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Track 1

fFR ST %, WAR TS A7 |
Kidori Ju ke,
ratnare dou nain
The eyes of Radha Rani have a reddish hue in
them.

W PWT-T-TF T7-,
I9q Hg o ¥ )
Saras suratil ras saras prem
ras, cuvat manahum din rain

The nectar of Divine love flows from these
eyes day and night.

AT @I g o 3f,
T T a7 |
Atli ras bhare nain hum te

atli, saras rasilile sailn

‘Even more beautiful than the eyes are the side-

long glances.

O R T foT HIET,
I T fq U

Ghayal karat rain din Mohan,

nain sain ati pain
Radha Rani lovingly injures the heart of
Shyamsunder with these glances.

SHENEER B NS IR N T
fog < Afe o9

Tadapi vikal pal-pal dekhan
kaham, binu dekhe nahim cain
Still, Shyamsunder is ever restless to behold
these sharp glances.

AT AU, qF DI N W, ST
YL S 11

So ‘Krpalu’ sukh kaun bhane

jab, bolati madhure bain

Radha Madhav Society

Says Kripalu,” “When Kishori Ji speaks in
Her sweet voice, the bliss that is experienced
cannot be explained in words

Y v % ¥ % W

Track 2

& A, AN Aot 91 dI |

Hamem to, all Lall som kam
Sakhi! I am concerned only with Kishori Ji.

NEERIS G IR IS
BT B W |
Rasik ramgill gun garvili,
chail chabilil bham
One who is pleasing to the rasiKs, who is the
treasure-house of virtues, and the ultimate
limit of nectar.

AR TITHE S,
IATST AT I[AH |
Piran kam $yam him jako,
dthom yam gulam
Even the self-contented Shyamsunder is Her
slave day and night.

TETR AT WAL AT AT e,
AfE SqUe T |
Gahvar gall bhall ali mo
kaham, nahim Baikunth lalam
I do not care for Baikuntha, the lanes of
Gahavarvan are sufficient for me.

A ¥Ed A srEad e,
TE A A |
Man bhavat nit avat javat,
gavat Radhe nam

I remain blissful, always taking the name of
Radha.

foerRa ATeT I

Mafijul kufij ‘Krpalu’



nikufijani, vicarat athom yam
I, ‘Kripalu’, roam around in the beautiful
groves twenty-four hours a day.”

Y v ¥ v X W

Track 3

FE RG] H9E T AT T |
Kaha sakhi! Kabahum na
aihaim $yam
A gopi suffering from separation, says, “Will
Shyamsunder never return to us?”

Tfe @ feT fuwr ofaw,
IR YIS I |

Banihaim kaha nithur piya
etik, saral sukhad sukh dham
He is so soft hearted; has He really become so

cruel?

F&T ORI AqT-TAg, @f q )
foave I |

Kaha surati rati-rasahum kI

sakhi, bisaraihaim vasu yam
WL He completely forget the love we had

between us?

el i W U A9,
ITIE, AT HQH |
Kaha bhiili jaihaim priya
Mansukh, Dhansukh aru $ridam
Wil He also forget the love of His friends
such as Mansukh, Dhansukh and Shreedama?

HET e C-INEA(,
AT YA T 9 |

Kaha bhulaihaim Nand

Yadomati, as partiti na bham

Radha Madhav Society

Wil He forget the love He has received from
Nand and Yashoda? No no, this cannot be.

el HUR W R, g fu
ENIC NI
Kaha ‘Krpalu‘ surati
bisraihaim, pranan priya
Braj dham
Says Kripalu,” “Will He forget Braj, which is
more precious to Him than life itself? No, no,

say it is not so.”

¥ ¥ ¥ % % %

Track 4

XA QT -IE QO |
AT T P AR |

Dars$an dena Nand-dulare

Nand-Nandan nainan ke tare
O son of Nand! You are the apple of my eye.
Let me behold You with...

FedhT AR JoHe @ 7AW,
Jeh(T IR fqoien e |
Latkani mor-mukut ki mathe,
catkani ke$ar-tilak lilare

... a peacock-feather crown swaying gently on
Your head and Your forehead adorned with
the mark of sandalwood paste and saffron,

HAR(T FTeh Ag Al 3T,
IR IR S Soer 79 I |
Alkani-jhalak manahu avalin
ali, juri juri jat
jalaj-mukh pare
-..Your curly locks, looking like a swarm of
bees, gathering on Your lotus face,

QET-yAA A faw-srgf,
AAAN 99 ST 9N |

Sudha-payonidhi madhi vis



ambudhi, matvare cafical drg
vare
... Your intoxicating eyes, appearing to be the
ocean of poison (black pupil) in the midst of
the ocean of nectar (whites of the eyes), i.e.
eyes filled with mischief, nectar, poison and
wine,

JR i feua gfa aifaf,
W[OS AT I IR |
Ambar-pit dipat duti-damini,
bhrgu-pad gufijmal gal dhare
... Your pitambar (yellow garment) fluttering
gently and shining like lightning. I want to

see the imprint of Bhrigu’s foot on Your chest
and a garland of wild flowers around Your

neck,

e FHNT FSAT IS,
FT T PRI A_ |

Kati kamanlya kachanl kache,
kar murall amgurin sahare

Radha Madhav Society

... a beautiful scarf tied around Your waist
and a flute in Your hands, resting on Your

fingers.

g ®9g FHG afg Ar fer,
WaH S YT |
Haya! kabahum jhumat sakhi
mo dhig, pritam alhaim pran
piyare
Alas! Will the day ever come, o friend, when
Shyamsunder, who is more precious than life
itself, will come towards me with His
intoxicating way of walking?

9 ‘Furq Hr T fHeg i,
Tfed AT T Y7 EHW )

Ab ‘krpalu’ ko vegi milahu piya,
nahim ta jat ye prana hamare
Says ‘Kripalu,” “O Beloved! Give me darshan
soon. Otherwise, my soul will leave my body.”



