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bhavAnI bhAratI by Sri Aurobindo

भवानी भारती

English translation by Richard Hartz

(copyright by Sri Aurobindo Ashram Trust, Puducherry)

सखु े िनमः शयन े यदासं मधो रास ु मनःचचार ।
स िचयामास कुलािन कां दारां भोगां सखुं धनािन ॥ १॥
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.

काै श ृारयतुै ो गानःै स छो लिलतं बब ।
जगौ च काावदनं सहां पू े च मातुरणे गिरे ॥ २॥
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.

चब भिूमः पिरतो मदीया खलो िह पऽुानसरुो ममद ।
ाथन नीतोऽहमनच  पादे रानो ॅातवृधने िल े ॥ ३॥
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.

सखुं मदृावारणे शयान ं सखुािन भोगास ु िचयम ।्
पश भीमने करणे वः ूमो बभवू काली ॥ ४॥
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.

नरािमालां नकृपालका वकृोदरा िुधतां दिरिाम ।्
पृ े ोणाामसरुूतोदःै िसहं नदीिमव हकुामाम ॥् ५॥
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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,

बूरःै धुातन यनै लििव ोतय भवुनािन िवा ।
ारपणे कटुना रणे िवदारय दयं सरुाणाम ॥् ६॥
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,

आपयू  िवं पशवुिरावलैिलमाना हनू कराले ।
बूरा नां तमसीव चिुहॐ जोज नन ददश ॥ ७॥
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.

आलोलकेशःै िशखरािगृ करालदंै िवसाय  िसनू ।्
ासने िाव नभो िवदीण  ासने पाद च भूके ॥ ८॥
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.

उि दहेीित िपपासरुा दान राऽौ नगरे िवतारे ।
सयें नी रजन तिमॐां बभौ समापयू  मनािंस चाया  ॥ ९॥
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.

भीतः समिुमना तााय पू तमो नमम ।्
का भािस नं दये करािल कुवा िण िकं ॄिूह नमोऽु भीमे ॥ १०॥
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
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terrible splendour? What must I do? Speak! Salutation to thee,

O dreadful goddess!᳚

िसहं सारावमदुीरयी बूर कु े ॅमतो वधाथ म ।्
ससज  वाािन करालमिूत य था समिुिनतं िशलायाम ॥् ११॥
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.

माताि भोः पऽुक भारतानां सनातनानां िऽदशिूयाणाम ।्
शो न याऽु िविधिव पः कालोऽिप नो नाशियत ुं यमो वा ॥ १२॥
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.

ते ॄचयण िवशुवीया  ानने त े भीमतपोिभराया ः ।
सहॐसयूा  इव भासरुाे समिृमां शशुभुधु िराम ॥् १३॥
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.

शरूाः ूगा िह शाऽवाणां धा लवं सोढमुमष णाे ।
पजूां जना िरपिुभः समा रजेू रणाे िधरादहेाः ॥ १४॥
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.

दीनाः क एते घिृणनो दिरिाः शािं जघां गिणकािमबााः ।
भजि भोः कापुषाः कुबु आिल ये मोदथ मृमुवे ॥ १५॥
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?
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ीवाः िकयवेमसिूनािन धिरथाता ः ूता वथृवै ।
हसिमऽा अपमानरािशं बीणीय शाा धनशोषण ॥ १६॥
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.

े पतूरणामतृने गव िजोऽीित करोित कोऽयम ।्
शिूादनाय तरोऽिस शिूो ोतःै िकमतेनै रक पाे ॥ १७॥
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?

उि भो जागिृह सज याीन स्ााि तजेोऽिस पर शौरःे ।
वःितने सनातनने शऽूताशनने दहट ॥ १८॥
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.

कः ऽबभु वनषे ु गढूो मने कटाै िवलािसनीनाम ।्
धमा शो ब ल िवतृोऽिस यु भो वक र धमा न ॥् १९॥
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!

अवे लोहं िनिशत खः बूरा शती नदतीह मा ।
कथं िनरोऽिस मतृोऽिस शषे े र जाितं परहा भवाय ः ॥ २०॥
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.

व ैँ योऽिस कहे िवशः समृ ै धन ं िकमतेिपणीष ु सम ।्
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ेिरषेा कुष े दिरिां मामवे काल खल मातिृोिहन ॥् २१॥
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!

ेिमतेां लनाय दिेह रोषािना िकं न िबभिेष कााः ।
दवे भवान िद पजूिया यत लै भव जभूाः ॥ २२॥
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.

भो भो अवो मगधा वा अाः किलाः कुरव िसो ।
भो दािणााः श ृणतुाचोला वसि ये पनदषे ु शरूाः ॥ २३॥
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;

ये के िऽमिूत  भजतकैमीशं य े चकैमिूत  यवना मदीयाः ।
माताय े वनयाि सवा न ि्निां िवमुमये श ृणुम ॥् २४॥
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!

काल भरे श ृणतुाििश ृे रौिं कृतां मम तपम ।्
िभ मतेानथ भिूमकान ि्नबोधताधीशतमागताि ॥ २५॥
25. Listen to the drum of Time on the mountain-tops. Behold

pitiless Death, my messenger. Famine and earthquake announce

that I have come in the fullness of my might.

दिेह बतूिेह िपपासरुि जानीिह ा भज शिमााम ।्
िशरािंस राां महतां तनू भोंु नदी चरतीह काली ॥ २६॥
26. Offer sacrifice to me; give, for I am thirsty. Seeing me,
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know and adore the original Power, ranging here as Kali who

roars aloud and hungers to enjoy the heads and bodies of

mighty rulers.

रूवाहरैिप नाि तृा शतःै सहॐरैयतुरैजानाम ।्
ूद िभा दयािन रं सजूयवेमजां करालीम ॥् २७॥
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.

यषेां सदवैाबिलूवृाः शरूा महाः ूमखुाः कुलाथ ।
सौा कराली भवित ूजानां रेन पुा िविनहि शऽनू ॥् २८॥
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.

कं िबताया  िधर िसौ िनमातािवताय साः ।
िऽशिूल भोः पँयत तऽ पारे ोित ुदतेीदमिभतजेः ॥ २९॥
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.

कवे िवलािस ृण ु मातवृां काल कराल भज पऽु चडीम ।्
िाािस व ै भारतमातरं तां तीमरातीशृमािजमे ॥ ३०॥
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.

सनातनााय भारतानां कुलािन युाय ोऽु मा भःै ।
भो जागतृाि  धनःु  ख उितोित सुिसहंाः ॥ ३१॥
31. Summon forth to battle the ancient tribes of the
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Bharatas. Let there be victory; fear not. Lo, I have

awakened! Where is the bow, where the sword? Arise, arise,

O sleeping lions!᳚

इमािन वाािन िनश राऽौ तजे भीमं ितिमरे िवलो ।
िचं ननता श ु िवहाय स भोगाििनधू य च िनज गाम ॥ ३२॥
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.

सां तिमॐावतृमात मं ददश तारतमाय खडम ।्
गढूा रजामिरिभिव ना माता भशृं बित भारतानाम ॥् ३३॥
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.

स ॅामयामस शं रजां ॅातृ तििमरे िविचन ।्
कालसारािण ददश तािन शवािन तषेां कणािन भमूौ ॥ ३४॥
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.

तदा ददशा सरुमकेमीशं िकरीिटन ं वळधरं महाम ।्
अौिूण रौघशतािन मातःु सगंृ पुमपसघंान ॥् ३५॥
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.

पदा तषुाराििमदीनसं मृमािनतरणे पौसान ।्
ूसारयं करवालममुं चीनावनौ पवभिूमखडे ॥ ३६॥
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).

खलं िवशालं बलगिव तं तं िवकमानं धम मधम बिुम ।्
ा भिूिमवािकुडं बोधने जाल िह शातने ॥ ३७॥
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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.

कुलािन सुािन सनातनािन ात ुं जगौ जागरणाय भीमा ।
बूरं िवरावौघमदुीरयी पा ममायािजनीव घोरा ॥ ३८॥
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.

भीमःै करालधै रणी वचोिभाल िसु नभो जगज  ।
भीमःै सरोषै िवलोकनै ैॄ ाडमुिमवािवृा ॥ ३९॥
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.

ऽलैोमुादकरःै कराा आवाहनःै पणू मभू सव म ।्
ालामखुी दाणविगभा  कठादबामदजॐशा ॥ ४०॥
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.

ोभणे तीोणे चराचर ुापँयं पतृनािन तऽ ।
ोिनानीव वचः सरुौिं भो हतां  इतीरयि ॥ ४१॥
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!᳚
ाा िह मातू िदतं तािन िवुराणीणशताभवून ।्
बोधःै सहॐािण ततो मखुािन भीमािन भीमं दनजुशेमायन ॥् ४२॥
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.

सुषे ु पऽुषे ु रणोकेुष ु िनशाचरः शोिणतमाय मातःु ।
िपबिनदबलाली को वहंिस चाडाल कृताभ ॥ ४३॥
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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?᳚

इतीरयी वचनािन ा शं गहृीा धनरुिगभ म ।्
अिवीममराितममुा पारुा जगज  काली ॥ ४४॥
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.

ालाकराला धरणी बभवू बोधै लिग गन तणूः ।
॑षेारवै िभना नादजै गिऽं दनजु युे ॥ ४५॥
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.

रामघेा नभसीव तपेःु पपात चोा िधरोमविृः ।
रोदधौ रिेजर अििसघंा वसुरा रमया बभास े ॥ ४६॥
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.

भीमो रजामसरुो बलीयान म्मद  सैािन सरुिूयाणाम ।्
जगज  चोमनाः सरुािरः को मे समः प ुिंित ढगवः ॥ ४७॥
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?᳚

तदा तिमॐामपसारयं रूकाशं िदिव बालसयू म ।्
शरोपमै निमवाशंिुभं ूीतो ददशा हमदुमरिँमम ॥् ४८॥
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.
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समाकुलं भािविभरावयॄ ाणमपँयमथाॅपम ।्
सहॐनऽेािण ददश तिन ्ू तीमाणाभयं जनाः ॥ ४९॥
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.

िकोिटभारसयू भासं ोितदा सौमराितनाशी ।
नारीशरीर रमणीयकाि रादीामिुदयाय श ुॅ म ॥् ५०॥
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.

तां ािदता दीजगु दवेाामरी े मधरंु वयािंस ।
जगमु नुाः ूिणप चोा िवं िवनािध यदािववशे ॥ ५१॥
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.

समािधधीरा िहमभतूदहेा यगुानकेािन िहमाििकूटे ।
य े योिगनो भारतगोृपाे तुवुुां मिुदता महाः ॥ ५२॥
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.

ानाकरेो िह िवलोचनेो िहमािन मं यगुसितािन ।
उाय  दवेीमथ भीमकािं महाूतापा बिलनीमगायन ॥् ५३॥
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:

तुं नमो दिेव िवशालशै नमािम भीमां बिलन कृपाम ।्
मवे व ै तारयसीह जातीज लाय ै नम आिददे ै ॥ ५४॥
54. ᳚Salutation to thee, O Goddess omnipotent! To thee I bow
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who art terrible and mighty and compassionate. Thou alone

preservest these peoples. Salutation to the Forceful One,

the primeval Goddess!

के बलं वण ियत ुं समथ दिेव ूचडे करपवने ।
एकेन िह ॅामयस े णि िवं सताराकमनवीय ॥ ५५॥
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.

आजौ यदा नृिस चिड घोरे श ृगालघु े दधती िऽशलूम ।्
शन क इवायधु महाि तारािनयतुािन नाके ॥ ५६॥
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.

दयाििचा िदतने प ुसंां हंिस ूजापीडकमकेष ु ।
यो मृरुा भवुन रौिःै स िकंकरे वसित िऽशलेू ॥ ५७॥
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.

शिः परा कोिटष ु मानवानां समंनुां ं भविस ूबुा ।
आया िपानवतीय  पािस यगु े यगु े युस आयमातः ॥ ५८॥
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.

सोऽिप पँयािम िगरावदुीां ददेीमान ं धवलं वपु े ।
ं ॅाजस े ोितदिेष सौे ूकाशयी भवुनािन काा ॥ ५९॥
59. Today again I behold thy dazzling white form on the
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mountains of the north; effulgent thy- light arises, O gracious

one, illumining the worlds with beauty.

धनेौ समाढमनोकाी रणोदायां चरसीयमाया  ।
शलैा इवोुिशखाः समलूाः पति सघंाः पिरतोऽसरुाणाम ॥् ६०॥
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.

सा श ुॅ वणा िसतवृश ृा िहम रािशलतीव तणू म ।्
दवेिूया भारतभिूमराया  धनेुपणे िवहि शऽनू ॥् ६१॥
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.

हूावकाितदवैतानां भयने त े पाडुरवकाः ।
वािरूपाता इव पव तेो धावधो वगेपराः सशाः ॥ ६२॥
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.

श ृणोिम त े पानदषे ु भीम े रानदुारायनादममुम ।्
िनहमान रवं बल भयरे तारतरं श ृणोिम ॥ ६३॥
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.

कृ सषैा यमनुा ॐवी रेन नीलं िवससज  वण म ।्
बेसृद ममवे पँय िददिणा भाित सलुोिहतवे ॥ ६४॥
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
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quarter gleams blood-red.

ृािशलेून िवहायसीमाः सलुोिहता भाि िदशः समात ।्
अॅािण ते रमयािन भीमे िवभाि युने सदुाणने ॥ ६५॥
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.

ःोटेषपूलककशषे ु दवेीमपँयं यिुध शिेषतारीन ।्
िनःशषेयीमदयां सकोपां िशवां िऽशलेून िशव शऽनू ॥् ६६॥
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.

खरःै सिुनििमदं सरुा घोरं िकमवेािप सकृुवणम ।्
मासं िपंडं वनौ िनरी े शषेोऽयमवे तवािहतानाम ॥् ६७॥
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.

भािन तििचये िवप े ूिनःसरीव िशरािंस कािन ।
पादाः कराािप िह तऽ तऽ बूरािस िािण करालकृा ॥ ६८॥
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!

बूरािस िायथवा जघे बूरे ूजापीडनढगव ।
दयवे भतूयेमलं यदाय ग ू दं मृमुवाप युे ॥ ६९॥
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.
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एको गतासोरिप िशऽोध  े करः पावकगभ मम ।्
ु चीण  तथािप दधानसूवाां िपतीव दैः ॥ ७०॥
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.

ॐोतािंस पँयािम महायधुााीय माणािन ताशन ।
धृोऽिप सो नालभते त ु चड ितभामडलमिूत मम े ॥ ७१॥
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.

खः ूिु िवषाणमे िवयिमचिेतत ।्
समामतेव तकयािम महाोतं दिेव िवशालवीय ॥ ७२॥
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.

तुं नमो दिेव िवशालशै भीमोते तािरिण कसाे ।
ं भारती राजिस भारतानां मीरी भािस चराचर ॥ ७३॥
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.

ामीरी ं जननी ूजानां कोऽः ूभदुा निमदं तवाे ।
ािममैय मिनतजेो ददािस या सािप िनहंिस ा ॥ ७४॥
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.

नमो नमो वाहनमतेदाय िहमाभकां मधरुायताि ।
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तालुामणे सकृुभासा जं करोतीव तवोितने ॥ ७५॥
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.

नमो नमो दिेव तवालकाली रणौमणे ूसभं िवमुा ।
उीयमाना नभसीव मघेो विेणतुा भाित सदुीघ वबा ॥ ७६॥
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.

तेानन े िविुदवािस भमूौ षा ूदी े िह िवलोचन े त े ।
बीडपाेष ु करालहासाः शत॑दवे नियमुे ॥ ७७॥
77. When thy eyes flash with anger, O white-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.

िु ं िरपूंािततातासनू म्ीवयेमीषिमता च शुा ।
सजानवुय चरणं भवााः ो िहमवे िवभाित श ुॅ म ॥् ७८॥
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.

शंु ूवातरैिनलोपमं त े संोिभतं भासरुतोयदाभम ।्
वातीव वासो िचरािण मे ॅाज अािन शिशूभवे ॥ ७९॥
79. Fluttering in the breeze, thy bright and airy robe is a

luminous cloud from whose midst thy radiant firnbs shine forth

like moonlight.

उदीण फेनः पयसरः ीरािमे नमकेमतेत ।्
ं िन रीािस यदकािेषाि र ूितहते म े ॥ ८०॥
80. This breast of thine is a foaming wave of milk swelling in

the Milky Ocean. Difficult art thou to discern, O Mother, when
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my gale falls back from tire splendour of thv body of beauty.

सनातनी दिेव िशव पवू वपिुदं धारयस े यवुाः ।
तुं नमुमनािदमातः सौा भवा ूणतषे ु भीम े ॥ ८१॥
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.

उिँय भिूमं िुमरािजनीलां शलैारालेष ु महु ँयाम ।्
कायमाः ूसतूः करे ददािस िायभयं ूजानाम ॥् ८२॥
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.

तंया त े करपव तमो िवधतूं भिुव भारतानाम ।्
र मघेा नभसोऽपधतूा अिचवीया िस शभुािस सौा ॥ ८३॥
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.

सौं वपु े िहमवण माय सौं भवाा वदनं दुारम ।्
शुारां यौवनश ुॅ कािं हेािनऽेां बिलन नमािम ॥ ८४॥
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.

नरािमाला नकृपालकाी  सा कराली ।
ना च घोरा िववतृाभीमा या िवरावःै सहसोितोऽि ॥ ८५॥
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?
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र योऽयं वहतीह िसुँ छाया शभुाया हसतीव तिन ।्
खं पिरॅामयित नी ना सघुोरा च नमािम कालीम ॥् ८६॥
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!

काली मवेािस सिुनुरािस मपणूा  सदया च सौा ।
नमािम रौिां भवुनाकिऽं ूमेाकुलामवे नमािम राध े ॥ ८७॥
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.

अनशिृमशशेमिूत को वतीमां तव सवशे ।
तजेमतेिलनां बल ं कोमलानामिप कोमलािस ॥ ८८॥
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 the strong;

thou art also the gentlest of the gentle.

सौामहां िभजुां नमािम िऽशिूलन ामभयं वहीम ।्
ाम सािविऽ शभु े िऽनऽे े शुावां वषृढकािम ॥् ८९॥
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.

दशायधुाा दशिदगा पातािस मातद शबाराया न ।्
सहॐहैपगु पऽुानाे जगोिनरिचवीया  ॥ ९०॥
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.

ूकाशय गहनािन भासभैमां लवतमिूत माम ।्
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पँयािम दवे नगरषे ु सौां ािर ितामाय भवुः सखाम ॥् ९१॥
91. Illumining with her rays the impenetrable depths of

the forests, her form like a mountain of fire, terrible and

sublime, I see the gracious Goddess standing, sword in hand,

at the gates of the cities of the Aryan country.

किलं दिमा जननी ूजानां सािधका [ portion missing ] ।
ाधीनवृीिन पनुरि पँयािम ताागममाग गािण ॥ ९२॥
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.

पनुः श ृणोमीममरयभमूौ वदे घोषं दयामतृोम ।्
सुािननामाौमगा मनुीनां कुवे प ुसंां वहित ूपणूा  ॥ ९३॥
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.

सनातनान र्ित धम मागा न प्नुः सहॐाशंकुुलाय जा ।
लीः पनुः साचला िताा समुला राजित भारतषे ु ॥ ९४॥
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.

परुातन मातरमागमानामागता वुता भिूमम ।्
ूाां ूतीां जगतोऽिखल कोलाहलं वगेरवाणुोिम ॥ ९५॥
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.

समगभित महाोतिेत वुि सैा भयरा ।
देाः िूयां भिूममनािदशाीथ पणे च पजूयि ॥ ९६॥
96. Praising the gracious and awe-inspiring Mother as the
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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.

िशव काँयां िनवसि ये के शन त े त भवि मुाः ।
देा ु पुयने पदाप णने सवा य भिूमज गतोऽिप काशी ॥ ९७॥
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.

ूीितद या धयै मदशौय ौा ितिता िविवधा िवाः ।
अनपे मिस ूसीद िचरं वसाय िद भारतानाम ॥् ९८॥
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!

िसिूमािि ससुौभासा ूकाशयी सुढूिता ।
ित ूसा िचरमाय भमूौ महाूताप े जगतो िहताय ॥ ९९॥
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!᳚
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