
Gopi Geet: Song of the Cowherd Women
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गोय ऊचुः 

gopy ucuḥ:

The gopis said . . .
 

जयित तेऽिधकं ज᭠मना ᮯजः ᮰यत इि᭠दरा श᳡दᮢ िह । 
दियत दृ᭫ यतां ᳰदᭃु तावका᭭᭜विय धृतासवा᭭᭜वां िविच᭠वते ॥१॥ 

jayati te'dhikaṁ janmanā vrajaḥ śrayata indirā śaśvadatra hi |  
dayita dṛśyatāṁ dikṣu tāvakāstvayi dhṛtāsavāstvāṁ vicinvate ||1||  

Your birth here in Braj has made it surpassingly glorious. For Your sake, 
Goddess Lakshmi eternally serves this land, by decorating it with her 
presence [in the form of wealth and prosperity]. We, Your gopis, have been 
searching for You everywhere! [Though our bodies burn in separation,] we 
survive only because we have centred our life-force in You. O Beloved! 
Please appear again before us! 
 
 

शरददुाशये साधुजातस᭜सरिसजोदर᮰ीमुषा दषृा । 
सुरतनाथ तेऽशु᭨कदािसका वरद िनᲩतो नेह ᳴क वधः ॥२॥ 

 
śaradudāśaye sādhujātasatsarasijodaraśrῑmuṣā dṛṣā | 

suratanātha te'śulkadāsikā varada nighnato neha kiṁ vadhaḥ ||2|| 

Your thieving eyes, which stole the beauty of the blooming lotuses of autumn, 
have struck us and left us for dead. O Lord of love’s delights! O generous 
One! Isn’t it a crime to thus murder Your own maidservants, who have offered 
themselves to You as slaves without price? 
 
 

िवषजला᭡ययाद ्᳞ालराᭃसाद ्वषᭅमाᱧताद ्वै᳒ुतानलात् । 
वृषमया᭜मजाद ्िव᳡तोभयादषृभ ते वयं रिᭃता मुᱟः ॥ ३ ॥ 

 
viṣajalāpyayād vyālarākṣasād varṣamārutād vaidyutānalāt | 

vṛṣamayātymajād viśvatobhayādṛṣabha te vayaṁ rakṣitā muhuḥ ||3|| 



O great Hero! You saved us from death by poisoned water, from the terrible 
demons Agha and Vyomasur, from the bull-demon (Arishtasur), the 
windstorm-demon (Trinavart), and from the great rains and lightning sent by 
Indra. You always used to protect us from every danger! 
 
 

न खलु गोिपकान᭠दनो भवानिखलदिेहनाम᭠तरा᭜मदक्ृ । 
िवखनसाᳶथतो िव᳡गु᳙य ेसख उदिेयवान् सा᭜वता ंकुले ॥४॥ 

na khalu gopikānandano bhavānakhiladehināmantarātmadṛk | 
vikhanasārthito viśvaguptaye sakha udeyivān sātvatāṁ kule ||4|| 

You are not [just] the Son of a gopi, but the indwelling Witness in the hearts of 
all beings. You are the answer to Brahma’s prayers, come in Satvata’s 
dynasty to save the world. 
 
 

िवरिचताभयं वृि᭬णधुयᭅ ते चरणमीयुषां संसृतेभᭅयात् । 
करसरोᱧह ंका᭠त कामद ंिशरिस धेिह नः ᮰ीकरᮕहम् ॥५॥ 

 
viracitābhayaṁ vṛṣṇidhurya te caraṇamῑyuṣāṁ saṁsṛterbhayāt | 

karasaroruhaṁ kānta kāmadaṁ śirasi dhehi naḥ śrῑkaragṛaham ||5|| 
 
O Greatest of Vrshni’s descendants! Your lotus hand protects all those who 
seek refuge at Your feet, and makes them fearless. Beloved One! Please 
place upon our heads Your hand, which holds the hand of Goddess Shri, and 
which grants everyone’s desires.  
 
 

ᮯजजनाᳶतहन ्वीर योिषतां िनजजन᭭मय᭟वंसनि᭭मत । 
भज सख ेभवि᭜क᭑करीः ᭭म नो जलᱧहाननं चाᱧ दशᭅय ॥६॥ 

 
vrajajanārtihan vῑra yoṣitāṁ nijajanasmayadhvaṁsanasmita | 

bhaja sakhe bhavatkiṅkarῑḥ sma no jalaruhānanaṁ cāru darśaya ||6|| 

O Valiant One! Destroyer of the Brajwasis' pain, whose smile crushes the 
pride of your lovers! O Friend! Please grant shelter to us, Your own 
maidservants, and show us Your beautiful lotus face. 
 

ᮧणतदिेहनां पापकशᭅनं तृणचरानुगं ᮰ीिनकेतनम् । 
फिणफणाᳶपत ंते पदा᭥बुजं कृणु कुचेष ुनः कृि᭠ध ᱡ᭒छयम ्॥७॥ 

 



praṇatadehināṁ pāpakarśanaṁ tṛṇacarānugaṁ śrῑniketanam | 
phaṇiphaṇārpitaṁ te padāmbujaṁ kṛṇu kuceṣu naḥ kṛndhi hṛcchayam ||7|| 

 
Your lotus feet, which destroy the sins of all who come to their shelter, are an 
empire of auspiciousness and beauty. Please place those feet, which crushed 
the serpent Kaliya, upon our breasts and thus crush the passion of our 
hearts. 
 
 

मधुरया िगरा व᭨गुवायया बुधमनो᭰यया पु᭬करेᭃण । 
िविधकरीᳯरमा वीर मु᳭तीरधरसीधुनाऽऽ᭡यायय᭭व नः ॥८॥ 

 
madhurayā girā valguvākyayā budhamanojñyayā puṣkarekṣaṇa | 
vidhikarῑrimā vῑra muhyatῑradharasῑdhunā’’pyāyayasva naḥ ||8|| 

 
O Lotus-eyes! By Your sweet speech which delights the great poets, we, Your 
handmaids, have been rendered senseless. Please revive us with the 
immortal nectar of Your kisses. 
 

तव कथामृतं त᳙जीवनं किविभरीिडतं क᭨मषापहम् । 
᮰वणम᭑गलं ᮰ीमदातत ंभुिव गृणि᭠त ते भूᳯरदा जनाः ॥९॥ 

 
tava kathāmṛtaṁ taptajῑvanaṁ kavibhirῑḍitaṁ kalmaṣāpaham | 

śravaṇamaṅgalaṁ śrῑmadātataṁ bhuvi gṛṇanti te bhūridā janāḥ ||9|| 

Your ambrosial stories soothe the burning of life’s afflictions. Celebrated by 
the sages, they dispel all sin and grant all benedicitions to those who hear. 
Indeed, those who recite Your stories and spread them in this world are the 
greatest givers. 
 
 

ᮧहिसत ंिᮧय ᮧेमवीᭃणं िवहरणं च ते ᭟यानम᭑गलम् । 
रहिस संिवदो या ᱡᳰद᭭पृशः कुहक नो मनः ᭃोभयि᭠त िह ॥१०॥ 

 
prahasitaṁ priya premavῑkṣaṇaṁ viharaṇaṁ ca te dhyānamaṅgalam | 
rahasi saṁvido yā hṛdispṛśaḥ kuhaka no manaḥ kṣobhayanti hi ||10||  

Your laughter, Your love-filled eyes, and Your sweet lovemaking bless our 
meditations, and the sweet words You spoke to us in confidence touch our 
hearts! But, O Cheater! At the same time, those same memories afflict our 
minds to the extreme. 



 
 

चलिस यद ्ᮯजाᲬारयन ्पशून् निलनसु᭠दरं नाथ ते पदम् । 
िशलतृणांकुरैः सीदतीित नः किललतां मनः का᭠त ग᭒छित ॥११॥ 

 
calasi yad vrajāccārayan paśūn nalinasundaraṁ nātha te padam | 
śilatṛṇāṁkuraiḥ sῑdatῑti naḥ kalilatāṁ manaḥ kānta gacchati ||11||  

When You go out to graze the cows, it makes our hearts ill to think that Your 
soft feet, which are like two beautiful lotus flowers, might get scratched by the 
hairs that grow from the wheat florets, the grass, or the new sprouts that rise 
from the earth. 
 

 
ᳰदनपᳯरᭃये नीलकु᭠तलैवᭅनᱧहाननं िब᮪दावृतम् । 

धनरज᭭वल ंदशᭅयन् मुᱟमᭅनिस नः ᭭मरं वीर य᭒छिस ॥१२॥ 
 

dinaparikṣaye nῑlakuntalairvanaruhānanaṁ bibhradāvṛtam | 
dhanarajasvalaṁ darśayan muhurmanasi naḥ smaraṁ vῑra yacchasi ||12||  

At the end of the day, You appear before us. [By turning this way and that to 
call the cows and speak with Your friends,] You repeatedly show us Your 
beautiful face, like a lotus flower surrounded by the black bees of Your curly 
hair, smeared thickly with the pollen of dust raised by the cows’ hooves. By 
Your actions, You inject our hearts with desire, o Hero! 
 

ᮧणतकामद ंप᳑जाᳶचत ंधरिणम᭛डनं ᭟येयमापᳰद । 
चरणप᭑कजं श᭠तमं च ते रमण नः ᭭तने᭬वपᭅयािधहन् ॥१३॥ 

 
praṇatakāmadaṁ padmajārcitaṁ dharaṇimaṇḍanaṁ dhyeyamāpadi |  

caraṇapaṅkajaṁ śantamaṁ ca te ramaṇa naḥ staneṣvarpayādhihan ||13|| 
 
Your lotus feet, which grant the wishes of those who bow down; Your lotus 
feet, adored by Brahma; Your lotus feet, Earth’s jeweled adornments; Your 
lotus feet, object of meditation in times of danger! O Raman! O Lover! 
Destroyer of distress! Please place Your lotus feet upon our breasts. 
 
 

सुरतवधᭅनं शोकनाशनं ᭭वᳯरतवेणुना सु᳧ु चुि᭥बतम् । 
इतररागिव᭭मारणं नृणां िवतर वीर न᭭तेऽधरामृतम् ॥१४॥ 

 



suratavardhanaṁ śokanāśanaṁ svaritaveṇunā suṣṭhu cumbitam | 
itararāgavismāraṇaṁ nṛṇāṁ vitara vῑra naste’dharāmṛtam ||14|| 

The ambrosia of Your lips, which magnifies love’s delights; the ambrosia of 
Your lips, which destroys all grief; the ambrosia of Your lips, which sings 
through Your flute when You kiss her; the ambrosia of Your lips, which makes 
memory resign all other longings to oblivion! Please bestow that ambrosia of 
Your lips upon us. 
 
 

अटित यद ्भवानि᭮न काननं ᮢुᳯटयुᭅगायते ᭜वामप᭫यताम् । 
कुᳯटलकु᭠तलं ᮰ीमुखं च ते जड उदीᭃतां प᭯मकृद ्दशृाम् ॥१५॥ 

 
aṭati yad bhavānahni kānanaṁ truṭiryugāyate tvāmapaśyatām | 

kuṭilakuntalaṁ śrῑmukhaṁ ca te jaḍa udῑkṣatāṁ pakṣmakṛd dṛśām ||15|| 

When You go out into the woods and we cannot see You, a fraction of a 
second becomes an eon for us. And when You reappear, foolish lord Brahma 
repeatedly obstructs our vision with his intolerable creation, our eyelids! 
 
 

पितसुता᭠वय᮪ातृबा᭠धवानितिवल᭑᭐य तेऽ᭠᭜य᭒युतागताः । 
गितिवद᭭तवो᳄ीतमोिहताः ᳰकतव योिषतः क᭭᭜यजेि᳖िश ॥१६॥ 

 
patisutānvayabhrātṛbāndhavānativilaṅghya te’ntyacyutāgatāḥ | 

gatividastavodgῑtamohitāḥ kitava yoṣitaḥ kastyajenniśi ||16|| 

O Invincible One! Entranced by Your flutesong, we abandoned our husbands, 
children, elders, brothers and all other relatives absolutely. You know good 
and well why we came to You. Who but You would leave women alone in the 
forest at night, o Cheater? 

रहिस संिवद ंᱡ᭒छयोदयं ᮧहिसतानन ंᮧेमवीᭃणम् । 
बृहदरुः ि᮰यो वी᭯य धाम ते मुᱟरित᭭पृहा मु᳭ते मनः ॥१७॥ 

rahasi saṁvidaṁ hṛcchayodayaṁ prahasitānanaṁ premavῑkṣaṇam | 
bṛhaduraḥ śriyo vῑkṣya dhāma te muhuratispṛhā muhyate manaḥ ||17|| 

As we remember Your passionate love-talks, Your smiling face, Your loving 
glances and Your broad chest, the home of Goddess Shri, again and again, 
our minds become dazzled with overwhelming eagerness. 



 
ᮯजवनौकसां ᳞िᲦर᭑ग ते वृिजनह᭠᭜᭧यलं िव᳡म᭑गलम् । 

᭜यज मनाक् च न᭭᭜व᭜᭭पृहा᭜मनां  ᭭वजनᱡᮤजुां यि᳖षूदनम् ॥१८॥ 
 

vrajavanaukasāṁ vyaktiraṅga te vṛjinahantryalaṁ viśvamaṅgalam | 
tyaja manāk ca nastvatspṛhātmanāṁ svajanahṛdrujāṁ yanniṣūdanam ||18|| 

O Beloved! Your all-blissful presence cures the afflictions of those who dwell 
here in Braj. Please dispense a drop of that medicine to us, Your own lovers, 
who are tormented by the heart-disease of longing for You. 
 

 
यᱫ ेसुजातचरणा᭥बुᱧह ं᭭तनेषु  

भीताः शनैः िᮧय दधीमिह ककᭅशेष ु। 
तेनाटवीमटिस तथते न ᳴कि᭭वत्  

कूपाᭅᳰदिभ᮪ᭅमित धीभᭅवदायुषां नः ॥१९॥ 

yatte sujātacaraṇāmburuhaṁ staneṣu  
bhῑtāḥ śanaiḥ priya dadhῑmahi karkaśeṣu | 

tenāṭavῑmaṭasi tadvyathate na kiṁsvit  
kūrpādibhirbhramati dhῑrbhavadāyuṣāṁ naḥ ||19|| 

Dear One! Your lotus feet are so soft that when we embrace them to our 
hearts, we do so very gently, fearing that our firm breasts might harm them. 
Our minds are reeling to think that those same feet are now walking the rough 
forest ground, vulnerable to injury by stones and sharp pebbles. 


