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Foreword

With a continuing tradition of at least three millennia, the vast literature of
Sanskrit forms an important part of India’s cultural heritage. Translations from
Sanskrit classics like Shakuntala have figured among the earliest publications of
the Indian Council for Cultural Relations.

Some years ago the Council brought out Glimpses of Sanskrit Literature, a
broad informative survey of this magnificent literature by respected scholars,
attuned to general interest both in India and abroad. Included in it was a
sampling of translations from celebrated Sanskrit works which could give
readers a flavour of the language’s literary genius.

The appreciative response to that publication, in India as well as outside,
encouraged the Council to follow up with the present volume. This is a
comprehensive anthology of Sanskrit poetry in the best English translation
available. The first ever of its kind, it brings together excerpts from a full range
of original works translated by a galaxy of distinguished scholars and writers
Indian and foreign, including famous names such as Sri Aurobindo and Swami
Vivekananda, and Nobel Prize Poets Octavio Paz and William Butler Yeats.

Drawing from sacred and secular, classic and folk literature, this collection
features a wide variety of poetry in translation. It has been compiled by former
Indian Ambassador A.N.D. Haksar, himsclf a well known translator from
Sanskrit into English, who had also edited the earlier volume for the Council.
Expressing deep gratitude for his cfforts, the Council has great pleasure in
placing its fruit before the public whose comments are welcome as always.

M.K. Lokesh
Acting Director General
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Introduction

This anthology endeavours to bring together a representative selection of
Sanskrit verse in the best English translations available. Its objective is to make
some of the poetic wealth of the ancient language accessible in this way to a
wider circle of modern readers than has been the case so far. It is also intended
to provide them a broad perspective of this comparatively less known aspect of
Sanskrit literature: not through learned discourse, but by letting the poetry speak
for itself. Finally, like any anthology, it is meant primarily for the reading
pleasure of those who may peruse its pages.

Translations from Sanskrit into English have a history of over two
centuries. The first to be published was that of the Bhagavadgita, by the British
East India Company scholar Charles Wilkins, in 1784. The first Indian to
translate from Sanskrit into English was Raja Ram Mohan Roy, whose rendition
of the I$a Upanishad appeared in 1816. Two early translations deserve note for
their subsequent impact. Sir Williams Jones’ rendering in 1789 of Kalidasa's
famous play Sakuntala was among the first works to stimulate Western interest
in Sanskrit studies. A major role in setting their direction was later provided by
the fifty translated volumes of the Sacred Books of the East (1875-1904) edited
by Max Miiller. Other translations are numerous enough to fill a considerable
bibliography; many are of great merit but they have tended to concentrate in
particular areas of academic interest.

Modern Sanskrit studies, which gradually took shape from the [9th
century onwards, found a special focus in history, linguistics, religion and
philosophy. Colonial scholarship sought to learn about India’s past through its
old language: about the origins and the evolution of the Indic civilization, the
development of its institutions and, increasingly, about its religious and
philosophical insights. Indian scholars versed in western techniques made their
own contribution to the growth of what came to be known as Indology. This
discipline paid close attention to Vedic studies and to thc later texts of
scholarly rather than mainly literary interest. As a result, in contrast to works
like the Upanishads and the Bhagavadgila, relatively little of the purely
poetical literature of Sanskrit has been readily available in English translations.
In present popular perception it is best known as the language of religion and
philosophy. While its sacred writings also include poetry of high quality, the full
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beauty of the Sanskrit Muse still remains to be unveiled for other than specialist
audiences.

Appropriate translation is the best, if not the only, way of making the poetic
riches of any language available to those who do not know it. The qualification
has been added to distinguish between literal and literary translation. The first
transmits information about ideas and the linguistic form in which they are
presented: its main concern is fidelity to the original text, even if the readability
of the rendition is thereby impaired. The second needs to convey also the flavour
and the feel of the original, apart from being accurate and readable. It must
qualify as literature in its own right. Poetry obviously requires translations of the
second kind.

Can poetry at all be translated from Sanskrit into as dissimilar a language as
English? The trans-cultural difficulties involved are compounded by differences
of linguistic construction and literary convention. Earlier scholars like Arthur
Berriedale Keith contended that Sanskrit poetry was essentially untranslatable.
“English efforts at verse translation,” he asserted, “fall invariably below a
tolerable mediocrity, their diffuse tepidity contrasting painfully with the brilliant
condensation of style, the elegance of metres, and the adaptation of sound to
sense of the originals.”' While this criticism related mainly to form, the savant
Sri Aurobindo struck a similar note with respect to content. “To translate the
Veda is to border upon an attempt at the impossible,” he observed. “For while a
literal English rendering of the hymns of the ancient [lluminates would be a
falsification of their sensc and spirit, a version which aimed at bringing out all
the real thought would be an interpretation rather than a translation.™

The comments of Keith and Aurobindo highlight what the American
Sanskritist Arthur Ryder described as “the cruel inadequacy of poetical
translation.”™ Yet some of Aurobindo’s and Ryder’s own renderings of Sanskrit
verse demonstrate that the obstacles to be overcome are not entirely insuperable.
What is important is the end result. A translation of poetry must eventually stand
on its own merit to please or move the reader. That several from Sanskrit into
English have succeeded in doing so is evident from the testimony of reputable
observers.

The Mexican poet and critic Octavio Paz’s insightful essay on the beauties
of Sanskrit poetry was based in part on his readings of various translations. He
wrote that he had “read excellent translations of Kalidasa in English,”* and
quoted from others of Bilhana's love poems. The British Indologist A.L.
Basham listed in his Sanskrit bibliography over a dozen works as “a few only of
the best literary translations in English.”® The Chinese philosopher Lin Yutang
wrote about Romesh Dutt’s 19th century verse renditions: “My love and true
respect for India was born when | first read the Indian epics, the Ramayana and
the Mahabharata, in the present translations™ which were “two masterpieces.™
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A century earlier, the great European poet J.W. von Goethe had expressed
fulsome praise for Sakuntala on reading it in a German rendition of Sir William
Jones’ translation. Goethe's well-known epigram remains perhaps the best
comment on the translatability or otherwise of Sanskrit poetry:

If you want the bloom of youth and fruit of later years,
If you want what en.chants, fulfills, and nourishes,

If you want heaven and earth contained in one name—
I say Sakuntald and all is spoken.’

Good literary translations of the full range of Sanskrit poetry are
nevertheless not easy to come by, and more need to be encouraged to make its
wealth and variety better known. The present anthology contains excerpts from
translations by over forty writers. These include, apart from some distinguished
scholars and poets, two winners of the Nobel Prize for Literature and two figures
whose national eminence extends beyond their literary accomplishment. If
translations by some other writers have not been included, it is either because
they were from texts without poetic content; or their source was untraceable; or
other translations of the same passage had already been selected. Some
translations may have been missed out by inadvertence or due to lack of
information which the compiler can only regret.

It is noteworthy that while a few poetical works, for example those of
Kalidasa, have been translated by many hands, others have received much less
attention, and many have not been translated at all. The last category includes,
regrettably, most of the satiric and comic verse in Sanskrit, and much of the
epigrammatic poetry collected in anthologies. It may be added that, of the
several excellent and still available anthologies of Sanskrit verse compiled
between the 10th and the 16th centuries, only one® has been fully translated into
English so far.

The poetry represented here stretches over a period of about 3000 years or
more, depending on the dating of the Vedic texts, which is still uncertain.
Including this sruti literature and the two famous epics, the translated excerpts in
this compilation are drawn from 63 separate works, five Sanskrit and Prakrit
verse anthologies’, and three inscriptions located respectively in India, Indonesia
and Nepal. The collection features 59 named poets whose provenance, where
known, ranges from Kerala to Kashmir, and from Gujarat to Bengal. Many
others are anonymous, while the works of some are known only from
anthologies. More recent poetical works from the 17th century onwards, for
example those of authors like Venkatadhvarin, Paramananda and Ghanasyama,
have gone unrepresented as they are still unavailable in translation.

The selection of excerpts was made on three broad considerations: poetical
content; availability of suitable translation; and the need for covering a wide

Introduction e xxv



enough time span. Some well know texts were excluded on one of the first two
grounds. In considering the suitability of translations where they were available,
literal and prose renderings were omitted in favour of those in verse form,
except in a few cases which were included mainly to provide representation to
otherwise neglected authors.

The reader will find a rich variety of poetry in these translations. They
include nuture hymns and mystical utterances of profound speculation; epic
narratives with evocative descriptions and dialogues; songs and musings; lyrics
on many aspects of love; heroic and tragic, erotic and satiric verses; devotional
and philosophical poetry; sophisticated compositions from the courts and simple
poems of the countryside. The narrative and descriptive verses are presented in
longer extracts to convey their sense more fully. A natural counterpoint is
provided by the epigrammatic subhashita or “well said” single stanza, which
expresses a gamut of compressed emotion or thought, and is a characteristic of
classical Sanskrit poetry.

The anthology also includes excerpts from Prakrit and Apabhram$a. While
the evolution and chronology of their relationship with Sanskrit continues to be
a subject of research, their interconnection is intimate and a part of the same
poetic tradition. Sanskrit and Prakrit verses occur frequently in the same works
and are quoted in the same classical commentaries on literature. The presence
here of Prakrit and Apabhramsa poems in translation is in keeping with this
tradition; but each has been identified as such in the table of contents.

To enable them to be seen simply as poetry, the translations are presented
here without further comment except some explanatory information in a few
cases contained in the endnotes. The order follows generally accepted
chronology. The source of the original has been indicated in each case, together
with the translator’s name. Titles provided by translators for the excerpts have
been retained in most cases; where no titles were provided the compiler has
devised them, mainly for purpose of reference. Sanskrit verse itself has no
tradition for such titles.

Standard practice has been followed in the use of diacritics in
transliteration, except in some cases where better known spellings have been
preferred or those used by individual translators retained. The letters ri and sh
are used instead of r and s, for example the popular name is written as
Krishna, which is also common usage, rather than as Krsna, which is jarring.
Similarly ch is used instead of c, to write the number five as pancha, not panca.
The lettér n is shown simply as n where this is the current common usage.

An appendix contains different translations of the same text to give some
idea of how they have changed overtime. Also included are separate lists giving
brief details of the translators, and of the poets who have been translated.
Chronological and other details of the latter, it should be noted, are not known
with any certainty in most cases.
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THE VEDAS
Rig Veda

1
Ushas: The Dawn

Of all the lights the lightest, this light has come,

This radiance, conceived in a great dazzle of colour,
Rushing ahead of the imminent rise of the sun;

And Night has now given over Her place to the Dawn.

She comes up shining, leading a shining calf.

The Dark One has given over Her mansions to Dawn.
For they are undying kin and follow each other—
Night and the Dawn, exchanging hue for hue.

They are sisters whose endless road is the very same road,
And they take it as surely as if They were guided by Gods;
No clashing there, no halting for Night or Dawn,
Unlike, yet lovely, and in Their thoughts as one.

Her colors flash out as she leads Her exultant dance,
She has opened her gates for us, and opened them wide;
Revealing the world, She shows us how rich we are.
All of the living open their eyes to the Dawn.

Men who were stretched on the ground, She lifts up to act;
Some rise with the golden thought of wealth as an end,
Some, who see little, go on to gape at what’s far.

All of the living open their eyes to the Dawn.

You for conquest, and you for a name in this world,
You arisen to find some momentous good,

You moving off toward a different way to live.

All of the living open their eyes to the Dawn.

Child of the kingdom of Light, it’s to us She comes;

A faultless girl arrayed in Her lustrous robes,

Lady who oversees our earthly goods.

O Dawn, O lucid Portent, shine on us now. 1113

I'N. Misra, I.. Nathan and S. Vatsvavan
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2
Hymn of Creation

Then was not non-existent nor existent: there was no realm of air,
no sky beyond it.

What covered in, and where? and what gave shelter?
Was water there, unfathomed depth of water?

Death was not then, nor was there aught immortal: no sign was there,
the day’s and night’s divider.

That one thing, breathless, breathed by its own nature:
apart {rom it was nothing whatsoever.

Darkness there was: at first concealed in darkness,
this All was indiscriminated chaos.

All that existed then was void and formless: by the great power of
warmth was born that unit.

Thereafter rose desire in the beginning, Desire, the primal seed and germ
of spirit.

Sages who searched with their heart’s thought discovered the existent’s
kinship in the non-existent.

Transversely was their severing line extended: what was above it then,
and what below it?

There were begetters, there were mighty forces, free action here and
energy up yonder.

Who verily knows and who can here declare it, whence it was born and
whence comes this creation?

The gods are later than this world’s production. Who knows, then,
whence it first came into being?

He. the first origin of this creation, whether he formed it all or did not
form it,

Whose eye controls this world in highest heaven, he verily knows it, or
perhaps he knows not. X. 129

RT11. Griffith
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3
The Wind

O the Wind’s chariot, O its power and glory!
Crashing it goes and hath a voice of thunder.

It makes the regions red and touches heaven,
and as it moves the dust of earth is scattered.

Along the traces of the Wind they hurry,
they come to him as dames to an assembly.
Borne on his car with these for his attendants,
the god speeds forth, the universe’s monarch.

Travelling on the paths of air’s mid-region,
no single day doth he take rest or slumber.
Holy and earliest-born, friend of the waters,
where did he spring and from what region came he?

Germ of the world, the deities’ vital spirit,
this god moves ever as his will inclines him.
His voice is heard, his shape is ever viewless.
Let us adore this Wind with our oblation. X. 168
R.T.H Griffith
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4
Night

The goddess Night has looked abroad
with her eyes, everywhere drawing near.
She has put all her glories on.

The immortal goddess now has filled
widc space, its depths and heights.
Her radiance drives out the dark.

Approaching, the goddess has expelled
her sister Dawn.
Now darkness also disappears.
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And so you have drawn near to us,
who at your coming have come home,
as birds to their nest upon the tree.

The clans have now gone home to rest,
home the beasts, and home the birds,
home even the hawks who lust for prey.

Guard us trom the she-wolf and the wolf,
and guard us from the thief, O Night,
and so be good for us to pass.

For darkness, blotting out, has come
near me, black and palpable.
O Dawn, dispel it like my debts.

| have offered my hymn as a cow
is offered, Daughter of Heaven. O Night,

accept it, as a victor praise. X. 127
A.L. Basham
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5
The Dawn

Like a youthful maiden, Dawn shines brightly forth,
Stirring to motion every living creature.

Divine Fire was kindled for the use of men;

Dawn created light, driving away the dark.

Sending out her beams, she rose up facing all,

In brilliant robes, resplendent, radiating—
Golden-coloured and glorious to behold,

Mother of plenty, mistress of the days she shone.

Blessed, bearing the sun, the eye of the gods,
Leading her white horse, magnificent to see,

Dawn reveals herself, arrayed in beams of light,
And with boundless glory she transforms the world.
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O fair one, banish the enemy with light!

And prepare for us broad pastures free from fear!
Ward off hatred, bring us your priceless treasure!
O bountiful, shower blessings on the singer!

[llumine us with your glorious splendour,

O divine Dawn! Enrich and lengthen our lives,
O Goddess full of grace! Grant us fulfillment
And cows, horses, and chariots in abundance!

O daughter of heaven, Dawn of noble birth,

Whom the men of glory celebrate in hymns,

Establish in us wealth sublime and mighty!

O gods, protect us always with your blessings! VIL77

Jean Le Mée
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6
The Sun

The beams ascend toward the god
Who holds the knowledge of all lives,
So that all things behold the Sun.

Off like thieves, the constellations
Stealthily retreat with the nights
Before the all-beholding Sun.

Now his beams are made apparent
Radiant above the world of men
Blazing and luminous like fires.

Travelling on, in view of all,
Creator of light are you, O Sun,
Shining through all ethereal space.

Now facing all the hosts of gods,
Now facing all men you arise,

Now facing all for all to see.
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O Purifier, with your eye
You see life quivering within
The world of creatures, Supreme Lord.

Crossing sky and obscure regions,
You measure out the day with nights,
O Sun, who sees all generations.

Seven mares draw you, O Lord,
In your chariot, Sun Divine,
O Radiant One with hair aflame.

He has yoked the splendid Seven,
The daughters of the Sun’s chariot,
And with this willing team, moves on.

Emerging up above the dark,
Toward the higher light we turn;
We have attained the god of gods,
The Sun itself, the highest light.

Rising today, O Love’s glory,
Mounting to the highest heaven,
Expel, great Sun, my heart’s discase,
And drive the jaundice far away!

To sparrows and to parakeets,
O let us pass my jaundice on!
Likewise unto the yellow birds,
O let us pass my jaundice on.

The Son of the Infinite has

Risen with all his strength and might,

Overcome evil for my sake,

And let me not be overcome! 1.50
Jean Le Mée
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7
Indra

Let me proclaim the valiant deeds of Indra,
the first he did, the wielder of the thunder,
when he slew the dragon and let loose the waters,
and pierced the bellies of the mountains.

He slew the dragon lying on the mountain,
for Tvashtri made him a heavenly thunderbolt.
The waters suddenly, like bellowing cattle,
descended and flowed on, down to the ocean.

In his strength he chose the soma—
from three cups he drank the essence.
The Generous seized his thunderbolt,
and smote the firstborn of dragons.

When, Indra, you slew the firstborn of dragons,
and frustrated the arts of the sorcerers,
creating sun and heaven and dawn,
you found no enemy to withstand you.

Indra slew Vritra, and Vyamsa, stronger than Vritra,

with his thunderbolt, with his mighty weapon.
Like the branches of a tree felled by the axe
the dragon lay strewn over the earth.

Like an enraged coward he called a challenge
to the great hero, the strong’s oppressor, charging.
But he did not escape the force of his blows—
the foe of Indra crushed the clouds together [in falling].

Footless and handless, he still gave Indra battle,
until the thunderbolt struck him hard on his back.
The bullock sought to be match for the bull,
But Vritra, lay, his members scattered afar.

The waters, flowing for man’s good, pass over him,
as he lies thus, broken like a reed.
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Beneath the waters which he had encompassed
in his great might, Vritra, the serpent lay.

The strength of the mother of Vritra was exhausted,
and Indra bore away her weapon.

The mother lay above, the son below.
Danu lay like a cow beside her calf.

Fallen in the midst of water-courses,
never pausing, never resting,

floods overwhelm the hidden corpse of Vritra.
In a long darkness lay the foe of Indra.

Lorded by Dasas and guarded by the dragon
the waters lay, penned in as cows by a Pani.

When the opening of the waters was closed up
the slayer of Vritra threw it open.

O Indra, you became a wreath of vapour,
when he impaled you on his lance. Alone

you won the cows, hero, you won the soma,
and you let loose the Seven Streams to flow.

Thunder and lightning availed him nothing,
nor the mist he scattered abroad, nor hail.
When Indra and the dragon fought he conquered,
as he, the Generous, will in future conquer.

And what avenger of the dragon did you see,

Indra, as fear entered your heart when you had killed him,
when you crossed over nine and ninety streams,

as a frightened hawk crosses the skies?

Indra is king of all that moves or rests,
of tame and fierce, the wielder of the thunder.
He is the king of mortals, whom he rules,
encircling them as a wheel’s rim the spokes. 1.32

A.L. Basham
EE S
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8
Aranyani: Forest Spirit

Lady of the Forest! Lady of the Forest!
who seem to vanish from sight in the distance,
why do you never come to the village?
surely you are not afraid of men!

When the grasshopper replies
to the distant lowing of cattle,
as though to the sound of tinkling bells
the Lady of the Forest makes merry.

Sometimes you catch a glimpse of her. and think it is cattle grazing,

or a house, far away,
and at evening you hear the Lady of the Forest
like the distant sound of moving wagons.

I'ler voice is as the sound of a man calling his cattle,
or as the crash of a felled tree.
[1 vou stay in the forest in the evening,
you will hear her like a far voice crying.

But the Lady of the Forest will not slay
unless an enemy draws near.
She cats the sweet wild fruits,
and then she rests wherever she will.

Now | have praiscd the lLady of the Forest,
who is perfumed with balm, and fragrant,
who is well fed. although she tills not.
the mother of all things of the wild.

P 2

X. 146

A1 Basham
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9
Pushan

Pushan, God of golden day,
Shorten thou the shepherd’s way,
Vanquish every foe and stranger,
Free our path from every danger;
Cloud-born Pushan, ever more,
Lead us as you led before!

Smite the wild wolf, fierce and vile,
Lurking in the dark defile,

Smite the robber and the thief,
Stealing forth to take our life;
Cloud-born Pushan, ever more
Lead us as you led before!

Thou dost pathless forests know,
Thou canst quell the secret foe,
Thou didst lead our fathers right,
Wonder-worker, orb of light;
Grant from thy unfailing store
Wealth and blessing ever more!

Thou hast treasures manifold,

Glittering weapons, arms of gold;

Foremost of the Sons of Light.

Shepherds’ god and leader bright,

Grant from thy unfailing storc

Wealth and blessings ever more! V1. 54

Romesh Dutt
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The Gambler

The dangling nuts, born where the wind blows the lofty tree,
delight me with their rolling on the board.

The cheering vibhidaka has brought me joy,
like a draught of soma from Mount Mujavant.

She did not scold me, or lose her temper.
She was kind to my friends and me.
But because of a throw too high by one
| have rejected my loving wife.

Her mother hates me; my wife repels me—
a man in trouble finds no one to pity him.

They say, ‘I've no more use for a gambler
Than for a worn-out horse put up for sale.’

When the conquering die has got his possessions
others embrace the gamester’s wife.

His father, his mother, his brothers say of him:
*We don’t know him! Take him as a bondman!’

| think to myself: ‘T won’t go with the others!
I'll stop behind when my friends go to play!’

But then the brown ones raise their voices,
and of fI go, like a mistress to her lover.

The gambler goes to the hall of assembly.

‘Shall I win?’ he wonders. His body trembles.
The dice run counter to his hopes,

and give his opponent the lucky throws.

The dice are armed with hooks and piercing,
they are deceptive, hot and burning.
Like children they give and take again,
they strike back at their conquerors.

They are sweetened with honey through the magic they work on
the gambler.
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They play in a troop of three times fifty.
Like the god Savitr, they are true to their laws.
They will not bend to the wrath of the mighty,
and even a king bows low before them.

The dice roll down, the dice leap upwards,
unarmed they withstand the man with arms.
They arc heavenly coals, strewn over the board,

and though they are cool they burn up the heart.

The torsaken wife of the gambler sorrows,
and the mother of the son who wanders afar.
[71 debt, in fear, in need of money,
he goes by night to the house of others.

The gambler grieves when he sees a woman,
another man’s wife, in their pleasant home.
In the morning he yokes the chestnut horses
In the evening he falls by the hearth, a beggar.

So to the general of your great army,
to him who is king, the chief of your host,
I say, stretching out to him my ten fingers:
‘I risk my all! I am speaking the truth!’

*Don’t play with dice, but plough your furrow!

Delight in your property, prize it highly!

Look to your cattle and look to your wife,
You gambler!” Thus noble Savitr tells me.

So make friends with us, be kind to us!
Do not force us with your fierce magic!

May your wrath and hatred now come to r:st!
May no man fall into the snares of the brown ones!

LR R

12 o A Treasury of Sanskrit Poetry

X. 34

A.L. Basham



11
Thoughts

Our thoughts wander in all directions
And many are the ways of men:
The cartwright hopes for accidents,
The physician for the cripple,
And the priest for a rich patron.
For the sake of Spirit, O Mind,
Let go of all these wandering thoughts!

With his dry grass and feather fan
And all his tools of fashioned stone,
The blacksmith seeks day after day
The customer endowed with gold.
For the sake of Spirit, O Mind,
Let go of all these wandering thoughts!

I'm a singer, father’s a doctor,
Mother grinds flour with a millstone.
Our thoughts all turn upon profit
And cowlike we all plod along.
For the sake of Spirit, O Mind
Let go of all these wandering thoughts!

The horse would draw a swift carriage,
The entertainer a good laugh,
The penis seeks a hairy slot
And the frog seeks a stagnant pond.
For the sake of Spirit, O Mind
Let go of all these wandering thoughts!

dkkkk

IX. 112

Jean Le Mée
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Sama Veda

12

-~

Soma

Hero, the Soma being shed, | pour the juice for thee to drink:

Sate thee and finish thy carouse!

Let not the fools, or those who mock, beguile thee when they seek thine aid:
Love not the enemy of prayer!

Here let them cheer thee well supplied with milk to great munificence:

Drink as the wild bull drinks the lake!

Here is the Soma juice expressed: O Vasu, drink till thou art full:

Undaunted god, we give it to thee!

Washed by the men, pressed out with stones, strained through the filter
made of wool,

"Tis like a courser bathed in streams.

This juice have we made sweet for thee like barley, blending it with milk.

Indra, I call thee to our feast.

So. lord of affluent gifts, this juice hath been expressed for thee with
strength:

2iink of it, thou who lovest song!

Incline thy body to the juice which suits thy godlike nature well:

Thee, Soma-lover! let it cheer!

O Indra, let it enter both thy flanks, enter thy head with prayer,

With bounty, hero! both thine arms!

Strong, mountain-born, the stalk hath been pressed in the streams for
rapturous joy:

Hawk-like he settles in his home.

Fair is the juice beloved of gods, washed in the waters, pressed by men:

The milch-kine sweeten it with milk.

Then, like a steed, have they adorned the inciter for eternal life,

The heath’s juice at the festival.

As a good cow to him who milks, we call the doer of good deeds
To our assistance day by day.

Come thou to our libations, drink of Soma, Soma-drinker! Yea,
The rich one’s rapture giveth kine.

So may we be acquainted with thine innermost benevolence:
Neglect us not, come hitherward!
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Pass by the wrathful offerer; speed the man who pours libations, drink
The juice which he presents to thee!

What is the word addressed to him, god great and excellently wise?

For this is what exalteth him.

His wealth, who hath no store of kine, hath ne’er found recited loud,
Nor song of praises that is sung.

With wealth to our libation come, be not thou angry with us, like

A great man with a youthful bride. 1L i. iiii. ivand I ii.

R.T.H. Griffith
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Atharva Veda

13
Earth, the Mother

May that Earth, which holds on Her ample lap the ocean,
The rivers, the lakes; which bears the crop-yielding soil,
And is ground for all that breathes and stirs and lives,
May She also bear the fruits of what we have done.

That Earth was born from vast waters, at first was water.
And ancients attended Her growth with their own creations.
ter heart is set on the real, high in the heavens,

And what is undying of Hers is guarded by Truth.

Whatever there is at the core of Your being, whatever
There is in Your air. whatever the power that leaps
FFrom Your length, set us, Mother, among that wealth.
Raise us up. Your are my Mother. | am Your child.

Mother, give me that fragrance You Yourself make,

The perfume that comes from green growing things,
from waters,

The same that heavenly players and dancers desire.

Annoint me with it, so none may wish me hurt.
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Your very same fragrance that fills up the lotus pool,
The perfume You had as gift at the marriage arranged
For Dawn by the Gods, the very first perfume of all:
Anoint me with it, so none may wish me hurt.

You who uphold the men who, though mortal,

Are singing and dancing together in exultation,

And uphold the men who, mortal, go out to kill
With furious shouts and the wail of trumpets at war:
O may You, Mother, drive my opponents away,
And make me a man without a rival in all the world.

You Who nurture the five kinds of crops

And are cause for their grains to swell out to ripeness.
O Earth, Wife to the lavish cloud,

It’s to You, To Youropenhand, that | bow.

Though men cry out in many strange tongues, and profess
A flurry of faiths, You take them all to Yourself.

Give us a thousand streams of Your wealth,

Give, like a cow whose udder is full.

Make us the masters of crowded highways

And of narrower paths, that few, in a hurry, take,

The ways of goodness as well as the ways of evil.

May these be cleared of those who would hurt usor rob us.
And may we receive what is good to receive.

Birds must come swinging round Y ou when they take flight:
The hawk, the swan, and everything that flies,

And the wind that, circling the sky, goes plunging ahead

To drive down the rain, rock the trees, and flare up the fire.
You are the One who issues the wind its force.

Darkness and golden light, the night and day

Were conceived out of You together, O Earth

Wrapped in the circling seasons, wound in time.

Render us good in all our scattered homes. X1l 1

V.N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsvavan
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14
Courage

As the sky even, and even the earth
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear.

As the day even, and even the night
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear.

As the sun even, and even the moon
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear.

As spirit even, and even action
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear.

As the truth even, and even chaos
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear.

As the past even, and even the future
Do not falter and are not afraid,
So, my life’s breath, have no fear. 115

V-N Misra, L. Nathan and S. Valsvavan
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Yajur Veda

15
A Prayer

From the Unreal lead us to the Real.

From darkness lead us unto Light.

From death lead us to Immortality.

Reach us through and through our Self.

And evermore protect us — Oh Thou Terrible!

From ignorance, by thy sweet compassionate Face.  XIV.3(S.Br)

Swami Vivekananda
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THE UPANISHADS

Kena Upanishad

Katha

16
By Whom?

By whom impelled soars forth the mind projected?
By whom enjoined goes forth the earliest breathing?
By whom impelled this speech do people utter?

The eye, the ear—what god, pray, them enjoineth?

That which is the hearing of the ear,

The thought of the mind,

The voice of speech, as also the breathing of the breath,
And the sight of the eye! Past these escaping, the wise,
On departing from this world, become immortal.

There the eye goes not;

Speech goes not, nor the mind.
We know not, we understand not
How one would teach It.

Other, indeed, is It than the known,
And moreover above the unknown.
Thus have we heard of the ancients
Who to us have explained It.

1.1-4

Robert Ernest Hume
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Upanishad

17
The One Essential

As the one air, entering into this world,
Becomes the form of what it houses in,

The one Essential, housed in all things born,
Also takes that thing’s external form.
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As the one sun, the single eye of all,

Is not darkened by flaws in things it sees,
The one Essential, housed in all things born,
And past all grief, is not darkened by grief.

The only Lord, housed in all things born,

He who makes from one a swarm of shapes,
The wise who see Him in themselves, His self,
Their joy is joy that lasts, no other joy.

It is this, the Absolute Joy, they think, and can’t be said,
How is it otherwise known, if it shines or does not shine?

In Him no sun, no moon, not one star,

No lighting, how much less these common fires.

But when He blazes up, then all must show;

Then everything flares up immense with him. 11.2.10-15

V.N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsyavan
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Brihadaranyaka Upanishad

18
Tree and Man

As a tree of the forest,

Just so, surely, is man.

His hair are leaves,

His skin the outer bark.

From his skin blood,

Sap from the bark flows forth.

From him when picrced there comes forth
A stream, as from the tree when struck.

His pieces of flesh are under-layers of wood.
The fibre is muscle-like, strong.

The bones are the wood within.

The marrow is made resembling pith.
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A tree, when it is felled, grows up
From the root, more new again;

A mortal, when cutdown by death—
From what root does he grow up?

Say not ‘from semen’

For that is produced from the living,

As the tree, forsooth, springing from seed,
Clearly arises without having died.

If with its roots they should pull up

The tree, it would not come into being again.

A mortal, when cut down by death—

From what root does he grow up? 1.9.28

Robert Ernest l{ume
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The Hymn of Sweetness

The blissful winds are sweet to us.

The seas are showering bliss on us.

May the corn in our fields bring bliss to us.

May the plants and herbs bring bliss to us.

May the cattle give us bliss.

O Father in Heaven be Thou blissful unto us!

The very dust of the earth is full of bliss.

It is all bliss — all bliss — all bliss. VI.36

Swami V'ivekananda
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Chhandogya Upanishad

20
You are That

Uddalaka asked his son to fetch a banyan fruit.
‘Here it is, Lord!" said Svetaketu.
‘Break it,” said Uddalaka.
‘I have broken it, Lord!"”
‘What do you see there?’
‘Little seeds, Lord!’
‘Break one of them, my son!’
‘Itis broken, Lord!"
‘What do you see there?’
*Nothing Lord!" said Svetaketu.
Uddalaka said: ‘My son! This great banyan tree
has sprung up from seed so small
that you cannot see it.
Believe in what I say, my son!
That being is the seed; all clse
but His expression.
He is truth. He is Self.
Svetaketu! You are that.’ V1.12.1-3

Shree Purohit Swami and W.B. Yeats
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Taittiriva Upanishad

21

Learn and Teach

Do your duty; learn and teach.
Speak truth; learn and teach.
Meditate; learn and teach.
Control sense; learn and teach.
Control mind; learn and teach.
Kindle fire; learn and teach.
Feed fire; learn and teach.
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Be hospitable; learn and teach.

Be humane; learn and teach.

Serve the family; learn and teach.

Procreate; learn and teach.

Educate your children; learn and teach. 1.9

Shree Purohit Swami and W.B. Yeats
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Mundaka Upanishad

22
Two Birds

Two birds, twin images
in plumage,

friends, cver inseperable,
cling to a tree.

One eats the fruit,

eats of the sweet and eats
of the bitter,

while the other watches,
watches without eating,

Buried in the bole

of the sclf-same tree
one suffers, engulfed
in his impotence.

Yet as he watches the watching

bird, the adorable one, and sees

the sweet bitter glory

as His alone,

He rises, free

from grief. .

AK. Ramanujan
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Mahabharata

23
The Humiliation of Draupadi

Glassed on Ganga’s limpid waters brightly shine Hastina’s walls!
Queen Draupadi duly honoured lives within the palace halls,

But as steals a lowly jackal in a lordly lion’s den,
Base Duryodhan’s humble menial came to proud Draupadi’s ken.

“Pardon, Empress,” quoth the menial, “royal Pandu’s righteous son,
L.ost his game and lost his reason, Empress, thou art staked and won,

Prince Duryodhan claims thee, lady, and the victor bids me say,
Thou shalt serve him as his vassal, as his slave in palace stay!”

“Have | heard thee, menial, rightly?” questioned she in anguish keen,
“Doth a crownéd king and husband stake his wife and lose his queen,

Did my noble lord and monarch sense and reason lose at dice,
Other stake he did not wager, wedded wife to sacrifice!”

“Other stakes were duly wagered,” so he spake with bitter groan,
“Wealth and empire, every object which Yudhishthir called his own,

Lost himself and all his brothers, bondsmen are those princes brave,
Then he staked his wife and empress, thou art prince Duryodhan’s slave!”

Rose the queen in queenly anger, and with woman’s pride she spake:
“Hie thee. menial, to thy master, Queen Draupadi’s answer take,

If my lord. himself a bondsman, then hath staked his queen and wife,
IFalse the stake. for owns a bondsman neither wealth nor other’s life,

Slave can wager wife nor children, and such action is undone,
Take my word to prince Duryodhan, Queen Draupadi is unwon!™

Wrathful was the proud Duryodhan when he heard the answer bold,
To his younger, wild Duhsasan, thus his angry mandate told:
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“Little-minded is the menial, and his heart in terror fails,
For the fear of wrathful Bhima, lo! his coward-bosom quails,

Thou Duhsasan, bid the princess as our humble slave appear,
Pandu’s sons are humble bondsmen, and thy heart it owns no fear!”

Fierce Duhsasan heard the mandate, blood-shot was his flaming eye,
Forthwith to the inner chambers did with eager footsteps hie,

Proudly sat the fair Draupadi, monarch’s daughter, monarch’s wife,
Unto her the base Duhsasan spake the message, insult-rife:

“Lotus-eyed Panchala-princess! fairly staked and won at game,
Come and meet thy lord Duryodhan. chase that mantling blush of shame,

Serve us as thy lords and masters, be our beauteous bright-eyed slave,
Come unto the Council Chamber, wait upon the young and brave!”

Proud Draupadi shakes with tremor at Duhsasan’s hateful sight,
And she shades her eye and forehead, and her bloodless cheeks are white,

At his words her chaste heart sickens, and with wild averted eye,
Unto rooms where dwelt the women, Queen Draupadi seeks to fly,

Vainly sped the trembling princess in her fear and in her shame,
By her streaming wavy tresses fierce Duhsasan held the dame!

Sacred locks! with holy water dewed at rajasuya rite,
And by mantra consecrated, fragrant, flowing, raven-bright,

Base Duhsasan by those tresses held the faint and flying queen,
Feared no more the sons of Pandu, nor their vengeance fierce and keen,

Dragged her in her slipping garments by her long and trailing hair,
And like sapling tempest-shaken, wept and shook the trembling fair!

Stooping in her shame and anguish, pale with wrath and woman'’s fear,
Trembling and in stifled accents, thus she spake with streaming tear:

“l.eave me, shameless prince Duhsasan! elders, noble lords are here,
Can a modest wedded woman thus in loose attire appear?”
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Vain the words and soft entreaty which the weeping princess made,
Vainly to the gods and mortals she in bitter anguish prayed,

For with cruel words of insult still Duhsasan mocked her woe:
“Loosely clad or void of clothing,—to the council hall you go,

Slave-wench fairly staked and conquered, wait upon thy masters brave,
Live among our household menials, serve us as our willing slave!”

I

Loose-attired, with trailing tresses, came Draupadi weak and faint,
Stood within the Council Chamber, tcarful made her piteous plaint:

“[lders ! versed in holy sastra, and in every holy rite,
Pardon if Draupadi cometh in this sad unseemly plight.

Stay thy sinful deed. Duhsasan, nameless wrongs and insults spare,
Touch me not with hands uncleanly. sacred is a woman's hair,

Honoured elders, righteous nobles, have on me protection given,
Tremble sinner, seck no mercy from the wrathful gods in heaven!

Hcre in glory, son of Dharma. sits my noble righteous lord,
Sin nor shame nor human frailty stains Yudhishthir's deed or word,

Silent all? and will no chieftain rise to save a woman's life,
Not a hand or voice is lifted to defend a virtuous wife?

[Lost is Kuru's righteous glory. lost is Bharat's ancient name,
Lostis Kshatra's kingly prowess, warlike worth and knightly fame,

Wherefore else do Kuru warriors tamely view this impious scene,
Wherefore gleam not righteous weapons to protect an outraged queen?

Bhishma, hath he lost his virtue, Drona. hath he lost his might.
Hath the monarch of the Kurus ceased to battle for the right,

Wheretore are ve mute and voiccless, councillors of mighty fame,
Vacant eye and palsied right arm watch this deed of Kuru's shame?”
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Spake Draupadi slender-waisted, and her words were stern and high,
Anger flamed within her bosom and the tear was in her eye,

And her sparkling speaking glances fell on Pandu’s sons like fire,
Stirred in them a mighty passion and a thirst for vengeance dire,

L.ost their empirc wealth and fortune, little recked they for the fall,
But Draupadi’s pleading glances like a poniard smote them all!

Darkly frowned the ancient Bhishma, wrathful Drona bit his tongue,
Pale Vidura marked with anger insults on Draupadi flung,

Fulsome word nor foul dishonour could their truthful utterance taint,
And they cursed Duhsasan’s action, when they heard Draupadi’s plaint.

But brave Karna, though a warrior,—Arjun’s deadly foe was he,—
"Gainst the humbled sons of Pandu spake his scorn in scornful glee:

* "Tis no fault of thine, fair princess, fallen to this servile state,
Wife and son rule not their actions, others rule their hapless fate,

Thy Yudhishthir sold his birthright, sold thee at the impious play,
And the wife falls with the husband, and her duty — to obey!

Live thou in this Kuru household, do the Kuru princes’ will,
Serve them as thy lords and masters, with thy beauty please them still,

Fair One! seek another husband who in foolish reckless game
Will not stake a loving woman, will not cast her forth in shame!

For they censure not a woman, when she is a menial slave,
If her woman’s fancy wanders to the young and to the brave,

For thy lord is not thy husband, as a slave he hath no wife,
Thou art free with truer lover to enjoy a wedded life,

They whom at the swavamvara, thou had’st chose, Panchala’s bride,
They have lost thee, sweet Draupadi, lost their empire and their pride!”
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Bhima heard, and quick and fiercely heaved his bosom in his shame,
And his red glance fell on Karna like a tongue of withering flame,

Bound by elder’s plighted promise Bhima could not smite in ire,
Looked the painted form of Anger flaming with an anguish dire!

“King and elder!” uttered Bhima, and his words were few and brave,
“Vain were wrath and righteous passion in the sold and bounden slave,

Would that son of chariot-driver fling on us this insult keen,
Hadst thou, noble king and elder, staked nor freedom nor our queen?”

Sad Yudhishthir heard in anguish, bent in shame his lowly head,
Proud Duryodhan laughed in triumph, and in scornful accents said:

“Speak Yudhishthir, for thy brothers owntheir elder’s rightcous sway,
Speak, for truth in thee abideth, virtue ever marks thy way,

Hast thou lost thy new-built empire and thy brothers proud and brave,
Hast thou lost thy fair Draupadi, is thy wedded wife our slave?”

Lip nor eye did move Yudhishthir, hateful truth might not deny,
Karna laughed, but saintly Bhishma wiped his old and manly eye.

Madness seized the proud Duryodhan, and inflamed by passion base,
Sought the prince to stain Draupadi with a deep and dire disgrace,

On the proud and peerless woman cast his wicked lustful eye,
Sought to hold the high born princess as his slave upon his knee!

Bhima penned his wrath no longer, lightning-like his glance he flung,
And the ancient hall of Kurus with his thunder accents rung:

“May I never reach those mansions where my fathers live on high,
May | never meet ancestors in the bright and happy sky,

If that che, by which thou sinnes:, Bhima breaks not in his ire,
In the battle’s red arena with his weapon, dreadful, dire!™

Red fire flamed on Bhima’s forehead, sparkled from his angry eye,

As from tough and gnarléd branches fast the crackling red sparks fly!
I1. 65-69

Romesh Dutt
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Death of Abhimanyu

Fatal was the blood-red morning purpling o’er the angry east,
Fatal day for Abhimanyu, bravest warrior and the best,

Countless were the gallant chieftains like the sands beside the sea,
None with braver bosom battled, none with hands more stout and free!

Bricf, alas, thy radiant summers, fair Subhadra’s gallant boy,
Loved of Matsya’s soft-eyed princess and her young heart’s pride and joy.

Brief, alas, thy sunlit winters, light of war too early quenched,
Peerless son of peerless Arjun, in the blood of foemen drenched!

Drona on that fatal morning ranged his drcadful battle-line
In a circle darkly spreading where the chiefs with chiefs combine,

And the Pandavs looked despairing on the battle's drcad array,
Vainly strove to force a passage, vainly sought their onward way!

Abhimanyu, young and fiery, dashed alonc into the war,
Reckless through the shattered forces all resistless drove his car,

Elephants and crashing standards, neighing steeds and warriors slain
Fell betore the furious hero as he made a ghastly lane!

Proud Duryodhan rushed to battle, strove to stop the turning tide,
And his stoutest truest warriors fought by proud Duryodhan’s side,

Onward still went Abhimanyu, Kurus strove and fought in vain,
Backward reeled and fell Duryodhan and his bravest chiefs were slain!

Next came Salya car-borne monarch ’gainst the young resistless foe,
Urged his fiery battle-coursers, stretched his death-compelling bow,

Onward still went Abhimanyu, Salya strove and fought in vain,
And his warriors took him bleeding from the reddened battle-plain!
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Next Duhsasan darkly lowering thundered with his bended bow,
Abhimanyu smiled to see him, kinsman and the dearest foe,

“Art thou he,” said Abhima.yu, “known for cruel word and deed,
Impious in thy heart and purpose, base and ruthless in thy greed?

Didst thou with the false Sakuni win a realm by low device,
Win his kingdom from Yudhishthir by ignoble trick of dice,

Didst thou in the council chamber with thy insults foul and keen
By her flowing raven tresses drag Yudhishthir’s stainless queen,

Didst thou speak to warlike Bhima as thy serf and bounden slave,
Wrong my father righteous Arjun, peerless prince and warrior brave?

Welcome! | have sought thee often, wished to cross thy tainted path,
Welcome! Dearest of all victims to my nursed and cherished wrath,

Reap the meed of sin and insult, draw on earth thy latest breath,
For | owe to Queen Draupadi, impious prince, thy spcedy death!™

Like a snake upon an ant-hill, on Duhsasan’s wicked heart
Fell with hissing wrath and fury Abhimanyu’s fiery dart,

From the loss of blood Duhsasan fainted on his battle-car,
Kuru chieftains bore him senseless from the blood-stained scene of war!

Next in gleaming arms accoutred came Duryodhan’s gallant son,
Proud and warlike as his father, famed for deeds of valour done,

Young in years and rich in valour, for alas! he fought too well,
And before his weeping father proud and gallant Lakshman fell!

Onward still went Abhimanyu midst the dying and the dead,
Shook from rank to rank the Kuru and their shattered army fled.

Then the impious Jayadratha, king of Sindhu's sounding shore,
Came forth in unrighteous concert with six car-borne warriors more,

Darkly closed the fatal circle with the gulfing surge's moan,
Dauntless with the seven chieflains brave Abhimanyu fought alone!
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Fell, alas, his peacock standard and his car was broke in twain,
Bow and sabre rent and' shattered and his faithful driver slain,

Heedless yet of death and danger, misty with the loss of blood,
Abhimanyu wiped his forehead, gazed where dark his foemen stood!

Then with wild despairing valour, flickering flame of closing life,
Mace in hand the heedless warrior rushed to end the mortal strife,

Rushed upon his startled foemen, Abhimanyu fought and fell,
And his deeds to distant ages bards and wand’ring minstrels tell!

Like a tusker of the forest by surrounding hunters slain,
Like a wood-consuming wildfire quenched upon the distant plain,

Like a mountain-shaking tempest spent in force and hushed and still,
Like the red resplendent day-god setting on the western hill,

Like the moon serene and beauteous quenched in eclipse dark and pale,
Lifeless slumbered Abhimanyu when the softened starlight fell!

Done the day of death and slaughter, darkening shadows close around,
Wearied warriors scek for shelter on the vast and tented ground,

Soldiers™ camp-fires brightly blazing, tent-lights shining from afar,

Cast their fitful gleam and radiance on the carnage of the war!
VII (abridged)

Romesh Dutt
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Oblation to Karna

Sacred Ganga, ample-bosomed, sweeps along in regal pride,
Rolling down her limpid waters through high banks on either side,

Childless dames and weeping widows thither in their anguish came,
Due and holy rites to render to departed chiefs of fame.
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Casting forth their jewelled girdles, gems and scarfs belaced with gold,
Gave oblations of the water unto warriors true and bold,

Unto fathers, unto husbands, unto sons in bat:le slayed,
Offerings of the sacred water sorrowing wives and mothers niade.

And so great the host of mourners wending to perform the rite,
That their footsteps made a pathway in the sad and sacred site,

And the shelving banks of Ganga peopled by the sorrowing train,
Wide-expanding, vast and sealike, formed a scene of woe and pain!

But a wave of keener sorrow swept o’er Pritha’s heaving breast,
As unto her weeping children thus her secret she expressed:

“He, my sons, the peerless howman, mighty in his battle-car,
Who by will of fate untimely was by Arjun slain in war,

e whom as the son of Radha, chariot-driver ve bave thought,
But who shone with Surva's lustre as his countless foes be fought,

He who faced vour stowtest warriors and in battle never failed,
Bravely led the Kuru forces and in danger never quailed.

He who knew no peer in prowess, owned in war no haughtier name,
Yielded life but not his honour and by death hath conquered fame,

He in truth who never faltered, never lefi his vow undone,
Offer unto him oblation, Karna was my eldest son!

Karna was vour honoured elder and the Sun inspired his birth,
Karna in his rings and armour Sun-like trod the spacious earth!”

Pritha spake; the Pandav brothers groaned in penitence and pain,
And they wept in woe and anguish for the brother they had slain,

Hissing forth his sigh of anguish like a crushed and wounded snake
Sad Yudhishthir to his mother thus his inward feelings spake:

“Didst thou, mother, bear the hero fathomless like ocean dread,
Whose unfailing glistening arrows like its countless billows sped,
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Didst thou bear that peerless archer all-resistless in his car,
Sweeping with the roar of ocean through the shattered ranks of war?

Didst thou hide the mighty warrior, mortal man of heavenly birth,
Crushing 'neath his arm of valour all his foemen on the earth,

Didst thou hide the birth and lineage of that chief of deathful ire,
As a man in folds of garments seeks to hide the flaming fire?

Arjun wielder of Gandiva was for us no truer stay
Than was Karna for the Kurus in the battle’s dread array,

Menarchs matched not Karna's glory nor his deeds of valour done,
Midst the mighty car-borne warriors mightiest warrior Karna shone!

Woe to us! our eldest brother we have in the battle slain,
And our nearest dearest clder fell upon the gory plain,

Not the dcath of Abhimanyu from the fair Subhadra torn,
Not the slaughter of the princes by the proud Draupadi borne,

Not the fall of friends and kinsmen and Panchala’s mighty host,
Like thy death afflicts my bosom, noble Karna loved and lost!

Monarch's empire, victor’s glory, all the treasures earth can yield,
Righteous bliss and heavenly gladness, harvest of the heavenly field,

All that wish can shape and utter. all that nourish hope and pride,
All were ours, O noble Karna, hadst thou rested by our side,

And this carnage of the Kurus these sad eyes had never seen,
Peace had graced our blessed empire, happy would the earth have been!”

Long bewailed the sad Yudhishthir for his elder loved and dead,
And oblation of the water to the noble Karna made,

And the royal dames of Kuru viewed the sight with freshening pain,
Wept to see the good Yudhishthir offering to his brother slain,

And the widowed queen of Karna with the women of his house
Gave oblations to her hero, wept her loved and slaughtered spouse!

Done the rites to the departed, done oblations to the dead,
Slowly then the sad survivors on the river's margin spread,
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Far along the shore and sandbank of the sacred sealike stream
Maid and matron lave their bodies "neath the morning’s holy beam,

And ablutions done, the Kurus slow and sad and cheerless part,

Wend their way to far Hastina with a void and vacant heart. X127
Romesh Dutt
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The Mother to Her Son

Out, arise, thou coward! lie not thus upon the ground o’erthrown
Shorn of pride, thy foes’ delight, thy friends’ shame, making fruitless moan.
Easily a paltry river with the meagre floods o’erflows,

Easily the fieldmouse with her mite of grain contented goes,

Easily the coward ceases, fainting from his great emprise.

Break the serpent’s fangs between thy hands and perish, not as dies
Impotent a whining dog, go deathward, but as circles o'er his pray,
But as wheels an angry falcon through the wide and azure day
Watching for his moment, thou in fcarless silence wait thy time

Or with resonant and far-voiced challenge waken war sublime.
Wherefore like a dead thing thunder-blasted liest thou on the ground
Rise, thou coward, scek not slumber while the victors jeer around.
Turn not miserably to thy set, but smiting with the sword

Make the world re-eho! deem that thou wast born to be its lord,

Not with middle place content nor abject; all subjection spurn.

Stand erect, whate’er befall thee, roaring on thy hunters turn.

Blaze out like a firebrand even if for a moment burning high,

Not like the poor fire of husks that smoulders long, afraid to die.
Better is the swift and glorious flame that mounting dies of power,
Not 1o smoke in squalid blackness, hour on wretched futile hour.

Out to battle, do thy man's work, falter not in high attempt;

So a man is quit before his God and saved from self-contempt.

For the great heart grieves not though he lose the glorious crown of strife,
But he does the work before him, holding cheap his body's life.

Show thy prowess, he the hero thou wast born, with flashing glaive,
Hew thy way with God before thee to the heaven of the brave. V. 131

Sri Aurobindo
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The Bridal of Damayanti

Came the day of happy omen, moonday meet, and moment apt;

Bhima to the Svayamvara summoned all the lords of earth.

One and all, upon the instant, rose th* enamoured lords of earth,
Suitors all to Damayanti in their loving haste they came.

They, the court with golden columns rich, and glittering portal arch,
Like the lions on the mountains entered they the hall of state.

There the lords of earth were seated, each upon his several throne;

All their fragrant garlands wearing, all with pendant ear-gems rich.
Arms were seen robust and vigorous as the ponderous battle mace,
Some like the five-headed serpents, delicate in shape and hue:

With bright locks profuse and flowing, fine-formed nose, and eye and brow,
Shone the faces of the Rajas like the radiant stars in heaven.

As with serpents, Bhogavati, the wide hall was full of kings;

As the mountain-caves with tigers, with the tiger-warriors full.
Damayanti in her beauty entered on that stately scene,

With her dazzling light entrancing every eye and every soul.

O’er her lovely person gliding all the eyes of those proud kings;

There were fixed, there moveless rested, as they gazed upon the maid.
Then as they proclaimed the Rajas, (by his name was each proclaimed,)
In dismay saw Bhima’s daughter, five in garb, in form the same.

On those forms, all undistinguished each from each, she stood and gazed.
In her doubt Vidarbha’s princess Nala’s form might not discern,
Whichsoe’er the form she gazed on, him her Nala, him she thought.
She within her secret spirit deeply pondering, stood and thought:

‘How shall I the gods distinguish? royal Nala how discern?’

Pondering thus Vidarbha’s maiden in the anguish of her heart—

Th’ attributes of the immortals sought, as heard of yore, to see.

“Th’ attributes of each celestial, that our aged sires describe,

As on earth they stand before me, not of one may I discern.’

Long she pondered in her silence, and again, again she thought.

To the gods, her only refuge, turned she at this trying hour.

With her voice and with her spirit she her humble homage paid.
Folding both her hands and trembling to the gods the maiden spake:
‘As when heard the swan’s sweet language chose | then Nishadha’s king,
By this truth I here adjure ye, oh, ye gods, reveal my lord!

As in word or thought | swerve not from my faith, all-knowing powers!
By this truth I here adjure ye, oh, ye gods, reveal my lord!
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As in word or thought I swerve not from my faith, all-knowing powers!
By this truth I here adjure ye, oh, ye gods, reveal my lord!

As the gods themselves have destined for my lord Nishadha’s king;

By this truth I here adjure ye, oh, ye gods, my lord reveal!

As niy vow, so pledged to Nala, holily must be maintained,

By this truth I here adjure ye, oh, ye gods my lord reveal!

Each the form divine assume ye, earth’s protectors, mighty lords;

So shall | discern my Nala, I shall know the king of men.’

As they heard sad Damayanti uttering thus her piteous prayer,

At her high resolve they wonder, steadfast truth and fervent love,
Holiness of soul, and wisdom, to her lord her constant faith.

As she prayed, the gods obedient stood with attributes revealed:

With unmoistened skins the Immortals saw she, and with moveless eyes;
Fresh their dust-unsullied garlands hovered they, nor touched the earth.
By his shadow doubled, dust-soiled, garlands-drooping, moist with sweat,
On the earth Nishadha’s monarch stood confessed, with twinkling eyes:
On the gods an instant gazed she, then upon the king of men;

And of right king Bhima’s daughter named Nishadha'’s king her lord.
Modestly the large-eyed maiden lifted up his garment’s hem,

Round his shoulders threw she lightly the bright zone of radiant flowers.
So she chose him for her husband, Nala, that high-hearted maid.

Then ‘alas! alas!’ burst wildly, from that conclave of the kings,

And ‘well done, well done,’ as loudly, from the gods and sages broke.
All in their ecstatic wonder glorified Nishadha’s king.

Then to royal Damayanti, Virasena’s kingly son,

To that slendér-waisted damsel spake he comfort in his joy;

‘Since thou’st own’d me for thine husband, in the presence of the gods,
For thy faithful consort know me, aye delighting in thy words.

While this spirit fills this body, maiden with the smile serene!

Thine am [, so long thine only, this the solemn truth | vow.’

Thus he gladdened Damayanti with the assurance of his faith.

Then, rejoicing in each other, that blest pair, upon the gods

Led by Agni, gazed in homage, on their great protectors gazed. 111 6.53

Sir M. Monier Williams
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Savitri and the God of Death

Then, having reached where woodland fruits did grow,
They gathered those, and filled a basket full;

And afterwards the Prince plied hard his axe,
Cutting the sacred fuel. Presently

There crept a pang upon him; a fierce throe

Burned through his brows, and, all asweat, he came
Feebly to Savitri, and moaned: ‘O wife,

| am thus suddenly too weak for work;

My veins throb, Savitri; my blood runs fire;

Itis as if a threefold fork were plunged

Into my brain. Let me lie down, fair Love!

Indeed. 1 cannot stand upon my feet.’

Thereon that noble lady, hastening near,

Stayed him, that would have fallen, with quick arms;
And, sitting on the earth, laid her lord’s head
Tenderly in her lap. So bent she, mute,

Fanning his face, and thinking "twas the day—

The hour—which Narada named—the sure fixed date
Of dreadful end—when, lo! before her rose

A shade majestic. Red his garments were,

His body vast and dark, like fiery suns

The eves which burned beneath his forehead-cloth;
Armed was he with a noose, awful of mien

This Form tremendous stood by Satyavan,

Fixing its gaze upon him. At the sight

The fearful Princess started to her feet.

Heedlully laying on the grass his head,

Up started she, with beating heart, and joined

Her palms for supplication, and spake thus

In accents tremulous: ‘Thou seem’st some god;

Thy mien is more than mortal; make me know

What god thou art, and what thy purpose here.’

And Yama (the dreadful God of death) said;

‘Thou art a faithful wife, O Savitri,
True to thy vows, pious, and dutiful;
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Therefore | answer thee. Yama [ am!

This Prince, thy lord, lieth at point to dic;

Him will I straightway bind and bear from life;
This is my office, and for this | come.”’

Then Savitri spake sadly: ‘It is taught,

Thy messengers are sent to fetch the dying;
Why is it, Mightiest, thou art come thyself?’

In pity of her love, the Pitiless
Answered,—the King of all the Dcad replied:
‘This was a Prince unparalleled, thy lord;
Virtuous as fair, a sea of goodly gifts,

Not to be summoned by a meaner voice
Than Yama’s own: therefore is Yama come.’

With that the gloomy God fitted his noose.

And forced forth from the Prince the soul of him—
Subtile, a thumb in length—which being reft,

Breath stayed. blood stopped, his body’s grace was gone,
And all life’s warmth to stony coldness turned.

Then, binding it, the Silent Presence bore

Satyavan’s soul away toward the South.

But Savitri the Princess followed him:
Being so bold in wifely purity,

So holy by her love: and so upheld,
She followed him.

Presently Yama turned.
‘Go back,” quoth he; “pay him the funeral dues.
Enough, O Savitri! is wrought for love;
Go back! too far already hast thou come.’
Then Savitri made answer: ‘| must go
Where my lord goes, or where my lord is borne;
Nought other is my duty. Nay, I think,
By reason of my vows, my services
Done to the Gurus, and my faultless love,
Grant but thy grace, | shall unhindered go.
The sages teach that to walk seven steps.
One awith another, maketh good men friends;
Beseech thee. let me say a verse to thee:—
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Be master of thyself, if thou wilt be

Servant of Duty. Such as thou shalt see

Not self-subduing, do no deeds of good

In youth or age, in household or in wood.

But wise men know that virtue is best bliss,

And all by some one way may reach to this.

It needs not men should pass through orders four
To come to knowledge: doing right is more
Than any learning; therefore sages say

Best and most excellent is Virtue’s way.’

Spake Yama then: ‘Return! yet [ am moved,
By those soft words; justly their accents fell,
And sweet and reasonable was their sense.
See. now, thou faultless one. Excepts this life
| bear away, ask any boon from me;

It shall not be denied.’

Savitri said:
‘Let. then, the King, my husband’s father, have
His eyesight back, and be his strength restored,
And let him live anew, strong as the sun.’

' give this gift,” Yama replied: ‘thy wish,
Blameless, shall be fulfilled. But now go back;
Already art thou wearied, and our road

I's hard and long. Turn back, lest thou, too, die.’

The Princess answered: *Weary am | not,
So | walk nigh my lord. Where he is borne,
Thither wend 1. Most mighty of the gods,

| follow whereso’er thou takest him.

A verse is writ on this, if thou wouldst hear:

There is nought better than to be
With noble souls in company:

There is nought dearer than to wend
With good friends faithful to the end.
This is the love whose fruit is sweet;
Therctfore to bide therein is meet.’
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Spake Yama, smiling: *Beautiful! Thy words
Delight me; they are excellent, and teach
Wisdom unto the wise, singing soft truth.
Look. now! Except the life of Satyavan,

Ask yet another—any—boon from me.’

Savitri said: ‘Let then, the pious King,

My husband’s father, who hath lost his throne,
Have back the Raj; and let him rule his realm
In happy righteousness. This boon | ask.’

‘He shall have back the throne,” Yama replied,
*And he shall reign in righteousness: these things
Will surely fall. But thou, gaining thy wish,
Return anon; so shalt thou "scape sore ill.’

‘Ah, awful God! Who hold’st the world in leash,’
The Princess said, ‘restraining evil men,

And leading good men,—even unconscious,—there
Where they attain, hear yet these famous words:

The constant virtues of the good are tenderness and love

To all that lives—in earth, air, sea—great, small—below, above,
Compassionate of heart, they keep a gentle thought for each,
Kind in their actions, mild in will, and pitiful of speech;

Who pitieth not he hath not faith; full many an one so lives,

But when an enemy seeks help the good man gladly gives.’

*As water tothe thirsting,” Yama said,
‘Princess, thy words melodious are to me.
Except the life of Satyavan thy lord,

Ask one boon yet again, for | will grant.’
Answer made Savitri: *The King, my sire,
Hath no male child. Let him see many sons
Begotten of his body. Who may keep

The royal line long regnant. This 1 ask.

‘So it shall be!” the Lord of death replied:

*A hundred fair preservers of his race

Thy sire shall boast. But this wish being won,
Return, dear Princess; thou hast come too far.’
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‘It is not far for me,’ quoth Savitri,

*Since I am near my husband; nay, my heart
Is set to go as far as to the end;

But hear these other verses, if thou wilt:

By that sunlit name thou bearest,
Thou, Vaivaswata! art dearest;

Those that as their Lord proclaim thee,
King of Righteousness do name thee;
Better than themselves the wise

T'rust the righteous. Each relies

Most upon the good. and makes
Friendship with them. Friendship takes
Fear from hearts; yet friends betray,

In good men we may trust alway.’

*Sweet lady ,” Yama said, ‘never were words
Spoke better; never truer heard by ear;

Lo! | am pleased with thee. Except this soul,
Ask one gift yet again. and get thee home.’

‘1 ask thee, then,” quickly the Princess cried,
*Sons, many sons, born of my body: boys;
Satyavan’s children; lovcly, valiant, strong.
Continuers of their line. Grant this, kind god’

‘I grant it,” Yama answered; ‘thou shalt bear
Those sons thy heart desireth, valiant, strong.
Therefore go back, that years be given thee.
Too long a path thou treadest. dark and rough.’
But, sweeter than before, the princess sang:

‘In paths of peace and virtue

Always the good remain;

And sorrow shall not stay with them,
Nor long access of pain;

At meeting or at parting

Joys to their bosom strike;

For good to good is friendly,

And virtue loves her like.

The great sun goes his journey
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By their strong truth impelled;
By their pure lives and penances
Is earth itself upheld;

Of all which live or shall live
Upon its hills and fields,

Pure hearts are the “protectors”,
For virtue saves and shields.

‘Never are noble spirits

Poor while their like survive;
True love has gems to render,
And virtue wealth to give.
Never is lost or wasted

The goodness of the good:;
Never against a mercy,
Against a right, it stood;

And seeing this, that virtue

Is always friend to all,

The virtuous and true-hearted,
Men their “protectors™ call.’

*Line for line, Princess! as thou sangest so,

Quoth Yama, ‘all that lovely praise of good.
Grateful to hallowed minds, lofty in sound,

And couched in dulcet numbers—word by word—
Dearer thou grew’st to me. O thou great heart,
Perfect and firm! ask any boon from me,—

Ask an incomparable boon!™

She cried
Swiftly, no longer stayed: ‘Not heaven | crave,
Nor heavenly joys, nor bliss incomparable,
Hard to be granted even by thee: but him,
My sweet lord’s life, without which I am dead:
Give me that gift of gifts! | will not take
Aught less without him,—not one boon,—no praise,
No splendours, no reward,- not even those sons
Whom thou didst promise. Ah, thou wilt not, now,
Bear hence the father of them, and my hope!
Make thy free word good:; give me Satyavan
Alive once more.’
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And thereupon the God—
The Lord of Justice, high Vaivaswata—
Loosened the noose and freed the Prince’s soul,
And gave it tothe lady, saying this,
With eyes grown tender: *See, thou sweetest queen
Of women, brightest jewel of thy kind!
Here is thy husband. He shall live and reign
Side by side with thee,—saved by thee.—in peacc.
And fame, and wealth, and health, many long ycars;
[For pious sacrifices world-renowned.
Boys shalt thou bear to him, as | did grant,—
Kshatriva kings. fathers of kings to be,
Sustainers of thy sire. Also, thy sire
Shall see his name upheld by sons of sons,
Like the immortals, valiant, Malavas.’ 11.291-7.111. 281

Sir Edwin Arnold

Bhagavadgita

29
The Sorrow of Arjuna

Krishna, Krishna,

Now as | look on
These my kinsmen
Arrayed for battle,

My limbs are weakened,
My mouth is parching,
My body trembles,

My hair stands upright,
My skin seems burning,
The bow Gandiva

Slips form my hand,
My brain is whirling
Round and round,

I can stand no longer:
Krishna, I see such
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Omens of evil!

What can we hope from
This killing of kinsmen?
What do | want with
Victory, empire,

Or their enjoyment?

O Govinda,

How can I care for

Power or pleasure,

My own life, even,

When all these others,
Teachers, fathers.
Grandfathers, uncles.

Sons and brothers,
Husbands of sisters,
Grandsons and cousins,

For whose sake only

I could enjoy them

Stand here ready

'To risk blood and wealth

In war against us?

Knower of all things,
Though they should slay me
How could | harm them?

I cannot wish it:

Never, never,

Not though it won me

The throne of the three worlds;
How much the less for
Earthly lordship! 1.28-34

Swami Prabhavananda and Christopher Isherwood
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30
The Vision

Then, O king! the God. so saying,
Stood, to Pritha’s Son displaying

All the splendour, wonder. dread

Of His vast Almighty-head.

Out of countless eyes beholding,

Out of countless mouths commanding,
Countless mystic forms enfolding

In one Form: supremely standing
Countless radiant glories wearing.
Countless heavenly weapons bearing,
Crowned with garlands of star-clusters,
Robed in garb of woven lustres,
Breathing from His perfect Presence
Breaths of all delicious essence

Of all sweetest odors; shedding
Blinding brilliance, overspreading—
Boundless, beautiful—-all spaces

From His all-regarding faces;

So He showed! If there should risc
Suddenly within the skies

Sunburst of a thousand suns

Flooding earth with rays undcemed of,
Then might be that Holy One’s
Majesty and glory dreamed of. X1 9-12

Sir Edwin Arnold
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VALMIKI
Ramayana

31
Rama and Sita

But Sita all the while, unhappy child,

Worshipped propitious gods. Her mind in drecams
August and splendid coronations dwelt

And knew not of that woe. Royal she worshipped.
A princess in her mind and mood, and sat

With expectation thrilled. To whom there came
Rama, downcast and sad, his forehead moist
From inner anguish. Dark with thought and shaken
He entered his august and jubilant halls.

She started from her seat, transfixed, and trembled,
For all the beauty of his face was marred.

Who when he saw his young beloved wife
Endured no longer: all his inner passion

Of tortured pride was opened in his face.

And Sita, shaken. cried aloud. “What grief
Comes in these cyes? Was not today thine hour
When Jupiter, the imperial planet, joins

With Pushya, that high constellation? Why

Art thou then pale, disturbed? Where is thy pomp,
Thy crowning where? No foam-white softness silk
With hundred-shafted canopy o'crhues

Thy kingly head, no fans o’erwave thy face

Like birds that beat their bright wings near a flower;
Minstrel nor orator attends thy steps

To hymn thy greatness, nor are heralds heard
Voicing high stanzas. Who has then forbade

The honeyed curds that Brahmins Veda-wise
Should pour on thy anointed brow, — the throngs
That should behind thee in a glory surge.—

The ministers and leading citizens

And peers and commons of the provinces

Apd commons metropolitan? Where stays

Thy chariot by four gold-clad horses drawn,
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Trampling, magnificent, wide-maned? thy huge
High-omened elephant, a thunder-cloud

Or moving mountain in thy front? thy seat
Enriched with curious gold? Such are the high
Symbols men lead before anointed kings
Through streets flower-crowned. But thou com’st careless, dumb,
Alone. Or if thy coronation still,

Hero, prepares and nations for thee wait,
Wherefore comes this grey face not seen before
In which there is no joy?” Trembling she hushed.
Then answered her the hope of Raghou’s line:
“Sita, my sire exiles me to the woods.

O high-born soul, O firm religious mind,

Be strong and hear me. Dussaruth my sire,
Whose royal word stands as the mountains pledged
To Bharath’s mother boons of old, her choice

In her selected time, who now prefers

Athwart the coronation’s sacred pomp

Her just demand; me to the Dundac woods

For fourteen years exiled and in my stead
Bharath, my brother, royally elect

To this wide empire. Therefore 1 come, to visit
And clasp thee once, ere to far woods I go.

But thou before King Bharath speak my name
Seldom; thou knowest great and wealthy men
Are jealous and endure not others’ praise.

Speak low and humbly of me when thou speakest,
Observing all his moods; for only thus

Shall man survive against a monarch’s brow.

He is a king, therefore to be observed,

Holy, since by a monarch’s sacred hands
Anointed to inviolable rule.

Be patient; thou art wise and good. For |

Today begin exile, Sita, today

Leave thee, O Sita. But when | am gone

Into the paths of the ascetics old

Do thou in vows and fasts spend blamelessly
Thy lonely seasons. With the dawn arise

And when thou hast adored the Gods, bow down
Before King Dussaruth, my father, then

Like a dear daughter tend religiously
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Cowshalya, my afflicted mother old;

Nor her alone, but all my father’s queens
Gratify with sweet love, smiles, blandishments
And filial claspings; — they my mothers are,
Nor than the breasts that suckled me less dear.
But mostly I would have thee show, beloved,
To Shatrughna and Bharath, my dear brothers,
More than my life-blood dear, a sister’s love
And a maternal kindness. Cross not Bharath
Even slightly in his will. He is thy king,
Monarch of thee and monarch of our house
And all this nation. 'Tis by modest awe

And soft obedience and high toilsome service
That princes are appeased, but being crossed
Most dangerous grow the wrathful hearts of kings
And mischiefs mean. Monarchs incensed reject
The sons of their own loins who durst oppose
Their mighty policies, and raise, of birth
Though vile, the strong and scrviceable man.
Here then obedicnt dwell unto the King,

Sita; but I into the woods depart.” .26

Sri Aurobindo
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32

Sita’s Vow

Rama spake, and soft-eyed Sita, cver sweet in speech and word,

Stirred by loving woman’s passion boldly answered thus her lord:

“Do I hear my husband rightly, are these words by Rama spake,
And her banished lord and husband will the wedded wife forsake?

Lightly I dismiss the counsel which my lord hath lightly said,

For it ill beseems a warrior and my husband’s princely grade!

For the faithful woman follows where her wedded lord may lead,
In the banishment of Rama, Sita's exile is decreed,
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Sire nor son nor loving brother rules the wedded woman's state,
With her lord she falls or rises, with her consort courts her fate,

If the righteous son of Raghu wends to forests dark and drear,
Sita steps before her husband wild and thorny paths to clear!

Like the tasted refuse water cast thy timid thoughts aside,
Take me to the pathless jungle, bid me by my lord abide,

Car and steed and gilded palace, vain are these to woman’s life,
Dearer is her husband’s shadow to the loved and loving wife!

FFor my mother often taught me and my father often spake,
That her home the wedded woman doth beside her husband make,

As the shadow to the substance, to her lord is faithful wife,
And she parts not from her consort till she parts with fleeting life!

Therefore bid me seek the jungle and in pathless forests roam,
Where the wild deer freely ranges and the tiger makes his home,

Happicr than in father’s mansions in the woods will Sita rove,
Waste no thought on home or kindred, nestling in her husband's love!

World-renowned is Rama’s valor, fearless by her Rama's side,
Sita still will live and wander with a faithful woman’s pride,

And the wild fruit she will gather from the fresh and fragrant wood,
And the food by Rama tasted shall be Sita's cherished food!

Bid me seek the sylvan greenwoods, wooded hills and plateaus high,
Limpid rills and crystal nullas as they softly ripple by,

And where in the lake of lotus tuneful ducks their plumage lave,
Let me with my loving Rama skim the cool translucent wave!

Years will pass in happy union,—happiest lot to woman given,—
Sita seeks not throne or empire, nor the brighter joys of heaven,

Hcaven conceals not brighter mansions in its sunny ficlds of pride,
Where without her lord and husband faithful Sita would reside!
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Therefore let me seek the jungle where the jungle-rangers rove.
Dearer than the royal palace, where | share my husband’s love,

And my heart in sweet communion shall my Rama’s wishes share
And my wifely toil shall lighten Rama’s load of woe and care!”

Vainly gentle Rama pleaded dangers of the jungle life,

Vainly spoke of toil and trial to a true and tender wife. 11.27
Romesh Dutt
BREEF
33

City in Mourning

Ayodhya, great city, seems

Like the night itself, in the pitch of dark
Where only cats are awake and owls,
Where men and monkeys keep to cover.

It looks like a river drying up
So that its shallows heat too soon
And waterfowl must surface, fish
And crocodiles restlessly stir.

It looks like a ruined army, warriors
Fallen everywhere, armour

Broken, elephants fallen, horses

And chariots fallen, banners thrown down.

It looks like the tide at ebb, brushed back
By a calm breeze, utterly quiet,

After its hour of foam and roar,

After its highest lifting wave.

It looks like an altar given up

After the Soma has been pressed,

The sacrificial implements

Left here and there, the priests all gone.
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It looks like a cow come into heat
But lacking the service of a bull
And standing, desolate, in the pen,
Refusing the offered new-cut grass.

It looks like a necklace with the stones
That made it precious all removed,
Stones whose lustre glittered out,
Perfectly round, the rarest kind.

It looks like earth shot from its base,
All of its goodness being spent,

Or a star plunged out of heaven,

All its radiance dimmed out.

It looks like a creeper shrivelled up,
Blackened by forest fire, a creeper
That in late spring, a mass of flowers,
Had addled all the hovering bees.

It looks like a densely clouded sky,
Cutting of f the moon and stars.

The market place and shops are all
Shut up, the townsmen deep in gloom.

It looks like a drunken party, all
The drinkers departed, having left
Behind their refuse, a carpeting
Of broken cups, voided of wine.

It looks like the fallen bow of a warrior
Dropped off his shoulders when an arrow
Split it, a long and hefty bow

Whose helpless string is broken now.

It looks like a young mare, unsaddled,
Standing forlorn and riderless;

Its rider was a daring man

And will not mount the saddle now.
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It looks like the sun when its great light

Is buried under blue-black clouds

And hidden there for many days

During the time of endless rain. 11.106
V.N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsyayan
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34
The Sandals

Tears nor sighs nor sad entreaty Rama’s changeless purpose shook,
Till once more with hands conjoinéd Bharat to his elder spoke:

“Rama, true to royal mercy, true to duties of thy race,
Grant this favour to thy mother, to thy brother grant this grace,

Vain were my unaided efforts to protect our father’s throne,
Town and hamlet, lord and tiller, turn to thee and thee alone!

Unto Rama, friends and kinsmen, chiefs and warriors, turn in pain,
And each city chiefand elder, and each humble village swain,

Base thy empire strong, unshaken, on a loyal nation’s will,
With thy worth and with thy valour serve thy faithful people still!”

Rama raised the prostrate Bharat to his ever-loving breast,
And in voice of tuneful hansa thus his gentle speech addrest:

“Trust me, Bharat, lofty virtue, strength and will to thee belong,
Thou could’st rule a world-wide empire in thy faith and purpose strong,

And our father’s ancient min’sters, ever faithful, wise and deep,
They shall help thee with their counsel and thy ancient frontiers keep.

List! the Moon may lose his lustre, Himalaya lose his snow,
Heaving Ocean pass his confines surging from the caves below,
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But the truth-abiding Rama will not move from promise given,
He hath spoke and will not falter, help him righteous Gods in heaven!”

Blazing like the Sun in splendour, beauteous like the Lord of Night,
Rama vowed his Vow of Duty, changeless in his holy might!

“Humble token,” answered Bharat, “still | seek from Rama's hand,
Token of his love and kindness, token of his high command,

From thy feet cast forth those sandals, they shall decorate the throne,
They shall nerve my heart to duty and shall safely guard thy own,

They shall to a loyal nation absent monarch’s will proclaim,
Watch the frontiers of the empire and the people’s homage claim!

Rama gave the looscned sandals as his younger humbly prayed,
Bharat bowed to them in homage and his parting purpose said:

“Not alone will banished Rama barks and matted tresses wear,
Fourteen years the crownéd Bharat will in hermit’s dress appear.

Henceforth Bharat dwells in palace guised as hermit of the wood,
In the sumptuous hall of feasting wild fruit is his only food.

Fourteen years shall pass in waiting, weary toil and penance dire,
Then, if Rama comes not living, Bharat dies upon the pyre!™ 1. 122.9-26
Romesh Dutt
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35
Winter in Panchavati

Came and passed the golden autumn in the forest’s gloomy shade,
And the northern blasts of winter swept along the silent glade,

When the chilly night was over, once at morn the prince of fame
For his morning’s pure ablutions to the Godavari came.

Meek-eyed Sita softly followed with the pitcher in her arms,
Gallant Lakshman spake to Rama of the Indian winter’s charms:
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*Comes the bright and bracing winter to the royal Rama dear,
Like a bride the beauteous season doth in richest robes appear,

Frosty air and freshening zephyrs wake to life each mart and plain,
And the corn in dewdrop sparkling makes a sea of waving green,

But the village maid and matron shun the freezing river’s shore,
By the fire the village elder tells the stirring tale of yore!

With the winter’s ample harvest men perform each pious rite,
To the Fathers long departed, to the Gods of holy might.

With the rite of agrayana pious men their sins dispel,
And with gay and sweet observance songs of love the women tell,

And the monarchs bent on conquest mark the winter’s cloudless glow,
Lead their bannered cars and forces 'gainst the rival and the foe!

Southwards rolls the solar chariot, and the cold and widowed North
Reft of ‘bridal mark’ and joyance coldly sighs her sorrows forth,

Southward rolls the solar chariot, Himalaya, *home of snow.’
True to name and appellation doth in whiter garments glow,

Southward rolls the solar chariot, cold and crisp the frosty air,
And the wood of flower dismantled doth in russet robes appear!

Star of Pushya rules December and the night with rime is hoar,
And beneath the starry welkin in the woods we sleep no more,

And the pale moon mist-enshrouded sheds a faint and feeble beam,
As the breath obscures the mirror, winter mist obscures her gleam,

Hidden by the rising vapour faint she glistens on the dale.
Like our sun-embrownéd Sita with her toil and penance pale!

Sweeping blasts from western mountains through the gorges whistle by
And the saras and the curlew raise their shrill and piercing cry,

Boundless fields of wheat and barely are with dewdrops moist and wet,
And the golden rice of winter ripens like the clustering date,

Peopled marts and rural hamlets wake to life and cheerful toil,
And the peaceful happy nations prosper on their fertile soil!
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Mark the sun in morning vapours—like the moon subdued and pale—
Brightening as the day advances piercing through the darksome veil,

Mark his gay and golden lustre sparkling o’er the dewy lea,
Mantling hill and field and forest, painting bush and leaf and tree,

Mark it glisten on the green grass, on each bright and bending blade,
Lighten up the long drawn vista, shooting through the gloomy glade!

Thirst-impelled the lordly tusker still avoids the freezing drink,
Wild duck and the tuneful hansa doubtful watch the river’s brink,

From the rivers wrapped in vapour unseen cries the wild curlew
Unseen rolls the misty streamlet o’er its sandbank soaked in dew,

And the drooping water-lily bends her head beneath the frost,
Lost her fresh and fragrant beauty and her tender petals lost!

Now my errant fancy wanders to Ayodhya’s distant town,
Where in hermit’s barks and tresses Bharat wears the royal crown,

Scorning regal state and splendour, spurning pleasures loved of yore,
Spends his winter day in penance, sleeps at night upon the floor,

Aye! perchance Sarayu’s waters seeks he now, serene and brave,
As we seek, when dawns the daylight, Godavari’s limpid wave!” 111 13
Romesh Dutt
* ok kg%

36
The Season of Rain

Nine months through the rays of the sun
The sky had held the rain in its womb

It drinks up the waters of the seas

And waters are born from it, transformed.

Just now it seems quite reasonable

To drape the sun in flower chains,
Climbing to heaven on the steps

Of lacquered clouds, scaled to the sun.
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The sky seems bruised, its bandages—
Tufts of soft and fleecy clouds,
Moving from the ruddy dusk,
Coppery, silver just at their edge.

The sky seems lovesick, very pale,

With ashen clouds, his sighs the breezes,
The twilight glimmer like a stroke

Of sandal painted on his brow.

The wind, sprung form the womb of clouds,
Cool and good as lotus petals,

Scented with Ketaka, cupped

In your hands, can now be drunk.

The mountains, wrapped in cloudy deerskin,

Bearing the sacred thread of streams,
Their mastered breath the wind in caves,
Seem like sages at their thought.

Heaven is being flogged by whips

Of long gold lightning, and growls
Through the low bellowing of the clouds,
A wounded thing in agony.

The lightning that flashes the cloud’s
Dark lap suddenly seems

To be my own miserable Sita
Struggling in Ravana’s lap.

These horizons, dear to all

Who love, are buried now,

Smeared by a thickened paste of clouds,
The planets and the moon snuffed out.

Look at these Kutaja flowers

That blossom on the slopes of hills,
Some of them dimmed in smoky scud,
And shaking in their wish for rain.
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These blossoms seem to quiet,
The desire | suffer with more desire.

The dust has fallen, the wind is cooling down,
The worst of summer done, the royal armies
Set to march, must wait at ease, and those

Far off begin their long processional home.

The herons with their mates are heading toward
Himalayan perches thrilling at their flight;

On muddy roads, oxcarts slide and sink,
Laboring in the drench of endless rain.

The sky, spread out with clouds, appears as one
Immense and quiet body of water, here,

Open and light, there dark, and there,

Suddenly blocked by clouds piled up like peaks.

Their waters mingled with the muddy ochre
Of the hills, mingled with the bloom

Of teak and of Kadambhu, streams flash down
And peacocks echo them with liquid cries.

The clouds bellow them with their thunder everywhere,
Like great elephants shouldering through the front

Of battle, lightning for their oriflamme

And garlanded with strung-out flights of geese.

Their great bulks cresting like mountain tops.

That flock of geese, circling overhead,

Flies as if lashed ahead by lust for clouds;

It seems a wreath of snowy lotus meant

For heaven, trembling at those windy heights.

The forest glitters as the peacocks dance,

Kadamba trees lift up their gift of gold,

Bulls are swollen taut with their desire.

And the earth spreads out its shining crop of green. V.28

V.N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsyavan
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37
The Asoka Garden

Crossed the ocean’s boundless waters. Hanuman in duty brave,
Lighted on the emerald island girdled by the sapphire wave,

And in tireless quest of Sita scarched the margin of the sea,
In a dark Asoka garden hid himself within a tree.

Creepers threw their clasping tendrils round the trees of ample height,
Stately palm and feathered cocoa, fruit and blossoms pleased the sight,

Herds of tame and gentle creatures in the grassy meadow strayed,
Kokils sang in leaty thicket, birds of plumage lit the shade,

Limpid lakes of scented lotus with their fragrance filled the air,
Homes and huts of rustic beauty pecped through bushes green and fair,

Blossoms rich in tint and fragrance in the checkered shadow gleamed.
Clustering fruits of golden beauty in the yellow sunlight beamed!

Brightly shone the red ASoka with the morning’s golden ray,
Kurnikara and Kinsuka dazzling as the light of day.

Brightly prew the flower of Champak in the vale and on the reef.
Punnaga and Saptuparna with its seven-fold scented leaf,

Rich in blossoms many tinted, grateful to the ravished eyc,
Gay and green and glorious Lanka was like garden of the sky,

Rich in fruit and laden creeper and in beauteous bush and tree,
Flower-bespangled golden Lanka was like gem-bespangled sea!

Rose a palace in the woodlands girt by pillars strong and high,
Snowy-white like fair Kailasa cleaving through the azure sky,

And its steps were ocean coral and its pavement yellow gold,
White and gay and heaven-aspiring rose the structure high and bold!

By therichand royal mansion Hanuman his eyes did rest,
On a woman sad and sorrowing in her sylvan garments drest,

Like the moon obscured and clouded, dim with shadows deep and dark,
Like the smoke-enshrouded red fire, dying with a feeble spark,
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Like the tempest-pelted lotus by the wind and torrent shaken,
Like the beauteous star Rohini by a graha overtaken!

Fasts and vigils paled her beauty, tears bedimmed her tender grace,
Anguish dwelt within her bosom, sorrow darkened on her face,

And she lived by Rakshas guarded, as a faint and timid deer,
Severed from her herd and kindred when the prowling wolves are near,

And her raven locks ungathered hung behind in single braid,
And her gentle eye was lightless, and her brow was hid in shade!

“This is she! the peerless princess, Rama’s consort loved and lost,
This is she! the saintly Sita, by a cruel fortune crost,”

Hanuman thus thought and pondered: “On her graceful form I spy,
Gems and gold by sorrowing Rama oft depicted with a sigh,

On her ears the golden pendants and the tiger’s sharpened tooth,
On her arms the jewelled bracelets, tokens of unchanging truth,

On her pallid brow and bosom still the radiant jewels shine,
Rama with a sweet affection did in early days entwine!

Hermit's garments clothe her person, braided is her raven hair,
Matted bark of trees of forest drape her neck and bosom fair,

And a dower of dazzling beauty still bedecks her peerless face,
Though the shadowing tinge of sorrow darkens all her earlier grace!

This is she! the soft-eyed Sita, wept with unavailing tear,
This is she! the faithful consort, unto Rama ever dear,

Unforgetting and unchanging, truthful still in deed and word,
Sita in her silent suffering sorrows for her absent lord,

Still for Rama lost but cherished, Sita heaves the choking sigh,
Sita lives for righteous Rama, for her Rama she would die!” V.15

Romesh Dutt
EJE O 3
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Buddhacharita

38
The Great Departure

Thus the best of men, beautiful in form and shining like black-
tracked Agni, instructed the white horse, the best of steeds, in his duty as
though he were a friend, and mounted him to go to the forest, just as the
sun, blazing like fire, mounts a white autumnal cloud.

Thereon the good horse suppressed all neise, that would seem
terrifying in the night-time or might awaken the attendants; his jaws were
soundless and he silenced his neighing, as he went forth with steady
steps.

Then the Yakshas bowed down their bodies and bore up his hoofs of f
the ground with the tips of their hands, that thrilled with joy; their
forcarms were adorned with golden bands and their hands were like
lotuses, so that they seemed to be throwing lotuses beneath him.

The city gatehouses, which were closed with gates furnished with
heavy bars and which could not easily have been forced even by
elephants, opened noiselessly of their own accord as the king’s son
passed along.

Then he went forth out of his father’s city, in the firmness of his
resolve quitting without concern his father, who was devoted to him, his
youngson, his affectionate people and his unequalled magnificence.

Thereon he, whose eyes were long like stainless lotuses born of the
mud, looked back at the city and uttered a lion-roar: "l shall not be
entering the city named after Kapila, till I have seen the further shore of
life and death."

Hearing his words, the troops of the court of the Lord of Wealth
rejoiced, and the hosts of gods with joyful minds foretold the fulfilment
ot his resolve.

Other heavenly beings of fiery lorms recognized his purpose to be of
the greatest difficulty and. like moon-beams piercing a rift in a cloud,
produced a bright light on his frosty path.

But that steed, like a steed of the Sun, speeding on as if spurred in
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mind, and the prince travelled very many leagues, before the stars in the
sky grew discoloured with the dawn.

Then the world’s eye, the sun, rose in a moment, and the best of men
saw the hermitage of the descendant of Bhrigu.

When he saw it with the deer sleeping in perfect trust and the birds
sitting at peace, he felt, as it were, rested and as if the goal were attained.

In order to eschew arrogance and to show honour to asceticism, and
in accordance with his politeness he dismounted from the horse. ,

And alighting, he patted his steed, saying, “Your task is
accomplished”, and well-pleased he said to Chandaka, bedewing him as
it were with his eye:—

“In following this horse, whose speed is like that of Tarkshya you
have shown, good friend, both loyalty to me and your own prowess.

Although | am entirely given up to other matters, I am gripped to the
heart by you, who possess equally this devotion to your master in such a
degree and also capability.

A man, though not devoted, may be capable, or though not capable,
may be devoted; but it is hard to find in the world a man like you who is
at the same time loyal and capable.

Therefore | am well-pleased with this your noble action in displaying
towards me this feeling, which takes no count even of possible rewards.

Who would not be favourably disposed to a man in a position to
reward him? In the opposite case even kinsfolk for the most part become
strangers.

The son is cherished to continue the family; the father is honoured to
obtain maintenance. The attachment of the world is always due to some
motive. No feeling that this or that person is one’s kin subsists without a
cause.

Why speak many words? In short, you have done me a very great
kindness. Return with the horse. | have arrived at the desired spot.”

With these words the mighty prince unloosed his ornaments and
gave them to Chandaka, whose mind smarted with sorrow, in order to do
him benefit.

Taking from his diadem the blazing jewel, which performed the
function of a light, he stood like mount Mandara with the sun on it, and
uttered these words:—
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“With-this jewel, Chanda, you must make repeated obeisance to the
king, and in order to abate his grief you must in full confidence give him
this message from me:—

“I have entered the penance grove to put an end to birth and death,
and not forsooth out of yearning for Paradise, or out of lack of affection
or out of anger.

Therefore you should not grieve for me, since I have left my home

for this purpose. For a union, however long it has lasted, in time will
cease to be.” V.79-87 and V1. 1-16

E.H. Johnston
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39
The Leave Taking

On hearing these words Chanda was overcome with anguish and,
folding his hands, replied with a voice strangled with sobs:—

“At this disposition of yours, O my lord, which must cause distress
to your kinsfolk, my mind sinks down like an elephant in the mud of a
river.

To whom would not such a determination as this of yours cause
tears, cven if his heart were of iron, how much more when it is faltering
with love?

For this delicacy of limb, fitted only for lying in a palace, is not
compatible with the ground of the penance grove, covered by sharp
blades of darbha-grass.

But as for my bringing this horse to you after hearing your resolve, it
was some divine power, O my lord, that forcibly caused me to do it.

For if 1 had been in command of myself, how could I, on knowing
this your resolve, have brought you the horse, the bale of Kapilavastu?

Therefore, O mighty prince, you should not desert, as a nihilist the
good Law, your loving aged father, who yearns so for his son.

Nor should you forget, like an ingrate kind treatment, the queen,
your second mother, who exhausted herself in bringing you up.

You should not abandon, like a coward the sovereignty he has
obtained, the virtuous princess, mother of a young son, devotedly faithful
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to her husband and of illustrious lineage.

You should not abandon, like a vicious man his excellent repute, the
young son of Yasodhara, worthy of praise and best of the cherishers of
fame and dharma.

Or if, O my master, you are determined to abandon your father and
your kingdom, you should not abandon me. For your feet are my sole
refuge.

| cannot leave you in the forest, as Sumantra did Raghava, and go to
the city with burning heart.”

The best of speakers heard these words of the grief-stricken Chanda
and spoke to him, self-possessed and with the utmost firmness:—

“Quit this affliction, Chanda, over parting from me; separation is the
fixed law among corporeal beings, in that they are subject to different
births.

Should affection lead me not to quit my kinsfolk of myself, still
death would part us one from the other against our wills.

My mother bore me in her womb with pains and great longing. Her
efforts have been fruitless. What am | to hernow orshe tome?

As birds collect on the roosting tree and then go their separate ways
again, so inevitably the union of beings ends in their parting.

And as the clouds come together and depart asunder again, so | deem
the meeting and severance of creatures that draw breath.

Since such is the case then, my good friend, be not afflicted; go your
way. But if your affection tarries, still go and then return again.

And you should say to the folk in Kapilavastu, who keep regard for
me, “Quit your love for him and hear his resolve.

Either, he says, he will quickly come back, after destroying birth and
death; or, lacking in right effort and failing to reach the goal, he will
perish.” "

On hearing his speech, Kanthaka, the finest of steeds, licked his feet
and shed scalding tears.

With his webbed hand, which was marked with svastikas and bore
the wheel sign on the palm, the prince stroked Kanthaka and spoke to
him as if he were his comrade of like age:—

“Do not shed tears, Kanthaka, you have displayed the qualities of a
good horse. Be patient; this your toil will soon bring forth its fruit.”

Then he resolutely took from Chanda’s hand the sharp sword which
had a jewelled hilt and was decorated with gold inlay, and drew it from

62 o A Treasury of Sanskrit Poetry



the scabbard, as if he were drawing a snake from a hole.

Having unsheathed it with its blade dark blue as a blue lotus petal, he
cut off his decorated headdress with the hair enclosed in it and tossed it
with the muslin trailing from it into the air, as though tossing a goose
into a lake.

And the inhabitants of Heaven caught it reverently, as it was thrown,
with the intention of worshipping it, and the divine hosts paid it due
adoration in Heaven with celestial honours.

Then he dismissed the weeping Chandaka and, wearing the ochre
robe and bearing the fame of his steadfastness, moved majestically to
where the hermitage was, resembling the monarch of the stars enveloped
in a sunset cloud

Then when his master went thence to the penance grove in his
discoloured clothes and free from desire for rule, the groom flung up his
arms and, wailing bitterly, fell to the ground.

Looking back once more, he wept aloud and clasped the horse,
Kanthaka, with his arms. Then in despair he lamented again and again
and started for the city with his body, but not with his mind.

Sometimes he brooded and sometimes he lamented, sometimes he
stumbled and sometimes he fell. So journeying in grief under the force of
his devotion, he performed many actions on the road in complete
abandon. VI1.25-36.42-47.50-57.65-68.

F.H. Johnston
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40
The Grief of Yasodhara

But then up spoke Yasodhara, her eyes reddened with anger, her
voice choking with the bitterness born of despair, her bosom heaving
with sighs, and tcars streaming down with the gricf she was enduring.—

“Where, Chandaka, has he gone, my heart’s desire, after deserting
me at night against my will while I slept? My mind trembles, when both
you and Kanthaka have returned, while three went forth together.

Why do you weep here to-day, you brute, after doing me an ignoble,
unkind, unfriendly deed? Hold back your tears, be contented in mind.
Tears go ill with that deed of yours.

For through you, his loving obedient faithful good companion,
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always doing what is proper, my lord has gone never to return. Rejoice,
by good fortune your toil is rewarded with success.

Better is it for a man to have a wise enemy than a silly friend, who is
skilful only in the wrong way. For your imprudence and so-called
friendship have wrought great ruin for this family.

For these princesses, with their ornaments laid aside and their eyes
reddened and stained by incessant tears, are sorely to be pitied like
widows whose splendour has departed, though their lord is still in
existence as much as are the Himalayas or the earth.

And these rows of pavilions seems to weep together with the women,
on separation from him, casting up their pinnacles for arms and heaving
long sighs with their enamoured doves.

This horse Kanthaka too must have been desirous of my ruin in
every way; for, when everyone was asleep at night, he thus carried off
my treasure from here, like a jewel-thief.

Seeing that he is certainly able to stand up even to the strokes of the
arrows that fall on him, not to speak of the whip, how was it he went off
under fear of the fall of the whip, taking with him my good fortune and
my heart together?

To-day the base creature neighs loudly, filling as it were the royal
abode; but when he was carrying away my beloved, it was then that the
wretched horse was dumb.

For if he had neighed and so woken up the people, or if he had made
a noise with his hoofs, or if he had made the loudest sound he could with
his jaws, such suffering would not have come on me.”

If it is not to be my lot to look up at the sweetly-smiling long-eyed
face of my lord, still is this poor Rahula never to be dandled in his
father's lap?

Alas! If my lord is tender in body and high in spirit, how cruel and
exceeding hard is his mind, when in sooth he abandons such an infant
son with his babbling talk, who would charm even an enemy.

My heart too is certainly exceeding hard, made of stone or even of
iron, in that it does not break in its orphaned state, when my lord,
accustomed to all pleasures, has departed to the forest without his royal
glory.” VIIL 31-34,67-69

E.H. Johnston
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4]
The Final Penance

He bathed and, as in his emaciation he came painfully up the bank of
the Nairanjana, the trees growing on the slope bent low the tips of their
branches in adoration to give him a helping hand.

Atthat time on divine instigation Nandabala, the daughter of the cow
herd chief, went there, joy bursting from her heart.

She was wearing a dark-blue cloth and her arms were brilliant with
white shells, so that she seemed like Yamuna, best of rivers, when its
dark-blue water is wreathed with foam.

Her delight was enhanced by faith, and her blue-lotus cyes opened
wide, as, doing obeisance with her head, she caused him to accept milk
rice.

By partaking of it he secured for her the full reward of her birth, and
himself through the satisfaction of the six sense faculties became capable
of obtaining enlightenment.

Then the sage’s form together with his fame reached [ull roundness
and he bore united in his single person the loveliness of the moon and the
steadfastness of the ocean.

The five mendicants, holding that he had renounced the holy life, left
him, as the five elements leave the thinking soul when it is liberated.

On this, with his resolution for sole companion, he made up his mind
for enlightenment and proceeded to the root of a pipal tree, where the
ground was carpeted with green grass.

Then at that moment Kala, the best of serpents, whose might was as
that of the king of elephants, was awakened by the incomparable sound
of his feet, and, realizing that the great sage had determined on
enlightenment, he uttered this eulogy:—

“Since, O sage, the earth thunders, as it were, again and again, as it is
pressed by your feet, and since your splendour shines forth as of the sun,
certainly you will today enjoy the desired result.

Since, O lotus-eyed one, the flocks of blue jays, circling in the air,
proceed round you right-handed, and since gentle breezes blow in the
sky, today without doubt you will become a Buddha.”

Then, after the lordliest of serpents had thus extolled him, he took
clean grass from a grass-cutter, and, betaking himself to the foot of the
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great pure tree, he made a vow for enlightenment and seated himself.

Then he took up the supreme, immovable cross-legged posture with
his limbs massed together like the coils of a sleeping serpent, saying, “I
will not rise form this position on the ground till | achieve the completion
of my task”.

Then when the Holy One took his seat with determined soul, the
denizens of the heavens felt unequalled joy, and the birds and the
companies of wild beasts refrained from noise nor did the forest trees,
when struck by the wind, rustle at all. XI1. 108-121

E.H. Johnston
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42
The Army of Mara

Then as soon as Mara thought of his army in his desire to obstruct the
tranquility of the Sakya sage, his followers stood round him, in various
forms and carrying lances, trees, javelins, clubs and swords in their hands;

Having the faces of boars, fishes, horses, asses and camels, or the
countenances of tigers, bears, lions and elephants, one-eyed, many-
mouthed, three-headed, with pendulous bellies and speckled bellies;

Without knees or thighs, or with knees vast as pots, or armed with
tusks or talons, or with skulls for faces, or with many bodies, or with half
their faces broken off or with huge visages;

Ashy-grey in colour, tricked out with red spots, carrying ascetics’
staves, with hair smoke-coloured like a monkey's, hung round with
garlands, with pendent ears like elephants, clad in skins or entirely naked;

With half their countenances white or half their bodies green; some
also copper-coloured, smoke-coloured, tawny or black; some too with
arms having an overgarment of snakes, or with rows of jangling bells at
their girdles;

Tall as toddy-palms and grasping stakes, or of the stature of children
with projecting tusks, or with the faces of sheep and the eyes of birds, or
with cat-faces and human bodies;

With dishevelled hair, or with topknots and half-shaven polls,
clothed in red and with disordered headdresses, with bristling faces and
frowning visages, suckers of the vital essence and suckers of the mind.

66 o A Treasury of Sanskrit Poetry



Some, as they ran, leapt wildly about, some jumped on each other;
while some gambolled in the sky, others sped along among the treetops.

One danced about, brandishing a trident; another snorted, as he
trailed a club; one roared like a bull in his excitement, another blazed fire
from every hair.

Such were the hordes of fiends who stood encompassing the root of
the bodhi tree on all sides, anxious to seize and to kill, and awaiting the
command of their master.

Beholding in the beginning of the night the hour of conflict between
Mara and the bull of the Sakyas, the sky lost its brightness, the earth
shook and the quarters blazed and crashed.

The wind raged wildly in every direction, the stars did not shine, the
moon was not seen, and night spread forth still thicker darkness and all
the oceans were troubled. XIII. 18-29

EH. Johnston
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43
The Enlightenment

At that moment of the fourth watch, when the dawn came up and all
that moves or moves not was stilled, the great seer reached the stage
which knows no alteration, the sovereign leader the state of omniscience.

When, as the Buddha, he knew this truth, the earth swayed like a
woman drunken with wine, the quarters shone bright with crowds
Siddhas, and mighty drums resounded in the sky.

Pleasant breezes blew softly, the heaven rained moisture from a
cloudless sky, and from the trees there dropped flowers and fruit out of
due season as if to do him honour.

At that time, just as in Paradise, mandarava flowers, lotuses and
water-lilies of gold and beryl fell from the sky and bestrewed the place of
the Sakya sage.

At that moment none gave way to anger, no one was ill or
experienced any discomfort, none resorted to sinful ways or indulged in
intoxication of mind; the world became tranquil, as though it had reached
perfection. XIV. 86-90

E.H. Johnston
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BHASA

Svapna Vasavadatta

44
Flight of Cranes

Straight sometimes, sometimes scattered, or curving,

Or, as they wheel, crooked as the Great Bear’s fork,

Their flight gleams like a contour of the sky,

Pale as a snake's belly, its skin just shed. Iv.2

I'N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. V'atsvavan
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Charudatta

45
Moonrise

The moonrise, pale as the dried date palm;

Comfort of young girls, lamp of the highway.

Its shine tumbles into the pits of dark

Like milk flooding the caking mud of pools 1.29
VN Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsvayan
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From Subhashita Ratnakosha of Vidyakara

46
The Magic of Moonlight

The cat, thinking its rays are milk.

licks them from the dish;

the elephant, seeing them woven through the lattice of the trees,
takes them for lotus stems;

68 o A Treasury of Sanskrit Poetry



the damsel after love would draw them from her couch
as if they were her dress:
see how the moon in its pride of light
has cozened all the world. 905

D.H.H. Ingalls
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47
End of the Rains

The sun gives sharp pain

like a low man newly rich.

The deer drops his horns

like a thankless friend.

The waters grow lucid

like a saint’s pious thought;

and the mud is squeezed dry

like a poor man who keeps a mistress 276

D 1L H. Ingalls
ok ok kR

From Subhashita Ratnakosha of Vidyakara e 69



HALA
Gatha Sattasai

48
Verses

1

Distance destroys love,

So does the lack of it:

Gossip destroys love,

And sometimes

It takes nothing

To destroy love. 81

2

His form
In my eyes,
His touch
In my limbs,
His words
In my ears,
His heart
In my heart:
Now who’s
Separated? 132

3

As the traveller, eyes raised,
Cupped hands filled with water, spreads
His fingers and lets it run through,
She pouring it reduces the trickle 161

4

The way he stared,
| kept covering my self,
Not that | wanted him
To look elsewhere. 73
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As the bridegroom

Feigning sleep
Sidles towards her,

Her thighs stiffen and swiftly
With trembling hand

She clasps the knot.

6

Before the white jasmine
Could unfold, impetuous bee,
You've mangled it.

In her first labour,
She tells her friends,
‘1 won’t let him
Touch me again’ They laugh.

8

With a bored smile
Giving him a jujube berry
Marked with their son’s first bite,
‘Look at this, she said.

9

Scared of the barber, the child bolts
And behind him his mother,

Hair pushed back, skirt hitched, runs.

10

Let faithful wives
Say what they like,

I don’t sleep with my husband
Even when | do.

11

Afraid of midday heat,
Even your shadow
Strays under your feet:
Come into the shade, traveller.

648

444

200

291

888
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12

Wings hanging down, necks drawn in,
Sitting on fences as though spitted,
Crows get soaked in the rain. 564

13

Buffalos look back
And say goodbye to the grove,
As butchers, long knives in hand,
Take them away. 682

14

The moment it meets a bowstring,
The simple arrow’s in flight:
Can the straight be friends
With the bent? 424

Arvind Krishna Mehrotra
15

How she scolded him,

The traveller, last might,

Handing straw out for his bed.

This morning, picking up the pieces,

How she weeps. 379

Edwin Gerow and Peter Dent
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SUDRAKA
Mricchakatika

49
The Storm

The sky, flung with piling clouds worked by the wind

To wild and shifty shapes, seems like frescoed wall;

Now they are herons pairing, now a flight of swans,

Now fish and crocodiles rolled by the sea, now towered castles.

Clouds, dark as wet leaves have soaked up the sun;

Anthills, collapsed by rain, go down like elephants showered with
arrows;

Lightning flares like a lamp that someone bears up and down in a
mansion;

The moonlight was carried off like the wife of a helpless man.

At Indra’s command, the clouds

Hoist up the earth with chords of streaming silver;
Like elephants harnessed with lightning,

They heave and shoulder against each other.

Treble on palm leaf, bass on shrubs,

Sharp on stones, soft on ponds,

The rain beats out its music, a Vina,

Its chords plucked by an accomplished hand. V.

V.N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vatsyayan

Thundercloud, I think you are wicked.

You know I’m going to meet my own lover,

And yet you first scare me with your thunder,

And now you’re trying to caress me

With your rain-hands. V.28

John Brough
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50
On Being Poor

Ah, Poverty, | mourn for your sad fate.

So long ago you claimed me as your friend,

And ever since you have been my constant guest.

Where will you find a home when I am dead? 1.38

John Brough
| am not saddened by the loss of riches,
For riches flows in and out with turns of luck.
This is what hurts: the golden prop removed,
Friendships grow suddenly feeble, start to totter. 113

I"N. Misra, L. Nathan and S. Vaisyayan
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VISHNU SARMA

Panchatantra

S
Kings

In sensuous coil

And heartless toil,

In sinuous course

And armoured force,

In savage harms

That yield to charms—
In all these things

Are the snakes like kings.

Uneven, rough,

And high enough—
Yet low folk roam
Their flanks as home,
And wild things haunt
Them, hungry, gaunt—
In all these things

Are hills like kings.

The things that claw, and the things that gore
Are unreliable things:
And so is a man with a sword in his hand,
And rivers, and women. and kings. I. 52-54

Arthur W. Ryder
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52
The Penalty of Virtue

The fruit-tree’s branch by very wealth
Of fruit is bended low;

The peacock’s feathered pride compels
A sluggish gait and slow;

The blooded horse that wins his race,

Must like a cow be led:

The good in goodness often find
An enemy to dread.

Where Jumna’s waves roll blue
With sands of sapphire hue,
Black serpents have their lair;
And who would hunt them there,
But that a jewel’s bright star
From each hood gleam afar?

By virtue rising, all

By that same virtue fall.

The man of virtue commonly
Is hateful to the king,
While riches to the scamps and fools
Habitually cling:
The ancient chant “By virtuc great
Is man” has run to seed;
The world takes rare and little note
Of any plucky deed. 1.29799

Arthur W. Ryder
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53
Fate

Success complete

In any feat

Is sure to bless

True manliness,

Man’s effort (sufficiently great)

Is just what dullards call fate. V.30

Arthur W. Ryder
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54
True Friendship

"Tis hard to find in life
A friend, a bow, a wife,
Strong, supple to endure,
In stock and sinew pure,
In time of danger sure.

False friends are common. Yes, but where
True nature links a friendly pair,
The blessing is as rich as rare.

To bitter ends

You trust true friends,
Not wife nor mother,
Not son nor brother.

No long experience alloys

True friendship’s sweet and supple joys;

No evil men can steal the treasure;

"Tis death, death only, sets a measure. 1. 99-102

Arthur W. Ryder
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55
Fool and False

With the shrewd and upright man
Seek a friendship rare;
Exercise with shrewd and false
Superheedful care;
Pity for the upright fool
Find within your heart;
If a man be fool and false,
Shun him from the start. 111. 96

Arthur W. Ryder
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56
Poverty

A beggar to the graveyard hied

And there “Friend corpse, arise,” he cried;

“One moment lift my heavy weight

Of poverty; for I of late

Grow weary, and desire instead

Your comfort; you are good and dead.”

The corpse was silent. He was sure

"Twas better to be dead than poor. V.18

Arthur W. Ryder
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57
Procrastination

The negligent who say:
‘Some day, some other day—
The thing is pretty small;
Demands no thought at all,’
Are headed, heedless, straight
For that repentant state

That ever comes too late.

% %k %k k%

II1. 130
Arthur W. Rvder
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58
The Yaksha’s City

Where palaces in much may rival thee—

Their ladies gay, thy lightning’s dazzling powers—
Symphonic drums, thy thunder’s melody—

Their bright mosaic floors, thy silver showers—

Thy rainbow, paintings, and thy height, cloud-licking towers.

Where the autumn lotus in dear fingers shines,
And lodh-flowers’ April dust on faces rare,
Spring amaranth with winter jasmine twines
In women’s braids, and summer siris fair,
The rainy madder in the parting of their hair.

Where men with maids whose charm no blemish mars
Climb to the open crystal balcony

Inlaid with flower-like sparkling of the stars,
And drink the love-wine from the wishing-tree,
And listen to the drums’ deep-thundering dignity.

Where maidens whom the gods would gladly wed
Are fanned by breezes cool with Ganges’ spray

In shadows that the trees of heaven spread;
In golden sands at hunt-the-pearl they play,
Bury their little fists, and draw them void away.

Where lovers’ passion-trembling fingers cling
To silken robes whose sashes flutter wide,
The knots undone; and red-lipped women fling,
Silly with shame, their rouge from side to side,
Hoping in vain the flash of jewelled lamps to hide.

Where, brought to balconies’ palatial tops

By ever-blowing guides, were clouds before
Like thee who spotted paintings with their drops;
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Then, touched with guilty fear, were seen no more,
But scattered smoke-like through the lattice’ grated door.

Where from the moonstones hung in nets of thread
Great drops of water trickle in the night—

When the moon shines clear and thou, O cloud, are fled—
To case the languors of the women’s plight
Who lie relaxed and tired in love’s embraces tight.

Where lovers, rich with hidden wealth untold,
Wander each day with nymphs for ever young,
Enjoy the wonders that the gardens hold,
The Shining Gardens, where the praise is sung
Of the god of wealth by choirs with love-impassioned tongue.

Where sweet nocturnal journeys are betrayed
At sunrise by the fallen flowers from curls
That fluttered as they stole along afraid,
By leaves, by golden lotuses, by pearls,
By broken necklaces that slipped from winsome girls. I.1-9

Arthur W. Rvder
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59
The Yaksha’s Message

As thou wouldst wake the jasmine’s budding wonder,
Wake her with breezes blowing mistily;

Conceal thy lightnings, and with words of thunder
Speak boldly, though she answer haughtily
With eyes that fasten on the lattice and on thee.

‘Thou art no widow; for thy husband’s friend
[s come to tell thee what himself did say—

A cloud with low, sweet thunder-tones that send
All weary wanderers hastening on their way,
Eager to loose the braids of wives that lonely stay.’
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Say this, and she will welcome thee indeed,

Sweet friend, with a yearning heart’s tumultuous beating
And joy-uplifted eyes; and she will heed

The after message: such a friendly greeting

Is hardly less to woman’s heart than lovers’ meeting.

Thus too, my king, I pray of thee to speak,
Remembering kindness is its own reward;

‘Thy lover lives, and from the holy peak
Asks if these absent days good health afford—
Those born to pain must ever use this opening word.

With body worn as thine, with pain as deep,
With tears and ceaseless longings answering thine,
With sighs more burning than the sighs that keep
Thy lips ascorch—doomed far from thee to pine,
He too doth weave the fancies that thy soul entwine.

He used to love, when women friends were near,
To whisper things he might have said aloud

That he might touch thy face and kiss thine ear;
Unheard and even unseen, no longer proud,
He now must send this yearning message by a cloud.

“I see thy limbs in graceful-creeping vines,
Thy glances in the eyes of gentle deer,

Thine eyebrows in the ripple’s dancing lines,
Thy locks in plumes, thy face in moonlight clear—
Ah, jealous! But the whole sweet image is not here.

And when | paint that loving jealousy
With chalk upon the rock, and my caress

As at thy feet [ lie, | cannot see
Through tears that to mine eyes unbidden press—
So stern a fate denies a painted happiness.

And when | toss mine arms to clasp thee tight,
Mine own though but in visions of a dream—

They who behold the oft-repeated sight,
The kind divinities of wood and stream,
Let fall great pearly tears that on the blossoms gleam.
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Himalaya’s breeze blows gently from the north,
Unsheathing twigs upon the deodar

And sweet with sap that it entices forth—
| embrace it lovingly; it came so far,
Perhaps it touched thee first, my life’s unchanging star!

Oh, might the long, long night seem short to me!
Oh, might the day his hourly tortures hide!

Such longings for the things that cannot be,
Consume my helpless heart, sweet-glancing bride,
In burning agonies of absence from thy side.

Yet much reflection, dearest, makes me strong,
Strong with an inner strength; nor shouldst thou feel
Despair at which has come to us of wrong;
Who has unending woe or lasting weal?
Our fates move up and down upon a circling wheel.

When Vishnu rises from his serpent bed
The curse is ended; close thine eyelids tight
And wait till only four months more are sped;
Then we shall taste each long-desired delight
Through nights that the full autumn moon illumines bright.

And one thing more: thou layest once asleep,
Clasping my neck, then wakening with a scream;

And when | wondered why, thou couldst but weep
A while, and then a smile began to beam:
‘Rogue! Rogue! [ saw thee with another girl in dream.’

This memory shows me cheerful, gentle wife;
Then let no gossip thy suspicions move:
They say the affections strangely forfeit life
In separation, but in truth they prove
Toward the absent dear, a growing bulk of tenderest love.” ’
I 35-49

Arthur W. Ryder
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60
The Bride’s Adornment

Dusted with lodhra powder to remove the oil from her skin
tinged gold by the partly dry paste of sandalwood,

the women wrapped around her a cloth right for being bathed,
and led Uma to a four-pillared sunken bath.

Its floor paved with slabs of lapis lazuli

was inlaid in intricate patterns of pearls.

There they bathed Uma, pouring water from jars of gold,
while pipes sounded auspicious music.

Bright, flawlessly pure after her ritual bath,

and dressed in fresh wedding garments, she shone
Like the rich earth gleaming rain-sprinkled

and mantled in full-blown kasa blossoms.

Chaste women winding their arms round Uma

then led her to a seat under a canopy

raised on four jewelled pillars, at the midpoint of which
was the altar where the Sacred Fire was kindled.

Seating that slender girl facing east, the women
delayed for some time, sitting before her,

the adornments ready beside them, their eyes
charmed by the vision of beauty in its pristine state.

Her gorgeous mass of hair dried by the smoke of incense
had flowers folded within it and tied by a woman

with a string of pale yellow madhiika blossoms

and green dirva shoots into a charming chignon.

They smoothed cream of white aloe all over her body

and drew on it designs in yellow and gold pigments.

And she glowed in beauty surpassing Triple-Streamed Ganga
gleaming with sandy banks dotted with chakravaka birds.
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