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(Nectar to the ears of Lord Krsna)

by Srila Bilvamangala Thakura

This work was created by Sage Sri-Lila-Suka, also known as
Bilvamangala-Thakura

Text 1*

cintamanir jayati somagirir gurur me
Siksa-gurus ca bhagavan Sikhi-pificha-maulih |
yat-pada-kalpa-taru-pallava-Sekharesu
l1la-svayamvara-rasam labhate jaya-srih ||1]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
All glories to Cintamani and my initiating spiritual master, Somagiri. All glories to
my instructing spiritual master, the Supreme Personality of Godhead, who wears
peacock feathers in His crown. Under the shade of His lotus feet, which are like
desire trees, Jayasri (Radharani) enjoys the transcendental mellow of an eternal
consort.
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Text 2

asti svas-taruni-karagra-vigalat-kalpa-prasunaplutam

vastu prastuta-venu-nada-lahari-nirvana-nirvyakulam |
srasta-srasta-niruddha-nivi-vilasad-gopi-sahasravrtam
hasta-nyasta-natapavargam akhilodaram kisorakrti ||2]]
(Sarduala-vikridita)
There is an entity who has the appearance of an adolescent boy, and who is
being inundated with desire-tree flowers falling from the fingertips of the
damsels of heaven. That boy is completely carefree, situated in transcendental
beatitude, as He sends forth waves of sound from His famed flute. He is
encircled by thousands of effulgent milkmaids, whose garments are becoming
loose again and again (from their extreme pleasure at hearing the flute) and
who are trying to hold them up. That adolescent boy, the pinnacle of
munificence, places liberation from birth and death into the hands of His
surrendered devotees.

Text 3

caturyaika-nidana-sima-capalapanga-cchata-manthararm

lavanyamrta-vici-lolita-drsam laksmi-kataksadrtam |

kalindi-pulinangana-pranayinam kamavatarankuram
balam nilam ami vayam madhurima-svarajyam aradhnumah ||3]|

(Sarduala-vikridita)

We worship that dark bluish young boy, in whom culminate the principal stimuli
for amorous love, who causes Radha to become languid with the beauty of His
dancing sidelong glances, and who in turn becomes languid with love when St
Radha and Her friends cast their sidelong glances at Him. That boy's beauty,
like waves of nectar, engenders an extreme thirst in the eyes of Radha and Her
companions, and, conversely, their nectarous beauty makes Him thirsty to see
them. He is affectionately worshiped by Radha's wistful glances, and He enjoys
loving pastimes with Radha and Her friends on the bank of the Yamuna. We




worship that young bluish boy, the source of the god of love, who has attained
unchallenged dominion over love's sweetness.

Text 4

barhottamsa-vilasa-kuntala-bhararn madhurya-magnananam
pronmilan-nava-yauvanam pravilasad-venu-pranadamrtam |
apina-stana-kutmalabhir abhito gopibhir aradhitam
jyotis cetasi na$ cakastu jagatam ekabhiramadbhutam ||4]]
(Sardala-vikridita)
Let the effulgence personified (i.e., Krsna) shine within our hearts. He is
wearing a bright peacock plume on His head, His face is steeped in sweet
beauty, His fresh youthfulness is bursting forth, and His flute is pouring out
murmuring, nectarous sounds of rapture. On all sides the milkmaids of Vraja,
who have blooming, budlike breasts, worship Him in adoration. Indeed, He is,
amazingly, the only enjoyer and the only source of enjoyment in the entire
universe.

Text 5

madhuratara-smitamrta-vimugdha-mukhamburuham
mada-Sikhi-pifichita-manojfia-kaca-pracayam |
visaya-visamisa-grasana-grdhnuni cetasi me
vipula-vilocanam kim api dhama cakastu ciram ||5]|
(kokilaka)
St Krsna's eyes are long like petals of a blooming lotus, and His very charming
lotus-like face is made all the more charming by His extremely beautiful and
sweet, nectarous smiles. His profuse curling locks look delightful with their
decoration of a proud peacock's tail-feather. Let Him, the embodiment of all
effulgence, forever shine within my heart, which is (outwardly) greedy for the
poisonous meat of sense objects, [or (inwardly) greedy for the beauty of Sri
Krsna, a beauty that binds the devotee's mind and causes burning pain at the
time of separation from Him.]




Text 6
mukulayamana-nayanambujarm vibho
murali-ninada-makaranda-nirbharam |

mukurayamana-mrdu-ganda-mandalam
mukha-pankajarm manasi me vijrmbhatam ||6||
(manju-bhasini)
May the lotus of my Lord's face blossom within [the lake of] my mind. The eyes
of that face resemble lotus buds, being half-closed, and the delicate mirror-like
orbs of its cheeks are puffed with the nectarous honey of the flute-sound.

Text 7
kamaniya-kisora-mugdha-murteh
kala-venu-kvanitadrtananendoh |
mama vaci vijrmbhatarm murarer

madhurimah kanikapi kapi kapi ||7||
(aupacchandasika)

Let my words express even a tiny particle of a particle of a particle of the

luscious beauty of Murari, whose artless adolescent figure enraptures me, and

whose moon-face is worshiped by the soft melodies of His flute.

Text 8
mada-Sikhandi-$ikhanda-vibhiisanam
madana-manthara-mugdha-mukhambujam |
vraja-vadhi-nayananjana-ranjitam
vijayatam mama van-maya-jivitam ||8||
(druta-vilambita)




All glories to [Krsna] the life of my words! The collyrium from the eyes of the
young girls of Vraja decorates His charming lotus face, which is languid with
love, and an impassioned peacock's feather adorns His head.

Text 9
pallavaruna-pani-pankaja-sangi-venu-ravakulam
phulla-patala-patali-parivadi-pada-saroruham |

ullasan-madhuradhara-dyuti-mafjari-sarasananam
vallavi-kuca-kumbha-kunkuma-pankilarh prabhum asraye ||9||
(ceccar)

I take shelter of the Lord [Krsna], who becomes agitated with passion when He
hears the sound of His own flute, held in His lotus hands, which resemble newly
sprouted reddish twigs. His lotus feet reproach fully blossomed patali flowers
with their beauty, and His amiable face sends forth blossoms of brilliance from
His delightfully sweet lips. He is smeared with the kunkuma powder from the
milkmaids' pitcher-like breasts.

Text 10
apanga-rekhabhir abhangurabhir
ananga-rekha-rasa-rafjitabhih |
anuksanam vallava-sundaribhir

abhyasyamanar vibhum asrayamah ||10]|

(upajati)

I take shelter of my Lord [Krsna], whom the beautiful milkmaids worship at
every moment with unbroken sidelong glances from eyes tinged red with
passion.

Text 11
hrdaye mama hrdya-vibhramanam
hrdayarn harsa-visala-lola-netram |
tarunam vraja-bala-sundarinam
taralam kincana dhama samnidhattam ||11]|
(aupaccandasika)




Let that effulgent youth [Krsna] come near to my heart. His wantonly restless,
wide-open eyes are full of joy, and, being fully aware of the hearts of the
beautiful young girls of Vraja, He fills them with the fluttering confusions of
love. ??He is fickle, yet He is like the central jewel in the necklace of the

milkmaids.

Text 12

nikhila-bhuvana-laksmi-nitya-lilaspadabhyar
kamala-vipina-vithi-garva-sarvam-kasabhyam |
pranamad abhaya-dana-praudhi-gadhadrtabhyam
kim api vahatu cetah krsna-padambujabhyam ||12]|
(malini)

Let my mind attain some inexpressible beatific bliss from [thinking of] Krsna's
lotus feet, which are the home of the eternal pastimes of the most beautiful
maidens in all the worlds, which destroy the pride of whole clusters of lotuses,
and which are highly esteemed for their great eagerness in providing safety for
the Lord's humble devotees.

Text 13

pranaya-parinatabhyam sri-bharalambanabhyam
pratipada-lalitabhyam pratyaham nttanabhyam |
pratimuhur adhikabhyam prasphural-locanabhyam
pravahatu hrdaye nah prananathah kisorah [[13]]
(malinr)

May the Lord of our life, that young boy [Krsna], shine incessantly within our
hearts. His eyes, full of love for Radha, are the abode of infinite beauty. Every
day they appear newer and newer, at every step they increase their charm and
elegance, and at every moment they sparkle more and more brilliantly.




Text 14
madhurya-varidhi-madambu-taranga-bhangi-
Srngara-sankulita-Sita-kiSora-vesam |
amanda-hasa-lalitanana-candra-bimbam
ananda-samplavam anu plavatam mano me ||14||
(vasanta-tilaka)

May my mind float along in the flood of bliss emanating from Krsna's moonlike
face, made charming by a very mild smile. Krsna has the appearance of a
young boy, and, beautified by the waves of His passionate ecstasy breaking in

the ocean of sweethess, He soothes all distress.

Text 15
avyaja-manjula-mukhambuja-mugdha-bhavair
asvadyamana-nija-venu-vinoda-nadam |
akridatam aruna-pada-sarojruhabhyam
ardre madiya-hrdaye bhuvanardram ojah ||15]|
(vasanta-tilaka)

Let the force [of the flood of bliss emanating from Krsna's face], which
saturates the whole universe, play within my heart, which is moistened by
contact with Krsna's lotus feet, by the display of charming, artless emotions on
His open, lovely lotus face, and by the melody of His flute, which is relished by

Radha.

Text 16
mani-ntipura-vacalam
vande tac-caranam vibhoh |
lalitani yadiyani
laksmani vraja-vithisu ||16]|
(anustup)




I bow down to the feet of Lord Krsna, whose jewelled anklets tinkle and whose
footprints decorate the paths of Vraja.

Text 17
mama cetasi sphuratu vallavi-vibhor
mani-nupura-pranayi manju Sifjitam |
kamala-vanecara-kalinda-kanyaka-

kalahamsa-kantha-kala-kujitadrtam ||17] ]
May the sweet jingling of the jewelled anklets of Krsna, the master of the
milkmaids, be manifest in my mind. Kamala's [Radha's] white swans swimming
in the lotus-filled ponds of the Yamuna accord that sweet jingling a warm
welcome with the melodious warbling from their throats.

Text 18
tarunaruna-karunamaya-vipulayata-nayanam
kamala-kuca-kalasi-bhara-vipulikrta-pulakam |

murali-rava-taralikrta-muni-manasa-nalinam

mama khelatu mada-cetasi-madhuradharam amrtam ||18||
(lalita-gati)
May Krsna's nectar-filled sweet lips play in my mind, intoxicated with delight.
His broad eyes, reddish like the rising sun, are full of compassion, His hair is
standing on end because of touching Kamala's [Radha's] heavy, pitcher-like
breasts, and He has melted the lotus-like hearts of the sages with the sound of
His flute.

Text 19
amugdham ardha-nayanambuja-cumbyamana-
harsakula-vraja-vadhd-madhurananendoh |
arabdha-venu-rava-matta-kiSora-marter
avirbhavantu mama cetasi ke'pi bhavah ||19]|
(vasanta-tilaka)




May there appear in my mind some of the ecstatic states of very charming Sri
Krsna. As He glances at the milkmaids' sweet moonlike faces, agitating them
with joy, He seems to be kissing them with His half-closed eyes. As He begins
sounding His flute, He assumes the attitude of an adolescent youth.

Text 20

kala-kvanita-kankanam kara-niruddha-pitambaram
klama-prasrta-kuntalam galita-barha-bhtsam vibhoh |
punah prakrti-capalarm pranayini-bhujayantritam

mama sphuratu manase madana-keli-sayyotthitam ||20]|
(prthvi)

May there awaken in my mind a vision of the Lord arising from the bed of

amorous play. The bracelets of Radha and Krsna tinkle softly, and Krsna's yellow

cloth is grasped by Them both. Their hair is dishevelled from fatigue, and

Krsna's peacock plume slips from His hair. Again Their fickle, playful natures

manifest, and at last Radha holds Krsna with Her arms.

Text 21
stoka-stoka-nirudhyamana-mrdula-prasyandi-manda-smitam
premodbheda-nirargala-prasrmara-pravyakta-romodgamam |

Sroturn Srotra-manoharam vraja-vadhu-lila-mitho jalpitam
mithya-svapam upasmahe bhagavatah krida-nimilad-drsah ||21]|
(Sardila-vikriditam)

We worship Lord Krsna, who is mischievously keeping His eyes closed,
pretending to sleep, in order to hear the milkmaids' playful talks, which are so
pleasing to the ear and mind. Though Krsna is trying to restrain Himself, a
gentle smile trickles from His lips drop by drop, and He cannot check the rising

tide of love, which causes His hair to begin standing on end.




Text 22
vicitra-patrankura-sali bala-
stanantaram yama vanantaram va |
apasya vrndavana-pada-lasyam
upasyam anyam na vilokayama ||22]|
(upendra-vajra)

We do not see any object of worship other than Lord Krsna, whether He is
deeply in thought, remembering how He decorated the breasts of the
resplendent young girl Radha with pictures drawn with leaves and sprouts, or
whether He is wandering in Vrndavana Forest, which is adorned with the beauty

of His dancing feet.

Text 23

sardharh samrddhair amrtayamanair
atayamanair murali-ninadaih |
murdhabhisiktam madhurakrtinam
balarh kada nama vilokayisye ||23]|
(indra-vajra)
When oh when shall I see that young boy Krsna, the unchallenged king of those
who are exquisitely beautiful, and when shall I experience along with that vision
the flooding nectar of His flute's sound, endowed with the topmost musical
embellishments?

Text 24
Sisirikurute kada nu nah
Sikhara-picchabharanah Sisur drsoh |
yugalarm vigalan-madhu-drava-
smita-mudra-mrduna mukhenduna ||24||
(vaitaliya)

10



When will that child [Krsna], adorned with peacock plumes, soothe and cool our
eyes with a vision of His moonlike face, imbued with gentleness by the trickling
honey of His tender smiles?

Text 25
karunya-karbura-kataksa-niriksanena
tarunya-samvalita-$aiSava-vaibhavena |
apusnata bhuvanam adbhuta-vibhramena
Sri-krsna-candra SiSirikuru locanarh me ||25]|
(vasanta-tilaka)

O moonlike Krsna, please soothe and cool my eyes with Your sidelong glances,
tinged with mercy; with the magnificence of your childhood, touched by youth;

and with Your wondrous playfulness, which nourishes the whole universe.

Text 26
kada va kalindi-kuvalaya-dala-Syama-taralah

kataksa laksyante kim api karuna-vici-nicitah |

kada va kandarpa-pratibhata-jata-candra-Sisirah
kam apy antas-tosam dadhati murali-keli-ninadah ||26||

(Sikharin)

When will Krsna cast upon me His sidelong glances, which are as dark blue as
the blue lotuses growing in the Yamuna and tremulous with waves of mercy?
And when will my heart find ineffable joy in the playful notes of His flute, which
are more cooling than the moon held on the head of Siva, Cupid's enemy?

Text 27
adhiram alokitam ardra-jalpitamn
gatam ca gambhira-vilasa-mantharam |
amandam alingitam akulonmada-
smitam ca te natha vidanti gopikah ||27]|
(vamsa-sthavila)
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O Lord, the milkmaids are describing your fickle glances, your tender, witty
talking, Your slow gait, made graceful by the swell of deep passion, Your eager
embraces, and Your distracting, agitating, intoxicating smile.

Text 28
astoka-smita-bharam ayatayataksam
nihSesa-stana-mrditarm vrajanganabhih |
nihsima-stavakita-nila-kanti-dhararm
dréyasar tribhuvana-sundaram mahas te ||28||
(praharsini)

[O Lord], please let me see Your bodily splendour, which is the most
magnificently beautiful in all the three worlds, which bears Your continuous
smiles and Your long, wide eyes, which is tightly embraced by the milkmaids of
Vraja to their breasts, and which diffuses an endless flood of bluish effulgence,

like clusters of blossoms.

Text 29
mayi prasadarn madhuraih kataksair

vamsi-ninadanucarair vidhehi |

tvayi prasanne kim ihaparair nas
tvayy aprasanne kim ihaparair nah ||29]|

(upendra-vajra)

O Lord, please show me Your mercy by casting upon me Your charming
sidelong glances, moving to the accompaniment of Your flute-song. If I have
Your blessings, what use are others'? And if I'm without Your blessings, what
use are others'?

Text 30
nibaddha-mugdhanjalir esa yace
nirandhra-dainyonnata-mukta-kantham |
dayambudhe deva bhavat-kataksa-
daksinya-leSena sakrn nisifica ||30]|
(upendra-vajra)
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I fix my folded palms upon my head and, given voice by my increasing,
ceaseless, pitiable misery, pray, "O Lord, O ocean of mercy, please anoint me
just once with a drop of kindness from Your sidelong glance."

Text 31
picchavatamsa-racanocita-kesa-pase
pina-stani-nayana-pankaja-pujaniye |

candraravinda-vijayodyata-vaktra-bimbe
capalyam eti nayanam tava $aiSave nah ||31]]
(vasanta-tilaka)
O Lord, our eyes have become restless to see Your childlike form, with its
clustered locks delightfully adorned with a peacock feather. That form, which is
worshiped by the buxom milkmaids' lotus eyes, possesses a face that has begun
defeating the beauty of the moon and the lotus.

Text 32*
tvac-chaisavam tri-bhuvanadbhutam ity avaihi
mac-capalam ca tava va mama vadhigamyam |
tat kim karomi viralarh murali-vilasi
mugdharm mukhambujam udiksitum tksanabhyam ||32]|
(vasanta-tilaka)

O Krsna, O flute-player, the sweetness of Your early age is wonderful within
these three worlds. You know My unsteadiness, and I know Yours. No one else
knows about this. I want to see Your beautiful, attractive face somewhere in a
solitary place, but how can this be accomplished?

Text 33
paryacitamrta-rasani padartha-bhangi-
valgini valgita-visala-vilocanani |
balyadhikani mada-ballava-bhavinibhir
bhave luthanti sukrtam tava jalpitani ||33]]
(vasanta-tilaka)
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O Krsna, Your verbal duels with the impassioned, vivacious milkmaids exhilarate
the hearts of the fortunate. These talks are filled with the nectar of the
exchanges of love, rendered very pleasant by waves of witty meanings, imbued
with Your natural boyishness, and punctuated by the movements of Your wide,
dancing eyes.

Text 34
punah prasannendu-mukhena tejasa
puro’vatirnasya krpa-mahambudheh |
tad eva lila-murali-ravamrtam
samadhi-vighnaya kada nu me bhavet ||34|]
(vams$a-sthavila)

Oh, when will Krsna, the great ocean of mercy, appear before me again with His
spotless, effulgent moon-face? And when will the nectarous sound of His flute,
expressive of His pastimes, remove my great disease? [or, "interrupt my deep
meditation?"]

Text 35

balena mugdha-capalena vilokitena
man-manase kim api capalam udvahantam |

lolena locana-rasayanam iksanena
l1la-kiSoram upaguhitum utsukah smah ||35]|

(vasanta-tilaka)

I am very eager to embrace that playful young boy Krsna with my restless,
longing eyes. He is delightful to see, and with His tender, artless, darting
glances He fills my mind with an indescribable agitation.

Text 36
adhira-bimbadhara-vibhramena
harsardra-venu-svara-sampada ca |
anena kenapi manoharena
ha hanta ha hanta mano dunosi ||36||
(upendra-vajra)
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O Krsna, the playful movements of Your restless red lips, the flood of Your
joyous flute sounds, and other such enchantments of Yours are, alas, alas,
tormenting me!

Text 37

yavan na me nikhila-marma-drdhabhighatam
nihsandhi-bandhanam upaiti na ko’pi tapah |
tavad vibho bhavatu tavaka-vaktra-candra-
candratapa-dvigunita mama citta-dhara ||37||
(vasanta-tilaka)
O Lord, until some terminal disease comes to strike violently at my vital parts
and cripple my limbs and joints, may the moon of Your face by the double-thick
awning for the current of my consciousness [against the burning heat of
separation].

Text 38
yavan na me nara-dasa dasami kuto'pi
randhrad upaiti timirikrta-sarva-bhava |
lavanya-keli-sadanam tava tavad eva
laksya-samutkvanita-venu-mukhendu-bimbam |[|38] |
(vasanta-tilaka)

Till the tenth stage of man (death) comes upon me through some physical
defect, enveloping me in total darkness, let me ever see the orb of Your moon-
face, which is the abode of both the pastimes of beauty and Your high-sounding
flute.

Text 39
alola-locana-vilokita-keli-dhara-
nirajitagra-caranaih karunambu-raseh |
ardrani venu-ninadaih pratinada-purair
akarnayami mani-ntpura-$injitani ||39]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
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My ear catches the tinkling of the bejewelled anklets of Krsna, the ocean of
mercy. That tinkling is sweetened by His effulgent forefeet, which are receiving
waves of playful glances from His rolling eyes, and by the flooding resonances
of His flute-song.

Text 40*
he deva he dayita he bhuvanaika-bandho
he krsna he capala he karunaika-sindho
he natha he ramana he nayanabhirama
ha ha kada nu bhavitasi padam dr$or me ||40||
(vasanta-tilaka)

O my Lord! O dearest one! O only friend of the universe! O Krsna, O restless
one, O only ocean of mercy! O my Lord, O my enjoyer, O beloved to my eyes!
Alas, when will You again be visible to me?

Text 41*

amuny adhanyani dinantarani
hare tvad-alokanam antarena |
anatha-bandho karunaika-sindho
ha hanta ha hanta katham nayami ||41]|
(upendra-vajra)

O my Lord, O Supreme Personality of Godhead, O friend of the helpless! You
are the only ocean of mercy! Because I have not met You, My inauspicious days
and nights have become unbearable. I do not know how I shall pass the time.

Text 42*
kim iha krnumah kasya briimah krtarm krtam asaya
kathayata katham anyam dhanyam aho hrdaye-Sayah
madhura-madhura-smerakare mano-nayanotsave
krpana-krpana krsne trsna ciram bata lambate ||42||
(harinn)
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Alas, what shall I do? To whom shall I speak? Let whatever I have done in
hopes of meeting Krsna be finished now. Please say something auspicious, but
do not speak about Krsna. Alas, Krsna is lying within My heart like Cupid;
therefore how can I possibly give up talking of Him? I cannot forget Krsna,
whose smile is sweeter than sweetness itself and who gives pleasure to my

mind and eyes. Alas, my great thirst for Krsna is increasing moment by
moment!

Text 43
abhyam vilocanabhyam amburuha-vilocanam balam |
dvabhyam api parirabdhurn dire mama hanta daiva-samagri ||43]|
(arya)
Alas! For me, a glimpse of that young boy with lotus eyes is far away-doubly so
His embraces. Alas, I am completely unlucky!

Text 44
asranta-smitam arunarunadharostham
harsardra-dviguna-manojha-venu-gitam |
vibhramyad-vipula-vilocanardha-mugdham
viksisye tava vadanambujarn kada nu ||44||
(praharsini)
O Krsna! When oh when shall I see Your lotus face, with its deep red lips, its
constant smiling, its very charming flute-song saturated with jubilation, and its

delightful, half-closed eyes that sometimes open very wide and wander here
and there?

Text 45
lilayatabhyam rasa-Sitalabhyam
nilarunabhyam nayanambujabhyam |
alokayed adbhuta-vibhramabhyarm
kale kada karunikah kiSorah ||45]]
(indra-vajra)
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When will the time come when that merciful boy Krsna will look upon me with
His playful lotus eyes, which are soothing and cooling with loving emotion,
reddish at the corners and dark bluish at the irises, and wonderfully rolling and
dancing?

Text 46

bahala-cikura-bharam baddha-picchavatarnsam
capala-capala-netram caru-bimbadharostham |
madhura-mrdula-hasarm mandarodara-lilam
mrgayati nayanam me mugdha-vesam murareh ||46]|
(malini)
My eyes search for that enchantingly adorned one, Murari, whose thick locks
bear a peacock plume, and whose gaze darts here and there very quickly. His
lovely lips are red like bimba fruits, and with His sweet, gentle laughter he
seems to be churning [the ocean of my heart] with Mount Mandara.

Text 47

bahala-jhalada-cchaya-cauram vilasa-bharalasarm
mada-Sikhira-Sikha-lilottarmsarm manojna-mukhambujam |
kam api kamalapangodagra-prasanga-jadam jagan-
madhurima-paripakodrekam vayam mrgayamahe ||47]|
(harinn)

We are searching for that person who has stolen the effulgence of thick clouds,
who has grown a bit languid from playing so much, who wears a crest made
from the playful feathers of an impassioned peacock, whose lotus face is so
fascinating, who has become stunned by long and close contact with the
upward-pointing sidelong glances of Kamala (Radha), and who is the very
overabundance of perfection of all the sweet beauty in the universe.
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Text 48

paramrSyamn ddre pathi pathi muninam vraja-vadha-
dréa drSyam Sasvat tri-bhuvana-mano-hari-vadanam |
anamrSyam vacam anis$am udayanam api kada
daridréye devarm dara-dalita-nilotpala-rucim ||48] |
(Sikharin)

When shall I see to my heart-s content my Lord (Krsna), for whom the sages
must always search further along the path, but whose face, which enchants all
the three worlds, is always visible to the eyes of the milkmaids of Vraja? Wihen
shall I see Him, whose lustre resembles a slightly open blue lotus bud, and who
is always beyond the reach of the words of the great sages like Vyasa?

Text 49

lllananambujam adhiram udiksamanam
narmani venu-vivaresu niveSayantam |
dolayamana-nayanam nayanabhiramam
devarh kada nu dayitam vyatilokayisye ||49] |
(vasanta-tilaka)
When shall I see my darling Lord (Krsna), who is so fickle yet so delightful to
my eyes? His eyes are rolling, and as He looks out from His sportive lotus face
He sends a song of loving jokes through the holes of His flute.

Text 50

lagnarh muhur manasi lampata-sampradaya-
lekhavalehini rasajfia-manojha-vesam |
rajyan-mrdu-smita-mrdullasitadharamsu-
rakendu-lalita-mukhendu mukunda-balyam |[|50] |
(vasanta-tilaka)
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The adolescent loveliness of Mukunda, whose appearance enraptures the
connoisseurs, clings to my mind, which is always fond of drawings from the
libertine tradition. His moon-face is cherished by the moon itself, and the softly
glowing rays of his lips redden His gentle smile [or, His kunda-flower-like teeth
are reddened by the effulgence of His gentle smile].

Text 51
ahima-kara-kara-nikara-mrdu-mudita-laksmi-
sarasatara-sarasiruha-sadr$a-drsi deve |
vraja-yuvati-rati-kalaha-vijayi-nija-lila-
mada-mudita-vadana-sasi-madhurimani liye ||51]]
(Sasi-kala variant)

I am absorbed in contemplating my Lord, whose eyes resemble luscious lotuses
gently developing their beauty under the rays of the sun, and whose moon-face
is full of beauty, being exhilarated with delight at His having defeated the

milkmaids in the lovers' quarrels.

Text 52
kara-kamala-dala-kalita-lalitara-vamsi
kala-ninada-galad-amrta-ghana-sarasi deve |
sahaja-rasa-bhara-bharita-dara-hasita-vithi-
satata-vahad-adhara-mani-madhurimani liye ||52]|
(sasi-kala variant)

I am lost in thoughts of my Lord, who is a deep lake of nectar trickling forth as
the very melodious warbling of His flute, which He holds with His lotus-petal-
like fingers. I am absorbed in thoughts of the sweetness of His ruby-red lips,
which bear a constant series of tender laughs filled with an abundance of His

innate loving mellows.
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Text 53
kusumasara-Sara-samara-kupita-mada-gopi-
kuca-kalasa-ghusrna-rasa-lasad-urasi deve |
mada-mudita-mrdu-hasita-musita-sasi-Sobha-
muhur-adhika-mukha-kamala-madhurimani liye ||53]|
(Sasi-kala variant)

I am absorbed in thinking of my Lord. His chest shines with the sandalwood
paste from the pitcher-like breasts of the ardent milkmaids, who have been
incited to amorous battle by Cupid's flower arrows, and the sweet beauty of His
lotus face is magnified at every moment by His gentle smile, which is full of

passionate delight and which has stolen the splendour of the moon.

Text 54
anamram asita-bhruvor upacitam aksina-paksmankure
svalolam anuraginor nayanayor ardram mrdau jalpite |
atamram adharamrte mada-kalam amlana vamsi-svanesv
asaste mama locanam vraja-Sisor-mirtirh jagan-mohinim ||54||
(Sarduala-vikridita)

My eye desires to see the form of the young child of Vraja, who enchants the
whole universe. His dark eyebrows are curved, His blossoming eyelashes quite
thick, His rolling eyes full of passion, and His gentle speech saturated with
feeling. His nectarous lips are very red, and He sounds low, clear, soft notes on
His flute.

Text 55
tat kaiSoram tac ca vaktraravindam
tat karunyam te ca lila-kataksah |
tat saundaryarm sa ca sandra-smita-srih
satyarn satyam durlabharm daivate’pi ||55]]
(salinn)
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Truly, truly, even among the demigods it would be hard to find such beauty,
such sweet adolescence, such a lotus face, such tender compassion, such
playful, sidelong glances, or such lovely, mild smiling as we find in Krsna.

Text 56
viSvopaplava-Samanaika-baddha-diksam
viSvasa-stavakita-cetasam jananam |
prasyama-prati-nava-kanti-kandalardram
pasyamah pathi pathi Saisavarh murareh ||56]|
(praharsini)

On every path we see the childlike form of Murari, whose one fixed vow is to
relieve all the afflictions of the people whose hearts are blossoming with faith in

Him. His soft, bright bluish cheeks glow with ever new effulgence.

Text 57
mauli$ candraka-bhisano marakata-stambhabhiramam vapur
vaktram citra-vimugdha-hasa-madhurarh bale vilole dréau |
vacah $aiSava-$itala mada-gaja-$laghya vilasa-sthitir
mandam mandam aye ka esa mathura-vithim mitho gahate ||57||
(Sardula-vikridita)

O girlfriend, who is this slowly coming along the path to Mathura? His head is
adorned with a peacock feather, and His body is more captivating than an
emerald column. His eyes are rolling, and His face is beautified by the
sweetness of His wonderfully fascinating smiles. His words, with their natural
boyishness, are very soothing, and His natural grace would win praise from an
elephant in rut.
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Text 58
padau vada-vinirjitambuja-vanau padmalayalambitau
pani venu-vinodana-pranayinau paryapta-Silpa-Sriyau |
bahl dohada-bhajanarm mrga-drsam madhurya-dhara-kirau
vaktram vag-visayatilanghanam aho balam kim etan mahah ||58]|
(Sarduala-vikridita)

Oh, what is this lustre in the form of a young boy! His feet, having in a contest
totally conquered clusters of lotuses, are the shelter for Laksmi-devi. His hands,
which express His love while playing the flute, are seats of artistic beauty. His
arms, diffusing a flood of sweetness, are the vessel of desire's fulfilment for the
doe-eyed milkmaids. And His face-ah, His face is beyond words.

Text 59
etan nama vibhiisanam bahumatam vesaya $esair alam
vaktram dvi-tri-visSesa-kanti-lahari-vinyasa-dhanyadharam |
Silpair alpa-dhiyam agamya-vibhavaih Srngara-bhangi-mayam
citram citram aho vicitram ahaho citrarh vicitram mahah |[59] ]
(Sarduala-vikridita)

Indeed, His face, abundantly adorned with lovely lips that possesses two or
three specially arranged waves of lustre, needs no other ornament. The wealth
of His artistic attributes and amorous gestures are beyond the understanding of
fools. Oh, oh, oh, how wonderful, how amazing, how very, very wonderfully
amazing is this splendour [in the form of the young boy Krsna]!

Text 60
agre samgrayati kam api keli-laksmim
anyasu diksv api vilocanam eva saksi |
ha hanta hasta-patha-diiram aho kim etad
asa-kiSoram ayam amba jagat-trayam me ||60] |
(vasanta-tilaka)
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Oh, what an ineffable sportive beauty Krsna has fully revealed before me! In all
directions my eye witnesses this beauty. But alas, alas, He is beyond my grasp!
O mother, the three worlds are filled with my longed-for youth, Krsna!

Text 61
cikurarn bahularm viralarn bhramaram
mrdularh vacanam vipulam nayanam |
adharam madhurarh vadanam lalitam
capalam caritarn ca kada nu bhave ||61]]
(totaka)
Oh, when [shall T again fasten into a top-know] my Lord's thick locks, [lying]
like separate rows of bees [on His shoulders]? When [shall I hear] His mild
words, [see] His large eyes, [kiss] His sweet lips, [see] His sweetly beautiful
face, and [experience] His fickle nature?

Text 62
paripalaya nah krpalaye-
ty asakrj-jalpitam arta-bandhavah |
murali-mrdula-svanantare
vibhur akarnayita kada nu nah ||62]|
(vaitaliya)
If the Lord, the friend of the distressed, is surrounded by the beguiling wound
of His flute, when will He be able to hear us repeatedly crying out, "O abode of
mercy, please protect us!"

Text 63
kada nu kasyam nu vipad-dasayam
kaiSora-gandhih karunambudhir nah |
vilocanabhyam vipulayatabhyam
alokayisyan visayikaroti ||63]|
(upendra-vajra)
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Krsna, an ocean of mercy, bears the fragrance of fresh youth. When oh when
will some danger to me focus His attention so that He looks upon me with His
wide eyes?

Text 64
madhuram adhara-bimbe manjularh manda-hase
SisSiram amrta-nade Sitalam drsti-pate |
vipulam aruna-netre visrutam venu-vade
marakata-mani-nilarn balam alokaye nu ||64||
(malinr)
Oh, that I may see that young boy, who has a complexion as deep blue as a
sapphire; sweet lips like bimba fruit; charming, mild smiling; soothing,
nectarous words; cooling glances; and large, dawn-red eyes, and who is famous
for His flute-song.

Text 65
madhuryad api madhuram
manmathata tasya kim api kaisoram |
capalyad api capalam
ceto bata harati hanta ki kurmah || 65 ||
(arya)
The ineffable adolescence of Krsna, the father of Cupid, is sweeter than
sweetness yet fickler than fickleness. Alas, that adolescence has stolen away my
heart! What shall I do now?

Text 66
vaksah-sthale ca vipularh nayanotpale ca
manda-smite ca mrdularn mada-jalpite ca |
bimbadhare ca madhurarm murali-rave ca
balam vilasa-nidhim akalaye kada nu ||66]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
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Oh, when shall T see that young boy (Krsna), who is an ocean of jubilation and
a treasury of playfulness? Broad are His lotus eyes and His chest, mild are His
gentle smiles and His loving talks, sweet are His cherry-red lips and His flute-
song.

Text 67

ardravalokita-dhura parinaddha-netram

aviskrta-smita-sudha-madhuradharostham |
adyarh pumamsam avatarsita-barhi-barham
alokayanti krtinah krta-punya-pufjah ||67||
(vasanta-tilaka)
The fortunate, who have heaped up pious merit, can see (Krsna) the original
person, who brings their eyes under control with His extremely tender glances,
whose lips are sweet with the nectar of his open smile, and who has adorned
His head with a peacock feather.

Text 68*

marah svayam nu madhura-dyuti-mandalam nu
madhuryam eva nu mano-nayanamrtam nu |
venl-mrjo nu mama jivita-vallabho nu
balo 'yam abhyudayate mama locanaya ||68]| |
(vasanta-tilaka)

My dear friends, where is that Krsna, Cupid personified, who has the effulgence

of a kadamba flower, who is sweetness itself, the nectar for my eyes and mind,

He who loosens the hair of the gopis, who is the supreme source of

transcendental bliss, and my life and soul? Has He come before my eyes again?
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Text 69

balo’yam alola-vilocanena

vaktrena citrikrta-din-mukhena |
vesena ghosocita-bhilsanena
mugdhena dugdhe nayanotsavam nah ||69]|
(indra-vajra)
This boy (Krsna), with His dancing eyes, His face beautifying all directions, and
His charming outfit just suitable for a cowherd, has extracted the milk of joy for
our eyes.

Text 70

andolitagra-bhujam akula-lola-netram

ardra-smitardra-vadanambuja-candra-bimbam |
Sitamn vilocana-rasayanam abhyupaiti ||70]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
He comes before us-the cooling balm for our eyes-wearing many tinkling
ornaments on His body and a peacock feather on His head. His forearms are
swinging, His eyes move restlessly with the agitation of love, and the moon of
His lotus face displays a tender, gentle smile.

Text 71

pasupala-bala-parisad-vibhisanah
Sisur esa Sitala-vilola-locanah |
mrdula-smitardra-vadanendu-sampada
madayan-madiya-hrdayam vigahate ||71]|
(manju-bhasini)
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This child (Krsna), who is the ornament for the intimate community of cowherd
boys and girls, whose lively glances are so soothing, and whose moon-face has
a wealth of soft, tender smiles, gladdens my heart and enters deep within it.

Text 72
kim idam adhara-vithi-klpta-vamsi-ninadam
kirati nayanayor nah kam api prema-dharam |
tad idam amara-vithi-durlabham vallabham nas
tribhuvana-kamaniyam daivatarm jivitarm ca ||72]|
(malinr)
How wonderful! The sound of the flute Krsna is holding to His lips is pouring
forth an indescribable flood of divine love before our very eyes! This is rare
even among the planets of the demigods. Krsna, our darling, our God, our very
life, delights the three worlds.

Text 73

tad idam upanatam tamala-nilam

tarala-vilocana-tarakabhiramam |
muditam udita-vaktra-candra-bimbam
mukharita-venu-vilasi jivitarn me ||73]|

(puspitagra)

This person approaching me is dark bluish like a tamala tree. His charming
eyes, which resemble stars, move restlessly, the shining orb of His moon-face is
overflowing with delight [or, His face radiates joy like the rising moon], and He
sportively begins sounding His flute. He is my very life.

Text 74
capalya-sima capalanubhavaika-sima
caturya-sima caturanana-Silpa-sima |
saurabhya-sima sakaladbhuta-keli-sima
saubhagya-sima tad idam vraja-bhagya-sima ||74||
(vasanta-tilaka)
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Here is that Krsna, my very life! He is the acme of fickleness, the one ultimate
end of the existence of the fickle-minded milkmaids, the epitome of cleverness,
the extreme perfection of the artistic skill of four-faced Brahma, the limit of
good fragrance, the utmost embodiment of all sorts of astounding pastimes, the
culmination of good fortune, and the zenith of auspiciousness for Vraja.

Text 75
madhuryena dvi-guna-$isiram vaktra-candram vahanti
vamsi-vithi-vigalad-amrta-srotasa secayant |
mad-vaninam viharana-padam matta-saubhagya-bhajam
mat-punyanam parinatir aho netrayoh samnidhatte ||75||
(puspitagra)

Oh! My good deeds have reached their culmination: Krsna has appeared before
my eyes! The moon of His face is made doubly refreshing by its sweet
tenderness, and He sprinkles me with the current of nectar dropping note by
note from the holes of His flute. He is the object of my words, which, though
mad, are fortunate [to be describing Him].

Text 76
tejase’stu namo dhenu-paline loka-paline |
radha-payodharotasanga-sayine Sesa-sayine ||76]|
(anusthup)
I bow down to the personified splendour (Krsna), who is the protector of the
cows-and also all the worlds-and who reclines on the sloping breasts of Radha-
and also on Sesanaga.

Text 77
dhenu-pala-dayita-stana-sthali-
dhanya-kunkuma-sanatha-kantaye |
venu-gita-gati-mula-vedhase
brahma-rasi-mahase namo namah ||77||
(rathoddhata)
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I bow again and again before Him (Krsna), whose glowing complexion is
embellished with the kunkuma powder glorified by its place on the breasts of
the cowherd men's wives, who is the original creator of the flute song, and who
possesses the glory of innumerable Brahmas.

Text 78
mrdu-kvanan-nupura-mantharena
balena padambuja-pallavena |
anusmaran mahfjula-venu-gitam
ayati me jivitam atta-keli ||78]|
(upendra-vajra)

Here comes my very life [Krsna]! Having assumed a sporting attitude, He slowly
approaches on tender lotus feet weighed down by softly tinkling anklets as He

recollects various charming flute-songs.

Text 79
so'yam vilasa-murali-ninadamrtena
sincann udahcitam idam mama karna-yugmam |
ayati me nayana-bandhur ananya-bandhor
ananda-kandalita-keli-kataksa-laksmih ||79]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
Here comes [my very life, Krsna]! The beauty of His playful sidelong glances
overflows with bliss, and He sprinkles my two perked-up ears with the nectar of
His sportive flute-songs. He is the only friend for my eyes.

Text 80
ddrad vilokayati varana-keli-gami
dhara-kataksa-bharitena vilokitena |
arad upaiti hrdayangama-venu-nada-
veni-mukhena dasanamsu-bharena devah ||80]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
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Seeing me from a distance with a flood of sidelong glances, my Lord walks
toward me with the sportive grace of an elephant and moves my heart with the
current of flute-sound emanating from His mouth, which is filled with brightly
glowing teeth.

Text 81

tri-bhuvana-sarasabhyam divya-lilakulabhyam
disi disi taralabhyam drpta-bhisadarabhyam |
asarana-Saranabhyam adbhutabhyam padabhyam
ayam ayam anukujad-venur ayati devah ||81]|
(malinr)
This is He! This is He-my Lord [Krsna], playing on His flute! He possesses two
wondrous feet, which are the shelter for the shelterless, which glow with the
brilliance of many ornaments, which move this way and that, which are

abundant with divine pastimes, and which fill the three worlds with the mellows
of love.

Text 82

so'yarn munindra-jana-manasa-tapa-hari
so'yam mada-vraja-vadhu-vasanapahari |
so'yam trtiya-bhuvanesvara-darpa-hari
so'yam madiya-hrdayamburuhapahari ||82]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
This is He, who removed the burning distresses of great sages. This is He, who
stole the clothes of the impassioned wives of the cowherd men of Vraja. This is
He, who curbed the pride of Indra, lord of the third world (the heavenly realm).
This is He, who has stolen the lotus of my heart.
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Text 83

sarvajnatve ca maugdhye ca

sarvabhaumam idam mahah |
nirviSyan nayanar hanta
nirvana-padam asnute ||83||
(anusthup)
This personified glory [Krsna] has attained all excellence, both in His
omniscience and His innocence. Having entered my eye, He is enjoying great
bliss. This is a great wonder!

Text 84

pusnanam etat punar-ukta-$obham
usnetaramsor udayan mukhendoh |
trsnamburasim dvigunikaroti
krsnahvayam kincana jivitarh me ||84||
(indra-vajra)
With the rising of His moon-like face this certain person known as Krsna is
nourishing the faded lustre of the cooling moon and doubling the ocean of my
thirst [to see Him]. He is my very life.

Text 85

tad etad atamra-vilocana-$ri-
sambhavitasesa-vinamra-garvam |
muhur murarer madhuradharostham
mukhambujarm cumbati manasam me ||85]|
(upendra-vajra)
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Again and again I mentally kiss Murari's lotus face, with its sweet lips and its
beautiful, slightly reddish eyes, which grace all His humble devotees.

Text 86

karau Sarad-ijyambuja-krama-vilasa-Siksa-gurt
padau vibudha-pada-prathama-pallavollanghinau |
drsau dalita-durmada-tribhuvanopamana-sriyau
vilokaya vilocanamrtam aho mahah $aisavam ||86]|
(prthvi)
Behold this nectar for the eyes, the lustre of this young boy Krsna! His hands
teach graceful gestures to the autumnal lotus, His feet excel freshly grown

desire-tree sprouts in tenderness, and the beauty of His eyes destroys the pride
of all comparable things.

Text 87
acinvanam ahany ahany ahani sakaran vihara-kraman
arundhanam arundhati-hrdayam apy ardra-smitardra-sriya |
atanvanam ananya-janma-nayana-slaghyam anarghyam dasam
anandam vraja-sundari-stana-tati-samrajyam ujjrmbhate ||87]|
(Sarduala-vikridita)

The bliss manifesting itself [in the wondrous lustre of the young boy Krsna]
reigns supreme between the sloping breasts of the beautiful milkmaids of Vraja.
That spreading, glowing bliss reaches a rarefied stage far beyond the
appreciation of the eyes of anyone by the milkmaids of Vrndavana, and every
day, every moment, and every twinkling of an eye that bliss, embodied as
Krsna, arranges pastimes and attracts even Arundhati [chastity personified] with
the gentle charm of His tender smile.
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Text 88
tad-ucchvasita-yauvanam tarala-$aisavalankrtam
mada-cchurita-locanam madana-mugdha-hasamrtam |
pratiksana-vilobhanam pranaya-pita-varmsi-mukham
jagat-traya-manoharam jayati mamakam jivitam ||88]|
(prthvi)

All glories to Krsna, my very life and the enchanter of the three worlds! His
now-blooming youth is adorned with the last flickering of childhood. His eyes
flashing with delight, He bewilders Cupid with the nectar of His smile. His

beauty beguiles at every moment and out of love He drinks from the mouth of
His flute.

Text 89
citrarn tad etac caranaravindam
citram tad etan nayanaravindam |
citram tad etad vadanaravindam
citram tad etad vapur asya citram ||89]|
(indra-vajra)
How wondrous are these lotus feet of that [Lord Krsna]! How wondrous these

lotus eyes! How wondrous this lotus face! Oh, how wondrous, wondrous is this
body!

Text 90
akhila-bhuvanaika-bhisanam
adhibhusita-jaladhi-duhitr-kuca-kumbham |
vraja-yuvati-hara-valli-
marakata-nayaka-maha-manim vande ||90]|
(arya)
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I bow down to [Krsna, who is] the only ornament of the entire world, yet who is
ornamented by the pitcher-like breasts of Radha. He is the great, central jewel
among the necklace of emerald-like young girls of Vraja.

Text 91
kanta-kuca-grahana-vigraha-labdha-laksmi-
khandanga-raga-lava-ranjita-manjula-srih |
ganda-sthali-mukura-mandala-khelamana-

gharmankurah kim api gumphati krsna-devah ||91]]
(vasanta-tilaka)

Oh, what ineffable beauty my Lord Krsna is displaying-a delightful beauty

enhanced by a loveliness acquired when the fresh kunkuma on His darling's

[Radha's] breasts scattered over His own body as He grabbed them [and She

fought Him off], and enhanced as well by the drops of perspiration that seem to

play on the mirror-like orbs of His cheeks.

Text 92*
madhurarm madhuram vapur asya vibhor
madhurarh madhuram vadanarm madhuram |
madhu-gandhi mrdu-smitam etad aho
madhurarm madhuram madhurarh madhuram ||92||
(totaka)
O my Lord, the transcendental body of Krsna is very sweet, and His face is even
sweeter than His body. The soft smile on His face, which is like the fragrance of
honey, is sweeter still.

Text 93
Srngara-rasa-sarvasvam
Sikhi-pincha-vibhtisanam |
angikrta-narakaram
asraye bhuvanasrayam ||93]|
(anusthup)
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I take shelter of [Krsna], who is the shelter of everyone in the universe, who
has the form of a human being, who is adorned with a peacock feather, and
who is the be-all and end-all of the conjugal mellow.

Text 94
nadyapi pasyati kadapi nidarsanaya

citte tathopanisadam sudréarm sahasram |

sa tvam ciran nayanayor anayoh padavyam
svamin kaya nu krpaya mama samnidhatse ||94||

(vasanta-tilaka)

O Lord, even to this very day thousands of Upanisadic sages have not seen you
with their eyes or in their hearts. So by what great mercy of Your's have You
come within the range of my distressed vision for so long?

Text 95
keyam kantih keSava tvan-mukhendoh
ko'yarn vesah kapi vacam abhidmih |
seyam so’yam svadatam anjalis te
bhiiyo bhuyo bhuyas tvarn namami ||95] |
(salinn)
O KesSava, what is this bright glow of Your moon-face? What is this appearance
of Your's, which is beyond description? Let that [glow] and that [appearance]
be relished [by Yourself or by those souls competent to do so]. I simply bow
down before You again and again, and yet again.

Text 96
vadanendu-vinirjitah Sasi
dasadha deva padam prapadyate |
adhikam Sriyam asnutetaram
tava karunya-vijrmbhitam kiyat ||96||
(vaitaliya)
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O Lord, the moon, having been conquered by Your moonlike face, has taken
shelter at Your feet and split into ten parts-that is, Your toenails-thereby gaining
much greater brilliance and beauty than before. O Lord, how great is even a
slight manifestation of Your mercy!

Text 97

tat tvan-mukham katham ivambuja-tulya-kaksam
vacam avaci nanu parvani parvanindoh |
tat kim bruve kim aparam bhuvanaika-kanta-
venu tvad-ananam anena samam nu yat syat ||97]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
O Krsna, how can anyone compare Your face to the lotus? And as for the moon-
it attains a simply unmentionable state on the new-moon day. So what else can
I say? What other thing in the universe could possibly equal the loveliness of
Your face?

Text 98

Susrisase Srnu yadi pranidhana-pirvam
purvair apurva-kavibhir na kataksitam yat |
nirajana-krama-dhuram bhavad-ananendor
nirvyajam arhati ciraya Sasi-pradipah ||98]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
If you want to hear, then listen carefully to something that even the
incomparable poets of old did not take note of. And that is this: The lamp of the
moon deserves to bear for a long time the burden of worshiping your moon-
face in the arati ceremony.

Text 99
akhanda-nirvana-rasa-pravahair
vikhanditasesa-rasantarani |
ayantritodvanta-sudharnavani
jayanti Sitani tava smitani ||99]|
(upendra-vajra)
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All glories to Your cooling smiles, which are an overflowing ocean of nectar
destroying all other joys with unbroken streams of the elixir of bliss!

Text 100

kamarm santu sahasrasah katipaye sarasya-dhaureyakah

kamarh va kamaniyata-parimala-svarajya-baddha-vratah |

naivevam vivadamahe na ca vayarm deva priyam brimahe
yat satyam ramaniyata-parinatis tvayy eva pararn gata ||100||

(Sarduala-vikridita)

Let there be thousands of men who possess relishable beauty, and let there be
thousands of men who are steady in the glory of the fragrance of
attractiveness. We shall neither quarrel with them nor speak well of them. But
the truth, O Lord, is that in You the perfection of attractive beauty has reached

its limit.

Text 101

galad-vrida lola madana-vinata gopa-vanita-

mada-sphitarh vitarh kim api madhura capala-dhura |

samujjrmbha gumpha madhurima-kirarm madrsa-giram
tvayi sthane yate dadhati capalarh janma saphalam [[101]]

(Sikharin)

O Krsna, being situated in You, the following things have achieved the fruit of
their transient existences: the wives of the cowherd men who become restless,
their shyness destroyed, and who turn humble with love for You; songs, which
become swollen with passion; Your excess of frivolity, which becomes very
sweet; and my fully elated words, which scatter sweetness by stringing a
garland [of verses about You].
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Text 102

bhuvanarm bhavanar vilasini $ris
tanayastamarasasanah smaras ca |
paricara-paramparah surendras
tad api tvac-caritarn vibho vicitram |[102] ]
(aupacchandasika)
O Lord, although the entire universe is Your abode, Laksmi is Your consort, Lord
Brahma and Pradyumna and Your sons, and the chiefs of the demigods are Your
attendants, still, Your pastimes [here in Vraja] are most wonderful.

Text 103

devas triloki-saubhagya-
kasturi-makarankurah |
jiyad vrajanganananga-
keli-lalita-vibhramah ||103||
(anusthup)
All glories to Krsna, the most beneficent in all the three worlds, whose forehead
is marked with musk-tilaka and whose love and joy are increased by the love-
sports of Vraja's milkmaids!

Text 104

premadam ca me kamadarm ca me
vedanam ca me vaibhavam ca me |
jivanam ca me jivitam ca me
daivatam ca me deva naparam ||104||
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O Lord, You and You alone are my worshipful Deity, giver of love, fulfiller of
desire. You alone are my knowledge, my power and wealth, my vital force, and
my very life.

Text 105

madhuryena vivardhantam
vaco nas tava vaibhave |
capalyena vivardhantam
cinta nas tava $aisave ||105]|
(anustup)
O Lord, let our words be empowered to sweetly describe Your beauty, and let
our thoughts swell with eagerness when dwelling on Your childhood.

Text 106

yani tac-caritamrtani rasana-lehyani dhanyatmanarm
ye va SaiSava-capalya-vyatikara radhavarodhonmukhah |
ya va bhavita-venu-gita-gatayo lila-mukhambhoruhe
dharavahikaya vahantu hrdaye tany eva tany eva me ||106||
(Sardala-vikridita)
Let there ever flow in my heart the nectarous pastimes tasted by the tongues of
blessed, fortunate souls; Your mischievous childhood pranks (such as laying in
wait to obstruct Radha); and the sportive gestures of Your lotus face, inspired
by Your rippling flute-song.

Text 107

bhaktis tvayi sthiratara bhagavan yadi syad
daivena nah phalati divya-kiSora-mirtih |
muktih svayam mukulitanjalih sevate’sman
dharmartha-kama-gatayah samaya-pratiksah ||107]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
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O Lord, if I am engaged in firm devotional service to You, then I can very easily
perceive Your divine youthful form. And as far as liberation is concerned, she
stands at my door with folded hands, waiting to serve me, and all material
conveniences of religiosity, economic development, and sense gratification stand
with her.

Text 108

jaya jaya jaya deva deva deva
tri-bhuvana-mangala-divya-nama-dheya |
jaya jaya jaya deva krsna deva
Sravana-mano-nayanamrtavatara ||108||
(puspitagra)
All glories, all glories, all glories to You, O Lord, whose holy name is auspicious
for all three worlds! All glories, all glories, all glories to You, Lord Krsna! You are
the incarnation who are nectar for the ear, mind, and eyes.

Text 109

tubhyam nirbhara-harsa-varsa-vivasavesa-sphutavirbhavad-

bhiyas$ capala-bhisitesu sukrtarh bhavesu nirbhasine |
Srimad-gokula-mandanaya manasam vacam ca ddra-sphuran-
madhuryaika-maharnavaya mahase kasmaicid asmai namah ||109||
(sarduala-vikridita)
I bow down to You, Krsna, who shine forth in the ecstatic states of those very
pious souls adorned with repeated agitations occasioned by a spontaneous
deluge of excessive transcendental delight. I bow to You, who are the ornament
of glorious Gokula and who are the unique ocean of sweet, loving tenderness
glowing in the distance beyond words and thought. To You, to whatever glory
You embody, I bow down.
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Text 110

1$ana-deva-carana-bharanena nivi-
damodara-sthira-yasah-stavakodbhavena |
l113-Sukena racitar tava krsna-deva
karnamrtarh vahatu kalpa-Satantare’pi ||110]|
(vasanta-tilaka)
With the production of this bouquet of verses, which has the lasting fame of
Damodara as its capital and which adorns i$anadeva's lotus feet, Lilasuka has
written about You, O Lord Krsna, this nectar for Your ears. May it continue to
flow (to be heard, chanted, and sung) for one hundred days of Brahma.

Text 111

dhanyanarm sarasanulapa-sarani-saurabhyam abhyasyatam

karnanam vivaresu kam api sudha-vrstim duhanam muhuh |

vanyanam sudr$am mano-nayanayor magnasya devasya nah
karnanam vacasam vijrmbhitam aho krsnasya karnamrtam ||111||

(Sardala-vikridita)

Repeatedly pouring an indescribable shower of nectar into the ear-holes of
those fortunate souls who relish, through repetition, the fragrance of its waves
of poetic sweetness, this nectar fo the ears of Krsna, who is sunk deep in the
minds and eyes of the beautiful-eyed milkmaids (and in ours), surges in voices
and ears.

Text 112

anugraha-dviguna-visala-locanair
anusmaran mrdu-murali-ravamrtaih |
yato yatah prasarati me vilocanam
tatas tatah sphuratu tavaiva vaibhavam ||112]||
(rucira)
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O Krsna, always remembering the nectarous, low, soft sounds of Your flute, as
well as Your eyes, doubly expanded with mercy, I pray that wherever my sight

shall wander, You will always manifest Your beauty, sweetness, and opulence
before me.

sfd fieileTe e ldearg oIS IdrItid HIHThUTid FHTCH |
iti Sri-lllasuka-bilvamangala-thakura-viracitarn $ri-krsna-karnamrtarm samaptam |

Thus Ends the Sri-Krsna-karnamrtarn composed by Sri-Lilasuka-Bilvamangala-
Thakura
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