமா ேத³வி விஶாலஶkhthைய நமா பீ⁴மாmh ப³நீmh kh’பாmh ।
thவேமவ ைவ தாரயஹ ஜாதீrhஜshவலாைய நம ஆதி³ேத³vhைய ॥ 54॥

54. “Salutation to thee, O Goddess omnipotent! To thee I bow who art terrible and mighty

and compassionate. Thou alone preservest these peoples. Salutation to the Forceful One,

the primeval Goddess!

கshேத ப³லmh வrhணயிmh ஸமrhேதா² ேத³வி phரசNhேட³ கரபlhலேவந ।
ஏேகந  ph◌⁴ராமயேஸ ணth விவmh ஸதாராrhகமநnhதவீrhேய ॥ 55॥

55. Who is there who can describe thy might, O Goddess impetuous in thy ways? With

one delicate hand thou settest whirling or arrestest in its motion the universe with all its

stars and suns, O infinite in energy.

ஆெஜௗ யதா³ nh’thய சNh³ ேகா⁴ேர ஶ ◌்’கா³ல⁴Shேட த³த⁴தீ thஶூலmh ।
shபrhேஶந கmhபnhத இவாத⁴shய மஹாnhதி தாராநிதாநி நாேக ॥ 56॥

56. When, wielding the trident, thou dancest, O Chandi, on the gruesome battlefield noisy

with jackals, the vast multitudes of stars seem to tremble in the firmament’at the touch of

thy weapon.

த³யாrhth³ரசிthதா தி³ேதந mhஸாmh ஹmh phரஜாபீட³கமshதேகஷு ।
ேயா mh’thரthதா ⁴வநshய ெரௗth³ைர:ஸ கிŋhகரshேத வஸதி thஶூேல ॥ 57॥

57. Thy heart melting with pity for the weeping of men, thou smitest the heads of the

oppressors of the people. Ravenous Death, the eater of the world, is thy servant who rides

on the prongs of thy trident.

ஶkhதி: பரா ேகாஷு மாநவாநாmh ஸmhமnhநாmh thவmh ப⁴வ phர³th³தா⁴ ।
ஆrhயாnhவிபnhநாநவதீrhய பா ேக³ ேக³ th◌⁴யஸ ஆrhயமாத: ॥ 58॥

58. Thou art the supreme Power awakening in millions of impassioned men. Incarnating

thyself, thou preservest this noble people when it is fallen into distress. From age to age

thou fightest, O Mother of the Arvans.

ஸth³ேயாऽபி பயா கி³ராதீ³chயாmh ேத³தீ³phயமாநmh த⁴வளmh வshேத ।
thவmh ph◌⁴ராஜேஸ jhேயாதிேத³ ெஸௗmhேய phரகாஶயnhதீ ⁴வநாநி காnhthயா ॥

59॥
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59. Today again I behold thy dazzling white form on the mountains of the north; effulgent

thy- light arises, O gracious one, illumining the worlds with beauty.

ேத⁴ெநௗ ஸமாட⁴மேநாjhஞகாnhதீ ரேnhமதா³யாmh சரயமாrhயா ।
ைஶலா இேவாthŋhக³ஶிகா:²ஸலா: பதnhதி ஸŋhகா:◌⁴ பேதாऽஸுராmh॥ 60॥

60. Thou rangest here, noble goddess, with thy lovely limbs of’ radiance mounted on a cow

drunk with the zest of battle, and all around thee the Titan hosts tumble like lofty peaks

uprooted.

ஸா ஶுph◌⁴ரவrhதvh’thதஶ ◌்’ŋhகா³மshய ராஶிசலதீவ rhணmh ।
ேத³வphயா பா⁴ரத⁴ராrhயா ேத⁴iνshவேபண விஹnhதி ஶthnh ॥ 61॥

61. Bright of hue and with round black horns, she romps about like a swiftmoving mass

of snow: it is the Aryan land of India, dear to the gods, who tramples her enemies in this

shape of a cow.

vhஹாshதவகshமாjhதைத³வதாநாmh ப⁴ேயந ேத பாNh³ரவkhthரகாnhthய: ।
வாphரபாதா இவ பrhவேதph◌⁴ேயா தா⁴வnhthயேதா⁴ ேவக³பரா:ஸஶph³தா:³ ॥ 62॥

62. F -he legions of those who had defeated the gods, the lustre of their laces turning pale

with fear, flee suddenly like cataracts clown the mountainsides, clamorous and intent on

speed.

ஶ ◌்’ே ேத பாசநேத³ஷு பீ⁴ேம shவராiνதா³ராஜயநாத³iµkh³ரmh ।
நிஹnhயமாநshய ரவmh ப³லshய ப⁴யŋhகேர தாரதரmh ஶ ◌்’ே ॥ 63॥

63. I hear, O formidable goddess, the noble tones of thy fierce cry of victory echoed by

the people of Punjab. Louder still, O fearsome warrior, is heard the uproar of the opposing

forces as they are slaughtered.

kh’Shணshய ைஸஷா யiµநா shரவnhதீ ரkhேதந நீலmh விஸஸrhஜ வrhணmh ।
ப³ŋhேக³Shவsh’khகrhத³மேமவ பய தி³kh³த³பா⁴தி ஸுேலாேதவ॥ 64॥

64. Yonder Jumna, whose stream witnessed the sports of Krishna, has lost its sapphire

hue, turning red with blood. Behold the soil of Bengal turned to a bloody mire, while the

southern quarter gleams blood-red.

shph’Shடாshthஶூேலந விஹாயமா:ஸுேலாதா பா⁴nhதி தி³ஶ:ஸமnhதாth ।
அph◌⁴ராணி ேத ரkhதமயாநி பீ⁴ேம விபா⁴nhதி th³ேத⁴ந ஸுதா³ேணந ॥ 65॥

bhavAnIbhAratI.pdf 11



ப⁴வாநீ பா⁴ரதீ

65. Touched by thy trident, the regions of the sky seem to bleed, diffusing a reddish light

everywhere. Due to the exceeding violence of thy warfare, O dreadful one, the clouds that

bore water have become carriers of blood.

shnhேதா⁴shதேடஷூபலகrhகேஶஷு ேத³வீமபயmh தி⁴ ேஶதாnh ।
நி:ேஶஷயnhதீமத³யாmh ஸேகாபாmh ஶிவாmh thஶூேலந ஶிவshய ஶthnh ॥ 66॥

66. On the rocky sea-beaches I have seen the Goddess annihilating in battle her remaining

adversaries. Merciless, wrathful and beneficent, she cuts down with her trident the enemies

of Shiva, the beneficent Lord.

க²ைர:ஸுநிShபிShடத³mh ஸுரph◌⁴யா ேகா⁴ரmh கிேமவாபி ஸுkh’Shணவrhணmh ।
மாmhஸshய பிmhNhட³mh யவெநௗ நிே ேஶேஷாऽயமshthேயவ தவாதாநாmh

॥ 67॥
67. What is this, hideous and black, trampled by the hooves of the cow of the gods’? It is a

lump of flesh which I see on the ground: this is all that is left of those who were hostile to

thee.

ப⁴kh³நாநி தshnhநிசேய விேப phரநி:ஸரnhதீவ ஶிராmh காநி ।
பாதா:³ கராசாபி  தthர தthர khரா th³ராணி கராலkh’thயா ॥ 68॥

68. From that disfigured heap what broken heads seem to emerge! Feet and hands lie here

and there. Cruel art thou, O Rudrani, in thy savage deeds!

khரா th³ராNhயத²வா ஜக⁴nhேய khேர phரஜாபீட³நட⁴க³rhேவ ।
த³ேயவ ⁴ேதயமலmh யதா³rhயmh shவrhக³phரத³mh mh’thமவாப th³ேத⁴ ॥ 69॥

69. Cruel art thou, O Rudrani; or rather is this mercy, as it were, towards the base and cruel

tyrant priding himself on the affliction of the people, that he should receive in battle a noble

death leading to heaven.

ஏேகா க³தாேஸாரபி th³ரஶthேராrhத⁴thேத கர: பாவகக³rhப⁴மshthரmh ।
phShடச சீrhணச ததா²பி த³kh³தா⁴நஸூnhப⁴வாnhயாmh பதீவ ைத³thய: ॥

70॥
70. Though his life has departed, one hand of this enemy of Rudra still holds a fire-spitting

weapon. Charred and mangled, it is as if the demon yet hurls at Bhavani his burnt life-force.

shேராதாmh பயா மஹாதா⁴shயா³th³கீ³rhயமாநி ஹுதாஶநshய ।
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th◌⁴’Shேடாऽபி ேஸா நாலப⁴ேத  சNh³mh திShட²nhphரபா⁴மNhட³லrhதிமkh³ேர
॥ 71॥
71. I see currents of flame spewing from the mouth of the deadly weapon; but for all his

insolence, and though he lies before her, he cannot reach the form of Chandi wrapped in

an aura of splendour.

க²Th³க:³ phரphதsh விஷாணமth◌⁴ேய விShடmhப⁴யthயnhதிமேசShதnhதth ।
ஸமாphதேமதthதவ தrhகயா மஹாvhரதmh ேத³வி விஶாலவீrhேய ॥ 72॥

72. A sword thrust between his horns paralyses that parting gesture. Thus I deem thee to

have fulfilled thy mighty vow, O Goddess of immense energy.

ph◌⁴யmh நேமா ேத³வி விஶாலஶkhthைய பீ⁴மvhரேத தாணி கShடஸாth◌⁴ேய ।
thவmh பா⁴ரதீ ராஜ பா⁴ரதாநாmh thவவ பா⁴ சராசரshய ॥ 73॥

73. Salutation to thee, O Goddess vast in thy power, to thee of terrible vows who carriest

us through our difficult labour. Thou reignest as Bharati over the Bharatas; as the supreme

Goddess thou rulest all this universe of animate and inanimate things.

thவாவ thவmh ஜநநீ phரஜாநாmh ேகாऽnhய: phர⁴rhதா³நத³mh தவாTh◌⁴ேய ।
shவாthவைமவrhயமநிnhth³யேதேஜா த³தா³ யா ஸாபி நிஹmh Shடா ॥

74॥
74. Thou art the supreme -Goddess, thou the Mother of creatures; who else has power?

Mastery, supremacy and blameless lustre are gifts from thee, O opulent one, thou who

givest these smitest also when thou art angered.

நேமா நேமா வாஹநேமததா³rhேய மாப⁴காnhதmh ம⁴ராயதா ।
தlhலாŋh³லாkh³ேரண ஸுkh’Shணபா⁴ஸா th◌⁴வஜmh கேராதீவ தேவாchசி²ேதந ॥

75॥
75. Salutation, salutation, O noble goddess with thy large eyes of sweetness! This thy vehicle

with its lovely hue of snow raises thy flag, as it were, in the black, glossy tip of its uplifted

tail.

நேமா நேமா ேத³வி தவாலகா ரணரேமண phரஸப⁴mh விiµkhதா ।
உTh³³யமாநா நப⁴வ ேமேகா⁴ ேவணிchதா பா⁴தி ஸுதீ³rhக⁴வkhரா ॥ 76॥

76. Salutation, salutation, O Goddess! Forcibly loosened by the exertion of battle, the array

of thy unbraided tresses flying about, long and wavy, appears to float like a cloud in the sky.
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ேவதாநேந விth³தி³வா ⁴ெமௗ ஷா phரதீ³phேத  விேலாசேந ேத ।
khட³nhthயபாŋhேக³ஷு கராலஹாஸா: ஶதரேத³வ shதநயிthiνமth◌⁴ேய ॥ 77॥

77.When thy eyes flashwith anger, Owhite-faced goddess, thou art like a streak of lightning

fallen to earth; like lightning amid the thunderclouds thv dreadful laughter plays in the

corners of thy eyes.

th³ரShmh mhshதாnhபதிதாnhக³தாஸூnh kh³ேவயஷnhநதா ச ஶுkhலா ।
ஸஜாiνவrhயmh சரணmh ப⁴வாnhயா:shதmhேபா⁴ மshேயவ விபா⁴தி ஶுph◌⁴ரmh ॥ 78॥

78. This white neck of thine is bent slightly to look at thy fallen and lifeless foemen. The

white legs of Bhavani, from the feet to the beautiful knees, gleam like pillars of snow.

ஶுkhலmh phரவாைதரநிேலாபமmh ேத ஸŋhோபி⁴தmh பா⁴ஸுரேதாயதா³ப⁴mh ।
வாதீவ வாேஸா சிராணி மth◌⁴ேய ph◌⁴ராஜnhத அŋhகா³நி ஶஶிphரேப⁴வ ॥ 79॥

79. Fluttering in the breeze, thy bright and airy robe is a luminous cloud from whose midst

thy radiant firnbs shine forth like moonlight.

உதீ³rhணேப²ந: பயஸshதரŋhக:³ராph³தி⁴மth◌⁴ேய shதநேமகேமதth ।
thவmh ³rhநியா யத³ŋhக³காnhேதshthவிஷாrhரmhப³ phரதிஹnhயேத ேம ॥

80॥
80. This breast of thine is a foaming wave of milk swelling in the Milky Ocean. Difficult

art thou to discern, O Mother, when my gale falls back from tire splendour of thv body of

beauty.

ஸநாதநீ ேத³வி ஶிவshய rhவmh வshthவித³mh தா⁴ரயேஸ வthயா: ।
ph◌⁴யmh நமshph◌⁴யமநாதி³மாத: ெஸௗmhயா ப⁴வாmhப³ phரணேதஷு பீ⁴ேம ॥ 81॥

81. Thou art ancient, t) Goddess -before Shiva thou wart–yet thou wearest this form of a

maiden. Salutation to thee, O beginningless Mother! Be graci,)us, O terrible One. to those

who prostrate themselves before thee.

உth³தி³ய ⁴mh th³மராநீலாmh ைஶலாnhதராேலஷு மஹthஸு th³’யாmh ।
காNhயமyhயா: phரஸூத: கரshேத த³தா³ th³ராNhயப⁴யmh phரஜாநாmh ॥ 82॥

82. Pointing to a land dark with trees visible in the vast spaces between the mountains,

thy hand is extended, O compassionate one, O Rudrani, granting freedom from fear to the

peoples.

தthஸmhjhஞயா ேத கரபlhலவshய தேமா வி⁴தmh ⁴வி பா⁴ரதாநாmh ।
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ரkhதshய ேமகா⁴ நப⁴ேஸாऽப⁴தா அசிnhthயவீrhயா ஶுபா⁴ ெஸௗmhயா ॥ 83॥
83. By that sign of thy flowerlike hand the darkness is expelled from the land of the Bharatas.

-h he clouds of blood vanish from the skies. Unthinkable is thy strength; beautiful thou art

and gracious.

ெஸௗmhயmh வshேத மவrhணமாrhயmh ெஸௗmhயmh ப⁴வாnhயா வத³நmh தா³ரmh
।
ஶுkhலாmhப³ராmh ெயௗவநஶுph◌⁴ரகாnhதிmh shேநஹாrhth³ரேநthராmh ப³நீmh நமா ॥

84॥
84. Gracious is thy noble form white as snow, gracious the exalted countenance of Bhavani;

I bow to the Mighty One robed in white, radiant with the bright beauty of youth, her eyes

moist with compassion.

நராshதி²மாலா nh’கபாலகாசீ khவ ஸா கரா ।
நkh³நா ச ேகா⁴ரா விvh’தாshயபீ⁴மா யshயா விராைவ:ஸஹேஸாthதி²ேதாऽsh

॥ 85॥
85. Where now is that terrible figure, garlanded with the bones of men and girdled with

skulls, naked and fierce, dreadful with her gaping mouth, by whose cries I was suddenly

roused?

ரkhதshய ேயாऽயmh வஹதீஹ nh⁴சா²யா ஶுபா⁴யா ஹஸதீவ தshnh ।
க²Th³க³mh பph◌⁴ராமயதி shதநnhதீ நkh³நா ஸுேகா⁴ரா ச நமா காmh ॥ 86॥

86. In the river of blood which flows yonder laughs the shadow of the beautiful One,

brandishing a sword, thundering, naked and hideous: I bow to Kali!

கா thவேமவா ஸுநிSh²ரா thவமnhநrh ஸத³யா ச ெஸௗmhயா ।
நமா ெரௗth³ராmh ⁴வநாnhதகthmh phேரமாலாேமவ நமா ராேத⁴ ॥ 87॥

87. Thou indeed art Kali and utterly ruthless thou art; thou art Annapurna, the merciful and

gracious. I bow to thee as the Violent One, O ender of the worlds; I bow to thee, O Radha,

in thy ecstasy of love.

அநnhதஶkhthyh’th³தி⁴மேஶஶrhதிmh ேகா வயதீமாmh தவ ஸrhவஶkhேத ।
ேதஜshthவேமதth³வநாmh ப³லச thவmh ேகாமலாநாமபி ேகாமலா ॥ 88॥

88. Who can support in himself thy plenitude of infinite Power in which all thy forms are

manifest, O Goddess omnipotent? Thou art this blazing might and thou art the strength of
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the strong; thou art also the gentlest of the gentle.

ெஸௗmhயாமஹnhthவாmh th³வி⁴ஜாmh நமா thஶூநீmh thவாமப⁴யmh வஹnhதீmh ।
thவாமmhப³ஸாவிth ஶுேப⁴ thேநthேர ஶுkhலாŋhக³வshthராmh vh’ஷட⁴காnhதிmh

॥ 89॥
89. Two-armed in thy gracious aspect I bow to thee, and again with trident uplifted bringing

deliverance from fear; to thee I bow, O Mother, O radiant Savitri, O three-eyed one, thy

white-limbed, white-robed loveliness mounted on a bull.

த³ஶாதா⁴Th◌⁴யா த³ஶதி³வக³mhயா பாதா மாதrhத³ஶபா³ஹுராrhயாnh ।
ஸஹshரஹshைதப³ய thராநாshேஸ ஜக³th³ேயாநிரசிnhthயவீrhயா ॥ 90॥

90. Ten-armed with all thy ten weapons thou protectest the Aryans, O Mother unattainable

in the ten directions; as the womb of’ the world thou sitst with a thousand arms embracing

thy children, unthinkable in thy energy.

phரகாஶயnhதீmh க³ஹநாநி பா⁴ைஸrhபீ⁴மாmh jhவலthபrhவதrhதிமkh³rhயாmh ।
பயா ேத³வீmh நக³ேரஷு ெஸௗmhயாmh th³வா shதி²தாமாrhய⁴வ:ஸக²Th³கா³mh

॥ 91॥
91. Illumining with her rays the impenetrable depths of the forests, her form like amountain

of fire, terrible and sublime, I see the gracious Goddess standing, sword in hand, at the gates

of the cities of the Aryan country.

கmh த³thவா ஜநநீ phரஜாநாmh ஸththவாதி⁴கா [portion missing] ।
shவாதீ⁴நvh’thதீநி நசரnhதி பயா தாnhயாக³மமாrhக³கா³ணி ॥ 92॥

92. The mighty Mother of creatures has vanquished the Age of Strife. Once again the

movements of freedom are abroad; I observe them following the paths of the ancient

scriptures.

ந: ஶ ◌்’ேமமரNhய⁴ெமௗ ேவத³shய ேகா⁴ஷmh ’த³யாmh’ேதாthஸmh ।
ஸுjhஞாநிநாமாரமகா³iµநீநாmh lhேயவ mhஸாmh வஹதி phரrh ॥ 93॥

93. Once again I hear in the forests the chanting of the Veda which is a fountain

of immortalising nectar to the heart. An overflowing river of humanity streams to the

hermitages of the sages perfected in selfknowledge.

ஸநாதநாnh ரதி த⁴rhமமாrhகா³nh ந:ஸஹshராmhஶுலாrhயஜnhமா ।
ல: ந:ஸாphயசலா shதாshயா ஸiµjhjhவலா ராஜதி பா⁴ரேதஷு ॥ 94॥
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94. Once again the eternal ways of the Dharma are guarded by one nobly born in the Solar

Race. And once again resplendent LakShmi, a smile on her lips, reigns steadfast among the

Bharatas.

ராதநீmh மாதரமாக³மாநாமாக³chச²தாச shவதாச ⁴mh ।
phராchயாmh phரதீchயாmh ஜக³ேதாऽகி²லshய ேகாலாஹலmh ேவக³ரவாே ॥

95॥
95. In East and West I hear the cry and stir of the whole world hastening with praise on its

tongue to this country, the ancient Mother of the Vedas.

ஸth³த⁴rhமக³rhேப⁴தி மஹாvhரேததி shவnhதி ைஸmhயாச ப⁴யŋhகராச ।
ேத³vhயா: phயாmh ⁴மநாதி³ஶkhthயாshதீrhத²shவேபண ச ஜயnhதி ॥ 96॥

96. Praising the gracious and awe-inspiring Mother as the source of the true Law, the

fulfiller of mighty vows, they revere as a place of pilgrimage this land dear to the Goddess

beginningless in her power.

ஶிவshய காயாmh நிவஸnhதி ேய ேக shபrhேஶந ேத தshய ப⁴வnhதி iµkhதா: ।
ேத³vhயாsh Nhேயந பதா³rhபேணந ஸrhவாrhய⁴rhஜக³ேதாऽபி காஶீ ॥ 97॥

97. As those who dwell in Shiva’s sacred city of Kashi are liberated by the auspicious touch

of the Lord, so all this Aryan country where the Goddess has set her purifying feet shall be

the Kashi of the world.

phதிrhத³யா ைத⁴rhயமத³mhயெஶௗrhயmh ரth³தா⁴ திதிா விவிதா⁴ச விth³யா: ।
அநnhதேப thவம phரத³ சிரmh வஸாrhேய ’தி³ பா⁴ரதாநாmh ॥ 98॥

98. O infinite in thy forms, thou art contentment, compassion, patience and indomitable

heroism, faith and endurance and knowledge of every kind. Be gracious, noble goddess;

dwell long in the hearts of the Indian people!

nh⁴nhமாth³ச ஸுெஸௗmhயபா⁴ஸா phரகாஶயnhதீ ஸுth³’ட⁴phரதிShடா² ।
திShட² phரஸnhநா சிரமாrhய⁴ெமௗ மஹாphரதாேப ஜக³ேதா தாய ॥ 99॥

99. Illumining these rivers and snowy mountains with a mosti gentle lustre, be firmly

established in the Aryan country. Abide forever gracious in this land, O Mighty One, for

the good of the world!”

English translation by Richard Hartz

(copyright by Sri Aurobindo Ashram Trust, Puducherry)
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