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PR TG A &

Om Jai Jagdish Hare

CHORUS

3 ST STl g

T ST ST &R

Wk THI & AFe,

A ST F e,

T H TR

3 ST ST |

& ST & T, SITeh! ST gl 3110 31U e 3R Yach! o Hehe Uel MR H ¥ X od 8
Victory to You, Lord of the universe! You who remove in an instant the troubles of

your devotees and servants.

VERSE 1

St T el U1,

3@ fd 7 &
@t g fad 7
@ U = 3,
@ U = 3,
FE e a1

STt 3TTehT T Shdl 8, 39 thel [HeTdT & 3R 3T A bl GE [HC SITdT g | 39eh B # & 3R
Hufl et § 3R IRR & HE R 8l 5I1d 8l

Whoever meditates on You receives fruit — the sorrow of the mind is destroyed. Joy
and prosperity enter the home; bodily suffering is removed.



VERSE 2

w1 fUar g &R,

RO g # fraeht

@t RO g # fRaehn

qa e SR T g,

qa fam s g,

A FH& | fwaht

37T g R ATaT-fOdT 8, # 3R fehareh! eRuT # 51135 | 3MTueh fAaT hls gErT 181 8, fSad & amen
|

You are my mother and father — whom else shall I turn to? Beside You, there is no

other in whom I may hope.

VERSE 3

'dH YIUT QIHTHAT,

qH siaafHn

Tt ga siaafHn

UR-SE T,

YRS WA,

qH T W@

379 Ui GRATHT g 3R Telch {9 hl ST aTet STl 1 31T UReTg] TRHAR & 3R Tach @
&l

You are the Supreme Being, the inner witness. You are the transcendent Brahman,
the great Lord of all.




VERSE 4

qH FHEUM & 9T,

qH T Fal

T g I Fadf

# X G wl,

# Y& qu @,

FAT HA At ||

319 THBUN o AR § 3R Heehl e e alet &1 H 7, St 3R ehrraft # e g, & daen
g R 3y T §, § U, H31 IR T HifSg|

You are the ocean of compassion, the sustainer of all. I am foolish, flawed, bound

by desire — I am servant, You are master. Grace me, O Lord.

VERSE 5

fava-fer ferst,

g g @

T qTg g2t &

AT Witk Tera,

g Witk Tara,

T &Y JaTl |

2 29, R Rva-RER MerEe ok R Uy & Afe) 4% g ok i Terey ok Tl 6 dar
T 9T STTTST|

Remove sensual delusions, destroy my sins, O Lord. Increase my faith and devotion,
and the service of saints.



T I M

Jai Ambe Gauri

CHORUS

T 3T Y, BAT T QGTHT TR
gr! I e,
B e Rad

& AT 37 TR, 39kl ST gt @ AT 2T MR, Y<hl 517 gt! wiTar fasu], sTgqn it ofiR forq Sit
fe-31a 3MYehT & &ed 21
Victory to Mother Amba, the fair one! Victory to Mother Shyama Gauri! Day and

night, Vishnu, Brahma and Shiva meditate upon You.

VERSE 1

At G A

Iseaet & Q8 A,

EE-cesEicall

STkl AT F G T & iR AT IR SRl T ElehT 1 31TUh G1A1 A5 Sswdd & SR JgHT
ST g A GeR Bl

Sindoor adorns your hair-parting, musk graces your forehead. Both your eyes
shine bright, your moon-face is beautiful.



VERSE 2
Hdh U Halay,

TR It |
T YS9 I AT,
HUST T It |

STUERT SRR T & THT THehdT & 3R ATeT %l M1 S T8 8| ST et & el Gl bl HTelT
il g1
Your body shines like gold, your red garment radiates. A garland of red flowers

adorns your throat.

VERSE 3

e e e,

G IR 4|

W R A ¥4,

o gEerdtn

3y g IR FaR § ofR g1 # aeiar 8k @oR gRor fohy § 1 dadr, Agsa R g amoucht dar
e & 3fR 31T 3% g X At &

You ride upon a lion, bearing sword and skull-cup. Gods, men, and sages serve you

— you are the remover of their sorrows.

VERSE 4

FHT FUSA M,

AEE At

Hifes dvg feamam,

|H ST St |

37U I H SHSel M qd & SR ATk o U WR Al FSll g1 TUeh! ST ehisl gaf
3R dgHra & F9HE g1

Earrings grace your ears, a pearl adorns your nose-tip. Your radiance equals a
crore suns and moons.



VERSE 5

I Fgr faerR,
TSR =Tl
oy faetras =,
fRrerfes wemTdt

ST g R ALY 1 TER foham iR AfGER a1 e fomam | emeties SI9 Gl ol ATl e
aTef! 319 f3=-31 370 st | A gl &

You destroyed Shumbha and Nishumbha, slayer of Mahishasura. With smoky-eyed
intensity, you remain ever-ablaze.

VERSE 6

SNfora st &1

Y HeH IS AN,

I VI FR|

ST ¥ 3R g o1 TR RRaT 3R TS 3 Yo @ IUSt el oY e oo Y 3R
e ST ol ARERR qaarstl &t g famam

You slew Chanda and Munda, destroyed Raktabija's blood-seeds. You killed both
Madhu and Kaitabha, freeing the gods from fear.

VERSE 7

ot Sgroft g,

FHHET I

AT T S&TT,

qw g geert

MY g1 sIgIToft, SeToft 3R et T srarfd weHt Sft §1 «meT 3fR da MTUehT UM &hd § —
ama farg St it ez &

You are Brahmani, Rudrani, and Queen Lakshmi. Scriptures and Vedas proclaim:
You are Shiva’s beloved consort.



VERSE 8

T FA 9|

EISCICICRICUIR

AR I1eTd S

e AR whrer M TRl & ok TR oft e @R &1 ATeT SR HET ol & Gk SR off
ESGI

Sixty-four yoginis sing auspicious songs, Bhairava dances. Cymbals and mridanga

drums resound, and the damaru plays.

CLOSING

3T St <t ST,

T g R T

Fed A @,

@ gwid 9d 1|

T fAaTG hgd g foh STt hls AT 37 chl I SR TTdT 8, 39 & SR AUl ured il 81

Whoever sings this aarti of Mother Amba, says Swami Shivananda, attains
happiness and prosperity.



ST TOILT &aT

Jai Ganesh Deva

CHORUS
ST IOST ST 0N,

ST OIS 24T
L IGIRSIEIRCICRIR
Toar werean |

2 TToter oY, 3MTuchl 51 Y, ST g1 fhY AT urddl S 3R fUar Agree fAa S €, 39 muiyr 3g
hr S &I
Victory to Ganesha! Victory to Lord Ganesha! Whose mother is Parvati and father

is Shiva Mahadev.

VERSE 1

Teh &l AT,

IR T 4T

A& W faete i,
Td H FEaRI|

37U Teh Gid dTel, GaTq 3R TR YSIT3HT aTet &1 3MTTeh H&deh WR fdeteh <M1 a1 & ik g1
3MYh! Iart gl

One-tusked, compassionate, bearing four arms. Tilak graces your forehead, your
vehicle is the mouse.
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VERSE 2

U 9 el Te,

3R ¢ |l

agma»'r%ﬁﬂaﬁ,

Ted &< 9Tl |

S{TUeh! UM, Thel 3R #d TGIY ST g1 TTg3il T AT o7Tell § 3fiR Hef SATeh! el el g |

Betel leaves, fruits, and dried fruits are offered. Laddoos are presented as prasad,

saints perform your service.

VERSE 3

3T T AT 2,

HifG il BT

i F g <,

e =t wrmn

319 3iell ol 371 IR hifgal ol Ter AR &d g1 My T &bt G 3fk e ot e &
&l

You give sight to the blind, healthy body to the leprous. You give sons to the

childless, wealth to the poor.

VERSE 4

3R g Ham

T ATH T A1,

e shiel 9aTl |

JTUHI BR, Ge 3R A T@TY ST & | YRaTH 37R e 3MUehl RUT H 31TY &, I7chT JaT bl
HifSa

Garlands and flowers are offered, and dried fruits too. Surdas and devotees come to
‘your refuge — make their service fruitful.
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CLOSING

G Y T g,
] GaFRI|
AT U &,
S Ffererdi

2 fora St & g1, di=-gfeaat i ot QT gaRt At gt i, &9 oY W afeigrt
ST @, STehl 574 &

Protect the honour of the humble, O son of Shiva. Fulfil our desires — victory to
You, we offer ourselves!
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R FIA FIAT AT i

Jai Hanuman

CHORUS

R I EIH A
¥ T TYATY el il
3TST, TR FFAT St ehl STRT &Y, STt GET BT AT e aTet 3R &t I I 2AfeRy & @y gl

Let us perform the aarti of beloved Hanuman — the destroyer of the wicked,
embodiment of Lord Ram's power.

VERSE 1

e 9 9 fiRar #ig|

T Y STk ke 7 Fich 1|
I NIER e K ]
a1 & Y T FeTs 1|

o1 91 @ 92-92 Udd iy STd & ofR A71-3w Sk ure gties oft 78 a1 oisrit g 7g™
T &7 gTet § 3R FaT Gdl & TR g

At whose strength mountains tremble, near whom disease and defect dare not
peek. Son of Anjani, giver of immense strength, ever-helper of saints.
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VERSE 2

3 IR Ty T

iRt ST T gier @)
weRT |t Fie g o @rE|
ST 9a1gd TR T AR

ofY T Y SMTHAT BT ST AR 31T T US, wiehl STelTs 311 IidT ATAT el AR @S| ekt ST
foper ofik T St @ré oft skt Aok 7 Y, Ty AT R fhw IR o= M

Taking Ram's commission, you set forth. You burned Lanka and brought news of
Sita. Lanka’s fortress and the ocean-moat posed no obstacle — the Wind's son
crossed without delay.

VERSE 3

TR A YR FEn |

TS & 1o 9ar||

AEHIT fdd UL TEHR|

T Gotiae JToT 3911 |

ST TRl STATeRR & ehT HER fohar 3R Har-3m Sit & &rf QR fohq | STa garg di&Hor Sit
qfea U2 &, a9 39 Getar! ey 3k U1 Sag |

You burned Lanka and slew demons, accomplished Sita-Ram'’s mission. When
Lakshman lay unconscious at dawn, you brought the Sanjivani herb and saved his

life.

VERSE 4

9fS Taret dik SH-FR|
HATRIEOT T T TR |
T YT HHI A AR
IR I Feawt= arl |

SO UTATe H FaRT ehech JHRTS oh §e d1g QT 3fiR SifgR1aur <t ofaiTd 3@Ts & | ard g1y &
3T+ RT&TT &b &l ol HRT 3R &T¢ 1Y § HlST1 bl 3G fehaT|

You entered the netherworld, broke Yama's hold, uprooted Ahiravana's arms. With
your left hand you slew demons; with your right you saved the saintly.

14



CLOSING

T R M T AR IR

ERIEREERESUICKcRi ]

FHAT IR FP At BTE |

AR T 3T AT

3qdT, AT 3R G MU SRt IARA & 3R S 517 ST §IA I STAGRT T & | T
ATeil H hUR <hl Al SHTHIT Tg! & 3R T HIdT 3fST STTehl SRt oh 3@l 8l

Gods, men, and sages perform your aarti, chanting "Victory, victory, victory to
Hanuman!" On a golden plate, camphor flame flickers — Mother Anjani herself
performs the aarti.
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ATE AT

Shirdi Sai Aarti

OPENING

IR AT 96T, AR S{iaT

TRURSIIA!, FTaT STt fadmET, wi=ht fadmEri|

g UTfOrT el @ 3 dTet W13 STaT <hl 3TRT 81 § Wkl o ST, 37U Vdeh bl ST TR0
& gt # o7 ST

Hail Sai Baba, giver of all happiness to beings. Grant your servants shelter at the
dust of your feet, O refuge of devotees.

VERSE 1

TG T, TEEUT L &

T8y S, T A Siest oft T

31U hTEATN ehl STeTTeh € e T § 3fR 31U It @y | &9 I8d & | #ieT drg= arall
Y MY ITehT STUHT 31Tl & WiTem 2ff 317 & gefF aherd 81

Having burned desire, you rest absorbed in your true nature. To seekers of
liberation, you show Shri Ranga (the Lord) with your own eyes.

VERSE 2

AT T AT W, T4 QT S|
Frfaet g@meET, Tt @it & wa)

Srereh 791 & 31Uk Ufd ST 97a §idT 8, 3 99T &1 S gidT g1 & Ul & ANR, 317 34
& 3IHR 37U g2 4dl &, Tt gt 3mueht ofterr 81

As one holds You in mind, so does one experience You. You reveal Yourself
accordingly, O compassionate Mother — such is Your way.

16



VERSE 3

A AT, =E e garamin
g TEi eolt, Ant et Fehe i)

Sl TUehT T YRUT X §, STeh ehedTuT chl 1T HSTT Glehx &1 hed & | 3TUeh hd 31ogd &,
37T Feyeht Tgt ANt fara g
Those who bear Your name — their welfare You guard with vigilance. Wondrous

are Your deeds, O guide of all upon the path.

VERSE 4
FHiOPN TR, TOT 5 TER|
AUt STeATE, Tt & feiaei|

3T HIcIGT o AR &, FRIPR S§T ST G1hR ¥ g1 310 W Qe 7a gamd & &4 5
SR gU B
An avatar in the Kali Yuga, the formless Brahman in form. You have descended as

Lord Datta, the sky-clad.

VERSE 5

3ToT feadT [&aTsl, ek Sl arel|
AU TETadT, WaWg Famt|

B 37134 o TFAR Y Werd 31U &2 & folq I e &1 8 U, TER & W I X e
aTet 31U RN o 42 & fw o 3T 81

Every eighth day, on Thursday, devotees make pilgrimage. To see your lotus feet, O
Lord — remover of worldly fear.

VERSE 6

T AT gegdan, ad TuEST |dn|
HRTOT &< SATAT, Rl STty &arl |
319k TRUT & e chl FaT gl AT Teel TSI §1 8 adl e qd, 37 # 3MuH helel Fgl AT g

My true treasure is service at the dust of Your feet. This alone I now ask of You, O
God of gods.
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VERSE 7

3d 49 91ae, e aig el

YTSTTS ATLET AT, FHTS STl WIF ||

S 414 TTaes yelt shdet e STet drgar 8, STt SHeh! UhHTS g@ g1 & H14d, J3t +ft a8 eryd
fOeSY 3R 3= B0 R Fa &l &re Q|

The humble chataka bird seeks pure water; its sole joy. Grant this nourishment, O
Madhava — honour your own compassionate pledge.

CLOSING

ST 3G 5 3, S AT STt

giqdt 7T Wihel, M @G SiS ||

& 3g, 3TTUhl ST g1, § AT WISATY, 3MTUh! 574 gl Tehe | 3T TR U 313 It 3Td & 3R
3T AT SIY G o 32 ae anefiafe ad g1

Victory, victory, victory to compassionate Sainath. You rush to me in crisis,
showing your moon-like face in blessing.
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