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JAYOSTUTE: VICTORY TO YOU

TRANSLATION BY ANURUPA CINAR

Victory to you, O Auspicious One,
O Holy Abode, Eternal Delight!
We salute you, Goddess of Freedom, O Victorious One!

Epitome of our National Soul, Goddess of Freedom O,
Of Virtue and Prosperity supreme Queen you are, lo!

O Goddess of Freedom, you are a star shining
In this darkness of slavery, alone in the sky gleaming!

O Goddess of Freedom, you are the blush that prospers,
On flowers as soft as cheeks, on cheeks as soft as flowers!
You are the depth of the ocean, the radiance of the sun,
O Goddess of Freedom, without you their worth is none!

You are moksh-liberation and by the Yogis esteemed
Hailed you're, O Goddess, as the Soul Supreme,

O Goddess of Freedom, all your companions are elite
Noble, magnificent, and oh so very sweet!

Soaked in the villain’s blood —you are!

Worshipped by noble men—you are!

Life is to die for You,

Death is to live without You,

All creation surrenders unto you!

O Giver of Boons, clasp our Bharat land to your bosom, do!
O Goddess of Freedom, Victorious One, we salute you!

E’en Shankar covets our mighty Himalayas of terraced snow,
Oh why does it not please you to sport here anymo’?

Her brilliant waters an Apsara’s mirror verily make

Why, oh why, the bountiful Ganges you did forsake?

O Freedom! What did you lack in this Golden Land?
Each day find a fresh Kohinoor bloom for your strands!
Of bountiful wealth is our very own Bharat motherland,
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2 “ We salute you, Goddess of Freedom, O Victorious One!



