


;, Kalidasa, the greatest poet-cum-dramatist India has
iever produced, was one of the ‘Nine Gems’ who were
cherished by King Vikramaditya (380-413 AD) in the
Gupta capital at Ujjain According to the American
scholar Ryder “Kalidasa ranks not with Anacreon and
Horace and Shelley, but with Sophocles, Virgil, and
fMﬂton ” He was appreciated in full measure during his
lifetime as is at present

A great love of life and an enduring passion for nature’s
entrancing beauty are the happiest features of his
writings

Here, In the following pages, is a faithful rendering
of the Great Dramatist’'s Shahuntala, Vikramorvasie,
The Raghuvansa and Meghdoot into eminently readable
stories written in a language, lucid, vivid, lively and
captivating, capturing the style and spirit of the original
Kalidasa tells of saints and sinners, of gods and men,
of angels and devils, of kings and commoners, of
myths and miracles, of the tender and idyllic romance
of a mighty king and a beauteous hermit maiden, of the
passlonate love that sprang up between a beautiful
nymph and a mortal man, of the daring exploits of the
herofc Rama to win back his captured bride, Sita, and
of the frenzied message of despair and grief entrusted to
a passing cloud that wafted across the summer skies

The dextrous plots, the Interconnection of incidents,
the shilful characterisation, the happy similes and all

that this book presents have an indefinable power of
delighting the reader
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SHAKUNTALA
OR
THE LOST RING






CHAPTER 1

No souxp DIsTURBED the peace and stililness of the
primeval forest It was a stiliness instinct with the
music of silence,—that vast, immutable silence of the
Indian jungles, unbroken save by the whispering of the
wind among the trees, the unexpected cry of a bird
calling to its mate

Into this great stillness of nature there stole a flying
creature,—a graceful, brown slender-limbed antelope,
which flashed across the vast expanses like a whirlwind,
moving faster and faster, glancing behind from time to
time, its ears quivering, and its lithe, fragile body tense
and trembling with fear and excitement

On and on ran the fleet-footed ruminant in swift
flight, its lean, quicksilver legs barely skimming the
earth, as it rushed through the air impelled by a dlvine
motive force

In the wake of the flying antelope, came a chariot in
hot pursuit, shattering the tranquillity of the forest The
loud clanking of its harness, and the sound of the
horses’ hoofs as they met the hard ground with a thud,
Teverberated through the jungle like a minor earthquake
that shook the forest fastness to its depths, startling its
myriad denizens out of their torpor and somnolence into
Sudden terror and activity

In the swiftly-moving charlot, armed with a bow and
arrow, sat Dushyanta, King of India, a descendant of
the mighty race of Puru

“Charloteer,” he ecried excitedly “Drive faster,—
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faster! How swiftly runs that antelope before our
chariot'—I can hardly see him now —Faster!—Faster!
Look how far that Iittle creature has led us from our
party Ah my horses show thelr mettle now Why,
they could verily outrun the steeds of heaven!”

Intoxicated by the chase exhilarated by the immense
speed of the charlot, as it whirled past the trees In
hairbreadth pursult of the running deer, the King lald
his arrow to his bow shouting with joy as he made ready
to track down and kill his victim

Dushyanta was on the point of releasing his well-almed
snaft, when a voice rang out through the forest, arresting
his hand

“Kill not the gentle creature O Kingl!” it cried "It
belongs to our grove —Do not destroy 1t, we pray you'”

Amazed, Dushyanta lowered his hand at once

“Who Is it begs the life of the antelope of me®”" he
asked wonderingly of his charioteer,

“Sire,” replied the charloteer “It is the hermits of
this grove They have placed themselves In the way ot
your alm, and are begging Your Majesty to spare the

animal’s life”
“Stop the horses at once, then,” commanded the King

soberly

The three hermits then approached the King, making
obelisance before him

“Halil, great King!” sald the spokesman of the three
“We beg thee not to kill this animal, for it belongs to
our hermitage, and is sacred to us Spare the tender
life of this innocent and harmless creature, we pray
thee, for It Is no proper prey for thy steel shafts It
would become thee better, great King, to succour the
weak not agonise the Innocent”

Dushyanta was much perturbed at his own thought-
lessness in hunting within the precincts of a sacred
hermitage Bowing meckly before the deserved rebuhe,
he accepted it without demur

“"Tls well " observed the hermlt “Thy actlon becomes

’~
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U the nobility of Puru's great dynasty Thy mercy, great
" King, will be amplv rewarded Thou shalt bear a son of
C priceless worth, whose dominion shall encompass the
'~ entire Universe”
Solemnly raising their hands, the saintly ascetics gave
- their benediction to Dushyanta, who acknowledged it
© vith a meekness of manner that contrasted strongly
- with his recent jubilation over hunting down his helpless
f‘ quarry
i “Mightv King,” continued the hermit ‘“You see before
-, You here on the banks of the river Malini, the hermitage
-, of the illustrious sage, Kanwa Pray delgn to accept its
_]slmple hospitality When you witness the sacred rites
- of the holy men, you shall feel proud that yours is the
strong hand that protects them from demoniacal
hindrances, and such are the men that call you Guardian
- and Protector ”
, The King thereupon made polite enquiries about the
; great sage, and was informed that he was away on a
- pligrimage to Somatirtha, on the Gujerat coast, to offer
. sacrifice to propitiate the gods, thereby hoping to avert
the evil destiny that threatened his beloved child
Shakuntala
' “But,” affirmed the hermit, “Your Majesty will be right
gladly welcomed by the sage’s daughter, who has been
tommissioned by her father to entertain any guests that
might chance to seek his hospitality ”
' Dushyanta gracefully bowed his thanks
' “I thank you for your kind invitation,” he replied
gravely, “and shall be honoured to partake of the great
Saint’s hospitality ”
i Entering his chariot once more, Dushyanta commanded
' his charloteer to drive deeper into the hermitage Then
the King noticed for the first time that scattered upon
the ground lay grains of rice, with here and there a
slab of polished stone, upon which the fruit of ingud:
* Is bruised to extract the ofl thereof Vestments made of
bark hung upon the branches of the trees to dry, whilst
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the gentle domesticated deer roamed peacefully abont '

unafraid at the approach of visitors, the lttle fawns .

grazing happily upon the grass lawns The smoke from

burnt oblations and sacrifices curled upward into the

sky,—trenches were dug around the roots of trecs In
order to collect rain-water

“Charioteer,” called the King “We shall stop here 1}

do not want to disturb the good people of thls grove by
driving further in I shall walk from here '

“As Your Majesty commands,’ answered the charlotecr,
drawing in his reins

Dushyanta alighted, and removing his jewels and
ornaments, gave them to his charloteer with his bow and

arrow, for it would appear unseemly to enter a penance- ‘

grove In the regalia of a king

“It Is wonderfully peaceful here” thought the King,
as he walked towards the hermitage ‘“But hello! Why
1s my right arm throbbing so hard® Surely there could
be no chance of a romance In this place® But perhape
Destiny has a surprise for me up its sleeve?”

As the King thus ruminated with himself, a glrl's
laughing volce broke In upon his thoughts from behind
a clump of trees

“Hark! What a melodious volce!” exclaimed Dushvanta
pleasantly surprised “If the girl to whom 1t belongs Is
half as lovely as she sounds, she must be divine!”

Eagerly Dushyanta advanced in the direction whence
came the voice, until he espled three ravishing maldrns
coming towards him with water-cans in thelr hands
Quickly he bolted behind a large tree from where he
could obtaln a vantage view of the graceful creatures,
without being himself seen

“Come this way, dears,” sald the malden with the
pleasant volce, beckoning to her companions

“Dear Shakuntala,” teascd one of the Iatter in a mnek-
serious tone *“I think Father Kanwa loves you 1rog than
he loves his plants, or he wouldn’t allow a delieate drling
Hke yourself to water all his precious trees and flowers ™
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-~ “My dear Anusaya,” replied the lovely-voiced girl

- addressed as Shakuntala, a creature of rare and fragile

~ beauty,—an exquisite woodland flower that bloomed in

. glory, unseen by the eyes of men “I do not consider
this work a task at all, for I love the trees and flowers
as though they were my own sisters”

From behind his tree, Dushyanta gazed fascinatedly

~ at the beautiful maidens, lost in admiration of their
simple, rustic charm, offset by the dresses of bark that
+ they wore
“Is 1t possible?” he exclaimed in wonder, his eyes
_' riveted on the maiden called Shakuntala “Could this
lgoddess—this divinely fair creature—be In truth the
- daughter of the saintly Kanwa?—Then I must say, the
sage, llustrious though he be, is a fool to bury such a
- maiden in this forest, and force her to the life of a
recluse ”
. “Anusaya, please loosen my chol:,” begged Shakuntala
- plalntively “Priyamvada has drawn it so tight that
I can hardly breathe!”
+  “Don’t blame me if your bosom is bursting!” exclaimed
. Prlyamvada mischievously
“What a naughty girl you are'” cried Shakuntala,
. blushing prettily, to the delight and enchantment of her
|+ unseen admirer

“Ah,” he thought rapturously “What beauty! What

. glamour'—The simplest garb will set off such loveliness
+ and lend it added lustre —Those coral lips,—how like the
+ Tose-bud they are! That entrancing form!—'tis like a
: POEm,—a song,—a sculptured plece of art that radiates

the freshness of the dawn!”

“Why, Shakuntala, you haven’t forgotten your beloved
jasmine, have you?” the voice of Anusaya broke in upon
Dushyanta’s thoughts

“No, indeed, I could never forget it!” declared Shakun-
tala  “Look! The Jasmine and the mango-tree are
eémbracing each other so tenderly The jasmine is like
@ sweet young bride clinging to her bride-groom and
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protector, the mango-tree, don’t you think?’

The beauteous Shakuntala gazed lovingly at tae
Jasmine delighted at her own fanciful thinking

“Anusaya,” declared Priyvamvada with a twinkle in her
eye “Do you know what Shakuntaln is really thinking?
She is thinking, wouldn't it be lovely If she were marrled
to a fine fellow, like the jasmine to the mango!’

“Oh, you saucy creature!” cried Shakuntala Indic-
nantly

“Ah, beautlful one,” thought Dushyanta in whom the
flame of love had been kindled at first sight “I would
fain marry thee now if thou wouldst but consent! Yet—
oh heaven! what caste could she be sprung from® But
I must not doubt that she was made for me! My throb-
bing heart and arm tell me so'—0O malden how
charmingly dost thou repulse the bee that worrles thee
Wilt thou repulse me as charmingly —or yleld with
sweetness indescribable?”

“Oh, this Impertinent bec!” crled Shakuntala In
exasperation “It wlll not leave me alone Help help
Anusaya!—Prlyamvada!—Save me from this offending
Insect ”

“Why,” declared Priyamvada mischievously “How can
we save you® You should call upon the King —he Is the
protector of the sacred groves'”

This was an opportunity that was too good to br
missed At risk of being recognised, Dushyanta gallantly
stepped forward

“Who is it,” he declared boldly, “that dares to disturb
the gentle maldens of Kanwa's holy grove, while Puru
race still relgns the earth?”

The maldens were too astonished to make answer
At last Anusaya gathered her wits about her suffictently
to reply to the gallant stranger

“Kind sir,” sald she, with a sweet smile “W¢ thank
you, but 'twas only a bee that was tryin~ to sting our
friend Shakuntala here”

“Ah,” responded the love-smitten Kine, unabl to take

~
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‘his eyes off the lovely Shakuntala “The bec knows where
t the honey lies' Indeed how could it resist such concen-
trated sweetness®”

. Shakuntala blushed ciimson and cast her eves down
. In confusilon Then the King addressed her in a more
. conventional manner

“I trust,” sald he “that all poes well at the hermitage
. and nothing disturss jour sacred rites”

Shakuntala however merely inclined her head in
. acknowledgment being too overcome with shiyness to
- answer Anusava noting her f{rirnds confusion oncs
- more came to the rescue
| “Good sir,” she replied ‘we thank vou for vour kind

enquiry, all is, indeed % ell 1n the hermitige —Shakuntala

- dear, go and bring flowers ricc and fruits for our
- honoured guest whilst we vash his feet with this water
: from our cans”

Dushyanta quickly interceded however refusing to
: allow Shakuntala 10 be sent away on any pretext what-
- soever Thanking them profusely for their hospitality
. he consented to sit dovn with them under the shade of

a saptae-parnag tree
L “O my heart!” thought Shakuntala overpowered by a
:, sfrange new emotion at sight of the handsome and dash-
*Ing stranger, which gained in strength and intensity as
» the minutes went by “What mean these strange feelings
- vithin by breast at sight of this stranger? I wonder
| vho conld he be, whose manners and appearance are so
" dignified and regal®”

At that moment, Anusaya voiced her query aloud
enquiring politely of the visitor who it was they had the
honour of entertaining The King hesitated a moment
before replying, bemg unable to answer the truth since
he‘ wished to retain his incognifo as long as possible

‘T have been commissioned by the King” he replied
at length, “to visit your grove and report to him regarding
your sacrifices and holy rites,—whether they are helng
berformed without let or hindrance”
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The maldens expressed their deep gratitude for his
protection to them all, the conversation turning for a‘
time upon the activities of the hermitage But Dush-
yanta's curiosity regarding Shakuntala’s caste and
parentage could not be held any longer He enqu'red
of her friends how it was that the sage Kanwa came to
have a daughter when his austere living was well-known
to all

“Nay sir,” replied Anusaya “The sage is not her real
father, but her foster-father, who adopted her when she
was deserted by her mother, as an infant’

“Deserted by her mother!” exclaimed Dushyanta
astonished “Who was she? And who was her real
father?”

“The royal sage Viswamitra, whose second name Is-
Kausika, was her sire, whilst her mother was the nymph

Menaka, despatched by the gods to Interrupt the saint’s |

austeritles,” explalned Anusaya
Dushyanta breathed a sigh of rellef to hear that the

mAaiden belonged to the regal caste, belng thus eliglble |

for marriage to a king

“Ah,” he declared “Now it becomes clear how she
comes to be possessed of such divine charms!”

Once more the sensitive Shakuntala blushed to the
roots of her halir

“Is the malden then bound to ohserve a solitary life, —
to dwell forever with her pet fawns, who lool at her
with such adoring eyes?” pursued the King, hls heart
standing still to know the answer

“Oh no, sir,” quick came Priyamvada's reply “Althourh

she has passed her life in rellglous dutles lving In com-
plete obedience to her saintly father’s will, she wlll onc
day be married to 2 man who Is worthy of her”

Dushyanta's heart nlissrd a leap, for now the
unapproachable and unattainable Shakuntal scemed A
1ittle more vithin his rcach  Meanwhile the subjoet of
all this eonsum'nz Interest and controversy orow hot and
cold by turns, and coon rose to leave, cveusine herylf
'f'
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on some pretext or another Involuntarily Dushyantas
hand went up to check her departure

“Shakuntala, dear,” begged Priyamvada “Please do
not go away It would appear unseemly and churlish
before our guest Besides’ she added in a louder tone,
“vyou have not finished watering the shrubs yet You
shall not go till you have done so'’

Seeing the maiden’s discomfiture Dushyanta gallantly
came to the rescue, pleading that she be spared the
trouble

“The malden is already over-tired by the exertion of
watering so many plants ” he said, with a tender glance
towards the lovely Shakuntala ‘Her dclicate frame
would not be able to stand the fatigue any more Pray
lef her be spared the trouble Allow me added the
King smilingly, “to discharge her1 debt for her by pre-
senting you with this ring”

Pulling out a valuable ring from his finger Dushyanta
offered it to Priyamvada The maidens startled to see
the name of “Dushyanta” upon the seal, looked at each
other in quick surprise

“"Twas given to me by the King,” said Dushyanta
hurriedly, trying to cover up his blunder

“Oh,” rejolned Priyamvada “Then all the more reason
you shouid not part with it'—Shakuntala shall be
exempted from her duty at your request Shakuntala
dear,” sne added smiling “You are free to retire, thanks
{0 our noble guest’s eloquent pleas on your behalf”

But before Shakuntala could take a step, there was
a sudden shout in the grove, followed by a wild stampede
and much commotion, for a wild elephant belonging to

- Dushyanta’s train had run amok among the gentle deer,

tausing terror among the inmates of the grove, and
raising clouds of dust A cry of “Hermits, protect your
animals—King Dushyanta is near at hand, hunting!”
went up in the gir

».Oh, fle upon it'” muttered the King, under his breath
‘Those fool attendants of mine are out searching for
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me and making this unholy row in a sacred place ik
thist”

The three young girls looked at each other in fear
and perplexity, and hurriedly excused themselves to thelr'
guest

“Gentle maldens” declared the King earnestly “It
shall be my responsibility to see that no one is hurt in
this hermitage”

“Anusava Anusajd my dress is caught in this tree
please wait for me!” called Shakuntale lingering In the
bower to cast surreptitious glances at the King v.hnl
returned her shy looks with unconcealed ardour in hf
eyes

“Oh, Shakuntaln Shakuntala!” thought the King after
they had gone “Thou hast taken hold of my heart
completely! I cannot tear myself away from this place
now I must encamp my entourage in the nelghbour
hood, and return here without delay!'”

CHAPTER 1II

I¥ a4 corvER of the forest, not far from the hermlitage of
sazge Kanwa there sat 2 man upon 1 log of wood with
nis head in his hands, his whole body a plcture of despalr {
and dejectlon

“Oh, what a luckless fellov am I,” he moaned ‘to be
forever dancing attendance upon the King’s whims and
faneies! All day long there’s no topic of convirsatinn
but ‘hunt that tiger’, ‘shoot this bear’ or ‘tiap the decr,
and wandering from jungle to jungle in 4 wild roose-
chase till I'm thorouzhly biowvned off

“and now to top it all the King his 7ine and cspled
a ravishing beauty in the hermitaec and rrfuse, to
budge from here! On whit a lfe!”

Thus Matha rya, the King s jester and friend continm A
to grurble to him-cly until he ma, priuidod that b
-~
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_ 7as an extremely ill-used man, on the verge of a com-
jlete physical collapse At last he saw the King coming
wowards him, and at once assumed an attitude of such
_nbject misery and paln as would have melted a heart
if stone The King, however, was too preoccupied with
., als ovn passion to notice the jester's tragic demeanour
- “Ah!” sighed the love-sick monarch  “She loves
ne,—she loves me not! The eternal question that plagues
_-he minds of lovers But methinks she does For
.:xlthough she was silent and averted her gaze, yet her
2ves were drawn towards me in spite of herself Of
- ‘ourse she Is not a woman to be easily conquered But
ter lingering mien,—did it not betray a sign of love?—
:\las' that 1s how lovers ever delude themselves ascribing
-0 the loved ones the emotions that they feel within
_"heir own breasts!”
= Mortified that the King had failed to notice him, and
letermined not to be outdone in misery, the attitudiniz-
ng Mathavya made one more bid to force the King's
ittention
“Ah, friend,” he cried, in a tone that implied the most
geruciating pain  “I fear I cannot rise or salute you,
or I am unable to move my limbs”
;¢ “What!” ejaculated the King “Since when have you
f_bcome paralysed?”
~_ “Ah, you may well ask,—you who are the cause of my
fippled body'” exclaimed the jester reproachfully
5 "I What are you talking about? Pray be more
¥ xplicit,” answered the King in surprise
+ "Why,” declared Mathavya, “I am forced to lead a
d;iog's life in this God-forsaken hole, running a wild goose-
. ‘hase with you and your wild animals, until all my bones
Ire aching and out of joint!”
- Well,” thought Dushyanta, chuckling inwardly “This
”,ellow little realises how far from the chase is my mind
> lc“the moment ”
5, t(})1f course,” grumbled Mathavya, “I may as well talk
atl € wall as request you to give up the hunt I haven't
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had a day's respite since you started out on t
expedition ”

“As a matter of fact” answered Dushyanta with
smile “I was just thinking of acceding to your reque-r

“You were? exclaimed Mathavya joyfully reeriniy
the use of his limbs at once With 2 whoop of dellsr
he bounded off in the direction of the camp

“Walt a moment?” called the King “I have sometil
to tell you”

“Well ” asked Mathavya yawning “What is (t9’

“There is a little matter in which I shall be needir
your assistance, after you have rested,’ answered t!
King

“What matter?” ashed Mathavya his curlosity arouse|

“I shall tell you by and by,” said the King

“Why not now?” insisted the jester

“Well,” began the King “I think I mav safely as.
thnt you have never yet lald eyes on anything that w
really worth seeing!”

“On'” groaned the jester “Shakuntala againt’

“Yes,” repeated the King “You have not seen
lovellest thing In creation until you have seen
beauteous Shakuntala ” |

“So I have heard umpteen times already  “However
observed the Brahmin, hoping to seotch the romance !
the bud, “slnece you cannot marry a hermlt’s danghtr
and any hanky-panky business would be out of b
question In a holy of holies like this you’d best ptt he
out of your mind, and come home at once”

“My dear friend Dushyanta would not dream of havlr
an ilieit affair with any woman,” declarcd the Kin
“The maiden s the child of the greit royal care Visn.
mitra and the heiwvenly nymph Menaka  The v
Kanwa {s her foster-fathcr”

“Oh-ho!' e clalmed thc Brahmin shrevdly  YSo
krow all about her family-trce, do you?—I must say 7>
are an odd fellow to be hankerins after o conntry @ onc
wnen the most bcautitul dames In the world are o

t
t

4
}
|
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y eat out of your hand”
“Ah, wait till you see her!” exclalmed the King ecstatl-
1y “Plcture to yourself a form of peerless perfection,
gnscending all the loveliest things in creation,—a vision
{ eversthing fair and beautiful and ideal fit to appetise
1e gods,—and you have her divine shape moulded into
our imagination,—if you have one, of course!”
“Well, she sounds like a proper peach,” conceded the
ster
“She is indeed a matechless maid,” sighed Dushyanta
A flower whose fragrance remains still undiffused,~—
tender blossom unplucked by profane hands I wonder
Jho Is the fortunate man destined to wed her?”
“Why, hurry then, and save her from the arms of some
teasy ascetic who will scarcely be able to appreciate
er charms”
““Ah,” sighed the King “That’s easier said than done!
fer father is away from home, and the maiden is unused
3 hatving suitors paying her court”
“But do you think she returns your affection?” asked
Jathavya
“I wish I knew!” exclaimed the King “However, I
Jave some hope, for she betrayed some signs of liking
i But she was very retiring and reserved, too!”
: “Well, my dear friend, you did not expect her to jump
bto your lap the first time you met her, did you®” sald
be jester, chuckling “Well,” he added resignedly “I
16pe you have a goodly stock of provisions laid by, for it
Aclear you intend to make this hermitage your hunting-
~round for some time to come, and will be prowling about
P 1, in quest of romantic quarry”
- Dushyanta, however, was lost in a reverie, and gazed
ib‘t')ut him abstractedly At last he spoke
{ é‘é&; ede;}: f;‘lend,” sald he *“I have a problem for you
-'rore L am {;St of the hermits recognise me by now, there-
"he hermits a Joss to know on what pretest to go to
it ge, to see the lovely Shakuntala again”
+ Vel say—say you have come to collect the sixth part
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of their grain as tax”

“Nay, my scatter-brained friend” retorted the Klr{
laughing “Holy men don’t pay the same tribute 1
ordinary mortals ”

At th&t moment the King’s warder entered from behlr ‘
a clump of trees to announce the arrival of two herm!
from Kanwa's grove !

“Victory be yours, great King,” sald the ascetles bow!rl
before Dushyanta “We beg to request a great favour
Your Most Pulssant Majesty, on behalf of the inhabitan;
of this grove”

“Pray, what is your deslre?” asked Dushvanta grae
ously, dellghted to see the hermits, for he envisioned 4
their vislt a ray of hope for his own love-sult

“For the past few days” explained the hermiy
“demons have becn disturbing our rites and harassir
us In varlous ways, taking advantage of our Superlor
absence from the hermitage We would, therefore, reque
Your Majesty to ablde In our grove for some tlme, un'
the Rakshasas are completely routed ”

“I am deeply honoured by your invitation and sh|
be glad to he of service to the saintly Inhabltanty {
your hermitage,” answered Dushyanta, secretly rejoleln
at the unexpected turn of events in hls favour

“Well,” chuckled the irrepressible Mathavya after t!
hermits had departed “A most convenient and time}
Invitation I must say Your Majesty must he eternall
grateful to the demons for furthering your sult in th
obliging fashion!'”

“My dear tellow,” cried the Kling, “are you not dJir
to see Shakuntala®”

“Not any more I am afrald, with those demons ho/f”
inz all around me,” answererd Mnathavya

‘Oh never fear, they will not dare to hurf ynu !
me 1n tow’ rcjoined the Kine cheerfully “Palviatl
Palvatika!” he called aloud to his warder  “Tcll ¢
cnariotoer tn eome round at once «wlth the chrlot &

= kb~ and arrov




SHARUNTALA OR THE LOST RING 25

‘“Very well, sire,” replied the warder

As the King and Mathavya were about to be driven
way to the hermitage, a messenger arrlved from the
ipltal, with a message from the Queen-mother

“A message from my mother®” queried the King In
Ioncern  “Is she not well?”
L vger Majesty the Queen-mother is well, sire, and sends
,ou her regards,” answered the messenger “She requests
» ‘our Majesty to be present on the occasion of a religious
o “eremonv she Is having for Your Majesty, in four days’
L2 me »

“In four days’ time!” exclalmed Dushyanta in dismay
r~E‘qI'haLt certainly puts me in a tight spot Here am I
f——ﬂledged to help these holy men, and Mother wants me
L >be present in town What do you suggest I should do,
"« Mathavyao”

“*“ “I suggest you take up a position half-way between
. $he two places, like King Trisanku, since you can't be
x“”ﬂ'esent in both at once,” observed Mathavya waggishly
“Then an !dea struck the King
¢ “Ihave it'” he eaclaimed “Mathavya, you shall take
¥ place with the Queen-Mother! We have been friends
'hce childhood, and my mother has always accepted
”‘3’ *Du as a son Be a sport, and tell her that I am irrevo-
bbly pledged to help these holy men, and that I have
ommissioned you to represent me by proxy at the
A “Eigious ceremony she is having”
o“f: Needless to say, the suggestion suited Mathavya
¢ = Xactly
0 “What ho'” he cried with a whoop of joy, delighted at
be prospect of returning home at last “So I shall be
L}lﬂg for a day! But don’t imagine for & moment that
%> Was really afraid of those idiot demons!'”
5 ‘O, no, of course not! You are much too brave a
ﬁw»r‘ir‘ahmin for that,” laughed the King
“f4% "Am I going to travel to the capital in state?” asked
T dathavya gleefully

mar’r“ ‘Oh, certalnly!” smiled the King “With the greatest
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of pleasure You shall take my entire retinue with v
I shall be glad to get rid of it, so that there may bhe
more dlsturbance here” i

“And you can woo your Shakuntala In pence eh
laughed the jester

At mention of the malden’s name, Dushyantas N
became serlous, for he feared his fenther-brained fric
would divulge his secret to the ladies of the court

“I must think of a subterfiuge to put him off b
scent,” thought Dushyanta “By the way Mathawn
he remarked casually “I hope you didn't take my flirt
tion with the wench Shakuntala too scriously It wi
just a hollday romance,—nothing more After all I a
a king, and she a country mald It wouldn't work o
would t?”

“Well, so you've seen reason, after all? But dof
worry I'll not breathe a word to anyone at the palac
I knew from the beginning {t was just moonshine af
hay fever”

And so to all intents and purposes, the Shakunty
affalr was closed for ever

CHAPTER III

TuE SEED OF passion, however, had been weil and tru
laid In Dushyanta’s vulnerable heart s love grew
forcc and intensity as day succeeded day, whilst h
torment Increased In proportion ay his passlon biean
stronger Dally he sought a glimpse of Shahunt
among the trees,—wandcring about like a ghoct th
refused to be lald, pale and hungry-lnoking, worn 6
by passion and plning 1
“Ah me!” slehed the pensive lover  “Methink, I
holy saze has cast a spril nver hl, dwehter that ©
r-ay remain cecure and invulnerable arainst the on B mq
¢? love!'—DBut the tide of my passion wlll not he »temi
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"X waxes ever flercer and stronger within my breast O
_‘ama, god of love, have pity upon me' Dost thou not
arh the anguisih of my soul —thou who hast inflamed
v heart with shafts of smouldering fire and molten
cel, instead of the flowerv arrows thou dost discharge
~5Lt other men?—I must see her again —soul of my soul
- “Ivine Shakuntala'”
" Rambling and distracted the dejected King wandered
Cither and thither about the forest in search of his love
f—:ntil at last he came upon foot-steps traced In the
~-ingle path Eagerly he followed them and was reward-
- id, when, peeping through the trees he gazed upon the
«dir Shakuntala reclining upon a flower-strewn bed-rock,
"“ith her compantons hovering over her
“Shakuntala, dearest are you feeling better now?®”
" sked Anusaya, fanning her friend ‘Does the breeze
?t2tresh you®”
= !“My dear friends,” answered Shakuntala in a weak
oice, “please do not worry about me I shall be better
Lresently »
“My darling is {i1'” thought Dushyanta his heait torn
1th tenderness and pity as he gazed upon the pale wan
tce and helpless form of his beloved “Can it be she
‘in a fever due to the great heat, or—could it be?’—the
ver of love is consuming her delicate frame even as it
,J tormenting me night and day®”
" Transported with joy at the thought, Dushyanta
f:ll‘lltched at it as a dying man at a straw
~', 'Anusaya,” said Priyamvada in an undertone to her
\.‘t;riend “Have you not noticed that Shakuntala's illness
B—:t&rtEd from the day she met the King® Don’t you think
* ere might be a connection between the two events?”
W “Yes,” answered Anusaya, looking very worldly-wise
Y;I)’he thought has certainly struck me too Do you think
s © Would confide to us if we tackled her about it?”
i :‘LEt us try, anyway,”
Wq Shakuntala dear,” sald Anusaya in a loud tone to the
s~®eplng girl  “Will you not tell your friends what is



o~

28 TALES FROM KALIDASA

really the matter with you?—It seems to us your cond}-
tion Is In every respect simlilar to that of lovers In bool
that we have read” -

A slight colour fllled Shakuntala’s pale cheeks at the,
words, which llkewise sent the blood rushing to Dust
yanta's heart, as he stood waiting tensely for the maldex}-
answer '

“O my heart!” he thought anxlously “Art thou abof
to find confirmation from hers®”

Shakuntala’s instinctive modesty made her reticent §
reveal her heart’s secret, but on belng pressed by hd
frlends, she finally confessed to her love for the Kini-
Dushyanta’s joy on hearing the words from his beloved:-
lips can hardly be described He scaled helghts of glof
and rapture undreamt of, his spirit soaring to the rars
fied atmosphere of magic enchantment known onlyﬂ
those that have trod the path of true love -

“At last,” breathed the enraptured Ilover, “her o7}
sweet lips have told me what I longed to hear' Ded
love, thou didst light the flame in my heart,—and n
thou dost allay its burning fever!”

“Dear friends,” said Shakuntala plaintively “Now thi~
you know my secret I must tell you ail I love my belovq
so deeply that I think I shall dle without him'--I d
not know love was like this,—so wonderful, so ecstatll~
yet so hard and cruel and tormenting when impossidy*
of fulfllment!—Oh, how hopeless is my love for a Brés-
King!” :

“Ah, rapture! 'Tis enough Must I hesitate longer’-
Beloved, If thou didst know how passionately thy Dusk
yanta loves thee!” thought the King joyfully

Meanwhile Anusaya and Priyamvada put thelr hes
together In the manner of experienced matchmakers.

“I think,” observed Priyamvada sloemnly, “that dey:
Shakuntala’s state of collapse is very serious, and cal:
for immediate actlon on our part It is clear she ls in}
very advanced stage of love, and will not long be ably
to stand the suspense of separation Of course, B

o
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r4:hoi<:e being a great King like Dushyanta, a sclon of
- Suru's glorious race, we can without hesitation give our
" slessing to the match’
- “Oh, certainlv, I am of the same opinion,” declared
“Anusaya “Now we shall have to think of a way to
, fulfil her heart’s desire as quickly as possible ”
"7 w0t course,” remarked Privamvada In an assured tone
, 0f voice “There is no doubt at all that the King is
' madly in love with Shakuntala”
.- “Do you really think so?” asked Anusaya eagerly
.. “I am absolutely certain about it,” returned Priyam-
.%ada “Don’t you remember the look in his eyes when
“he gazed at her, and the way he hovers about the grove,
~.shaunting it like a ghost, with hollow cheeks and dark
Lrings under his eyes, caused by sleepless nights spent in
.. thinking of her?”
" “Shrewvd maid,” thought Dushyanta, smiling “Thou
uhast diagnosed my malady to a symptom ”
, “Let us think of a way to bring them together quickly,”
“.continued Privamvada thoughtfully For a few minutes,
sllence prevailed in the arbour Then Priyamvada gave
«-B 5queal of enlightenment
.+ ‘I know!” she exzclaimed breathlessly “Shakuntala
" must write a love-letter to the King, which we must
f,kontrive to hide in a flower, and place in his path”
. “What a lovely idea!” cried Anusaya admiringly
fi “Shakuntala dear, don't you think s0°”
°, “Oh, dear'” protested Shakuntala “Don’t you think
p}lt Inight seem too forward®”
& ! “No, no'” answered Priyamvada decisively “You must
jompose a charming verse which will convey your feel-
‘,.ngs In a delicate manner”
" “But suppose he scorns the letter? What then?” asked
~1Shakuntala in an agony of suspense
4 “O dearest love!” exclaimed the King mutely “Dost
o thou not know thy love would die for thee®”
Y Finally, prevailed upon by her friends, Shakuntala
j,;“’rote her billet-doux upon a lotus-leaf, carving out the
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really the matter with you?—It seems to us your cond|
tlon is in every respect similar to that of lovers in b
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“At last,” breathed the enraptured lover, “her o%-

sweet lips have told me what I longed to hear' Dej
love, thou didst light the flame in my heart,—and n
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so deeply that I think I shall die without him'—I di
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-‘holce belng a great King like Dushyanta, a scion of
- duru’s glorious race, we can without hesitation give our
" slessing to the match”
“Oh, certainly, I am of the same opinion,” declared
" Anusaya “Now we shall have to think of a way to
'Ljulﬁl her heart's desire as quickly as possible”
“Of course,” 1emarked Priyamvada in an assured tone
5 of voice “There is no doubt at all that the King is
madly in love with Shakuntala”
. “Do you really think so?” asked Anusaya eagerly
“I am absolutely certain about it,” returned Priyam-
rada “Don’t you remember the look in his eyes when
_",he gazed at her, and the way he hovers about the grove,
~ haunting it like a ghost, with hollow cheeks and dark
- rings under his eyes, caused by sleepless nights spent in
;__thinking of her®”
“Shrewd maid,” thought Dushyanta smiling “Thou
. hast diagnosed my malady to a symptom ”
7, “Let us think of a way to bring them together quickly,”
':“continued Priyamvada thoughtfully For a few minutes,
““sllence prevailed in the arbour Then Priyamvada gave
-8 squeal of enlightenment
.+ 1 know!” she eaclaimed breathlessly “Shakuntala
.must write a love-letter to the King, which we must
:Etontrive to hide in a flower, and place in his path”
.- “What a lovely idea!'” cried Anusaya admiringly
';x “Shakuntala dear, don’t you think so®”
", “Oh, dear!” protested Shakuntala “Don’t you think
l:;lt Iight seem too forward®”
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letters with her nail When it was completed, she read|
it aloud to her friends, her voice shaklng with emotion|.
“The secret of thy heart is unknown to me, :
“O love of my life, my soul, my all!
“By night and by day I passion for thee,—
“Yet King art thou,—and glorious withal,—
“And rustic maiden T!
“I tremble,—I sigh!
“Great King,—couldst thou love me at all?”
“Flesh and blood can wailt no more!” thought Dush-|
vanta, impulsively advancing into the arbour :
“Fair malden,” he cried, falling upon his knees before i
the reclining girl “Love but warms thee with its tender,
glowing flame behold how it burns me with its pitiless,;
consuming fire!” '
Trembling and astonished, Shakuntala essayed to arise,|
but Dushyanta held her back. '
“Nay, trouble not thyself to arise, dear malden, but lle
as thou art upon thy fragrant couch,” said he “Withj
thy permission, I shall sit here by thy side”
“Great King,” sald Priyamvada, pleased and excited
at this unexpected twist of thelr plans “Is it not your
duty as a king to relieve the suffering of your subjects
who are in pain?” ‘
“Most assuredly it is,” asserted Dushyanta \
“We leave you then to relieve the suffering of our dear
Shakuntala, who has been in Intense pain and agony
ever since she met you,” declared Priyamvada boldly So
saying, she left the arbour, dragging Anusaya along with
her, leaving Shakuntala confused and distressed to find
herself alone with the King
“Sweetheart!” erled Dushyanta, trying to comfort her
“Do not be distressed I adore thee with every breath
in my body'—Let me nurse thee in place of thy friends "
“No, no'” protested Shakuntala, once more trying to
rise “It is not meet that you should touch me”
“mairest one, do not go yet!” begged the impassioned
lover “The sun Is too hot for thy llmbs Stay yet awhile
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'« upon thy fragrant couch See, thy bosom still throbs —

"~ thy delicate limbs are faint with weariness Thou hast
no strength to rise of thine own accord Let me glve
thee my strength!—Beloved' my own'—Let me restore
thee once more to health!”

Though all her heart and soul cried out in response,
trough her soft exquisite bodv longed to yield to his
passionate caresses, Shakuntala struggled to be free
crving “My dearest lord, I beg you, let me go!'—I love

. you with all my heart and soul, but I cannot—I cannot
thus yleld to you! Remember,—I am a hermits
. daughter”

- “But my darling,” pleaded Dushyanta ‘Thou shalt
L transgress no laws of god or man if thou wilt marry me
vithout thy venerable father’s consent In heaven the
g bride is not led to the altar, nor do nuptial ceremonies
marh a marriage, but the bride and bridegroom pledge
r thelr undying love and fidelity to each other in secret,
7 and are truly married So, too, on earth, such marriages
are permitted by law”
.~ 'No, no, leave me, I pray you'” beseeched Shakuntala
- 1 shall not leave thee,” murmured Dushyanta, “until
" I have tasted the sweetness of thy lips, as the bee sucks
the honey from the blossoming flower ” With resistless
force, he raised her face to his own, and was about to
o Press the rose-bud mouth, when voices rang out among
..~ the trees, interrupting the lover’s idyll
:‘, “The love birds fated to part every night, must bid sad
~_ larewell to each other, for evening shadows fall,” intoned
~ . @ volce prophetically referring, of course, to the loving

‘7 chakravaka birds, destined to dwell apart when night
o descends

fi

= “‘Tis mother Gautami'” breathed Shakuntala fear-
Pt fuu «“
+ ¥ “Quick! — Leave me at once!”

Dushyanta cursed under his breath as he beat a hasty
:}etreat behind the trees, at the very moment that old
o B:Utami with her companions entered the arbour.

N My dear child, how are you feeling to-day?” asked

7

fves

Ve



32 TALES FROM KALIDASA

the old woman, hovering solicitously over the sich g
“Has the fever departed yet?”

“Yes, mother,” truthfully answered the girl “I — I an
a little better today”

“Tut! Tut' Thy cheek still burns with fever, child -
Come, it is getilng late, we must take you back to the
cottage” Gautaml thereupon railsed the reluctant girl
who would fain have lingered a little longer in that cool
and sweet-scented bower, the scene of her new-found
Joy and happliness

After they had departed, Dushyanta returned to tne
bower, giving himself up to his dreams, till darkness fell
around him on all sides Then a cry arose in the nigh
for the King to come and disperse the evil demons wh
once more surrounded the sacrificlal fire Mindful of hix
obligations, Dushyanta rushed to the rescue with his bov
and arrow at the ready, until he scattered the evil spirit
in all directions

The next day, and in the days that followed the lov
ers met again in the fragrant bower Illumined b7
friendship, sympathy, and understanding, their love
grew apace fashioned into a thing of gossamer beauty
until it flowered into perfection, culminating in a mar
1iage of two like souls,—a marriage truly made in heaven.
Bride and groom plighted their troth in secret, swearing
eternal love for each other and so were wedded in true‘
Gandharva fashion

For a time, all was sweetness and joy and smiling
radiance Nothing marred the glorious mystery of thelr
life together, except the necessity to observe absolute
secrecy and decorum before the inmates of the hermit
age But the honeymoon of unalloyed bliss, was alas'
all too brief It ended In heart-breaking parting and
separation,—a separatlon whose tragic slgnificance
neither dreamt of at the time |

‘For there came a day not long after, when the demons
that had disturbed the sacrifices of the ascetles were
scattered far and wide, the rites of the holy men were

o
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completed, and all was serene and tranquil once more
at the hermitage Dushyanta could not with legitimate
cause linger any longer within the precincts of that
gladsome grove, nor could he take with him his beloved
bride, for her father had not yet returned from his pil-
grimage

“Beloved!” cried the King ‘It breaks my heart to leave
thee behind, and depart alone It seems as though 1
leave a part of myself behind in this heavenly arbour
vhere I have known such divine happiness!”

“Dearest my lord, do not distress yourself!” consoled
Shakuntala “I shall come to you as soon as my father
returns home, and gives me his blessing "

But when the moment of farewell had come, the tear-
ful bride of a few days clung pathetically to her hus-
band, begging him not to forget her

“I fear,” she sobbed, “that you will forget me when
you return to the beautiful ladies of the palace”

“Sweet, say not so!'” cried the King, “Banish from thy
mind the thought that any other could ever take thy
place in my heart Though many lovely women grace
my palace, thou reignest supreme in my heart, and I
am thine alone”

Shakuntala was a little mollified at these words, but
many doubts and fears still assailed her heart

“I wonder when I shall see my dear lord again?” she
asked plaintively Tenderly her husband took her fair
hand in his, and placed upon her third finger a jewel-
encrusted ring with the royal insignia and his name
engraved upon it

“Dearly beloved,” said the King “Repeat one letter of
the name engraved on this ring every night, and before
thou shalt have completed the tale of syllables, I shall
send my minister to bring thee in honour and glory to
my capital ”



CHAPTER IV

ONE MORNING, about a week after Dushyanta had de-
parted from the hermitage, Shakuntala sat dreaming
pensively upon the door-step of her cottage, her thoughts
far from her surroundings, when lo' there arrived a
dread visitor upon the scene, seeking hospitality of
Kanwa’s daughter

It was the great sage Durvasas, universally known and
feared for his frascibility, and the freedom with which
he distributed curses and imprecations upon all who
incurred his displeasure, whose number was legion
When Durvasas found that the maiden took little notice
of his presence, he became livid with rage

“Ho, there, maiden!” he cried, outraged “Dost thou
not see me standing before thee? Am I to be slighted
like this?—Am I to stand here uninvited and unwelcom-
ed, because thou art lost in thoughts of love?—Curse thee
for this Insult!—The one thou thinkest of, shall forget
thee henceforth, nor remember thy countenance any
longer ”

Still the dreaming girl paid no heed, but was lost in
a reverie of her own Fortunately, her companions,
plucking flowers In a bush near by, heard the terrible
words of doom, and saw the sage walking away from the
hermitage in high dudgeon, his body shaking with anger -

“Oh, horror!” exclaimed Anusaya, when the full im-
plication of the pronouncement penetrated her cons-
clousness “It is the sage Durvasas, whom poor Shakun-
tala has annoyed by her negligence —Quick, run after
him, and bring him back, Priyamvadal”

Priyvamvada soon caught up with him, and begged him
to return, propitiating him with offers of drinks and
refreshments, In vain she prayed for forgiveness for her
friend’s absent-mindedness The sage was adamant—
he refused to turn back, or recant his oath

“My words cannot be falsified!” quoth he sternly Still

34
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Privamvada pleaded, that since it was her first offence,
her friend might be pardoned At last the sage con-
sented to soften the blow a little

“Very well,” sald he grudgingly “At sight of a token
of recognition, the curse shall cease”

So saying, he disappeared from the grove

Some time after the visit of Durvasas, the venerable
Kanwa returned home from his long pilgrimage, to be
joyfully received by all his disciples

There were three people in the grove, however to whom
his home-coming was a source of anxlety and uneasiness
They were Shakuntala and her two companions who
were much perturbed in their minds for since his depar-
ture from their midst, Shakuntala had received nho
communlication from the King They were in a quandary,
therefore, how to break the news of the secret marriage
to Father Kanwa, especially in view of Shakuntala’s
delicate condition

Fortunately for them, the guilty maldens were saved
the unpleasant task, for the truth was revealed to the
sage through supernatural means The day after the
Saint's return, he offered a burnt oblation as a sacrifice,
which the officiating priest dropped into the centre
of the holy fire, chanting a hymn from the Rigveda As
he did so, a heavenly voice rang out clear and lyrical
upon the fragrant, Incense-laden air

“O Sage divine, rejoice to hear

“That in thy daughter’s womb there les

“Great Dushyanta’s seed,—a child without peer,

“Whom gods and men alike shall immortalise ”

When the saintly Kanwa heard the angel volce announc-
Ing the happy tidings of his foster-daughter’s marrlage
to King Dushyanta, his joy knew no bounds Hastening
o his cottage to embrace Shakuntala he blessed her
fondly, bidding her prepare herself for the journey to
:he capital, for he proposed that very day to send her
0 her husband’s home, escorted by two of his most
tusted disciples, and chaperoned by the matron
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Gautami

“Thou shalt soon be in thy husband’s home, my child"”
sald the sage *“I suppose thou shalt need a bridal ward-
robe but I fear our hermitage will yleld only simple
garments of bark!” he added ruefully “No matter—
thy husband loves thee as thou art, my child clad in
thine own pristine beauty” .

The glad news of Shakuntala’s marriage with the King
soon spread like wildfire in the grove, causing great
excitement among its Inhabitants It was indeed the
most sensational event recorded In hermitage history
Droves of saints hermits, disciples, elderly matrons and
young girls flocked to the cottage of Saint Kanwa, o;fer-
ing thelr congratulations whilst showering ausplclous
rice upon the blushing bride Many of them came loaded
with such simple wedding-gifts as an austere hermitage
would allow Offerings of fruits, flowers, pickles, jams,
sweets, olntments, baskets, clay fizures of gods and god-
desses, crowded the floor of the Saint’s cottage

The women buzzed around the bewlldered bride, offer-
ing her advice on marriage When the well-wishers had
departed, Shakuntala embraced her childhood friends,
Anusaya and Prlyamvada, who had brought with them
fresh lotus blooms, and garlands of sweet-scented Aesara
flowers, with which to decorate the bride

“Dear, dear friends,” cried Shakuntala “You haie
been so good and kind to me always How shall I ever
abide to be parted from you? You must both come and
stay with me at court —I shall ask my father to arrange
to send you Oh, say that you wlll come'” Ovecrcome with
emotlon, the young bride dissolved into tears, in which
her companions heartily jolned her After a few minutes
of liquid emotion, however, they had recovered sufficl-
ently to begin with enthusiasm the detalls of the bridal
toilet, so dear to the hearts of all women everywhere

“First we must rub your limbs with scented olntment”
sald Anusaya, producing a bov of perfumed olntment

« n~de of the Ingudl frult and sweet-smelling grass leaves

N
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“Oh, look!” exclaimed the maidens “How well this
—7hite lily sets off your lovely profile!” or “How wondrously
-“our white bosom gleams beneath the hesara garlands!”
T hey cried out in delight and admiration as they beheld
~ he beauteous bride decked in the simple ornaments of
Lyature that were all that their loving hands could pro-
luce But when they looked at the vestments of bark,
--heir hearts were saddened
© “Qn, dear!'” they cried ruefully “What a pity we have
10 fine raiment fit for a queen!'”
-~ No sooner was the wish expressed than two hermits
- ippeared, their arms full of ravishing clothes and costly
'f}swels There were squeals of delight as the maldens
- ell upon them, followed by exclamations of amazement
‘-4nd ecstasy
—~ “But Narada, where did they come from?” squeaked
riyamvada excitedly
‘I “Did the King send them?®” questioned Anusaya
agerly
“A miracle has happened!” exclaimed the hermits
s.Heaven itself has showered these rich gifts for our
~aintly Kanwa’s daughter We were collecting flowers
or Shakuntala at the request of our Master, when we
I “uddenly discovered hanglng from the branch of a tree
Qis sliver robe, sparkling and white as a moon-beam,—
-} mystic symbol of bridal purity and joy Suspended
I’{rom another tree nearby we found these siiks, and these
CoMiceless gems, as though by the touch of a fairy hand
- he flowers had been transformed into glittering jewels
i) rare beauty ”
7+ “Oh, it Is all like a beautiful dream'” gasped Priyam-
-*7ada, clapping her hands
2. ‘Bow lucky you are, Shakuntala!” exclaimed Anusaya
- Just think,—your wedding dress and jewels were actually
% ’:nade In Heaven”
2 “Come,” sald the hermit Narada “Let us hasten to
~-form Father Kanwa of what has transpired today by
sUint of his spirftual powers ”

K
o
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Then Shakuntala’s friends began anew the task
arraying the bride In the splendid celestial raiment arl_
sparkling jewels that lent radlance and lustre to h?
classic beauty . s

“Shakuntala, dear, you look every inch a queen!'” cric
the girls admiringly

“My dear frlends I must thank you for all your troub'
and pains” answered Shakuntala gratefully

“Not at all,” rejoined Priyvamvada gaily “After o
it isn’t every day we assist at the toilet of a Queen’

Father Kanwa presently came in, having been aporis-
of the miracle of the clothes and jewels His sombrs
eyes were gladdened at sight of his beauteous daughter
clad In her heaven-sent finery Ilooking unbelievabl
queenly and dignified Mixed with joy, however, was 3
tinge of sadness in the Saint’s ascetic heart |

“Ah!” he thought pensively ‘This day must I paH'
with my dearly-beloved child my little nursling that }
have fathered for so many long years —But yesterday §
seems she was a toddler playing at my feet —Now see hel-
standing there in heavenly attire,—a Queen'”

“My child,” said Kanwa in a deep volce “May tho]
be happy and honoured by thy lord May thou b
adored by him, and bear him an illustrious son'” Th{
tremulous maiden received the benediction with teard
in her eyes The sage then led her to the sacred ﬂrj’
bidding her walk round it reverentially, whilst he chantea
a holy prayer '

“Oh flame that shines upon hallowed air,

“Oh flame that wafts upward upon wings of a prayer -

“Hear, oh hear, the prayer of my heart,

“Purify my child, who this day from hence mus

depart ”’

Aftel he had earnestly prayed, Kanwa called to hir
his trusted disciples, Sarangarava and Saradwatl
instructing them to accompany Shakuntala on her long”

rney to Hastinapur, chaperoned by the matron Gauy

i Soon the lttle party moved off, escorted for par

7
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—f the way by the heart-broken father and the two
- hildhood companions of the bride, all of whom heard,
o their great astonishment, supernatural voices bidding
nappiness and god-speed to the departing maiden
“Farewell thee well, O maiden of dreams,” (they sang),
“May thy path ever lie 'mong lotus-laden streams,
- “Where the spreading trees their shades do yleld,
“To protect thine eyes, thine limbs to shield
- “From burning rays of great Surya's fire
‘May gentle zephyrs spur thy heart's desire,
- “O maiden of light,
- ‘“With spirit so bright,—
4 “As blithely thou journey through the magic hours,
- “Treading on air o'er a carpet of flowers,
7 “To meet thy lord 'pon Hastinapur’s fair towers”
“Child, hear!” cried Gautaml, over-awed ‘The nymphs
©0f the forest who love thee like a sister, are bidding thee
-a fond farewell ”
- “Yes, mother,” whispered Shakuntala, deeply touched
cand thrilled  Silently she bowed her thanks to the
invisible creatures
“Dearest friends,” said Shakuntala, with a sigh
-F‘Although I long to see my beloved again, my feet will
not willingly leave this dear grove where I've been happy
bll my life”
» “Dear Shakuntala,” rejoined Anusaya “Parting is
-always difficult and full of sadness See, this whole grove
Is stricken with sorrow ”
“Father,” said Shakuntala pleadingly “Please allow
-me to see my pet plant, the jasmine, before I go”
| "Yes, yes, child, go and bid adieu to thy favourite I
i-now thou lovest it like a sister,” answered the sage
Even as this lovely plant clings fondly round the mango-
vtree, so shalt thou, dear one, cling lovingly about the
. Neck of thy worthy lord, whom thou hast won by thine
; OWD peerlessness and merits —Leave thy dear jasmine to
{ ItS‘ brotector, even as I commit thee to thine"
Dear sisters,” said Shakuntala tearfully “To your
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care I leave my jasmine as a memento Do you tendq
as I have done, when I am gone”

“And to whose care do you leave us®” asked thJ
maldens, bursting into tears |

But Kanwa reproached them for their weakness, askir:
theni to be of good cheer, so that they might be able!
comfort their sister who needed their support The litt!
party then moved on in melancholy silence for a whik
Suddenly Shakuntala gave a smothered cry as she espi«
her pet deer grazing on the hermitage lawns

“Oh, my pet'” she exclaimed ‘“She is soon to fawn
Father, do not fall to send me word when she does so”

“I will remember,” replied the Sage

“But what Is this that is tugging at my dress?” ashe
Shakuntala .

“Why, it is thy foster-child that thou didst rear frox
its infancy, when it was left an orphan, poor litth
creature,” recollected Kanwa “Remembering thy ten
derness and loving care, it wants to follow thee child'

“My poor little one, wilt thou follow a miserable wretcr
who deserts thee so thoughtlessly?” cried Shakuntala
weeping anew “Father, I entreat you, look after the
little orphan as if it were your own child!”

“My child, dry thy tears Be firm and resolved to mee
life’s ups and downs as they come,” admonished the sage
gently

At last they arrived at the border of a lake, whert
Sarangarava halted the party

“Venerable Master,” quoth he “It is written In the
sacred books ‘Thou shalt accompany thy friend no fur-
ther than the rim of the first water’ We have arrived
at the lake, therefore it is time we parted company’

“So be it!” answered Kanwa resignedly “Suffer us to
stand under the shade of this tree for a minute, while

you the gist of the message to be delivered to the
v Tell him, after you have led Shakuntala to his
"~e, that Kanwa has sent him one whom he s In

and duty bound to cherish as his wife,—t0
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'+ snthrone as his queen,—because of the pure and natural
ove that sprang up In secret between him and
Shakuntala ™
“Tt shall be according to your wish, Master,” answered
r-3arangarava, bowing
t . “My child,” continued the sage, turning to his daughter
- 7 ‘A few words of advice to thee In thy lord's house, be
¢« respectful to thy elders, and honour them Be not
. ¢ {ealous of those that share thy husband's love, but be a
friend to them rather Always be submissive and gentle
..+ 1o thy lord, even though he treat thee harshly To those
¢~that are under thee, be ever kind and considerate If
fortune smile upon thee, let it not turn thy head —If
- thou shalt diligently follow my advice, thou shalt be a
great blessing to thy husband and to all his house —
. -And now, dear child, we must part”
- “But father,” cried Shakuntala tremulously “Do
~Priyamvada and Anusaya have to return with thee? Can
’1(’they not accompany me®?”
+ ¢ ‘Dear child,” answered Kanwa “I fear they cannot
- —accompany thee to such a big city They are innocent
'J.maldens, whom it would not be proper to expose to the
temptations of a palace”
4 'O my father,” exclaimed Shakuntala “Torn from
withy bosom like a leaf from a tree, how shall I bear life in
a new and unknown soil?”
.¢ “Thy fears are imaginary, child,” consoled Kanwa
" “Thou shalt soon be in the bosom of thy lord’s life, relgn-
- Ing in his heart and home as his loved wife and queen
a12 10y child, too, will bring thee endless joy and delight,
w:ﬁghtenmg thy soul, and making thee forget this little
.- &rief of parting”
,;, . At last, calling forth all her resolution, Shakuntala
" in?re herself away from her father’s embrace, and kneel-
4t lﬁ% ?it his feet, bathed them with her tears The latter
Bt bidther up, still weeping, from the ground Whilst
1t g farewell to her for the last time, Anusaya and

e Priyamvada reminded Shakuntala to be sure to show to

-
3
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the King the signet-ring he had glven her The latt
paled at the mere suggestion that her husband migh
perchance, be slow in remembering her Was it intul
tlon? Was it premonition? Who can tell?

“Come, lady, we must hasten,” interposed Sarangarav:
“The time is fast passing, and we have a long journg
to go”

Wistfully Shakuntala glanced back over her shoulde
at tne home of her childhood

“When shall I see this beloved grove again, I wonder”
she mused

“When thou hast lived a long and happy life witt
thy lord, and thy son is grown to manhood, and th
kingdom devolved upon him by his father, then shalt
thou, together with thy husband, seek the calm and
repose of thy old home,” stated the sage

“Come, my child,” pressed Gautami ‘“Linger no mor
Let thy father return home now Holy Father, retur
homewards, or we shall never be done with leave-taking’

“My child,” sighed Kanwa ‘“Do not keep me longer
I must return to my rites without delay”

“Dearest father” entreated Shakuntala “You are s
much weakened by your religlous penances Pray, d
not grieve for me too much”

The sage sighed deeply as he gazed for the last time
upon the flower-like face of his foster-child, upturned
to his own old and wrinkled one

“How shall I not grieve for thee, dear one®” he mur
mured “But go'—And may the gods prosper thee!”

Supported by Gautami, Shakuntala was led away from
her father’s side at last As the departing party set sail
in a tiny boat, Shakuntala turned agaln and again t0
wave to her father and her friends, until they turned
a bend in the lake, when the majestic trees hid them from

/"'*1
&reweu"’ she whispered tears blinding her eyes
ell, dear home of my childhood days!”

-

’
&
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CHAPTER V

-

[
Jfpox A PLEASANT evening In early winter, Dushyanta sat
+ ease upon a stone bench in the palace court-yard
t Hastinapur overlooking a forest of domes and mina-
~ets sllhouetted against the ancient sky-line
- The thought of the bride he had left behind In the
iermitage of Saint Kanwa, or of the strong attachment
_hat had sprung up between them intruded itself not at
11 upon the King’s consciousness, as he sat gazing idly
-efore him at the picturesque landscape his friend
fathavya by his side The remembrance of Shakuntala
1ad, In truth, been completely eradicated from Dush-
-anta’s memory by the force and power of Durvasa’s
urse
. “As T was telling you, Your Majesty,” said Mathavya,
about this rogue of a merchant——"
_ “Hush, Mathavya, I hear sweet music” interrupted
-he King, as the strains of soft music and sweet singing
-el pleasantly upon his ears
- “'Tis a charming song, in truth'” agreed Mathavya
Tt comes from the music-room, ah, it is the Queen
-lansapadika practising a new song”
“How passionately she sings!” declared the King
‘Do you not understand the intent of her song?” asked
éxathavya, glancing at the King out of the corner of his
Te
“I belleve I do,” answered the King good-humouredly
§he Is reproaching me in song for neglecting her a little
for the Queen Vasumat! Will you go and tell her that
Dushyanta has heard and understood her gentle
reproof®”
) ::Must I face her jealous fury?” asked Mathavya wryly
. “Oh, come, come!” coaxed the King “You will know
$ow to pacify her with sweet words Go and give her
my message "

“Very well,” answered Mathavya resignedly, stalking

43
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oflf in the direction of the music-room

*’Tis passing strange,” thought Dushyanta when }
was alone, “how a fragment of melody, or the fragran
of a flower, will evoke forgotten memorles, filllng t
soul wlth sadness, as though vague remembrances fro
other lives are passing over the spirit”

Whilst Dushyanta was thus soliloquising with himsel
his chamberlain appeared to announce tne arrival of
deputation of hermits from the hermitage of Sal
Kanwa

“Slire,” said the chamberlain “Two hermits and som
women from Kanwa's hermitage have just arrived, an
seek Immediate audience with Your Majesty ”

“A deputation from Saint Kanwa’s, did you say?” aske
Dushyanta wonderingly

“Yes, sire They are anxlous to dellver a messas
from their Superior,” continued the chamberlain

“Instruct my domestic priest Somarata to recelve the
with all honour, and introduce them before me in tt
Chamber of the Consecrated Fire,” commanded the Kin

Dushyanta then arose to go indoors to prepare himse
for the holy visitors When he was seated in the hallov
ed room, the hermits were ushered into his presence t
the chambeilain Preceded by Somarata, the King
priest, Sarangarava and Saradwata entered, followed b
Shakuntala and Gautami Although her form was ha
hidden by a flowing vell, Shakuntala’s grace and beaut
could not be concealed It drew the eyes of the King an
his attendants immediately upon her

“Who can she be?” thought the King “She is indee
wondrously fair and graceful, and quite out of place !
this austere company”

Dushyanta inquired of his warder in a low tone wh
the lady was

“I cannot conjecture her identity, sire,” answered th

der
st reverent sirs,” began Somarata, when the com
was within a few feet of the King “Behold th



SHAKUNTALA OR THE LOST RING 45

Guardian and Protector of the Four Orders of the Priest-
hood H~ awalts jour petition”

The hermits bowed

“We come not as petitioners great Brahmin,” smiled
Sarangarava “We have the greatest confidence in His
Majesty s generosity and protection ”

At that moment Shakuntala’s right eye-lid quivered
involuntarilv  Sick with fear at the evil omen she paled
under her vell, her heart beating violently at sight of
her dear lord

“0 my heart, take courage,” she whispered inwardly

“Your Majesty,” declared the Kings priest “These
holy men have come from the forests bordering the
snowy mountains, and wish to dellver a message from
their spiritual head the great Rishi Kanwa”

“I am ready to hear it,” returned the King

“Glory be to the King!” chorused the disciples of
KRanwa

Dushyanta bowed

“My greetings to you, holy men” he responded graci-
qusly “T trust your religious rites are undisturbed?”

“Who would dare disturb our rites as long as thou art
our protector, great King?” rejoined Sarangarava

“Such indeed is the duty of a King, or it were mockery
to hold the title of Defender of the Just,” observed Dush-
vanta *Is the venerable Sage Kanwa in good health®
His welfare is of great consequence to the country and
the people”

“He is well, by the grace of Brahma, and sends his
greetings to Your Majesty He bade us tell Your Majesty
that he feels extremely happy to bless Your Majesty's
marrigge with his daughter Shakuntala,” declared
Sarangarava “Since Your Majesty is the greatest and
hoblest of men, and Shakuntala here the very embodi-
ment of virtuous womanhood, it would appear that the
Breat Lord Brahma hath for once united in holy matri-
mony a bride and bridegroom truly suited to each other ”

For a few seconds that seemed like eternity to Sha

’
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tala, complete silence reigned in the fire-chamber At
last Dushyanta spoke

“What is this strange thing I hear®” he asked in a low
volce, amazement and wonder marking each syllable he
uttered

Dushyanta’s words were like a knife plunged into
Shakuntala's heart She reeled under the shock

“What!” exclaimed Sarangarava “Dost thou hesi-
tate, monarch, to accept thy true and loyal wife, who
will soon be the mother of thy child?”

“Are you trying to suggest,” demanded the King, more
and more mystifled, “that I am actually married to this
lady?”

“Take heed, King,” warned Sarangarava “It is not
befitting a monarch to break the rules of justice and
morality because he repents his vows Even If thou love
her no more, thou must accept her as thy wife, and let
her dwell beside thee, for a wife’s place is by her lord”

“It is preposterous that I should be so addressed”
exclalmed Dushyanta “All this is pure fabrication!”

“1t is obvious, King, that power has infoxicated thy
soul,” retorted Sarangarava spiritedly “Else thou
wouldst not with impunity make a plaything of a holy
man’s daughter!”

“What!{ Insult upon insult! This is intolerable!” cried
Dushyanta, flushing angrily

Alas! for the luckless Shakuntala —every word that her
lord uttered, seared her soul like a flaming iron Trembl-
ing and anguished, her heart cried out in silent agony
at the injustice of Fate’s decree though she stood mute
and immobile, a tragic though beautiful figure

At last, old Gautami removed the vell that concealed
the lovely face, hoping thus to revive the King's memory
Dushyanta gasped when he beheld the exquisite form
fully revealed to his gaze He was enchanted with what

w
t rare and wondrous beauty!” he thought looking
*untala with undisguised admiration “Why' It
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is mine for the asking'!-——But I cannot belleve she is my
wife, (as this hermit alleges), and must therefore restrain
myself

For a long while, Dushyanta sat wrapped In deep
thought, finedly regarding the beauteous girl At last,
Sarangarava interrupted his trance-like silence

“Well, King, thou art very silent,” he observed “Dost
thou not yet recall thy wife, now that thou hast looked
upon her face?”

“Holy man,” answered Dushyanta gravely “I affirm
once more in all truth,—I was never wedded to this lady
How, then, can I recall her visage, beautiful though it
undoubtedly is?”

“Ah, woe is me!” Involuntarily the words escaped
Shakuntala’s unhappy lips

“Beware, monarch!” exclaimed Sarangarava “For this
day hast thou insulted the holy Sage, who didst bless thy
union with his treasured child Rather, he should have
damned thee to hell for the base ravisher that thou art!’
Sarangarava's anger burst its limits as he hurled the
epithet at the King, though Saradwata begged him to
restrain himself, whilst he reminded Shakuntala to show
the King the signet-ring he had glven her

In desperation, Shakuntala wondered what it would
avail her to revive his memory, since his feelings for her
had undergone so drastic a change She hesitated
therefore, to produce the ring

“I will not call thee husband,” she began in an agitated
volce, “since thou wilt not acknowledge our union Nobie
son of Puruy, it is unworthy of thee to betray an innocent
girl who trusted thy word, and plighted her troth to thee
forever

“What vile aspersions are these that thou dost cast
upon my fair name, lady?"” retorted Dushyanta

“If thy strange conduct is due to a cloud that mys-
terlously darkens thy memory,” at last sald Shakuntala,
“then this ring, with thy name engraved upon it, will
convince thee of the truth of my word” So saying,
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Shakuntala raised her left hand towards the King But
the next moment she uttered a cry of dismay

“Alas! I've lost my ring!” she cried In anguish *1
must have dropped it In Sachi’s holy pool!”

The King smiled ironically

“How quickly does a women’s mind work,” he observed

“Great Prince,” interposed Gautami tartly “This
maliden was reared In a holy hermitage, and knows not
the meaning of deceit”

“Madam,” answered the King “The female sex, it Is
well-known, Is born subtle and wily Witness the kol
how cleverly she leaves her eggs to be hatched by others”

“Dishonourable wretch!” cried Shakuntala angrlly
“Judgest thou others by thine own perfidious ways® Thou
art indeed unparalleled in falsehood,—a dissimulating
masquerader in the name of religion!”

“Well'” thought the King, taken aback by the malden’s
sudden fury ‘“That sounded lke righteous anger, and
no acting! She almost makes me doubt my own mind”

“My dear lady,” said the King aloud “The world
knows Dushyanta too well to give credence to such wild
accusations”

“Fool that I was to trust my honour to a man whose
heart Is like a reservoir of poison, whiist his lips mouth
honeyed words!” exclaimed Shakuntala bitterly

“Regret comes too late in the wake of rash and
impulsive actions,” declared Sarangarava sternly “A
contract like marriage should never be hastily or secretly
transacted ”

“What! Do you still persist in that trumpery charge®”
exclaimed Dushyanta “Is my word to be discredited in
favour of hers?”

“That seems absurd indeed, does it not great King?”
asked Sarangarava sarcastically “Well has it been sald

//ms,; ard the innocence of those who from thelr child-
%nve never been acquainted with falsehood, but
'the false words of him who is well versed In
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“But my good man, consider What would it avail me
i betray this lady?” asked Dushyanta, trying to keep
s temper in check
“Nothing,” retorted Sarangarava ‘“except ruin”
At last Saradwata cut short the argument
~“Since we haive fufilled the holy Kanwas commission
Jere 1s no more to be sald so we had best return home ”
1id he “There is no doubt at all that the fair Shakun-
da is thy bride, King, whether thou will it or no,’ he
ided, addressing Dushyanta “And since the husband s
vav over his wife is absolute ve leave it to thee to do
zth her as thou pleaseth we have done our duty and
~ust depart”
~S0 saying, Saradwata made for the door followed by
ae others But Shakuntala ran after them imploring
lem not to desert her The hermits however sternly
-sregarded her pathetic pleas, but the old woman, who
ad known the maiden since she was a babe, could
zarcely listen to her lamentations in vain She begged
zem to allow her to return with them Sarangarava,
Jwever, was adamant He rebuked Shakuntala for
Ishing to leave her lord and master
:“If thy conscience be clear, and thy soul pure, then
'gust thou be prepared to endure any fate in thy hus-
nd's home,” he declared “Even though he relegate
-iee to the rank of a servant, thou must obey implicitly ”
*\“Thou dost grossly deceive the lady hermit,” observed
-3 King  “As a man of virtue, I cannot take another
lan’s wife ”
“Oh,” cried Sarangarava “Why this sudden desire to
€ considered virtuous, when thou hast coolly and con-
thiently forgotten thy marriage vows?”
* Totally non-plussed by the hermit's obduracy, Dush-
.Bnta at last turned for advice and counsel to his domestic
31"15-%, Somarata
n?’iozsut reverend sir,” said the King in a low tone “I
g ot what course of action to follow in this distress-
matter I pray you, give me the benefit of your

3
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wisdom and experience I seem to be cornered betwed-
two evils to be dubbed a ravisher,—or the deserter%{
my wedded wife! Both are obnoxlous, and Involve equ :
sin and injustice —Yet I know I am innocent! Unlessd
by some strange quirk of destiny, I have forgotten ttf’
marrlage these hermits say I have contracted”
For some time the priest pondered over the King ]‘
problem At last he gave his decision |
“Your Majesty were best advised to pursue & middj
course of action in this matter,” he declared judlclouslj
“I suggest that this lady be given shelter and asylum 4
my own household until her child is born Then w1
shall be able to determine without a shadow of doubdt
whether her claim be just or false”
“How s0°” queried the King, perplexed _
“Your Majesty may recall that soothsayers and astr]
logers have prophesied that Your Majesty’s first-born
destined to be a universal ruler If, then, the Saln!
daughter should give birth to a male child who has t§-
discus or mark of empire in the lines of his right ham
then she may unreservedly be received by Your Majes]
as his wife It otherwise, she may be sent back to hf-
father’s house”
“Tt shall be as you say, sir,” assented the Kird
relieved
“Daughter,” sald the priest gently *“Come with mej-
Weeping Shakuntala followed him, repeatedly cal
upon Mother Earth to open up and swallow her
Left alone in the fire-chamber, the King sat dazed a0
silent, the thought of Shakuntala and all that had Ji
transpired absorbing him completely |
“What conspiracy of fate is this,” he thought wonde {
ingly, “that offers me so lovely a creature for the askiﬂﬁ
yet I dare not accept her!”
Suddenly cries of astonishment were heard without.
~“Ha'! What now®” thought the King :
< Exclted exclamations of “Mlracle! Miracle!” rent t H
, as the prlest Somarata burst into the flre-chamté}.

PR

—

¢ r

f




SHAEUNTALA OR THE LOST RING 51

.nparing sensational news
— ‘Your Majesty,” he exclaimed breathlessly “A most
. »tonishing thing has happened! As I was leading away
" 1e maid Shakuntala, a luminous shape descended from
e skies, and bore her away in it’s arms, weeping I
. ave never seen anything like it before in my life!”
l'l’he King sighed wearily
T “A strange end to a strange episode'” he exclaimed
-;It is of no use our trying to understand this mystery,
.1y good priest Let us rest”
. But though the King tossed and turned in his bed all
“lght there was to be no rest for him The thought of
_“pahuntala’s weeping countenance troubled his consci-
“usness, keeping him awake
“Ye gods'” he muttered to himself ‘’Tis true I dis-
."ned her—I had to!' Yet my heart wants to believe
.. er words, now that she has been snatched from me —
© cannot remember marrying the beautiful creature,—
7.2t she spoke the truth, there is no doubt about it at
;’H—By heaven, how shall I fathom thls mystery?—
.. eautiful Shakuntala, thou art no more upon earth,—
‘“A’nd thy child, too, is lost to the world with thee! Could
* really be my own child® It must be' Alas' Alas!
ow grievously have I sinned this day”
“i0n and on ran Dushyanta’s fevered mind in this
‘oubled strain, remorse gnawing at his soul like a
-./ancer, robbing him of all sleep and rest

a
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CHAPTER VI
'
'L»Lrﬂmn DAYS ELAPSED since the unhappy eplsode in the
hamber of the Consecrated Fire, which had robbed the
_.dng of all peace of mind, though his memory remained
%1 2 fog of forgetfulness
One morning, as the King was attending somewhat

;‘rr;%hanlcauy to his state duties, a visitor was announced
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and ushered into his presence This was his brother
law Mitravasu, the Superintendent of the City Police

“Well, Mitravasu, what can I do for you®” ashked !
King

“Your Majesty,” began Mitravasu My men have |
caught a fisnerman red-handed, as he was attemptl
to sell a very valuable ring belonging to Your Majes*
with your name engraved upon it"”

“A ring with my name engraved upon It!” echoed t
King, starting up as he remembered Shakuntala’s wo
regarding a ring of that description

“Yes, but it has been found again Here it is,” repl{
Mitravasu And so saylng, he held out the ring for th
King’s inspection Dushyanta uttered a great cry ash
recognised the ring he had given to Shakuntala Wi
recognition, remembrance came flooding back into Ii
consciousness with all the force and impact of wa'|.
running down a steep cataract

“She swore It was lost in Sachl’s holy pool' 4
exclaimed remorsefully “And I would not belleve he

The King then handed Mitravasu a purse with a hani
some sum in it,—the full value of the fateful ring —as}.
reward to the poor flsnerman who had discovered it {-
the belly of a carp

Great was the King’s grief when the realisation ¢
what he had done dawned upon him fully :

“Oh Shakuntala, my love, my own dear wife!” he crf
hoarsely “Miserable wretch that I was to disown at
dishonour thee, sweetest, purest flower of womanhoy
that thou wert!'—Shakuntala, my beloved, come bach i
me! But no'—I've lost thee for ever,—thou hast {0
saken thy faithless loid O cursed destiny, what havéy
done that I should be punished with so black a fate -

2l his?—_Heaven, be a witness to my sorrow and remorst-
me not drag on a miserable existence on earth wittf
her I love! Send me a quick and merciful deat

Brahma!” ‘

Overwhelmed by the sudden onrush of grief that flow
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ed his soul, Dushyanta wept, nor could be consoled
It was Spring, the season of the great vernal festival,
when the mango-blossom is in full bloom,—when nature
is thronged in gladness, when life bursts forth into
greenness and glory, when Kama, the God of Love, sends
forth his flowery darts with gay and careless abandon,
striking old hearts and young men and maids alike with
ardent and fiery passion, when girls deck their tresses
with variegated flowers, and sway their jaunty hips with
inviting sensuousness
But there was no gay and carefree spirit of spring in
Dushyanta’s kingdom, nor did nature’s smiles find an
echo in the hearts of the people The great annual feast
had been called off in view of the King's heavy grief at
the loss of his beloved wife, Shakuntala In desolation,
- Dushyanta walked his deserted gardens alone his sorrow
enhanced by the plquant beauty of the landscape around
“Alas! the very season shrieks out the joys of love,
but she who was the very embodiment of love is no
- more in the world!” brooded Dushyanta ‘“Fain would
I drown my sorrow in deep slumber, but sleep hath for-
sahen my couch,—it no more rests upon my aching lids
—Oh, Shakuntala, my love, I heap curses upon myself
)for having rejected thee so cruellyl Have pity upon thy
slave, and return to him!”
‘ As the melancholy monarch wandered about in his
‘loneliness, theie was one to whom his grief-stricken out-
- Pourlngs brought intense joy and delight This was the
- celestial nymph Sanumati, who invisible to earthly eyes,
»' filtted about among the trees, following the King happy
. 1o see to what straits of desperation and suffering he was
» Teduced by his separation from Shakuntala For Sanumati
. Was the great Niiend of the heavenly nymph Menaka, the
- Mother of,Shaluntala, who had enjoined on her the task
M of going down to earth to ascertain how Dushyanta fared,
for her daughter languished for him even in heaven
' OfWeH satisfled with her mission, assured beyond doubt
' O the King’s great love for Shakuntala, Sanumati flew

'
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back to heaven to report the glad tidings that would bring
some cheer to the sad heart of Shakuntala
The morning after Sanumati’s espial in the palace
gardens Dushyanta sat in a state of utter dejection hi
spirits sinking to the very nadir of despondency, when
he was aroused from his lethargy by a loud cry for help
“Murder! Murder!” shrieked a voice, which Dushyanta |
recognised with dismay as his friend Mathavya’s Start-
ing up, the King rushed out of the chamber to h!s'
friend’s rescue |
Outside he met Vetravati, the warder |
“The Brahmin has been carried away by an evil spitlt
to one of the towers of the Palace of Clouds, and is In
great danger,” said the warder urgently
“An evil spirit in my own house!” exclaimed the King
“What next?”
Drawing his sword, Dushyanta advanced rapidly up
the spiral staircase that led to the tower
“My bow and arrow, quick!” he called down to his
minions Quickly the bow and arrow were brought to
him Stringing it swiftly, Dushyanta almed it at the
invisible presence that was torturing his friend
“Monster!” cried Dushyanta furiously ‘“Dost thou dare
to defy me in my own house? Prepare to die!” |
Immediately the arrow was shot Matali the charloteer
of Indra stood before the King, whilst Mathavyd
stralghtened up, as though suddenly released from the
murderous hold that had pinned him to the ground |
“It is the wish of the gods that thou shouldst turn
thy arrows against the demons,” sald Matall as he |
smilingly came forward to greet the King 1
“Matali'” exclaimed the King, amazed “Welcome,
great charfoteer of Indra” |
“What'!” cried Mathavya indignantly “You bld thl'b |
Jponster who tried to break my neck a warm welcome® I
dra hath sent me with a request to you, great
' declared Matall \
ay let me hear it,” answered Dushyanta |
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‘“The descendants of Kalanemi, the giants with a
hundred arms and heads, are rearing their many heads
against the gods in defiance,” explained Matali “Indra,
the mighty lord of Heaven, who calls thee friend, has
been pleased to nominate thee the leader of his armies
against the Daityas —Ascend Indra’s celestial chariot,
therefore, and fly to victory”

"I am flattered by the signal honour paid me by the
mighty Indra,” replied Dushyanta “But tell me, why did
you torture my friend a little while ago®”

“Well,” laughed Matald ‘“That needs a bit of explain-
ing But let me first apologise to your good friend for
having made him the victim of a little scheme —Seeing
that Your Majesty needed to be goaded into action by
drastic means, I took the liberty of rousing Your Majesty’s
ire by this subterfuge, and thus force you into action ”

Dushyanta seemed indeed to be transfused with new
energy by Matali’s clever ruse Gone were the lethargy
and spiritlessness of the past few months Rising to his

- full stature, and filled with his customary confidence,
¢ he issued commands in the old tone of authority

“Mathavya,” directed the King “Inform my minister

- Pisuna of what has transpired here to-day, and bid him
protect my realm and my people with care and energy

. Whilst Dushyanta’s bow is ranged against the enemies
of Heaven ”

- The King then ascended the celestial car, followed by

. Matali, and was flown heavenwards to wage war against
. the Daityas

4

'

‘ CHAPTER VII
H
- Dusmawta’s GREaT MIGET In battle, coupled with his
. Matchless heroism, soon won for the gods victory supreme

Over the dread Daityas, the glant descendants of
Kalanemi

!
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Great were the rejolcings in Heaven over Dushyanta’s
resounding success in war, which was crowned by high
honours belng heaped upon his head by the grateful
gods Enthroned beside mighty Indra as the hero of the
hour, Dushyanta was feted and feasted with great pomp
and ceremony, which aroused the envy of all the gods
assembled, including Jayanta, the son of Indra

When the splendid celebrations were ended, and the
godly repast over, Dushyanta rose to take his leave of
Indra and the other gods

“Thy stupendous skill and valour in war hath made
thee the equal of all the gods present, O great King'
declared Indra, placing around Dushyanta’s neck 2 beau-
tiful garland of mandara flowers, tinged with sandal,
that had lain upon the god’s own breast

“Thou dost do me too much honour, O mighty Indra’
murmured Dushyanta overwhelmed ‘’Tis by thy power
alone that doughty deeds are performed by mortal men.’

After the exchange of compliments on both sides Dush-
yanta departed in the heavenly car of Indra, driven by
Matali

As they glided through the empyreal, star-studded
space, Matall drew the King’'s attention to the sweet
singing of the heavenly hosts

“Hark, the inhabitants of the heavenly spheres sing
anthems to your brave deeds, great King,” sald Matall

“How melodious is their song!” exclaimed Dushyanta,
listening raptly to the ethereal music of the spheres
“And where are we flylng now?®”

" “«Just now we are In that orbit of the heavenly sphere
called the Partvaha,” answered Matall

“How wonderfully calm and reposeful it is here,” sigh-
ed Dushyanta, drinking in the qulet of the atmosphere
that was like balm to his jagged spirit

“And what is that beautiful mountaln range dOW“J
which flows a shimmering river of gold®” asked the King \
presently

“Ah, that Is the Golden Peak, the abode of the servants

}
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"of Kuvera, the God of Wealth,” replied Matall ‘“The
highest kind of penances are worked there It is also
" the home of Indra’s great sire, Kasyapa, and his wife,
Aditi, who do penance for the sins of mortals”
“T should very much like to pay my respects to the
great sage,” sald Dushyanta eagerly
“Certainly,” agreed Matali, gracefully piloting the car
- down to the Golden Peak
“Kasyapa’s grove lies yonder, there where the anchorite
stands motionless as a statue” said Matali, after they
had descended from the car “If Your Majesty will wait
 here a minute, I shall go and announce Your Majesty’'s
. arrival to Kasyapa”
£ “How wonderfully bracing this place is!'” thought the
King, as he waited under the shade of a spreading asoka
2 tree “The air is llke champagne No wonder the asce~
. ties need no food or drink”
As the Xing waited, his right arm began to throb
violently, to his great surprise
“Mock me not, mine arm,” thought Dushyanta bitterly
“My dearest hopes of happiness have vanished forever ”
<~ At that moment, the King’s attention was diverted by
“ the sound of a child’s laughter in a thicket close by
“Oh, you naughty boy'"” scolded a female voice “How
“istubborn you are!”
L Once more the merry, childish laughter rang out clearly
2 in the clean, crisp air, bringing a smile to Dushyanta’s
r pensive face
' The owners of the volces soon came into view, disclos-
« Ing two female attendants and a young boy of noble
bearing, whose fair face and bright eyes were a joy to
¢ behold Laughingly the boy teased a young lioness
= Suchling her savage offspring
“Open your mouth'!” he cried spiritedly to the angry
7 cu‘b “Let me see how many teeth you have got”
»l  ‘Leave the animal alone, Sarva-damana,” rebuked the
nurse severely “You are high-spirited, I must say, and
o Certainly lve up to the name, ‘All-taming’ that the

i

—-
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hermits have given you”

The King watched the little by-play with Interest and
amusement He was charmed beyond measure by the
bright-faced child who displayed such a dauntlessly
brave spirit

“If you stop teasing the animal, I shall give you a
lovely toy,” coaxed the second attendant, trying to bribe
the boy

“Give it to me first,” retorted the boy impudently
holding out his hand for the promised gift

Fascinated Dushyanta stared at the plump little hand
for it held in it the mystic mark of empire, the sign of
universal dominion

“Truly he is a most attractive, though wayward child ¢
who seems cut out for a very high destiny indeed”
thought Dushyanta, gazing at the boy in admiration

“How blessed are the parents of such a peerless child”
sighed the King, thinking wistfully of his own childlex
state

“Oh, dear!” cried the nurse helplessly “Whatever shall
we do with this intractable child® He is so wilful I
wonder who can help us reason with him?”

Looking around for help the attendant espled the King
standing in a corner of the bush '

“Kind sir,” sald she “Do you think you could per-
suade this rebellious child to let go of the young lon? 1
fear he may provoke its mother into attacking him”

Smilingly the King came forward to oblige

“Oh child of a saint,” he began “Dost thou have the
temerity to be rebellious here in this sacred grove®”

Surprised the boy looked up at the King, involuntarily
releasing his hold on the lion The nurses were delighted
to see this, and signalled to Dushyanta to follow up the
advantage by taking him quite out of harm’s way Gent
ly taking the boy’s hand In his own whilst engaging him
in conversation, Dushyanta led the child a lttle away
from the lion

An unknown attraction seemed to hold the boy 2}
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thrall, for he became all at once docile and submissive,
listening eagerly to King's every woid, whilst he gazed
up at him with a look of wondering adoration in his dark
eves The attendants clasped their hands together, and
exchanged surprised glances at this sudden transforma-
tion in their charge
“Wonderful'” they breathed in an excess of relief
“Kind sir, we thank you most sincerely But he is no son
of a saint,” they added, laughing
“Indeed?” observed the King, his curiosity roused “I
should not have thought it, certainly from his behaviour
and bearing But whose son is he then, if one may ask?”
“He comes from the family of Puru,” conceded the se-
cond attendant hesitantly
“From the family of Puru'” exclaimed the King,
. startled
“As a matter of fact,” declared the attendant slowly,
. staring hard at the King, “I think he looks very like
yourself, good sir”
“But is this not a sacred grove? How could anyone but
2 saint live here®” asked Dushyanta agitated
“That is so, certainly,” admitted the attendant “But
- his mother happens to be the daughter of a heavenly
nymph,” she added
. Dushyanta’s pulse beat faster at these words
“But what is the name of the man she married?” he
. urged, his voice betraying his eacitement
' “The wretch!” exclaimed the nurse indignantly “I
’really cannot bring myself to utter the name of one
. Who was callous enough to disown his own wife!”
At that moment a bright peacock passed by
“Just look at that shahunta, Sarva-damana'” ex-
"Cla:imed the first attendant to her charge
‘ ‘Where? Where® Where IS my mother®” asked the
b°‘5‘" looking eagerly around
{ thI sald shahunta, darling, not Shakuntala,” laughed
¢ nurse “How he dotes on his mother!”
Dushyanta became deathly pale at mentlon of the

1
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name Shakuntald He knew then beyond the shadow
of a doubt that he was on the trall of his lost beloved
at long last,—that his saga of suffering and separation
was soon to end

“Child what have you done with your amulet?” The
sharp voice of the attendant cut in on the King’s dis-
turbed thoughts “I do not see it on your hand!”

“Here it is,” sald Dushyanta, as his eye fell upon the
lost amulet where it lay upon the ground, a little distance
away The next moment he stooped and picked it up

“Don’t touch it' Don’t touch It!” cried the nurses
together, throwing up their hands in horror

Dushyanta, however, had already picked it up and
placed it on the boy's wrist

“Why, he has touched it,—and without being harmed!
Isn’t it wonderful?” exclaimed the nurses in tones of
amagzement, mystifying the King more and more

“But why should it harm me?” asked Dushyanta, per-
plexed

“Because the amulet holds magic virtue in it,” explain-
ed the nurses excltedly “It was glven to the boy by the
mighty son of Marichi, and cannot be touched by anyont
except the father or mother of the boy”

“and If it is°” asked the Klng quickly

“Then it turns Into a serpent and attacks him,” an-
swered the attendants

“And has such a phenomenon ever occurred®” querled _
the King ]

“Countless times,” answered the nurses, as they hul-
ried away to break the amazing news to Shakuntala
leaving the overjoyed Dushyanta to clasp his son in his
arms
After a period of waiting that seemed like eternity to

the King, Shakuntala appeared at last, looking pale and

emaclated, dressed In widow’s weeds, her halr falling

behind her in a single braid With sad countenance, in \

which love and reproach mingled in equal measure she
-~ rded her husband steadlily, as Dushyanta, haggard
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- th remorse and longing, gazed back at her with sorrow-

I eyes, that mutely pleaded for forgiveness

~Sobbing, he fell upon his knees before her, kissing the

n of her garments, and her fair feet

“'0h, my dearly beloved one'!” he criled in broken tones
know I have wronged thee grievously,—but do not

sovn me as I disowned thee once, nuserable cur that I

-15! Alas! What accursed cloud of forgetfulness dark-

4ed my memory I know not, but ’twas so, I swear!——"

‘Gently Shakuntala raised him up

~“My husband, arlse,” said she “I know 'twas no fault
thine, but mine own sins committed {n a previous life,

.at brought these sufferings upon my head”

“Nay, say not so!” cried Dushyanta passionately

~-Twas a madness of the soul I suffered from'”

. Tenderly the King wiped the tears that shone upon

1ahuntala’s eyelids

~The lost ring!” exclaimed Shakuntala, a stab of pain

" ssing through her at sight of the ring of recognition

. “The lost ring’” echoed Dushyanta sadly *“'Twas

und by a fisherman in a carp’s belly

th ot?her " interrupted the boy “Is this really my
er ”

“Yes, darling, this is Indeed your father,” replied
Jakuntata

The three were then united at last Fondly Dushyanta
-hbraced his wife and son, indescribable joy flooding his
art  Together they made plans for a glorious future,
Jen having recelved of Kasyapa and Aditl the bene-
Tetion they craved, they ascended the car of Indra, and

:::rtgaCk to earth, a song upon their lips and in their
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CHAPTER I

} THE PRIMEVAL DAYS of the world s glory, when the virgin
farth was young and fair and in the springtime of its
aistence, when nymphs and fairies and apsaras de-
Ighited in haunting its glens and forests and deep
hountain fastnesses, there once arose over the lovely
lac fields of Pratisthana, in ancient India, a soft, sweet
Ty of mingled female voices, like the sad and plaintive
vail of angels in distress calling for help and succour
“Hark! What sound was that?” exclaimed a hand-
ome, dashing young prince, who came riding up at that
goment in a fast-moving chariot, swift as the winds of
teaven He was the peerless Ilian Pururavas, King of
he World, grand-son of the Moon, who reigned supreme
t Pratisthana

“Help! Help! Alas' Alas'” the lamenting voices con-
inued to broadeast the pathetic appeal over the emerald
alns of Pratisthana

“'Tis the divine multitude of the heavenly nymphs'”
hought Pururavas, springing out of his chariot, and
tanning the azure neavens which echoed the cry of
weet supplication “Alas! What grief could have be-
gllen them to make them cry thus in dire distress®”

He cried out in a thundering voice, gazing upwards for
§51gﬂ of the forms that yet remained invisible to his
ortal eyes

“Who ecrles for help®” he demanded “Shall a call for
€lp g0 unanswered when Pururavas, King of the Uni-
€rse, stands by, ready to defend? Speak, reveal your-

65
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selves!” Involuntarily the young warrior clutched at tt
hilt of his sword, ready to unsheath it, his face set ar
grim with determination

As the King spoke, the volces drew nearer, the fah
forms gradually taking shape before his eyes, revealin
creatures of divine grace and beauty, clad In pastel
hued garments of gossamer delicacy, in shades of sk;
pink, azure-blue, sea-green, and dawn-grey They sto
in a cluster around the King, anxiously looking to hs
for help

“Great King,” declared Rambha and Menaka two ¢
the apsaras standing nearest to Pururavas “We beg yo
rescue our dearest sister and playmate, Urvasle, an
Chitralekha, from the clutches of that fell Titan, Kayshl
of Hiranyapoor, who has taken them captive whilst the
were returning from the celestial Mount Kailasa layin
great ravishing hands upon them, the infamous wretch’

Fear not, O nymphs of Heaven,” answered the Ki
“I shall bring back your beloved slsters to your arms (
die in the attempt”

“O worthy King,” replied Rambha, clasping her han
in joy “We shall await thy victorious return on yond:
Peak of Gold”

“Be it so! I shall overtake that deflant and concelte
sinner against Heaven, and bring him to book upon I
knees!” exclalmed the King, as he climbed into I
chariot, exhilarated by the thought of the comling €r
counter, the glint of battle flashing In his dark eycs

The multitude of the apsaras watched him as he sp°
away in his magle chariot towards the north-east, iz
a streak of lightning

“The King has gone,” sald Rambha to her compfmmr-
“Let us repair with haste to the Peak of Gold, and Lk
for him there against the appointed time”

So saying, she led the others up a hill near by, wh&
summit was called the Peak of Gold

Some time after, as the nymphs were anxlously gazin

nwards, tense with excitement, one of them, nam#

I
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Sahajanya, gave a cry of jov as she spled a speck of
wnite, the a bird, upon the blue horizon, which locomed
'arger and larger, until they could clearly discern the
Jeer-bannered chariot in which sat three figures

" “Look! Look! Sisters, behold'—The chariot of the
fKing!” ecried Sahajanva, aancing with delight “The

“mighty Hian would not return vithout our darling
Orrasie’ Vietory to the great King!”

4s the swift chariot drev nizh to Pratisthana bring-
lng In it the triumphant King with the lovely nymph,

Drvasie, and her bosom f{riend, Chitralekha, the former

‘[elt a poweriul emotion sweep over hun with irresistible

. force Mingled pity and tenderness surged in his breast

“lor the unconscious celestial form beside him which was

Twill faint with terror after the maiden’s ordeal at the

Thands of the Titan Kayshie

~ ‘Recall thy reason, O lovely one'” pleaded Pururavas
+hose heart was captured by the nymph’s inexpressible

_';)eauty “Lift thine lustrous eyes, fair one, the enemies

f Heaven can harm thee no longer”

.. But the terrified gir) remained motionless only her
Hft, full bosom, white as tne lotus-lily, heaved gently up
ind down in restless, irregular respiration
. “Alas!” cried Pururavas “She cannot yet recover her

-fason It has heen too rude a shocl for her Behold
- OV her breasts tremble with the throbbing of her heart.”

_+ “Fle, sister, awake'!” called Chitralekha, trying to re-

/{ e her friend “'Tis not worthy ol an apsare to Iaint

:‘ P.e this»

~ 1 Slowly the lovely eyes opened, like twin sapphire pools

"53}0 which the sun has smiled

,;z Rejolce, dearest sister,” sald Chitralekha, smiling

" {The hateful Titan has been vanquished!”

" Urvasle's white hand fluttered to her bosom

tVH&}“Vﬁmflu'sheci?" she breathed “By whom® By Indra,
o€ ?mnisclent. obiquitous one?”

Fr{mdl;f‘}'-"by this King, whose greatness and glory equal

;'1 a Smilingly Chitralekha indicated Pururavas,

! .
1
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who sat across from her, on the other side of Urvass

“O noble King!” cried Urvasle, turning an entran -
gaze upon the gallant Pururavas, who returned i wi*
ardour, engendering in the divine maiden an emotion 2
exquisite, as deep, as urgent as his own

“"Tis passing strange to think,” thought Pururavi
musing over the parentage of the lovely Urvasie asr
vealed to him by Chitralekha “that the withered cc
Salnt Narayan could have created so wondrous and p&
fect a creature as this,—who Is, moreover, supposed .
have sprung from his tnigh' Could an aged ascet
grown grey with poring over the scriptures, all uncon
scious of the sweet emotion of love, fashion so exquisie:
thing?”

The King’s thoughts were interrupted by thelr arrls
upon the Peak of Gold, where the eager apsaras collect
around the chariot to receive their beloved companlon

“Oh, sisters'” cried Urvasie joyfully “I never though
I should see your dear, sweet faces agemn”

Whilst the nymphs were happily chattering togetht
the sound of chariots descending from the heavens w3
heard from the East, and looking up, they saw Chitr
rath, King of the Gandharvas, bearing down upon ther
in a golden carriage

“Hail, great King'” sald he, as he allghted and bowel
before Pururavas “Heaven owes thee a debt of gratitude

“Hafil to thee, dear friend ” responded Pururavas warn
ly “Welcome to Pratisthana! What brings thee her
today®”

“We were on our way to rescue the captured Urvas!
when we learnt from tne heavenly bards of thy victor
over the abhorrent Kayshie —But co~e with us, triend
to Maghavan, with the lovely Urvasle and her comp:2
nlons For 'tis thy strong arm hath rescued her {rof
the fell Titan's grasping hands”

“Nay,” declared Pururavas modestly “It would n°
become me to see the King of Heaven Do thou lead £
lovely one before the great Indra, dear friend”

¢
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“If thou wilt insist,” said Chitrarath resignedly “But
aethinks thou'rt too modest Thy matchless courage
ath fired the imagination of all of Heaven’s Inmates”
Urvasie and the other nymphs then made ready to
epart, after thanking the King profusely At the final
~noment of paiting, however, the ravishing Urvasie, with
ypreal womanly guile, delayed her departure by feigning
2 disentangle her anklet from a creeper
. The eyes of the lovers met and locked in a passionate
‘lance,—a long look full of eloquent meaning, rapturous
et exceedingly sorrowiul
: Unable to stretch the moment further, or delay the
Jangs of farewell longer, Urvasle at last soared up into
be sLy after her friends, still looking down at the King,
7ho held her fascinated gaze with passlonate entreaty
n s own dark, brooding eyes

“Oh, Urvasie, Urvasie, my love!” cried Pururavas in des-
Aalr, as the vaporous skies absorbed his beloved into their
lepths in the twinkling of an eye “Enchantress'—
diren! Thou mzakest me dream of mad, impossible things,
-hou lovely, bewliching thing! Thou hast soared into thy
ieavens, thou elusive bird of paradise, tearing my heart
1t of my breast! It goes with thee like a bleed-
)Dg, battered thing, plerced by cruel arrows Ah, Love!
wove! Like a starry gift of the gods, thou camest to me
»?nt of the blue,—and thou hast vanished into the blue
figain, like the fickle wind that blows for a moment,—and
.5 gone

}hDisconselate at his loss, Pururavas rambled on until
<7t pall of night descended upon him where he stood,
sPlitary upon the peak of Gold Stumbling in the dark-
€55 that matched the gloom in his soul, he climbed down
Ane hi at last, making his way slowly back to his palace
;'?f marble

th;PSO the bereaved lover mourning for his lost beloved,
. Mmarvellous stone edifice appeared suddenly like a
»’Eile‘;z;ﬂmb,% vast, empty vault,—desolate and devold of
t

]
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CHAPTER II

Iv A SECLUDED CORNER of the palace gardens, thick with th
green follage of the flowering asoka trees that shed the
fragrant blossoms upon the ground like 2 carpet ¢
multi-coloured design, there sat a round rubicund figur
dressed In the habit of a Brahmin, upon a green I
bench of rustic pattern, thoughtfully chewing pan-supar
This was the King’s closest friend and companion, Mam
vaka, who, by virtue of his possessing a witty turn ¢
mind, (though, it must be admitted, a scmewhat dublou:
one), also held the tltle of the King’s Jester Impatlent);
he waited for his royal friend to complete his affalrs ¢
state, and joln him in the restful arbour

“This secret of the King’s weighs too heavily upon m
stomach'” thought the Brahmin “I don’t know ho%
long I shall be able to contain it I had better stay pv
in this solitary nook, or it will spill itself out before !
can say ‘Radha-Krishna'’—But look whos here! M
dainty lady Nipunika'—And how dld Your Ladyship 8n!
me out in this long, labyrinthine garden, where one ca:
go on playing hide-and-seek forever®”

Nipunika, the Queen’s lady-in-walting and confldant®
was a slender young woman clad in a rich red sar;, with
a red-and-gold choli to match Her glossy black halt
was coiled into a bun at the nape of her neck, and
adorned with a half-moon of clustering white champe”
blossoms that glistened with silver threads woven Inta
a cobwebby pattern Her bright eyes shone in her smoot'
dusky face, their darkness accented by the blach agur
ointment, whilst her full red mouth owed its colour to the
betel palm with areca nut which she constantly chewrd

“Sir Manavake,” said the lady-in-waiting “I'm gladI¥
found vou, for I have something important to ask YOU’,

“A question' Has the old girl got wind of the King?

~
nn
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imour, after all?” thought the Jester, afraid to tiust his
ongue, which had a habit of running away with him

“Mv ladv Queen,” resumed Nipunika, “is anxlous to
iscertain what ails her lord the King, since he 1eturned
vrom his pilgrimage to the Sun”

— “Alls the King?—Ails the Kmg®” asked Manavaka,

Cassuming a bluff manner “Why, nothing alls him,—he

~ s 1 the pink of health! You can assure Her Majesty
n that score”

‘No,” persisted Nipunika “He 1s not himself at all
Ige {s acfinitely preoccupled with something He does not
2at well, nor aoes he take any interest in his state affairs,
I sports —And twice he has addressed the Queen by the
Aame of another!”

- “Oh-ho' So that's it Now we come to the point!”
thought Manavaka, his eyes popping out of his dome-
shaped head “So the King has let out his own secret,
after allt”

© “A-hem!” said the Jester aloud, twirling his moustache,
%S he played for time “And—er—what was the name by
}rhich he—er—mistakenly addressed the Queen?”

1 “Urvaste!”

“Well!” exclaimed the Jester, after a short tussle with

Is conscience, in which consclence lost “You may as
; ell know all”

And forthwith he related to Nipunika the whole story
of the King’s rescue of the beautiful nymph in distress,
and of his violent and hopeless infatuation for her But
,he subjeet of controversy himself appearing around the
fnomer, Nipunika hastily dispersed before the preoccupied

j ?‘nar’c,h could notice her presence

la Ah” sighed Pururavas, as he came over and stood
‘hgainst the ancient asoia tree, with his head m his

“hands  “How swift, how cruel is the onslaught of Love's
Passion! No sooner did I set eyes upon her, than my heart

fV'aS set aflame by arrows of fire Tell me, friend,—if thou
- MOWest,—how should one beguile Love’s desire®”

i
; Prompted by peremptory twitchings in his belly, Mana-
}
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vaka hopefully suggested that they pay a visit to it
royal babarchikhana, where succulent julces, delicio
dhai, spicy salna, sweet ghulab-7hambs, and sundry o*he
salacious delicacles gurgling i{n ghee might begulle th
emptiness that gnawed at the Xing’s heart Pururava
however, brushed the idea away with an impatient je.
of his head

“Jah!” he exclaimed disdainfully “Talk to me not¢
gourmandlsing! You judge me by your own appetiles
I could not stomach the thought of food when my min
is devoured by a vision of that rapturous shape Al
what symmetry,—what perfection—what celestial grace

” continued the King, with the maudlin gaze of th
moon-struck lover that had become chronic with him¢
late “Where are the words that can describe each lovel
detail of that exquisite—that divine—form?®”

“In the dictlonary, of course,” murmured Manavak
suppressing a yawn

“She needs no jewels or ornaments to set off her gl
rious beauty,” rhapsodised the love-sick monarch borin
his frlend nearly to extinction “'Tis they borrow the
grace and sparkle from her enchanting loveliness
She is Indeed the model of perfection . the symbol ¢
Beauty ”

The bored and hungry Manavaka dozed off while th
King waxed eloquent about the unparalleled charms ¢
his beloved, to the annoyance of the latter

“Manavaka'” he cried sharply, waking the Brahmi
with a start “You must think of some way by whic
I can attain my heart’s desire”

“Ha! Ha' Ha'” laughed the Jester facctlously “Whe
Indra was in love with Ahalya he had a feria for hi
Counsellor of Love! And you have me as your adviser-
All lovers are mad!'—But let me cogitate well! Don
disturb me with your moanings and groanings, I pr3
you"”

Cocking his head to one slde, and resting it upon hl

- finger, the Brahmin felzned to be deep in though
1
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feanwhile the King was lost in a reverie of his own
< “Ah, beloved!” he murmured “Thy face, like a perfect
100n, {s too heavenly for my eatrthly lips —Yet why does
-1y arm throb so violently, as though in eapectation of
“hee?—Do I hear the tinkling feet of my love,—or is it
“av imagination®”
~ By a strange psychic force, a sort of uncanny seventh
ense, Pururavas became aware of the presence of Urvasia
1ear by Al his senses quickened with excitement —he
“ialted impatiently for his beloved to reveal herself to
“ds gaze
“I've got 1t1” squeaked the phlegmatic Manavaka, sud-
-tnly emerging from his trance with a triumphant gleam
“1his eye “Trust a Brahmin to find a solutlon for the
-~orld’s ills,—he! he' he!”
- But Pururavas’ mind was up in the clouds,—he heard
’ot 2 word uttered by his friend
~ “Don't you hear me, dreamer?” cried the Brahmin,
}im?g umbrage *I tell you, I've got a love-proof solu-
0‘-1 1y
- “Well, speak,” answered the King
7 “One way is—” began Manavaka Before he could
£ omplete his sentence, however, a rolled birch-leaf fell
~ciween the King and himself, as though darted by an
Pvisible hand
*{"Help! Help! Murder!” cried Manavaka, starting up in
/} {right
iBut the King laugned at him
E;’a??n t be afrald,” he said, smiling “It’s only a birch-

Ir-ﬁf’i};ing closer, however, he gave an exclamation of
Prise

©'Why,” he declared “It’s a fairy birch-leaf with writ-
n’ﬁg on 17

'1 “Ah” exclaimed Manavaka “The fair Urvasle has
1A%ard your piteous love-calls, and sends you a love-letter
0 Tesponse *

0o “Ws tryes I¥’s true!” cried Pururavas joyfully, opening

-

v
|
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out the leafy scroll, and eagerly devouring the writl:
upon it “Your guess i1s absolutely correct”

“Is it ever wrong®” quipped the irrepressible Man:
vaka

“Listen " exclaimed the King, unable to contaln his e
cltement “’My Lord and my King'! Loved I not th
with true Love’s deathless passion, and with ardour @
strong, as flerce, as thine own would then the &'
breezes of Heaven, and the evergreen par:iata blossor
that carpet the gardens of Nandana, burn me like i
hot flames of hell>——Urvasie’”

“Shabash!” cried Manavaka “I hope you are satisfle
now I know exactly how you feel Ive felt just lib
that when I was famished, and someone turned up wit
a trayful of sweets”

“Great Brahma' What a simile'” laughed the Kin
“But I'm far from satisfied This note from my love I
set my heart on fire! Pray hold this preclous scroll fu
me, frlend, or my moist fingers will surely blot out t%
dear writing”

Hardly were the words out of his mouth, when Chitr>
lekha stood before the King, smiling gally

“Oh, welcome, welcome, falr friend!” cried Pururavad
in a seventh heaven of delight “But where Is thy sist
the divine Urvasie®”

“The silver lining comes always after the cloud” am:
swered Chitralekha, smiling obliquely ‘

Manavaka, dazzled by the nymph’s falr face and lith
slender form, was astonished to learn that this was e
the wondrously beautiful Urvasle herself )

“What!" he declared In an aslde to the King “Thisd
only the bosom friend of Urvasic® How should I imagir?
that wonder, then®” 4

“Did I not tell you so®” murmured the King triu®
phantly 1

“You did about a million times,” admlitted the Jostef
“But I took your words for the drivellings of a Tor

1

'nded fool'—I ¢an hardly walt to cee her now, thou"f{.
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- judging bv this lesser vision that 1s so utterly captivat-

H

ng,” sighed Manavaka, gaping his fill at the lovely Chit-
~alekha

“Great King,” sald the nymph “Urvasie bids me bow
-down before her lord, begging ’”

“Can a queen beg her slave?” interrupted the XKing
“zallantlv
- “——that she whom thou didst save from cruel Titan
-hands now needs more than thy pity to save her from
~he crueller ravages of love”

“Oh, Chitralekha, canst thou not see me agonising for
vher®” cried Pururavas in a storm of passion “Doth not
’%ron with iron meet in red-hot fire—and steel with steel
“—oh, wnen shall my love be umted with me®”

At a sign from Chitralekha, Urvasie, who had been
.eavesdropping on all that was being said whilst remain-
cAng invisible herself now revealed herself at last
- “Hafl to my Lord,—conqueror of the world'” she sald,
~hyly approaching the King, her whole body quivering

with emotion and excitement
¢ “I shall not be a conqueror of the world,” murmured
Pururavas ardently, “until you have glven me your lips,
~beloved, so far granted to no living man”

His face suffused with happiness, Pururavas took both
Urvasie’s hands in his own, drawwing her down beside
'him on the garden seat
. Manavaka meanwhile was struck dumb with wonder
‘and amazement at the incredible perfection of face and
ctorm of the Deerlessly lovely nymph Goggle-eyed and
'Lnbeneving, he stared at the sculptured, statuesque figure
“tad in garments of rose and gold, the radiance and glow
-0 her celestial personality hitting him directly between
the eyes It was a long time before the incorrigible
:Br‘ahmin could find his ever-ieady tongue

Tam a great Brahmin, and the bosom friend of the
‘,inlghty King of the World,” he said pompously “Wilt
pthou not vouchsafe some small favour to me®”

v

Li Urvasie bowed and smiled graciously upon the Brahmin,

v

i
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which turned his head so much, that he fell abjeci.
upon his knees, kissing the hem of her soft, silken gi-
ments

The téte-a-téte between the King and Urvasie did no
however, last long For a messenger of the gods arrive:
upon the scene to hustle the nymphs back to Heaw
for the command performance of a play to be stig
before the mighty Indra

With silent tears Urvasie bade farewell to the King

“Beloved! Must thou go so soon?” cried Pururavas i
despalr, trying to hold back the reluctant nymph “Mu
our meetings always be brief and interrupted like this’-
Oh, do not forget Pururavas'”

“Is it possible I should ever forget thee my love”
murmured Urvasie, as she sorrowfully took leave of he
royal lover, flying upwards with Chitralekha and th
messenger of the gods

“Gone! Gone! Ah, woe Is mel” lamented the King

“QOlh, oh, how shall I console him now?®” thought th
Jester, scratching his head Then he remembered tr
birch-leaf love-letter

But alas! the preclous missive that had been entrus'
ed to him for safe keeplng was nowhere to be found
The truant wind had snatched it from his pocket scat
tered it upon the ground, and blown it away—Hew"
alone knew where

The harassed Brahmin looked hither and thltherI{
an agony of suspense, but to no avail The blrch-im
letter had completely disappeared!

Within a few minutes, Manavaka’s fears were renlised
when Pururavas, remembering the letter, demanded 13
see It

In vain the luchless Manavaka renewed hils search

‘What!” he e<clalmed feigning surprise “Gone! Ho%
When? Where”” Then an iden occurred to him “Ih”
it' he cried “It was a falry blrch-leaf, was it n?'

Then it has flown back to Heaven wlith tts author ’

rset!”
t
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But the King was far from satisfied with this explana-
lon, and cursed the Jester for a careless fool
Meanshile, in another part of the garden hard by,
he Queen Ausninarie strolled arm-in-arm with her lady-
n-waiting, Nipunika, exchanging confidences

The Queen was a woman of regal and imperious beau-
v, with an olive complevwion, dark smouldering eyes, and
nasses of magnificent black tresses parted in the centre,
ind rolled into a graceful bun at the back of her head
jne was clad in a creamy white Benaresi sar: broidered
Gth gold thread, whilst a fitting mushn chol: moulded
ler shapely figure Upon her forehead she wore the red
Jdak mark of the married woman

Tae Queen wore no smile upon her lps, her whole
wpression being one of tense rigidity and suspense
“Nipunika!” said the Queen, as she espied the King
ihind the trees “Look'—There 1s the King, with
4anavaka I shall stand behind these creepers, and
isten to my lord as he unburdens his soul to his friend ”
Just then, the wind blew the rolled birch-leaf along
be ground, making it come to rest hefore the feet of
de two women Idly the lady-in~we2iting picked it up,
ipening it mechanically She was astonished to see the
ATiting on i, carved in a delicate feminine hand With-
Wit a word, she pomnted it out to the Queen, who flushed
lark red as her burning eyes took in the impassioned
leclaration of love

“So'" she evclaimed angrily “A love-letter from that
mpn to my lord!”
. Impulsively she approached from behind the creepers,
*nironting the King with the offensive love-letter

My lord,” said she coldly “Pray do not upset your-
VI Here fs your precious letter

_ Oh, welcome, welcome, dear Queen,” said Pururavas,
+5ing to cover up his confusion “I—I—was not look-
g for this letter, but an important document of state,”
e fnished lamely

statement, however, falled to convince the in-
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censed Queen Drawing herself up to her full statw
she departed in anger, followed by her lady-in-waltir
In vain did Pururavas follow her, craving her parde:
The ruffled queen refused to be mollified Disdainful
she went her way in silence, haughty and uncompromt
ing

CHAPTER III

Iv rroNT OF 2 small grey-and-white cottage, set amids
delightfully sylvan surroundings in Heaven, there stc”
two young monks, clad in long, safiron-coloured rob~
their matted hair tied up above their heads sandal pw’
upon their chests, and garlands of fragrant panjo’
flowers around their necks They were Galava and Pelaw
the disciples of Saint Bharata, who were engaged In on
mated conversation

They were, in fact, discussing the staging of the dram’
“Luxmie’s Choice” by command of the great Indra whic
had caused great stir and excitement in heavenly clr
cles

“Do you know,” sald Pelava earnestly, “that Uryasle
forgetfulness on the stage made the whole house titt
and cent Saint Bharata Into paroxysms of terrible rage’

“ves, I heard that she made an unpardonable slip ¢
the tonguec ” answeted the other disciple

“I was backstage with Soint Bharata when it hif
pened ” continued the first monk “When Menthn s
as her part required, ‘Upon which of these greit om
hast thou fived thy maidenly love’ the nymph instead
answering ‘Purushottam, as it Is In the text absent
rrindedly uttered the name ‘Pururava<’t You c¢an im
gine the reaction of the audlence! As for the sage P
fumed and fretted and raved till he was blue In
face When poor Urvaslc came off the stage she 7

f.\:""’w a dressing-do™n as vould have moved a heart @
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‘.-tone At last, Indra himself came to her rescue ‘Since
- ‘hou hast lost thy heart 50 irrevocably to my great friend
- ind ally,’ said he, ‘I shall grant thee permission to go to
- um, and love him as thy lord until thou hast borne g,
~on to him, and he has looked upon his lotus face’—
“Inasie was convulsed with happiness when she heard

s She fell down at Lord Indra’s feet, covering them

rith kisses”

“No doubt she deemed her error on the stage was a
dessing in disguise,” remarked Galavg

In the courtyard without the King’s palace at Prati-
sthana, a grey-haired man in the uniform of King’s

:hamberlam, Stood at attention at the entrance of the

cautiful House of Gems, near a great staircase that led

ap to the lofty bullding
.~ This was Latavya, the Chamberlain of the King’s
'Seraglio, who waited patiently for the King to emerge

[rom vesper worship, as he had an important message

to deliver to His Majesty from the Queen At last, ac-

JLompanied by Manavaksa, and followed by a train of girl

Attendants carrying torches, the King appeared, looking

Pale ang haggard, the strain of continual nights of sleep-

"lessness telling upon his appearance

! “Long live the King!” cried Latavya, as he bowed be-

fore Pururavas “I have a message to deliver to Your

fafesty from mHer Majesty the Queen, who bade me say

VS"le would be pleased If Your Majesty would graciously

oln her op this poonam night of the moon’s splendour,

LPon the terrgce of the House of Jewels, where Her Ma-

Jesty intends to offer sacrifice to Chandra ”

» “The Queen’s Wish,” answered the King gravely, “shal]

be obeyed to the letter, Latavaya ”

' The Procession then continued on its way until it came
% 2 halt outsiqe the entrance to the stairway that leq
B to the terrace of the House of Jewels Here the King
:lésmissed the attendants, climbing the great stairway in

€ company of pig Iriend, Manavaka Arrived at the

P the two friengs leaned against the parapet of the
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white, marble terrace as they walted for the Queen

As they watched the glorious panorama arcund bath- -
in the grey-blue mist of an Indian twilight, the smilir]:
Moon arose in all her golden roundness and radiane ’
shedding brilliant lustre on all the earth —turning t
king to thoughts of love, romance, and Urvasle! Sia*
ing he gazed hopefully upwards at the heavens, wo°
dering where she might be

Pururavas’ romantic thoughts were, however, &«
brought to earth, for the Queen entersd the terrace, 3.
companied by Nipunika, and attended upon by h
maidens carrying offerings for the sacrifice In rour:
gold-and-siiver thalles, or little pots and vases, artist!
callv designed in gold or silver Clad in simple whit"
with lilies in her dark tresses garlands of fragi’
moghras and jasmines around her neck, and the I
kum-kum mark upon her clear forehead, Aushind”
made a plcture of sylvan simplicity and caarm tho
went straight to the King’s heart, stirring it to compd
slonate aflection for his once-loved Queen

“How sweet and charming the Queen loohs, my Lorl
remarked Manavaka, throwing an appreclative glan’
tovards her “Elther because she I3 going to give me!l
lot of swecets, or because she is no longer angry wit®
you, and wants you to forget her recent show of tempet”

“Yes,” agrecd the King, thoughtfully gazing at b’
wife “She looks gracious and fair and kind indecd, :\T'
her regal pomp and grandeur put away for sweet apt
gentle humility to her husband”

Approaching the King Aushinarie joined her hand
together in humble namasic

“My lord'" sa!d she in a low voice

“Welcome, dear lady'” responded Pururavas, a3 1'
came forward to greet her i

“Bear with me awhile, my lord ” said Aushinarie, ‘0"
til I fultil my vow at your feet” |

Upon the Kirgs erquiring of his Queen what vot !

che had to fulfll, Nipunika explained on the latr” "t

/ 1
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behalf, that it was a vow made by women tfo win the
favour of their loved ones Feeling more than slightly
guilty, Pururavas hastened to assure the Queen of his
aflection, declaring she had no need fo make such a
vow, for it was e who craved for favours

Aushinarie then made her offering to Chandra, with
flowers, coconuts, sveets, and costly perfumes, worship-
ping the silhery moon-beams that streamed down upon
the terrace, enveloping her frail, white form in its benign
radiance

“Dear my lord,” whispered Aushinarie “Come closer
to me, I pray you”

“Here I am, dear,” replied Pururavas

Bowing before her husband with folded hands, the
Queen then recited her vow in an atmosphere of hushed
silence

“I, Aushinarie,” said she in a low voice “call to witness
upon this glorious night, the divine Mrigalanchhan and
his wife Rohinie, that I shall ever love and obey my dear
lord And if he should love another woman, and
she return his affection, I swear to love and embrace her
as a sister, without a thought of jealousy”

“Well, this is most convenient indeed! And very noble
and obliging of the Queen,” thought Manavaka, throwing
a meaning glance at the King “Now all that is wanting
Is for the nymph to appear and complete this ideal
trlangle!”

The nymph was, in truth, at that very moment in
thelr midst, had Manavaka been empowered with the
vislon to see her ‘With Chitralekha by her side, she stood
invistble among them, watching and listening to all that
Was belng sald, with fervid, burning heart, not without
its pangs of understandable jealousy

Urvasie had come flylng down from Heaven, in a
fever of excitement to see her lord again But upon
feeing the Queen and her attendants, she had abstained
from revealing herself With admiration she had noted
the Queen’s majestic beauty, 2nd wondered at the no-
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me to spenk thee words of comfort and peace 'Tis frue
words avail hittle in the face of such grief and sorrow,
whose pangs can only be dulled or blunted by the pas-
sage of time —But brace thyself, O King, for thy people’s,
sale /

“The Saint, whose supernatural powers enable him t:
plerce the vell of truth beyond this life, bids me tel
thee, that In days gone by, Trinabindu, the famou
recluse, had, by his religious toils and penances, mad:
Indra feel insecure i{n his position The god thereupon
sent down to earth a celestial nymph named Harlni, tc
lure Trinabindu away from his austerities When the
Saint saw her, he cursed her for her wanton beauty
bidding her be exiled on earth Upon her humbly plead-
ing for mercy however, he relented a little ‘When thou
shalt see the flowers of Heaven again thy exile on earth
shall end! sald he ’Twas this nymph that was born in
Bhoja’s house as Princess Indumati, whom thou didst
win for bride Destiny beckoned her to Heaven with
those celestial flowers that fell upon her breast—she
could not help but go!

“Oh, mourn her not too much, good King Befort
Fate’s decree, all men must bow, even kings And the
tears of loved ones disturb the departed souls This
transient life is but bondage to the immortal soul which
is liberated by Death The wise should not grieve when
the soul shakes off the earthly shackles that bind it In
life”

Aja bowed silently before the Saint’s message, but the
words of counsel fell on unheeding ears His strichen
spirit endured life’s toil for eight long years, till his sod
was grown to manhood Then renouncing food and
drink, he went to the holy place at the confluence of the
Ganga and the Sarayu, where he shed his earthly body
to join his falr love agaln In the heavenly groves of
Nandana



CHAPTER VI

DASATATHA, TFE son of Aja and Indumati, was hailed by
" his subjects as a worthy successor to his great father
For he who was descended from Manu's noble race
worled untiringly for his folk
. Straight as an arrow, upright of character, self-con-
. trolled, and scorning idle pleasures, Dasaratha rivalled
" Yama, Varuna, and Kuvera mm his qualitles Mighty
,archer that he was, he circled the earth in his car,
conquermg all who came in his way Kings bowed before
him by the hundreds, as he poured forthh his rain of
arrows, breaking up thelr hostile ranks Conquering
_ hero of the world, he returned to Ayodhya at last, pro-
claiming his triumph, wielding supreme power And no
rival dared guestion his greatness, for his glory blazed
like the noon-day sun But he had not yet reached the
peak of his ambitions ¢
Upon the banks of the Sarayu river he offered a great
horse-sacrifice,—the sacrifice for universal dominion,—
erpending all the wealth he had won In his conquest
~ of the world Clothed in deerskin, with staff and horn
'T‘ in hand, he appeared like a very incarnation of Siva
' Fighting side by side with Indra, he put to rout tne
1 t1ll demons who troubled saintly rites, his magic aichery
. maoning the admiration of celestial maidens, who sang
I his praises aloud in the heavens When Dasaratha had
" | raised his famous dynastv to greater brilliance, lustre,
-1 and magnificence, he wedded three lovely princesses,—
. of Magaaha, Kosala, and Kekaya,—with whom he dwelt
tl In perfect, happiness, exncept that no son was born to him
. One day, when the King was out hunting in the forest,
his stald affairs of state forgotten in ihe thiill of the
these, he heard a gurgling sound as of an elephant
Quenching his thirst Forgetful of the sacred law for-

!
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bidding kings to slay elephants, and Impatlent to handle
his bow and ariow, Dasaratha thoughtlessly loosed his
shaft with hurtling speed through the alr, and alas!
reached his mairk without fall

“Oh father'” a pathetic cry rang out in the clear,
morning air

Stricken with horror and compunction, the King rusa-
ed forward to the edge of the river, to discover a young
lad with a water-jar in his hand, lying grievouasly wound-
ed among the reeds At the tragic sight, a pang of
remorse and sortow shot through the King's heart

Lifting up the boy in his great arms, he heard the
munt’s son — fol so he turned out to be — tell him In
faltering tones where his blind parents waited for alm
in the wood Dasaratha carried the wounded oy to
them, and sorrowfully related the tragedy he had
unwittingly brought upon their heads In his parents’
arms, crying with the agony of pain, the unfortunate
boy expired The weeping parents then cursed Dasaratba
in thelr anguish and despair,

“When thou art old, thou too, shalt lose a son and
die of grief, as we die now!” wept the blind father of
the dead boy

The King bowed his head in humility

“I fully deserve thy curse, O saintly recluse,” he ans-
wered sorrefully “Yet I have no son who has charmed
me with his flower-like face,” he added wistfully

Then bringing fire-wood for the funeral rites he pre-
pared the pyre for the unhappy boy Tenderly laying
him upon it, he kindled the flames at the request of the
muni Soon all was over,—the child lay dust to dust
and ashes to ashes, upon the ground, mourned by his
old and sightless parents

Shaken by the harrowing trogedy, his spirits damped
by the unholy curse~—which yet carried with it the
promise of a son to be born —Dasaratha returned to the
. capital, a much sadder and wiser man
~ars elapsed, and Dasaratha’s rule multiplied in
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- splendour, but his life remamed unblessed by the birth
of a son In valn he yearned for divine grace to grant
_him a child, but even as the deep seas will not yleld
their choicest pearls without delay, so Dasaratha had to
- wait patiently for the boon of a son
At last his priest begen the holy rite which might
~ vin a Prince {or the heirless King As the fates would
- hawe it, all the gods, including the mighty Indra, led a
- delegation to Almighty Vishnu at about the same time,
to complain against the tyranny and oporession of the
ten-hezded Ravana, the dread Demon King of Lanka
They were recefved graciously by the Supreme Being,
-, three-fold ret One, wno framed all things in Creation
Bowing low before the All-embracing, All-knowing
. Omnalisclence, the goas said
v “O Supreme One, those who fix their eyes upon Thee,
- ona trust in Thee, do find a happy release from earthly
- Te-Incarnation, for thou dost completely cleanse and
- purify the soul of man Oh, how blissful must be com-
plete soul-unmion with Thee!”

.

- The gods then prayed for redress against the Rakshas
- Ravana
“I know well,” replied the Supreme Being “how the
Raishas has smitten your glory, even as Ignorance and
. Lust destroy Truth and Wisdom With evil demon
- S'vength he plagues the Worlds But his fate 1s now
doomed For imearnate as Dasaratha’s son, I shall slay
v hs clustering heads upon the battlefield Thereafter
p Your boly offerings and sacrifices shall remain unspotted,
¢ 2d gods and men shall be able to Iine in peace, undis-
N lurbed and freed from his oppression ”
- Weanwhile the Fing's priests completed the sacrificial
THes to win im a son Suddenly there emerged from
- e sacrificial fire a Divine Shape, which carried in its
, IS a golden dish filled with rice and milk, in which
, ¥ {he Almighty, and offered it to the King After
Ditalatha had drunk the sacred, God-glven draught, he
. oTered it to his Queens, Kausalya, Kaikeyl, and Sumitra
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All Earth seemed bright and fair, and cleansed of
sorrow and sin, waen the royal trumpets announced the
birth of four Princes to the Queens,—Rama, Bharata,
Lakshman and Sativghna

Cleansed and puiified according to the law the Divine
Princes grew In beauty and fraternal love dear above
all the world {o thelr father

Whilst Rama was still a boy, wearing aark ringlets
around his cherubic face, the Brahmin Kausil.a came to
the King, begging him to send Rama to help destroy the
demons who marred his sacrifices Without hesitatior
the King acceded to the Brahmin's wish, sendinz Ram;
and Lakshman his favourite brother, with the Saint

“Go with the Saint, my beloved children,” said Dasa
1atha, as he bade farewell to hls sons *“May your ad
venture prosper well Farewell Your father’s prayer
and thoughts protect you all the way”

The brave archer-boys then set off on thelr journey
amid the anxious looks of the people, for all wonderet
at the nature of their mission, considering their tende
years But children though they were, accustomed *
walking marble floors they strode cheerfully on besid
the Saint, who beguiled the rough way with many ¢
absorbing tale of olden times—lovely legends that Wt
ed them up, and carried them away, as it were on the
crest of a wave marvellous tales of war, adventure
romance, and love, which the old saint wove with spell
binding brilliance for their princely ears

With potent, magic spells and words the Saint sus
tained the strength of those little legs, so that thej
felt no more fatigue than when they promenaded be-
side thelr mothers In the palace gardens

“Bala, Atibala,” they chanted the magic formulae, as the
Saint had taught them, and marched imerrily onward
with renewed energy All nature smiled as they sauntered
light-heartedly along the rippling waters of the lotus-
covered lakes, amid the happy chlrping of birds, plucking

~rs that blossomed overnight to brighten thelr way,
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' under a canopy of clouds that miraculously appeared in
the sky to protect their bare heads from the sun’s rays
I With his charming rubicund face, bright eyes, and
curly halr Rama appeared like “the archer of the flowery
. 7 bow,” as he walked towards the penace grove of Kausika
. with his bow held playfully above his head Suddenly,
at the sound of his bowstring the detestable demon
.7 Taraka, with visage black as night, appeared in the air,
-t~ and rushing through the trees, swooped down upon Rama
= wlth fierce hatred, screeching like a witch all the while
.7 With a swift, god-like grace, Rama raised his lissom
_« -\ Foung arms, and let off an arrow at the fell creature
£.2 which reached her horny bosom, bringing her lifeless to
. the ground, with sandalwood, gore, human entralils, skulls
= and varlous weird charms clattering down with her The
.~ Saint breathed z silent prayer of thanksgiving at the
slaying of the fell demon, and fervently thanked the boy-
-~ hero, whose prowess had been proved beyond 211 doubt
r Soon after, they ariived at the penance-grove of Kau-
. slha, glad to reach their journey’s end Rama felt
.- Btrangely happy to enter that grove which was once the
c haunt of the Dwarf,—a previous incarnation of Vishnu’s
re. —vho saved the vorld from the tyranny of the Demon
L'~ Ball As soon as they reached tne Saint’s cottage, where
L C the priests were engaged in their holy rites, Rama and
D Lakshman stood guard to protect thelr prayers and offer-
x< Irgs from the disturbances of the demon hosts, their
bows and arrows =t the ready
5l Whilst they still prayed, the priests saw with horror
o that the altar was defiled with blood At once they ceas-
15" td their prayers, throwing away the sacrificlal bowls In
the twinkling of an eye, Rama drev from his quiver a
L - Polnted steel arrow aimed it at the demons who flew in
- GF mid-afr over the altar, brought down two of thelr lea-
i ders Maricha and Subahu dread emissaries from the
v 17 COUrt of Ravana, whilst he scattered the rest who fled
» 1o confusion before the power of the Almighty, as per-
pr ¢ $8lled In young Rama

-——

=
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CHAPTER VIII

“How wouLb vou like to see the Bow of Siva, which nelther
god nor man has ever been able to break?” asked Kausika
of Rama and Lakshman, the following morning

Boath the lads clapped thelr hands in delizht at the
prospect, for they had heard many tales of the world-
famous Bow since thelr childhood days

“Very well, you shall,” replied Kauslka ‘“Today you
shall accompany me to Mithila, whose Xing is celebrat-
ing a Sacrifice, to which all the Saints and Sages of the
land have heen invited He is the proud possessor of
Siva’s invinclble Bow, and will show it to you”

Spending the day in journeying upon the road, and
the night under the stars, the next day they arrived at
the fair city of Videha, where they were welcomed by
the citizens with great love and affection, the comely
princes charming the hearts of all who saw them with
their falr faces and youthful dignity

When Janaka, King of Mithila, saw them he wondered
who were the hondsome lads wno walked with such
majestic and fearless mien

“They are the sons of Dasaratha,” answered the Saint

“They are more than welcome,” sald the King, recelv-
ing them affectionately

When the Sacrifice was over the Sage Informed the
King of the Princes’ desire to see the mighty Bow of Sliva
The King at once ordered his nobles and warrlors to
bring forth the Bow

“Behold the mighty Bow, which generations of king
and warriors have falled to bend,” sald the King, wher
the weapon was brought forth

Rama gazed upon it with fascination

“Permit me,” sald he calmly, “to bend the mighty:

ow r?

134
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The King, however, only smiled at the impetuosity of
the lad, whom he thought far too tender in years to try
his strength upon the Bow

“Let him try it,” urged the Saint “He is mighty and
brave, though young in years™

“Nay, blessed one,” replied the King “It would be un-
seemly to allow so tender a calf to break his strength
in vain on a bow which many mighty archers have failed
to draw "

“Thoa knowest not, good King,” persisted Kausika,
“what stuff tnis lad is made of His heroism transcends
Afs years What is mere age in hero-souls?”

At last, persuaded by the Saint, the King gave in,
though he did not for a moment believe that Rama could
Succeed Secretyy he regretted that he had made the
bending of the Bow the condition for the bestowal of the
hand of his lovely child Sita in marriage, for he had lost
his heart to this noble boy

But Rama smilingly lifted the Bow that Siva used, and
bclore the amazed eyes of the whole company, strung it
vith the greatest ease, with no more force, it appeared,
than the Love-god used for his flowery one, then bent it
with resistless strength, until it snapped in the centre with
4 mighly twang tnat reverberated through the hall and
beyend with a thuneerous roar, before which all were stun-
ned and fell down in terror, except the King and the Sage

“Today I have beheld 2 mighty wonder!” eaclaimed the
King, rejoicing in high-born Rama’s unbelievable
Prowess “Rama is peerless indeed, for such transcen-
dental strength as could snap Siva’s renowned Bow hath
Htier been known before

_ “He hath by his matchless heroism won the hand of my
beloyed daughter Sita”

Eefore the sacred fire, and before all the assembled
fompanv, the King bestowed his lovely child, heaven-
barn Slta, upon the noble Prince Then he sent his re-
eved priest to Kosala, to bld Dasaratha come to his son’s
¥edding  Escorted by a vast army, Dasaratha hastened

1
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to Videha, where amid unimagined scenes of splendouw
and magnificence Rama and Sita were wedded

Happy beyond words, King Dasaratha set forth on tl
Homeward journcy with Rama and Sita and Lalshma
The royal party moved steadlly forward, but evil sig
and portents soon marred their peaceful journey Fien
winds rose up from the north, tearing down their ba
ners, and making it impossible for them to continue the
march A dark ring overcast the sun, whilst the st
was ciowded with vultures Bloody clouds hung dow
to the earth, presenting a fearsome spectacle To mak
matters worse, 2 troop of jackals howling in the we
made them shudder and turn pale

“What mean these portents, O Priest?” asked Das?
ratha fearfully of his priest

“All will turn out well, my Liege,” reassuringly answere
the Priest But hardly were the words out of his moutl
when lo! a dazzling form appeared before them, whic
shaped itself into & Warrior, whom Dasaratha recognlse
as great Bhrigu’s son, Parasu-Rama, the sworn enemy ¢
the warrior-race, who, twenty-one times had swept ther
from the face of the earth, beginning with his oW
mother, whom he had slain at the command of his fathe:

Dasaratha was sorely distressed to see this inveterat
enemy of his race, for his sons belng not yet full-grow
men, he felt acutely at a disadvantage agalnst th
mighty foe He greeted him politely, but the enem
scorned to vouchsafe his greeting his eyes turning dis
dainfully towards Rama his namesake, whose great fam
as hero and warrior had scorched him with jealousy an
envious hatred

“'Tis told abroad thou hast bent Siva’s Bow,” sald b
sneeringly to Rama, “which had never been bent befor
bv man or god, thus winning lovely Sita for bride!—Ye?
thou bearest my name renowned throuchout the worle
and would match my glory'—Hat! ha' ha'—Know then
O ambitlous one, that would aspire to repch my fame

own the dreaded ase that breaks the neck whicl

A}
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jares defy me'—And no one offends me more than thee,
‘hou stubborn seedling of the warrior-race!—I shall know
no peace of mind if thou live on unconquered

“That Bow which thou didst bend had lost its primi-
tive strength, therefore was thou able to bend it with
ecase But take my bow, and bend it, if you can! Then
will I acknowledge thee victor”

But Rama merely smiled, then stretched forth his
hand to take the profiered bow As the Bow of Vishnu,
it seemed familiar to his touch as he held 1t lghtly be-
tween his finge1s, laughing in his enemy’s face After
placing it on ihe ground Rama strung it, then held it
high above his head To the wonder and amazement of
the whole company, he grew In stature, strength, and
personality, whilst the splendour of his foe dwindled
away as though by magic With compassion in his eyes,
Rama saw his namesake lose his erstwhile massive
strength,—and stayed his fatal shaft

“I cannot make up my mind to slay thee without com-
punction, great hero,” said he evenly, “though thou hast
ginnen me provocation enough — Choose thy fate! Shall
1 tcke thy life, —or wouldst thou Uve on, and lose Para-
dise forever®”

Greatly humbled, Parasu-Rama begged his life of the
dhvine hero

“Oh, leave me, I pray thee, to wander about the world
from one holy place to another — I know now that thou
ari the Incarnation of the Soul Supreme'! My punishment
2t thy hands has exalted me, who once thought it a
small thing to give up this world of Richness and Beauty
snd Abundance, fool that I was!”

“Thy wish s granted!” answered Rama And looking
“'ards the East, he aimed his arrow thitherwards, thus
tloslng to Parasu-Rama the gates to Paradise till the
€d of all time The defeated hero then went his way,
verlshing for ever from the sight of men
. Dasaratha then resumed the journey with his sonms,
Wt last arry Ing at Ayodhjya, where the people gaie them
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a clamorous welcome, whilst Dasaratha’s queens embraced
and Lissed the soft-eyed little bride of peerless charm
and beauty

Then the young lovers departed on their honeymoon
to the country palace of the King without the city, where
they spent many happy hours wandering in the moon-
light, or bathing In the pool that sparkled white with
lotus blossoms Their hearts Intoxlcated with love’s
ecstasy, Rama and Sita shared supreme Joy and blss
together

“My beloved,” whispered Rama, as Sita clung to him
lovingly under the waters *“How beautiful are thy eyes
thy halr, thy lips thy bosom! O my peerless darling, how
much I love thee!”

Playfully Sita hid herself among the lotus blossoms,
whilst her lover came In hot chase to find her Agaln
and again he kissed her, until she babbled incoheren*
words of joy and love and rapture, Inflaming the hear
of Rama with flercest passion and desire

CHAPTER IX

NOW KING DASARATHA having drunk his cup of earthiy
happiness to the full, decided to bequeath his vast Realm
and State upon his son Rama, so that he himself might
retire to the forest, to spend his last years in preparatlos
for death
The news spread like wildfire through the land that
Rama was to be appolnted sovereign, and there was grea’
excitement and joy among the populace, for he was the
favourite, the hero, the darling of all hearts Only Ramt
himself wept to take his father’s crown Preparations
were soon under way for the anolnting of the new ruler
with holy oil, sceptre, and sword
The whole court was in a turmoil and a hive of busy
vity On the eve of the day appointed for the cere
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mony of installation, the marble palace-halls echoed with
the shouts of the decorators, the streets were gaily fes-
tooned with flowers and flags, whilst at might the city was
transformed into a fairy land of lamps

But there was one soul that did not rejoice in all this
happy activity, and looked askance at the preparations,
flluminations, and rejoicings of the people This was
Kaileyi, the second Queen, who, with one fell swoop,
overthrew all the preparations, onstructed the course of
{ruth and justice, and dashed the hoves of the entire
kinzgdom. Egged on by her old nurse and slave Manthara,
who hated Rama with a fierce hatred, Kaikeyl, the mo-
ther of Bharata was consumed with jealous envy at the
good fortune of Rama, and of his great popularity with
the people Finding the Queen Kaikeyl standing upon
the terrace watching the luminations, the ugly hunch-
back Manthara sidled up to her saying

“How canst thou stand there watching all this merry-
making, when thine own son has been bypassed for the
throne in favour of Kausalya's son?”

“But Rama is the eldest son of the chief Queen,” sald
Kaileyf “How could Bharata become King?®”

“Alt thou mad?” cried Manthara, fuming with rage
“Thou knowest not what grief and humiliation await

_ \hee and thy son, if Rama is installed as Yuvarajah to-

morow Thou shalt become the abject slave of Kau-
s2lya, and shall have to obey the commands of his proud
wife Sita — And Bharata, —what of him® I have seen
fnore summers than thou, and darksome deeds periormed
i royal houses I know Rama will drive him into exile
nto the jungle, or even slay him out of jealousy Act
70w, and prevent this happening Speak thy mind to
the King, — he hath been captivated by the beauty,
~he v ] grant thee thy aesire! Hast thou no pride that
S}lzquouldst allow a hated rival to get the better of

B n

Tre seeds of envy and covetousness were well sown
0 Kalkeyf's heart She began to burn with jealous anger
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a clamorous welcome, whilst Dasaratha’s queens embraced
and kissed the soft-eyed little bride of peerless chanr
and beauty

Then the younhg lovers departed on their honeymoon
to the country palace of the King without the city, whe:e
they spent many happy hours wandering in the moon
light, or bathing in the pool that sparkled white with
lotus blossoms Their hearts intoxicated with loves
ecstasy, Rama and Sita shared supreme joy and bl
together

“My beloved,” whispered Rama, as Sita clung to hlm‘
lovingly under the waters “How beautiful are thy €yes |
thy halr, thy lips, thy bosom' O my peerless darling, ho¥
much I love theet”

Playfully Sita hid herself among the lotus blossoms
whilst her lover came in hot chase to find her Agl
and again he kissed her, until she babbled incoheren!
words of joy and love and rapture, inflaming the heat
of Rama with fiercest passion and desire

CHAPTER IX

Now ERING DASARATHA having drunk his cup of earthly
happiness to the full, decided to bequeath his vast Real®
and State upon his son Rama so that he himself mign
1etire to the forest, to spend his last years in prepratr
for death

The news spread like wlldfire through the land that
Rama was to be appointed soverelgn, and there was gred
excitement and joy among the populace, for he was the
favourite, the hero, the darling of all hearts Only Rar?
himself wept to take his father's crown Preparatio®
were soon under way for the anointing of the new ru”
with holy oil, sceptre, and sword

The whole court was in 2 turmoll, and a hive of bu%i |
actlvity  On the eve of the day appolnted for the cert i‘

{




RAGHUVALSA A S2GA O OLD IKD 139

mony of installation, the marble palace-halls echoed wiln
the shouts of the decorators, the streets were gally fes-
tooned with flowers ana Jags whilst at mght the city was
transfosmed Into a falry lana of lamps

Lut there was one soul that did not rejoice in all this
heppy activity, and looked asl-ance at the preparations,
nluminations, and rejolcings of the people This was
1iail eyi the second Queen who with one fell swoop
orerihirew 21l the preparatons oestructed the course of
truin and wustice, and dashed the hopes of the entire
linpdon Egred on by her old nurse and slive hanthara
vho hatea Rama with a fietce hatrcd Kalley!l the mo-
ther of Bharata was consumed with jealous envy at the
roon fortune of Rama and of his great popularity with
the people Finding the Queen Kaikcyi standing upon
Jie terrace watching the illummations the ugly hunch-
bach Marthara sidled up to her saving

“Hov canst thou stand there v atcung all this merry-
making, when th'ne own son has been byncsscd for the
throuc In favour of Kausalva’s son®”

‘Bul Rama is the eldest son of the c¢hitf Queen ’ said
Yulewr  “How could Bharata become Xing?’

‘L1t thou mad?” crmed Manthara fuming with rage
*Thou Imnovest not what grief ard humiliation 2w ait
thve and thy son if Ramrsa s instaded as Yutaraich to-
o™ov  Thou shall become the abject s'»ve of Kau-
¢ Wa and shall have to obev the commards of his proad
e Sict — And Bnerata —vbat of him? T have seen
TITC sumrrers thon thou, and darlsome deeds periormed

*Tove]l hiouses T knov Rema will arave hum into ¢ le
'J 1 s oancle, or even glay him out of ter~lousy  Act

) 'Y ra pravent this happ r.re Speak 11 mnd to
7 "t X og —— he hath been captnated by tne beeuny,
TOUY terant v ce ths ccsre! Eost U od no prae that
4 f"o:‘dst allow a hated rivzl to get the better of
fr ‘S tQS 0 enivy arc co0.Clousress were we'l Sowe
< e rsheant Soe began 10 bu'n v lealols arger
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and enmity against Rama

“But how shall I persuade Dasaratna to make Bha
rata king?” asled Kalkeyi of the misshapen monster

“That will not be difficult” answered the hunchback
leering “Hast thou forgotien the two booms thy hus-
band promised to grant thee, when thou didst save hk
life® Thou didst need nought then “If ever I want
anything, I shall remind thee,’ thou didst tell him Well,
ask him now to exalt thy son to be king, and send Rama
into exile for fourteen years”

Kalkeyi’s eyes gleamed triumphantly at remembrance
of her hushand’s promise

“I shall indeed demand it as my right,” she e.claim-
ed determinedly, hugging the old slave for her trea-
cherous counsel

The old hag then instructed her how to act

“Go,” sald she commandingly, “to the mourning-
chamber and there pretend to tear thy hair In "riex
and sorrow When the King seeks thee out, as he is surd
to do confront him with his promises and demand thelr
fulfilment

That night it happened in the mourning-chamber as
the old hunchback had predicted

“Grant me the two favours that thou didst promise
me when I save thy life” cried Kaikeyi, false tears iR
her cyes “or I shall surely dle of grief tonight”

“Ask what thou wilt, and it shall be grarted unto
thee,” answered Dasaratha magnanimously “May I
never attain iife eternal until I fulfil my promises”

“Then let royal actlons speak for themselves™ de-
clared Kalikeyi trlumphantly “First, let my son Bharatt
be made King Second let Rama be banished into th*
jungles for fourteen years, to live as a hermit in o dress 1
L~ 0f bark” 1

“atreyI’s words plunged a Lnife into Das'a.ratmq
v Reeling under the blow, he nearly swooned, the?
Ying vith horror he stared Kalkey! as though sb°

a fearsome nightmare, —a serpent who held bi%:

1
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spell-bound with terror Great rage filled his mightv
heart

“NMarderess wilch, scorplon'’ he cried shaling with
fury  “Woulast thou kil me in my old age? What hath
Rama ever dore to thee {(hat thou shouldst scel to wrong
him, thou {reacheroas wreleh?—I have indeed nurtur-
ed 1 poisonous snake in my bosom who secheth to ruln
my family!”

Kailevl eved him with cold coriempt

‘If thou dost break thy promice 0 me then thou art
1 aishonourable man, and I shall Lill mysclf here and
nov,” said she stomly

Then Dasaratha wepl scalaing tears of bitterness and
aespair

“O ignoble one” he cried falling upon his I nees “Ask
for vhatsoever else thou might but not this' — How can
a father betrav and banish his well-becloved son? How
could such an evil thought lurk m thv bosom thaou
berutiful one? Thou hatt trapped me v ith thy beauts,
dou crucl pitiless erealure'—OCh, would that Yama would
reeall mie in this evil howm !”

Thouagh the aged Dasaratha besousht her upon hs
lncce Kail ¢yt demanded her pound of flesh lhle a vi-
tus hurd of prey, nor vould be moved from he. fell par-
noce

11 thou 21t honcurable, thou w11t not Lreak tine o~th
S thou gost T shall poison w.ysed 1ais very moment”
i repeatea widh relentless coln

11 nipht long Desaratha vept and lamentea *.'h
7€ bat £Lail ey woula rot be moved Merelesdds she

“hedoat hum o secusme him of Iovow.tism 1oTards

T' ~4 and 1n.astice 1o ber ovn son
SCthon w i force T (Vi) T om DY MR 1 W Yrem
«Ircect tee cna thhy sor fomover Lo men
YTEC Y acelimed Drsarctne anry Watoo onrlen oo
”~

sTotalatredir hiseves heveranrt ~vactezel e
_ 7 UTPe £0 leng and dlerel < apom o er-sell]
- f tzgic beraval and ev.l-ecirg
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At last the morning dawned amlidst the rejolelngs ol
ihe people, who danced and sang and cut capers {n the
goily decorated streets, whilst they walted for tneir nob's
and well-loved Rama to be installed upon the goldea
throne set up for him under the canopy of 2 white um-
brella, ancient symbol of royalty Horses and elephants
were harnessed In reaoniness for the royal procession
Every one was keyed up to the highest pitch of e-cite-
ment, and every face registered expectancy and high
hope as the time for the coronation drew near

Then Sumantia, the chief counsellor of the ¥King, ap-
proached the royzl chamber to escort Dasaratha to tae
ceremony But it was Kaikeyl who met him at the dao~,
instead of the king

“Go”, said she In Lmperious tones, “and {etch Ram?
hither TFor the King hath something of importance o
say to him”

Sumantra bowed sllently, wondering what could have
happened to change the day's well-laid plans When
Rama recefved his father’s summons, he at once entered
his chariot, and drove towards the King's palace as Siit
watched him from the window, praying to the gods 2
protect her dearly beloved husband

The crowds shouted with joy and frenzy at sight of
their hero whilst fiowers were dropped upon his god-
like head by adoring housewlves, from latticed balconies
above

Entering the palace gates, he dismourted and crossed
the inner court-yard untll he came to the King's cham-
bers, wnere he made obelsance to his father and to ¥al-
Leyl Dasaratha’s tears fell fast and coplously at sight
of his dearly beloved son the pride and joy of his heart

- " {ried to speck, but sobs cho%ed his utterance
ema was shocked and dismayed to see hls deirl
« 1 thus, — his body bent, his face haggard with grie’
sleenlessness i
» B, my dearest father!” he cried unhapplly fallin”
_ his father’s feet “What have I done to rnake yod

¥
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But Dasaratha could sav not a word He continued to
rare sorrowfully at his son

“Oh, how have I grieved mv dear sire? crird Rama
“T would sooner die than causce him crief —O"1 mather
{cll me,—why {s he grief-strichen? What has happen-
edo”

Kalkevi glanced conten.ptuous’™ at her busbard

“Tne King Is nelther angry nor g~ ‘-s ricre > an-
svered Kalkeyl “He is only afra.d 1O <p ¢+ hes ound
until thou wilt promise to ohey

“Oh spealk, exclaimed Rama mipctaouss ind T will
¢hev if I 2m asked to jump the lag'est il v pro-
nisc is maae and Rama hath neser led'

‘“Verv vell then ” sald Kaikeyi cnldis The ¥z h th
prorised ne two boons when I saved tis Life 1 ne agn
Unfortunatcly, he regrets his promise like 1 d'shonour-

ble man But if thou vouldst save thy father s ¥ dnour
then leave Ayodhya at once for I want Bharqt» to be
inddalled s king and thou to be banished into the
‘ovest for fourteen years”

The shameful words pierced Dasarathas heart like a
dugzcr, but Rama recelved them unflinch ngly  Calirly
N rose 10 his feet his hcad held high in the air ard
l0oi (2 Kuret! straight in the eye

:’dx {2thet's vow shall be fulfilled to the letter” he
‘“'d prouait  “Let Rharaia be instrlled as ¥ing —I sh
w7 U hls dav into the junele”



o

144 TALES FROM KALIDASA

his dotage, and Kalkeyl hath bewitched him'!—Seize the
throne Rama, and slay thy father, if necessary The
people love thee, and wiil rise against him, since he hath
become a slave to a woman’s desires'”

Lakshmana, the favourite brother of Rama, also tried
to prevail upon him to do as his mother bade him

“Oh, Rama, my son, listen to thy brother's words,”
pleaded Kausalya plteously “Do not break thy old mo-
ther’s heart! — Canst thou obey thy father’s command
and not thy mother’s 7 command thee not to leave me!
If thou wilt not listen, I shall fast unto death'”

“Mother, dearest mother, do not seek to keep me’
begged Rama, his heart bleeding for his mother “I can-
not go back on my word, once it has been given Do
not, then, tfry to detain me I pray you'”

In vain did Rausalya plead with Rama not to go He
tried to comfort her, but her burden of sorrow lay too
heavily upon her old shoulders to be lifted With heavy
heart, Rama went to Sita, who turned pale and clung to
him when she heard what he had to relate

“7 will go with thee, dearest, wherever thou goest I
shall be happy as long as I am with thee Oh, do not
leave me alone here, or I shall die!” cried Sita, tears
welling up in her lovely eyes

‘My darling” protested Rama tenderly clasping her
in his arms, “Thou art dearer to me than my own lfé!
How can I bear to see thee suffer for my sake? The
jungle is no place for a lovely princess like thee!”

“But I am thy wedded wife” entreated Sita earnesi-
ly “and a wife’s duty Is to share her husband's suf-
ferlngs as well as his joys I shall make thy way ignt
for thee, and turn thy sorrow into joy, my Ramal—What

re I for the palace and its lusurles without thee? ‘The

e will be a Paradise with thee beside me, my love!’

“Qn Sita S'ta, my dearest!” esclatmed Rama, deeply

- d “Wilt thou not listen to reason®” How canst
dellcate body stand the straln of life in the open
h its terrible hardships, its eatremes of heat and
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cold, and the hard rigours of the monsoon? Am I de-
liberately to expose my dear one to the hungry wild beasts
that roam the forests,—to the myriad poisonous snakes
and insects that creep upon the bare ground? Think,
rv precious, there will be no roof over thy head nor bed
of softest down for thee to lie upon Thoeou art frail and
frarile and softly nurtured like a hot-house plant un-
used to hardships of any kind How couldst thou with-
stand the vagaries of the cruel weather® When the rains
come, and the storms break, is Rama to stand by and
vAaich his beloved die of eaposure to the elements?’

“I am not afraid of wind or rain nor eien of the

1 vIld heasts that infest the jungles ” obstinately declared
SHa  “I vould face them a thousand times over rather
than live here without thee —Oh, Rama tale me with
thee, Ict me share thy life, my dearest lord'’

“Swect,” pleaded Rama “Remain here and comiort
M\ 0ld mother, who is utterly broken-hcarted She needs
thee heside her, 1o console her and soften her grief —
I shall love thee all the more when I am parted fren
diee! Sveetheart,—dearest one—wait here until I re-
turn to thee again ”

But Sita remalned adamant Bursting into a storm of
Pissionate tears and entreaties she swore 1o do away
¥ 11 heiself if she were separated from lum until at
Ins{ Rama gave in, and consented to take her with him
<0 evdle  His brother Lakshman also came to Rama
<70 made known his firm resolve to accomvany him into
the 'ungle  Great-hearted Ramn, who hed wept to re-
R the throme from h.s father, nov cheerfulls pre-
?-"d 10 g0 mnto evile But the people hecrd the evil

Sree and grieved gll thewr rejoicing and galets
(~:‘1;;? "10 gall and bitierness  Angrily they blamed the

- e ng

-t Nust be possessed by cemons!  they marrered
PTRMadv ‘Let us go after Rara <nd leate 2n erip
(-\ ‘or BYarata 10 ru.e over!” Tre CrF TGS 'iefn un
L N matnudes resohied to fo'low Rarz into exile
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Meanwhile Rama and Sita and Lakshman went bare-
footed towards the King's palace, to bid farewell to
Dasaratha and the Queens Sorrowfully the people gazed
at them, shouting slogans against the King and Bharata

Cries of “Rama, thou shalt be avenged!” — “We will
not accept Bharata's rule!”’—"The King is bewitched"’
—rent the air

But Rama lifted up his hand to calm the excited
crowds, nor would suffer any {nsult to his father Whea
they arrived at the palace, Dasaratha recelved them
sorrowfully

“I have been decelvea by & woman,” he lamented “She
hid the evil deep in her heart —My son, forgive me!”

Dasaratha begged them not to leave tlll the morrow,
for it was now late

“Nay,” replied Rama resolutely “XKaikeyl demandeu
my exit from this city this night —When twice sever
years have passed by, we shall return again”

The King and his counsellors expressed their desire {0
send the royal army and huntsmen wilth grain ant
treasure into the jungle with Rama but Kailkeyl put her
foot down, loudly objecting to the plan Roma himsel
brushed her protestations aside, however, by refusing to
accept any soldlers or retlnue

“I want neither soldiers nor huntsmen, grain nor trea-
sure,” he declared proudly “Give me the dress of barh,
a spade, ang a basket”

With a triumphant gleam in her eye, Katkeyl hastened
out of the room to bring the ralment of bark When she
returned, she brought not one, but three garments of
bark Shamelessly she handed them to Rama, Who
recelved them with anger in his eyes, for he could rot
olerate the idea of his beautiful Sita wearing a dress of

~" "+ He and Laksaman read'ly cast off thelr royu
and jewellery donning the rough attire but Ramd
not offer the bark to hils gentle Sita who kept 3"
+thought of assuming the rough gnhrment
cannot wear such attire'” she whisnered tremulousty
¥
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“Thou shalt not, beloved'” hotly declared her husband
Drliberatcly he threw the garment at Kaikeyl's feet,
s cves fashing with anger But before she could
protect Dasaratha himsel! interposed

“Tne command to wear raiment of bark is obligatory
on Rama alone,” saxd he spiritedlv  “Sita and Lakshmar
may wear what they please™

The base Kalleyi was furious, bu. every one else
rejoiced that noble Sita haa not been allowed to be thus
humtliated

Tnen Rama and Sita and Lakshman bade farewell to
~ a.d amdst much larentation and veeping they
It the city tn a chailot that was to take them to the
ccge of the forest Vast multitudes followed them on
focc actermined to share evile with their beloved Prince

Tunt night they all slept upon the banks of the river
Temnsa  But Rama lay awake all night thinulng of the
aentful happen.angs of the aay, of the sudden 2na
1ne peciea reverse of fortune he had suffercd The
“wught of »is heart-brchen parents cepressed hMim
byond measure, and he wondercd sadlv if he shou'd
Gem see them alive agamn

When die dieary dawvn broke at last over the melan-
twh heizon, Pama woke Sita and Lalshman ard the
chanotecr, and sec ot walle the mutitude was still
“tmbering Al tne eace of the rner t*bhe tra.ellers
<™Med 1rorr the o arot and bade farecell to the
t\ “TC cer who lnelt at Ramo’s feet wecn.oag 1o ler

M op

st cfend ” scid Pama gerthh ‘Gne v lzst fond

o lres 10 ny porents, ong bia them rot grocve o.ver-
T over miv oalsence —Ard do not I Eel tou 2npTase
MU ne@e ¢of the arect cn we hoae tolen
Tt €° then cros.ea toe raer To s caMlr N
C‘ Teteary porea ural they g gthted tte seered vfoer

<TE2
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CHAPTER X

WHEN RaMA HAD departed, heart-broken Dasaratha recallec
the Munv's curse of old, which hath doomed him to dk
of grief and sorrow at the loss of a dearly-beloved son

“Oh, muni!” cried he in his agony of soul “Now ar
thou revenged Now I dle indeed of grief for a well-loves
son, even as thou didst” And Dasaratha wept until hi
eyes grew dim and blind

Kausalya came to him, mourning for her son Bittetl;
she reproached him for his weakness and defection

“Oh, Dasaratha,” she cried “If thou couldst break
thy promise to thy counsellors and to the people tha!
Rama should be thy helr, why couldst thou not breah
thy word to Kalkeyi®”

“forgive me, Kausalya'” sald the King brokenly ‘I
am broken-hearted at the loss of my dearly beloved son
Torture me not again, O Kausalya!”

Then Kausalya repented her harsh words, and husband
and wife wept together

“Alas! My grief is like a gaping wound in my heart
The pain of it makes forget myself!” sighed Kausalya
placing her hand gently upon her husbands bowed
shoulder

A few days later, Dasaratha crled out In the middie
of the night In an agony of suffering

“Oh, Kausalya, I am dying! Hold thou my hand In
thine, Kausalya and tell me I am forgiven’'—QOh Ramr?y,
Rama, my son' Would that I could look upon thy face
once more —hear thy dear volce again —Ah woe Is me'

«~" 7 am doomed—doomed! Rama, Rama ”
'ith his son’s name upon his dying lips Dasarathd
‘back into the arms of Kausalya, and was silent
the morning the counsellors sent for Bharatt @#h?
on a visit to his grandsire’s kingdom When the Prince

148
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arrived his mother calmly mformed him of his fathers
passing Prostrated with grief and shock, the Prince fell
down upon the floor, weeping

“Oh, my fatheri!” he wailed “Would that thou wert
alive {o greet me! Alas' Thou art no more!'—But where
is Rama —who s like a father unto me now? Whjy is
he not here to greet me?”

Then Kaikes! thought to comfort him by telling him
how she had won the kingdom for him But Bharata
tecoiled with horror when he heard hovr she hard
manocuvied the coup d’etat

‘Oh, thou wicled wretch'!” he exclaimed angrilv “Tnou
hast Lilled mv father, and banished mv brother! Thou
hast robbed our house of all joy and brought calamity
upon it'—What use have I for a kingdom when I hase
lost mv dearest father and brother®? Tis gall and bitter-
ness to me!'—But I shall not suffer Rama to be banished!
he shall be brought back from the jungle and placed
upon the thronet”

Vilien Bharata met Kausalva the mother of Rama she
Treeted hum reproachfiully

“Thou art now King, Bharata! Thv mother hath
cerupled nothing to obtain the ray for thee ’ e claumed
Erusalva bitterly

Eut Bharata fcll down at her fcet and beggzed forgive-
Mss for his mother s grievous sin

‘I'svear by Vishinu that I shall never sit upon Ram . <
“'*h1fu) throne!” he declared solemnly Nor w 1 T res.
ST Llave brought him bacr from the urgle

Hnusalin wept with gratituae 1o heorthese wores ard
trbraced the Prinee, pleased with hus nobilts 2nag lovater
©2Visbrother True 19 hus promice Bt ~ra‘a torr.ed only

fev dave more 1o prriorm ibe last rrres of hee fatber,
™1 departed vath a lnre  ~rmv in s oreh of Prmra
‘ Loveein the forest oF Chrtr-hats ther Brav=rite ¢ =d

7L OYT at last, with tte telp ¢f herm = (1o Soored
! Tthe erection ne bae founvia
=T X8 gricvre o hear of he for o or p oo bat



150 TALES FROIf EKALIDASA

would not be persuaded to return to his realm, thougl
Bharata urged him agaln and again
“Nay, Bharata, I have sworn to my father to go into exile
for fourteen years I cannot revoge my father’s command”
Then Javall, a counsellor of Dasaratha, attempted tc
convince Rama that his sacrifice was quixotic and
entirely unnecessary
“Rama,” argued Javali “Why dost thou cloud thine
intelligence with useless axioms? Thou hast obeyed thy
father Now he is dead Is it sensible to continue this
foolishness, when Bharata and all thy people want thee
to return®—After all, 2 man is born Into this world alone
and he must die alone The loyalty he owes to his parents
is transitory —Be reasonable, Rama thou hast but one
life to live,—and then extinction' Make the most of 1t
therefore, while it lasts Snatch thy kingdom which Is
offered to thee on a platter, and return to Ayodhya”
“What base doctrine is this, Javali®” exclalmed Ramn,
angered ‘“Thy motives may be good, but thy reasoning
is false and based upon evil ‘Truth is the only path to
virtue Truth endureth for all time The end can never
justify the means, 1f they be based upon falsehood—
If, as thou sayest, there is no life hereafter, but only the
present, then wise men are fools who condemn the
viclous for their quest of pleasure and evil and saints
and sages have lived their lives of asceticlsm and sacrifice
in vain —I declare before all men, I shall be faithful
unto the vow I made to my father Let Bharata rule—
I shall not leave the jungle until the appointed time”
Still Bharata sought to plead with Rama
“Very well,” sald he ‘If my fathers command must
be fulfilled, let me take the exile upon my shoulders
~ . hilst Rama returns to rule”
Rama smiled
hou art disarming indeed Bharata,” he observed
t nelther thou nor I can change the word of ouf
her"”
,*at last, In dejectlon, Bharata sent for a palr of sandab
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{ipped with gold, which he presented to Rama

“Wear these,” sajld he “Since thou wilt not return,
they shall serve the purpose”

Bharata then took the sandals whichh Rama had worn,
and held them up before the whole army

“These sandals,” he declared solemnly “are a svinbol
of Rema Since he will not accept the Lingdom that is
s I 100, will don a dress of bark and live as a devotee
for fourteen years, placing these sandals upon the throne,
and ruling the kingdom as a trust for him 1In these
sandals, therefore, is vested the real royal authoriiy ”

Thereafter bidding an affectionate farevell to Rama
and Sita and Lakshman, Bharata returned to Ajyodbjya,
vhere he spoke his mind to his counscllois

“I £hall abide outside the city,” in the forest of Nandi-
rram, unll my brother returns to Ajodhya ” sald he

The royal umbrella was held over Ramas sandals,
vhile Bharata conducted all affairs of state from the

wngle  Thus did loyal Bharata seek to espiate hic
mother’s sin

CHAPTER XI

Ter Erass s idyllic eristence for the lovers Rama and
Sta vho enjoved the myriad delights of a pnstorel life
ertulh sustaining the rigours and hordships dangers
Td horards that 1ungle ife natura:ily invol,ed

01 might not long after thev began thewr junzle
£ i Rama came home wearv from ' e chase hig
4' h,{,acbing lis eves red-rimmed ara hesiv with
- T2

"% dearest Inrd ” said Sita sottly ‘Thod arr ey 1nus'-
3 O the buning' Come rest in Stas ~roos an d
"V iz'gus s gone” Tenders cravrg ter busoords
[ S TOWn ipon her lap S.aa croand 1t cT2 0 per
= Lesing the tirca ever, ord eoresemg to¢ roaslka
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locks that lay under her iips
“Sita, Sita” murmured Rama, happlly relaxing In hils
wife's embrace “Oh, what should I do without thee,
love? Glad am I that thou didst come with me, sweet- '
heart! Fool that I was to think that I could live without
thee, my sweetest, dearest one!”
“Hush!” whispered Sita, stopping his mouth with her
soft lips *“Lie still, and rest, my dear love”
Contentedly the tired Rama relapsed into happy slum-
ber, glad to do her dear bidding, dreaming sweet dreams |
of smiling Sita
Unknown to them, a vulture watched the lovers 1§
they lay serene and quiet under the dark canopy of
night, with no awning over their heads except the
spreading network of anclent, venerable trees Suddenly,
the bird swooped down upon them, and scratched Sita’s
gleaming white throat and bosom that lay bare under
her emerald green choli With a terrified scream, Sita
started up, awakening Rama, who quickly took up bow
and arrow, and smote the venturesome offender in the
eye With infinite tenderness, Rama comforted the
frightened Sita, whilst he carefully nursed her bleeding
bosom
Such saccidents befell them dafly, and though Slta
suffered much from dread and alarm, she faced them
bravely, never allowing her husband and brother-in-Inw
to guess how much they hurt her delicate constitution
At night, wild anlmals roamed around them, demanding
of the exiles great cunning and gulle to keep them al
bay
One day Lakshman was stung by a poisonous saake,
d they wept over him thinking he would surely die
great was his agony But just then, a mun: passed
Jo had in his bashet a cure for snake-bite, made frow
-t herbs He saved the lad’s life, and blessing them
~ed on
And so the days wore on, hazardous and risky, but the
Jroer of the Almighty was wita them constantly, 9

T e tnl e et ottt et

it o e
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that no untoward happening was allowed to touch them
deeph

After some time, fearing that Bharata might seek him
out again {0 urge him to return to Ajodhya Rama with
Sita and Lakshman moved further southwards into deeper
fungles forsahing the glades of Chitraluta Wherever
they passed on their journey to the south saints and
sages received them with open arms offering them the
simple hospitality of thefr hermitages which the 1oyal
*lles accepted with pleasure

Now It chanced one evening as they were upon the
road the beautiful Sita was walking betveen the tvo
biothers, when a fierce Ralshasa stood in their way,
blocl ing their passage With horrible blood-shot ejes
e fiend arank in the beaaly of Sita, looking at her
lustfully

Out of our way, fiend!” eried Rama angrily  The
nert moment, however, the Ralhshasa pounced upon
St attempting to carry her off But the heroic brothers
Wamrped upon him quieckly, Lakshman slating the wretch
““ Rama snatched the fainting Sita out of his fell grasp
Svwaoring with terror, Sita fell senseless o the ground
untll she was revived by Rama and Lakshman The
tree then continued on their was

In t'me thev reached the Vindhya range of mountairs
whichh presented at first an msurmountab'e msuperable
terrier 10 the roval pilgrims progress ow'ng to Sita’s
A"eenece  But Sita herself was determuned she woa'd
W obe a bindrance to thelr forward aaiance Dv o
P Thuman eflort, she scaled the Steep ™ouni™in sup-
" ed by ber gallant husband and brother
Vhen they had descended the range the roveal exilss
Z 7atred gver the Decean pliteru biimg tve lte of
. "‘Cﬂlf gipsies, mouing from one loc.l.on 12 "MOTrEr
o itmey took then At last thet came to Parrhaan

=7 e source of the river Gooaverh

V. Wl loveis place!” eselaimed St~ res mmg Lpov v}
+ ~fanl green meacows of Pancaaia':r under che st

v
]
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of a spreading limra tree “I should love to setile down
here I am so tired of travelling all the time!”

“Very well, dear heart, thou shalt,” replled Rama
fondly “We shall build thee a cottage wherever thou
sayest”

Happy Sita then led the brothers to a place near a
waterfall, whose rushing waters sounded musically upon
their ears

There the royal brethren, with their bare hands, built
for lovely Sita a little dream house, humble and small
though it was

Then one fine day, when 1t was ready, Sita moved into
it, happy as a lark Rama and Lakshman brought wood
from the jungle, and patiently hawed it into pleces of
furniture for their needs Whilst in the little garden,
under Sita’s loving care, shrubs and fragrant flowering
plants sprang up, as though at the touch of a dlvine

hand The little abode soon presented a picturesque

front to the world
Hermlits and travellers paused In thelr tracks to admire
the lovely garden ablaze with colourful flowers, beint
invariably drawn to the Httle homestead wherein dwell
such perfect love and accord and peace
And so time rolled over their heads Thirteen yean
went past in which they lived in perfect contentment
and tranguility, the even tenor of thelr lives unmarred
by any untoward happening
Pilerims and wanderers, however, were not the only
ones that gazed upon that little abode of love An evll
Rakshasa woman also looked upon the pleasant dwelling
and was filled with jealousy when she beheld the hand-
e and god-lite Rama, on whom she cast eyes of lust
love
¢ evening Rama and Sita were sitting togethel
re their cottage, when a beautiful young woman
denly emerged from out of the shadows and stood
iore them
“Who art thou, O noble and lolty one?” she questioned

P
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pazing at Rama with her bold dark eyes

“I am Rama, the son of Dasaratha, who dwell here in
evile with my wife Sita, and my brother Lakshman”
rcpded Rama courteously  “But who art thou that dost
vander about in the darkness all alone?’

“I am Swmipanakha, the sister of Ravana ' answered
{ne fair one “And I have come hither because I love
thee madly and have chosen thee for my husbend Thou
halt rule over my mighty empire and sit upon a throne
of rold  Leave this sallow-faced Sita of thine and come
vith me She Is vgly and unworthy of thy heavenl,
brauty

‘T'oolish maiden,” answered Rama blushing vith shame
"t hrr words, “thinkest thou 1o distract me with thy
beauts? T am wedaed, and love my beautiful beloved
512 more than my own life No power on earth or
heven could male me part from her So scel the love
of mv vounger brother Lal:shman who Is a bachelor’

The demon-maid,—for so it was, disguised as a beauti-
‘Ll voung woman—gnashed her teeth in disappointment
ina rage  She nett tried lo fiirt with Lakshman but
\hrn he laughed at her predatory attempts to mae
™t 10 him she soon 1evealed herself in her true colours
et ng Sita DPrewise lavghung ot her softl, she beeame
Crllv enraged at the rejection of her unholy love Her
Giee thlaze with furv she flew at Sita, roving ard rant'eg
, 17 2 mad vomrn
. Burmre!” she siifeFed  “Or thou wilt rue the dov,
' v caclroaeh! Theu hast cared the furs of Surparz-

"1t Ravana s sister, who can drinl th, 1!fe-blzoz
‘_’ . ruxp'n

Crmt'e Sita shrank In fear Aga’'rst her 1 Lspang

" Tea 1o see a monstrous and de monfses? £ oo, v T

T ddeve that spreng thelr teptacles ot ter votione

13 k)

. i pzee of the beautcous macen  Lils  n
"I ouwpen her with lghtning swiftreee omooed

‘"7 i =o't coolng ereaiure of o Iev T 5 ~7

- 7TPhcse into 5 gorgon that T ovled ! e 2 ravent 3



156 TALES FROM EKALIDASA

wolf

With his sword he hacked at the fierce creature, who
flew Into the air at the attack, frenzied and furlous her
face taking on horrible contortions, as she shook her
claws at him menacingly Screeching and hooting In
pain and fury, she fled towards Janasthana, her brotne™’s
capital, where she poured out a tale of insults and
injuries into her kinsmen’s ears, showing her bleedins
face and figure to the demon lords

“Only a Celestial could wound thee like this!” wrath-
fully exclaimed her brother Khara “I shall drink
Indra’s blood for this deed!”

Surpanakha then related who had attacked her and
why

“They attacked me because I wanted to drink the lite-
blood of their Sita,” said she vengefully ‘“Oh, bring her
to me now, I pray you'”

“We shall have them all captured” promised her
brother And forthwith he commanded the Demon Lords
to capture the three royal hermits who dwelt in the
jungle near Panchavati Accompanied by Surpanakhi,
they hastened away, anxlous to avenge themselves o
the two mighty brothers

When Rama saw the demon host swooping down up»
him, he left Sita in the care of Lakshman, and himsell.
took them on single-handed One by one, he smotf
them all down with his bow, until none remained exccp
Surpanakha who went walling back with a tale of Wo°

Then calling hls brother Dushana Khara instructed
him to collect an army of fourteen thousand Rakshasts

“For to-day I will kill this hateful Rama'” he exclaimed
viciously ,



;) CHAPTER XI1
_ Mamy weRE THE evil signs and portents that preceded the
" coming of the great Rakshasa army against Ramas
- Jackals hovwled dismally, the sky was on fire, crows and
" Lites screeched sharply at dawn like harbingers of evil
" {ldings A headless shape in soldier’s armour emitting
. blooa, appeared for 2 moment in the skles, whilst Rahu
tried to devour the Sun, causing an eclipse that shrouded
" the earth in dismal darkness Rama saw the omlinous
X Jcifrns, and was quick to realise thelr dark portent
“ “Quick, Lakshman,” sald he urgently “Take Sita to
the secret hide-out in the mountalns and stay with her
“ untll all danger is past On no account leave her alone
“ In the cave —I shall fight these demons alone”
Sita tremblingly bade her husband adieu and victory
j 'In Battle, then hastened away with Lakshman to the cave
‘in the thickly-wooded mountains which was to be their
. refuge Inside the cave, Sita fell upon her knees, implor-
jing the Almighty to keep her husband safe and allve
“Dear Vishnu Lord,” she prayed “Grant victory to my
_ dearest husband Let not harm come to him, O Lord!”
, Rama, meanwhile, clad i his suit of armour, and
i ~armed with his mighty bow and celestial arrows, waited
) for his enemies At last the Rakshasas came on, led by
- ; Khara in 2 chariot Like unto black clouds in a roaring
-~ tmpest, they rushed towards Rama, who stood like a
p roch—unﬂlnching, magnificent, invincible
L Thousands upon thousands of arrows were emitted
&7 4pon Rama, who returned them with flaming darts that
pread llhe wildfire among the Raishase host, maiming
and slaving and wounding them fatally, causing panle
<rd confusion among the enemy ranks But Khara and
his brother obstinately stood their ground, offering
Milstance to the last. Then Rama seized 2 mighty

-
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weapon of the gods, wielding it with potent force, smitinz
down the enemy,—first the leaders, Khara and Dushana
and then the rabble, tlll only Surpanakha remained to
repeat the tale of dire defeat and death at the hands «
Rama

Infuriated like a bull at the news of his brothes
slaughter, and the routing of his entire army, the ten
headed Ravana decided to go into tane fray himself to
avenge his kinsmen’s death But Surpanakha warned
him of Rama’s invincibility in war

“Take care, brother,” she walled “Thils Rama i5
unconquerable in batfle! But perhaps cunning con do
it He has a wife whom he loves madiy Only If she
captured can he be slain For he cannot live without
her”

“Then she shall be captured this day,” resolutely
declared Ravana

On the following day, Ravana and his hisrmnan Maricha
went towards Panchaveti in a chariot drawn by asse
with the heads of Rahshaszs When they arrived
Ravana put Into execution a scheme of vile and dirpolletl
cunning, to decoy Rama and Lakshman away from Sita
and so to capture the helpless creature

Maricha was sent to graze upon the grass at the her-
mitage of the royal exlles, in the shape of o' beautbul
golden stag with soft eyes and silver-tipped horns ¥hel
Sita came out of her cottage to gather wild flowers with
vhich to deck herself and her home, sne was S0 StTufn
by the beauty of the stag, that she called to Rma nd
Lakshman to come and admire it

“What a lovely stag!” ¢claimed Sita enthustastieall”
“Oh how I should love to slt on Its golden mane’

“Then thou shalt do so, falrest” promptly rephed
Ramra and avay he vent vith his bow and arrow "3
acress h's shoulder to bag the desied stag b'ddils
Lakshman look after Sita while he was absert

Wren Rcma had becn gone some time Lal st
tecamre uneasy, for ha racalled talas of Rakshasas W°°

¥
]



RAGhUVAKSA A SAGA OF OLD IND 159

., Ttool. the form of deer to deceive and decoy travellers
.AWay
s Rama meantime hunted high and low for the elusive
.animal before he finally succeeded in tracking him down,
and puatting an arrow through his heart In an agony
~of pawmn, biaricha jumped out from the deer’s body, to
the great surprise of Rama who perceived that he had
Lilled not a peautiful deer, but a Rakshasa with horrible,
~leering visage Though in the throes of death, Maricha
minmickea Rama’s volce, erying loualy
*Oh Sita, Sita! Lakshman'! Save me!—Save me!—I am
-fying”
When Sita heard the cry, she grew pale and frantie,
- and hysterically appealed to Lakshman to go to his
brother’s aid
- “Hurry! Hurry! Help Rama,—he is dying!” she cried,
her cyes wila with grief and alarm
But Lakshmean sought to calm her
- “Nay, Si1ta, do not be afraid,” he said “Rama can
s Dever be hurt by Rakshasas That was not Rama’s voice,
but demons fmitating him, belleve me —I cannat possibly
- 1c°\e thee, for Rama entrusted thee to my care”
But Sita would not be culeted She stormed and raved
*lnd ranted against Lakshman for not going to his bro-
. ‘her's ald at once
X *‘ “Art thou med®” she cried, beside herself with fear
- ino ams ety “What art thou walting for® Thy brother
* in danger and peril of his life, and yet thou standest
ncre staring!  Dost thou care for him no more,—or
i*ust I think that thou didst follow him to the forest,
. ‘faiting for him to die, so that thou couldst get his
.E’nowo Have no such hope! I shall aestroy myself
< once if anything happens to Rama'—Go, go, thou
", L. thless one!—It is no use walting here!”
Tty S1a’s words lashed at Lakshman like a whip Covering
&:5 face with his hands, he sobbed aloud, for his heart
L'w -S Iree from the stain of sin

H‘ K Oh, Sita, Sita, thou knowest not what thou sayest!”

1
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he cried ‘““Thou art as a sister and a mother unto me
How could I have such a thought in my heart? Thou
knowest not how deeply thou hast wounded me'—Woulds!
thou, O wanton one set brother against brother?”

Sita was all contrition and remorse when she heard
Lakshman’s words

“Oh, forgive me, I know not what I say!” she entreated
“But I beseech thee, upon my bended knees, go to Ram:
at once! He needs thy help'” ‘

At length Lakshman gave In to her pleadings, ard
went to Ramas ald, invoking the spirits of the fores'|
to protect Sita during his absence J

The moment Sita was left unprotected Ravana selzd
his opportunity Assuming the form of a saintly sio.
he directed his footsteps towards the hermitage whe
Sita sat anxlous and wide-eyed, walting in suspense for
Rama and Lakshman to return When Ravana saw t¢
beautiful Sita, he was filled with desire and longlng 12
possess her

“O beautiful one, who art as lovely as the Poonan
moon,” he crled, approaching her with the demeanots
of a jungle salnt, “what dost thou here alone In th?
forest® Art thou perchance Sri or Gauri or mayhap”
nymph of heaven, or the goddess of love and peauts’
Thy place is not in the jungle, fafr one, but rather mn
the palace of a great kilng Who is thy sire, O shy any
beauteous one®”

Mistaking him for a Brahmln, Slta explained to Ravars
how she came to be there and who she was

“If you will wait here,’ sald she courteously, “my ht
band and brother-in-law will be glad to greet you ¢
thelr return” A

“I am no Brahmin,” sald Ravana, revealing his iden”
at last, “but the King of the Rakshasas,—Ravan1,—vbe"
the gods themsclves dread and fear I love theg C'
beautiful one and wouldst make thee my chlef qu™,
Come vith me and share my glory and emplre N

2t have flve thousand malds to walt upon thee 'A%~

|

i
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and foot”

Sita’s eyes flashed fire and cold steel at Ravana’s
words Ralsing herself to her full stature, she regarded
him with loathing and contempt

‘Despicable wretch!” she exclalmed disdainfully
“Knowest thou who I am? Hast thou heard of Rama, the
peerless, matchless, invincible, unconquerable hero, who

. knows not the meaning of defeat® I am his lawful and
wedded wife! Darest thou, thou loathsome, vile, wolfish
beast, to woo the wife of so mighty a hero? First endea-
vour to uproot a mountain, seize the stars, or swallow the

} ocean, before thou dost attempt to capture or court the
wife of Rama the lion, who will tear thee into little pieces

, if thou wilt dare to touch me, thou contemptible jungle

. Prowler!”

Stung to the quick by the biting sarcasm of Sita’s
words, Ravana boasted vainly of his strength and power

“Thou knowest not how mighty and heroic I am,” he
bragged “Gods and men quaill before me, and I have

. full power over Yama, the God of Death”

. When he had sald this, he assumed his original size

‘ and shape, standing before Sita like a giant with ten

- ugly heads and twenty gnarled arms Sita screamed

+ Vith terror at the horrifying transformation, but Ravana

, laughed at her triumphantly Seizing her, he placed her

¢ f1n his charlot, and drove off into the atmosphere with
the swiftness of a bird

¢ Poor Sita screamed for Rama and Lakshman to come

to her ald  Alas! They heard her not' But a vulture

Damed Jatayu, asleep on the top of a mountain, heard

her eries, and rushed upon Ravana, attacking him fierce-

Iy Vallantly the vulture fought to save Sita, breaking

the chariot in two, and killing the asses that drove it

But Ravana took Sita In his great hairy arms, and

%ounding Jatayu with his sword, he soared through the

\ alr bearing the screaming Sita away to his island

. fortress of Lanka

,’ When they were passing over the Mountain of Apes,
© 6

-~
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Sita retained her presence of mind enough to drop her
Jewels, which fell through the air like shooting stars
and were found by the apes, who surmised that Ravana
was kidnapping a beautiful woman whom they heard
calling upon Rama and Lakshman to come and help her

Arrived at his palace in Lanka, Ravana placed Sia
in charge of a band of Rakshasa women, who were
ordered to guard her day and nlght with scrupulous care

CHAPTER XIII

WHEN RAMA RETURNED to the cottage to find it empty and
dark his despair and grief knew no bounds In vain he
cried out his Sita’s name to the hills and valleys around
though he knew well his beloved had been carried away
But whither—whither®—Alas' he knew not. In his
frenzy he rushed hither and thither through the forest
like a lost creature, followed by faithful Lakshman

At last he stumbled upon a withered garland which
Sita had worn that day, but the sight of 1t evoked such
overpowering grlef and agony that he fainted away
until Lakshman revived him

“My dear brother,” begged Lakshman “Do not glve
way to grief so Take heart,—we will find her yet”

“Oh, Lakshman ” lamented Rama “Slta Is lost!—Ilost!
How can I lve without her,~—she who did follow me even
to the jungles' She is gone, gone!—alas! Life is bitter
without her, O Lakshmant!”

“Come, arise, let us search,” sald Lakshman encouras- ‘
ingly ‘Together, they scoured the entire countrysidf'!

around but to no avail Darkness made thelr tast mor/
difficult, until a young moon arose to lend its pale lght
to their heart-breaking search Once Rama espled ?
lotus blossom that grew in a pond, and mistook it {7
Sita s lovely face

“¥W hat thou heartless one'!” he e<claimed “Art thou
7

P
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ilding from me® Art thou trying to test my love? Hast
thou ever found it wanting®”

Keen as a razor's edge was his disappointment, when
he found it was but a flower he beheld, not fair Sita’s
winsome face He gave way to a passion of tears and
was led gently away by Lakshman They returned to
the hermitage, but found it desolate and bleak as before
In the moonlight before the cottage, Rama beat his
breasts, and wailed like a soul in hell torment All night
long he wandered through the jungles in quest of his
lost mate, the moon-lit shadows creating illusions, until
Rama’s fevered mind conjured up the face of Sita peep-
ing from behind every tree, and he beheld her elusive
form vanishing before his gaze a thousand times over

“Sital—Sita'—Sitat!” the long despairing cry reverbe-
rated dismally through the jungles until the dawn

The next morning, weary after the night-long vigil,
the brothers started out once more upon thelr fruitless
search, until at length their dogged foot-steps led them
to a deep valley between two hills where Jatayu, the
vulture, lay torn and mangled and bleeding With his
last breath, the gallant bird told them how ten-headed
Ravana had borne the screaming Sita away towards the
south,—how he had sought in vain to rescue her Then
the vulture died in Rama’s arms, his soul ascending into
Vishnu’s heaten Rama and Lakshman then proceeded
southwards according to the clue provided by Jatayu

On their way, they were confronted by a black demon
of monstrons size, with misshapen, deformed body, and
0ne eye The brethren fought the monster who had
wound his two great arms around them, until he fell
Prastrate upon the ground As he was dying, he told
the brothers that he was Kabandha, a Gandharva who
had been placed under evil spells If they burnt his
body, he sald, he would be rid of his demon form, and
tould give them information regarding Sita As request-

¢d, Rama and Lakshman lighted a pyre, and burnt the
lonster
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Lol out of the flames rose the Gandharva, Kabandha
who told them that Ravana, who was the King of the
Rakshasos, dwelt in the island fortress of Lanka,~that
{f they wished to conquer him, they should form an
alliance with Sugriva, the Ape King, who lived In the
Rishyamukha mountain, among the Nilgiris

Thankful for the Information and advice vouchsaled
to them by the Gandharvae spirlt, Rama and Lakshman
travelled southwards until they arrived at the lovely
range of the Nilgiri hills When they sought out Sugrha,
the Ape King, the latter confirmed that a beautiful:
woman had Indeed been carried away in the arms of;
Ravana, who had called upon Rama and Lakshman to
come to her ald Then the ornaments that Slta had !
dropped In her flight were produced for identification j
Rama was unable to see them for his tears, but Lakshman
recognised them instantly as Sita’s

Then Rama and Lakshman made a strong alifance
with Sugriva, whereby they promised to restore him o
his kingdom, which had been usurped by hls half~brother {
Bali, whilst he, in turn, promised to send his armles In
search of that pearl among princesses, beautifut Sttt

* ¥ ¥

And what of Sita, surrounded by a fearsome band of
gortesque, gargantuan guards® Time and again during
her agonising incarceration within the palace walls did
the hateful, repulsive Ravana impose upon her the odiun
of his presence, approaching her with sweet speeches
and words of love, that from his mouth stank foul and
foetid and fulsome With withering glance and cold:
contempt, Sita scorned him into sflence her purity and
virtue protecting her strongly against his evil desiznd

When Ravana fziled miserably to break down Sita’s Ic¥ j
reserve, he tried other methods by which he hoped U3
possess her  He summoned the demon dragors Wi
guarded her and commanded them to take pber to t

utiful acofa grove without the city

|
{
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“Glve her beautiful clothes and priceless jewels to deck
herself with Ply her with delicious fruits and palatable
meals Always praise me before her, and tell her, a
horrible fate awaits her unless she consents to wed me,’
he instructed them

But soon the demon maids reported dismal failure
Sita wept copliously by night and by day, lamenting her
loved one, threw away the clothes and jewellery from
her as though they were noxious serpents, refused to
cat, and stopped her ears, or screamed at mention of
Ravana’s name
+ At last a ray of hope shone through Sita’s citadel of
lgark despair Hanuman, the general of Sugriva’s armies,
(dlscovered her sitting pale and silent in the asoka grove,
2 gentle lamb among devouring she-wolves

He biced his time until the demon maids grew drowsy,
}then approached Sita from behind a tree, showing her
he ring that Rama had sent as a token of recognition
SOVETjoyed, Sita bathed the ring with her tears, listening
vith eager face to her beloved’s message of love Quickly
she tore from her neck the locket she wore, and handed
It to Hanuman, requesting him to give it to Rama as a
tohen of her life-long love and fidelity, and informing
him that Ravana had given her two months to live,
:unless she gave In to his vile desires
- Hanuman hastened away to carry the good tldings to
~Rama, but not before he had done considerable damage
.10 life and property, slaying numerous demon guards,
and setting fire to Lanka before he returned from the
/"3y, escaping quickly over the ocean

Rama’s joy and relief were boundless on hearing that
- s Sita had been found safe and alive His fingers closed
-tonvulsively upon the locket she had sent
; m'Dearly beloved, soul of my sou}, I come to thee!” he
<=v0re under his breath, looking down at the locket
.1 Preparatfons were immediately begun for the rescue
i Slta Rama and Lakshman began thelr march south-
[ ads, with the monkey-hosts swarming behind them in

{
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thelr thousands When they reached the shores of the
ocean they were joined by an unexpected ally, Bibhisha-
na, the younger brother of Ravana, who alone of all the
Rakshasas had stood in opposition against his brother, in
favour of Rama Then with the help of the Vanar chle!
Nala the son of a divine artlsan, a causeway was speedil?
constructed across the strait, separating the mainlind
from the i{sland Over this bridge went Rama’s hordes
to storm Lanka’s capltal, shouting slogans of vlctory
Before the clty walls Rama encamped the vast armies
led by himself, Lakshman, and Sugriva Soon th®
Rakshasa hosts came forth to attack the apes, led b
Indrajit, the son of Ravana, with horns blowving and
trumpets beating, riding on elephants llons and tlgers
camels, asses and hogs, wolves, hyenas, and wild bous
A roaring, surging, bellowing mass lke to black thunder;
they came, wielding bows and arrows, maces and speur®
knives and swords, and weapons of magic
Soon a battle royal raged between Demons and Apes
their plercing battle-cries resounding through the alr,
and reaching high heaven itself Great trees were felled!
to the ground by the gizantic apes who wielded them for
clubs, immense rocks and boulders were broken nt?
splinters as glant monkey paws hurled them at the
demons, sharp monkey-claws Inflicted grievous wount»
elephants, loud-trumpeting and war-frenzled ran amucL
among the Invading monkey-hosts who, in turn rusmd
upon the demons, shouting “Rama' Rama!” Headlos
trunks, and twisted, tortured bodies writhing In pan
swam In a gore of blood that ran In rivulets streamin f
forth In all dliections i
From high towers falr Slta watched the strife with iy
heart In her mouth,—the strife aceasloncd by the 17
and filthy lusts that her pure and heavenly beauty ha’
erclted As Slita vatched In feverish anxiety, she thot; LU
she savr her Rama’s head struck off and swooned
desnair but rcvived to hear that Rama Myed It F2!
2en but an llusion of her over-disturbed brafn 7TI' ",

; |
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her sudden sorrow was turned into sudden joy, as she
thought with shame and wonderment “How could I live,
.while thinking him dead?”

: At a certain point in the struggle, the apes appeared
to be having the worst of it, though Rama had full faith
in their heroism and courage to carry the day Sugriva
then flung a great tree upon Indrajt, breaking his cha-
Tiot, and making him flee for life together with his
-army, which was scattered in confusion Indrajit, how-
-ever, returned to throw a deadly serpent-noose around
Rama and Lakshman, which bound and paralysed the
iwo mighty brethren, until Garuda, the Bird of Heaven,
flew down and loosed it The momentary danger was
Jhus past

W

'

' CHAPTER XIV
(BT LAST RaVANA himself came forth to battle, but when
Rama with his sharp arrows swept the ten proud crowns
~Irom his ten hideous heads, he retired in shame and
- vrath, locking himself up in his palace and skulking
For some time, the unfortunate Rakshasas had to
Ahift for themselves without any adequate leadership,
;Lntl someone thought of awakening Kumbha-karna, the
-brother of Ravana The mightiest of the demons, a fiend
~%ho in his time had devoured hundreds of human beings,
:‘he had been put to sleep forever by Brahma, who ordain-
}fd that he should awalen for a day only, once every
Ex months
.+ The Ralshasas danced and sang and shouted in his
:ﬁumberlng ear In an attempt to awaken him, but in
~'8n  They made elephants walk over his glant body
. but he slept through it all. Then they brought beautiful
. ¥omen who made love to him The trick succeeded He
1 ¥0he up at last but swore like thunder to be disturbed
"What means this rude disturbance®” he roared
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“Can’t a body rest in peace?”

The Rakshasas then explained to him how a gorgeots)
meal of fine, fleshy apes awalted him if he cared fo {asie
it On his consenting, they brought him many swine and,_
boars and human beings, and harrels of spirituous wine »‘
all of which he consumed in a few minutes This bln ;.
merely an appetizer to whet hls appetite, he was then/'
ready for the main dish

“Where are the apes®” he asked smacking his Iarg®
lips

When the monkey-hosts beheld the monster, they fled
in panic, but soon returned, rallying their forces undorj
Sugriva, to fling great boulders and trees against him
though they left him with hardly a scratch Hundreds |
of shrieking apes were devoured by Kubha-harna before)
Rama faced him in single combad

Laughing with a thunderous roar, his mighty btﬂ»‘
shaking llke a mountain convulsed by an earthqualt
Kumbha-karna made ready to devour Rama also, U}
the hero discharged a shower of flinty arrows that lald; 3
low the slothful and well-fed monster at last Staggerin, '
heavily, he fell backward into the sea

‘Too well didst thou love to sleep, mine enemy,” musedi
Rama “Now sleep forever for thou wert disturbed belor’ |
thy time in an unlucky hour” {

After the unerpected destructlon of Kumbha-karn?y
the frightened Rakshasas were reduced to desper?y i
straits Indrajit came forth once more to avenge hf"
uncle but was struck down by Lakshman’s unerr’n”
aim falling headless upon the fleld Then was Rayant:,
heart cleft In two and great was his sorrow at the > #F
of his son  For some time he gave himself up to weeple?
ard lamenting Then be arose, resolved upon revent’
With dark thoughts brooding in his barbarous bret’
he rushed In search of Sita, Intent upon }itng her By
the women guards hid her away, while they perstd ”
him pot to sul’y Iis reputation by murds rine 2 wom1?

ranl, he thru.t them aside, looking for Sita, bu™ P
'} !

i
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finding her, he went away at last, brooding upon hlis
wrongs Then he came forth from the palace to fight
ance more, followed by a great army of young demon
heroes

When he saw his brother Bibhishana fighting in Rama’s
ranks, Ravana was seized with rage and fury

“Traitor!” he called angrily “Take that!” and he
Rung at Bibhishana a great weapon which Lakshman
kdoritly intercepted in mid-air

“Murderer of my son, thou hast saved Bibhishana’s
life!” grimly exclaimed Ravana “Now save thine own,
If thou canst!” So saying, he hurled at Lakshman a
feadly spear which pinned him to the ground, heipless
Rama’s mighty heart was broken in two, but Hanuman,
1he loval, went by night to bring medicinal heibs with
vhich Lakshman’s wound was soon healed, and the hero
ecovered completely
4 The next morning, Ravana came forth in battle fury,
‘fejoineing that he had made short work of Lakshman,
funaware of his recovery overnight), and hoping to do
Jewise with Rama
"~ “This day will see Rama dead,—or Ravana!” he swore
,ﬂt?termtnedly “The Rakshasa dames have prophesied
‘that I shall be covered with glory on this anspicious
immas day Be it so!”
_ ~Conﬁdent1y Ravana drove up to where the immortal
fh‘cro stocd in the chariot of Indra, attired in the coat-
£-mail of the great god The two looked at each other
Jor 2 moment with hatred in their eyes, then locked in
JLeadly battle Their mighty auel the two great foes
fought out alone, unhampered by their hosts Base
P{"\‘» ana’s many arms and legs and necks and heads made
) ;’“SI:DDear as though he were surrounded by so many
) en

Each met his match in the long and arduous struggle
‘B which now one side, and now the other, seemed to
_/mn the upper hand Gods and men, Rgishasas and
Tonleys, loohed on with bated breath, as the fierce

i
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battle raged, the fortunes of war lying equally In ti
balance between the two great foes |
Ravana drove an arrow deep Into the throbbing right
arm of Rama, who struggled vallantly to redecem hl
beautiful Sita from her prisoned cage of despalr and
dishonour Rama then shot an arrow which plerced
Ravana’s breast but each obstinately stood his ground
striving for supremacy, as, amid the rapld Interchang
of blows, no declsive victory was won by elther
At last, becoming impatient, Ravana flung at his foe
an iron-studded mace which Rama with shilful dart.
intercepted in mid-alr, breaking it into two destroyinei
once more the hopes of the Rakshasas Then swift uw
lightning, Rama darted forward, laid to his bow a match [
less, flaming arrow, Brahma-created, which was destincd |
to lay low the Rakshasa menace forever qu
unerring alm he discharged it Like a meteor thal
bursts in the atmosphere, it flashed through the nir{
then, in a trice, smote off, as though by maglc ail the{
{
f

ten heads of Ravana

Bellowing with the fury and volume of a hundred bulls
the enemy of the gods staggered heavily backward and
fell at last, lifeless upon the ground

Upon Rama’s godly head, which was soon to wear the
kingly crown, there fell a shower of celestial flowen
whilst a heavenly volce reached down to the e'xrth}
saying

“Immortal Hero,—peerless one—Vlictor of Truth and:
Justice, thou hast well accomplished thy task In t‘"f}
I am well pleased” (

Fate’s decree and the gods’ long-desired mandate °1
fulfilled at last Peerless Rama had freed the thwf
v orlds of the curce of Ravana |

Amidst the cheers of the ape, Rama entered the ¢l
in triumph to frec his long-lost Sita from her puar
priston  She was biought forth upon a palainquin to tit
unreserved joy and drlizht of the monkeys, who “u'”’
roundecd her on all sides jabberine Incessantly Gric'

|
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ously &ita acknowledged their cheers, smiling sweetly at
the apes who had fought so gallantly on her behalf

Then husband and wife were united once more With
tears of joy, Sita clung to Rama, her soul-searing agony
of separation and suspense over at last

“Oh, my dearest husband!” cried Sita, when they were
alone “I have remained true and faithful to thee always
But if thou didst doubt my innocence and chastity, then
would I rather diet”

Rama was sllent for a moment, as he gazed down at
the ground, for a conflict raged 1n his soul at the thought
that Sita had dwelt in Ravana’s house

“Nay, dearly beloved,” he replied thoughtfully “I do
not aoubt thy virtue or innocence, but I fear evil tongues
will wag, because thou hast sojourned so long in the
house of the Rakshasa king'

Sita blanched at these words of her husband Forth-
fwith she ordered Lakshman to build her a fire for she
1T*ished to end her unhappiness and grief in its purifying
| lames
' “Build me a fire, so that I may dle In it,” said she

resolutely “For I cannot live to bring shame to my
"Rama’s peerless head ”

Rama wept, but was powerless to resist her will

Solemnly Sita invoked Agni, the God of Fire, before she
-leapt into the flames

“O pure and holy flame!” she cried “If in word and

r deed I have been faithless to my virtue, disloyal to my
duty, and untrue to my name, then may the world calu-

§mmate me But if not, then protect my honour, O pure
’?1235 ,1'1013’ light, by testifying to my purity and sinless-
! Then, looking pale and resolved, Sita leapt into the
fre whilst all grieved around her

“Oh, woe the day!” lamented Rama remorsefully “O
&rlevous sin that I have committed My victory is in

s ‘aln, for she for whom it was won has vanished Irom
3 3 sight forever Oh dear and holy one, I doubted thee

'

!
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not for a moment! Alas!—'Tis too late to recall her!”

But even as Rama wept, the flames of the fire inb
which Sita had vanished, parted in the middle to reveu
her white and radiant form untouched and unharmed
by the flames

“Take back unio thee thy wife, O Rama, for she is fres
from sin or blame,” said a Volce

Great was Rama’s wonder and ecstasy at thus finding
Sito unscathed and alive Fondly and rapturously be
folded her to his bosom, tears of joy in hils eyes

After placing Bibhishana upon the throne of Lanit
Rama and Sita entered the resplendent car of Indmn
and followed by Lakshman and Hanuman, sped foyfulls
towards Ayodhya, homeward bound at last

CHAPTER XV

THE RADIANT PAIR moved through the air as though borne
on falry wings, drinking In the beauty of the varfegated
landscape as it flew past under them

“Look, dearest,” sald Rama “There is the bridze thi!
my monkey-hosts bullt across the seas, that I might
come to thee with speed See those sparkling wives,
that glitter In the sun llke diamonds Now the ocei?
vanishes from our sight,—the green earth disappeid
below us We are at the moment flylng (n the celesthl
spheres, now among the fleecy clouds, now win~ing &
vay of the birds Ah what a heavenly brecze blos
from the skles, cooled by the waters of the earth

“Qanst thon see those safiron-robed hermiis oncs
again building thelr sanctuaries in the Dandnka fores:
now free from the curse of the Raksha.as?~—Oh, ti-
=as the grove In w!ich I souTit thee beloved anrd ™0
to P'rd thy tatteied garland torn from thy smwect nu'%:'
Theeo sad pP't3'ng ercepers were bent down with g0

AP wree dear ore, M lut the geatle deer looked sout K
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silence to show the way thou hadst gone The heavens
~ did shed tears for loss of thee, sweetheart Bereft of
- thee, neither the scent of flowers, nor the songs of birds
held any charm for me any more Wistfully I gazed
upon the chakravaha birds, so happy in their love, as
they tenderly exchanged lotus-blossoms, whilst thou, my
Love, were so cruelly and brutally wrenched from me!
Rama’s fists clenched as his mind dwelt upon the dark
days of his despair and grief
“In vain dld I embrace an asoka tree in my arms,
Imagining it was thee!” he continued In introspective
_‘vein  “There Is our blessed grove, love, where thou didst
- carefully water the mango tree and tend the gentle
deer Oh, the happiness of those heavenly, love-lit
days'—Dost recall those enchanted evenings, sweet, when
' wornout by the chase, I didst rest my weary head
I against thy soft bosom, and thou didst sing to me with
! ihy volece of entrancing sweetness, beside our hut bullt
of reeds® 'T'was Paradise on earth to dwell with thee
- In the forest, beloved!
- “In that spot down there, they say Saint Agastya of
old used to dwell, and there he lit the holy altar-fires
My spirit doth joy in inhaling the fragrant scented smoke
Tising up to meet our car
“Fair one, canst thou see that gleaming lake down
there® 'Tis called ‘Five Nymphs’ Men say the ascetic
Batakarni Yved upon its shores, In company with the
deer, eating naught but Darbha grass, until Indra grow-
_ Ing jealous of s austerities, sent five heavenly nymphs
» to tempt him from his purpose
; i “And below there, llves Sutikshna, in the blaze and
. heat of raging fires, and under the scorching, burning
i fin  Indra sent hwm bright-eyed nymphs, too, but he
vould have none of them, with thelr sweet smiles and
, tharming wiles! He lives in complete silence, with his
. Feze fixed upon the sun
- “See, Sita, how stately rises Chitrakuta’s peak into the
_ Y, with the silvery cascades flowing down its sides

A B
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There at its base lics the Mandakini river WNear the
mountain blossoms the tall Tamala, whose fragrant
flowers once decked thy beauty, remember?” ]

Happy and excited as a school-boy on a spree, his moed
of sadness now completely dispelled Rama chattered
gally all the while, pointing out to Slta places of Interet
or beauty as she avidly hung upon his words, divinely
happy to be by his side once more

Ah now the moon’s bright face shines through the
clouds like thine, my peerless one! — Look down where
the holy Ganga rolls on, Joined by the Jamuna They
say that those mortals who leave the earth after having
bathed in the holy waters of these two great rivers, ¢ven
if they know not the Soul Supreme, will never more
return to earth

“And now at last' — lo and behold the beautiful city
down there, — there where I gave up the Raj to go Into
the jungles, and Kalkeyi rcjolced to have her will”

“The great river Sarayu which the wise deem had
its source in Brahma's lake, now comes into view What
a noble river It is! See how it washes the walls of our
beloved Ayodhya, our own falr capltal It rejofces my
heart to look upon it once more after so long

“What, thinkest thou, ore those clouds of dust th'
rise up In the alr towards us®—Methinks Bharat1 ht
heard of our coming, and comes forth with his armiﬂv‘

!
{

e ke . Ao, o

to meet us My princely brother has kept 1Y
father's kingdom for me In trust all these long yeirs
and now restores it unto me unharmed — Look SI?
there he Is in hermit’s bark, coming on foot to gf‘”{
me In loyalty to me he has refused to take unto himse!’
his falr wife Lakshm! all tnesc long years, — r(‘fl"“"i
to taste the joys of conjugal bliss ~— my noble brother'" s

The nevt moment the heavenly car glided down lnf
c.rin vatched by the hosts helow  Lithely R
clarntered don follovcd by Sita and Lasxeshman ard
affectionately embrierd his brother Mext he gou' 7.
o Pte rmsiers of old, rov grovn ercy and old

. ) {
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When Rama entered his capital city in triumph, Bha-~
rata placed before his feet the golden sandals which
had been invested with the royal authority

“These are the symbols of thy rule, Rama I return to
thee thy crown and thy kingdom, which I have guarded
for thee during thy exile Recelve, therefore, what is
thine own ™

One of the first duties that Rama and Lakshman
performed on arriving at Ayodhya, was to visit their
widowed mothers The heroes clasped the weeping
Queen-mothers in their arms after bowing before them
Then Sita bowed down at the feet of Rama’s mother

“Sita returns to you, mother,” said she in a trembling
volee “But alas' she Is inausplclous to her lord, and
unworthy of all honour”

But ralsing her up gently, Kausalya embraced her
tenderly

“Dear child, arise,” sald she “‘Twas thy sacred andq
holy lave that hrought thy dear lord unscathed through
the ravages of hattle”

Then upon the morrow, Rama was crowned amidst
the tumultuous rejolcings of the people who went mad
with joy to welecome him back to the kingdom after the
lears of bitter exile

Solemn and splendid were the ceremonles oI conse-
cratlon and coronatlon of Raghu’s great son the herolc
and godly Rama From jars of unalloyed gold, the holy
Vaters from the sacred rivers were poured upon his
head Dressed in resplendent robes of state and followed
by his counsellors, loyal allies, and courtiers, Rama pass-
td under mighty arches to the palace of his slres—being
showered with rice all the way, as the people hailed him
tlamorously

In his golden car of state, the Hero-king sat, dignified
and stately, flanked by Lakshman and Bharata who
ippeared no whit less regal in bearing than Lingly
Pama Next fn the procession came radiant Sita, the
Queen, borne upon a splendid palanquin, her classlc
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There at its base lics the Mandakini river Near thi
mountain blossoms the tall Tamala, whose fragran
flowers once decked thy beauty, remember?”

Happy and exclted as a school-boy on o spree, hls moot
of sadness now completely dispelled Rama chattere
gally all the while, pointing out to Sita places of interes
or beauty as she avidly hung upon his words, divinel;
happy to be by his side once more

Ah, now the moon's bright face shines through th
clouds like thine, my peerless one! — Look down whert
the holy Ganga rolls on, joined by the Jamuna The
say that those mortals who leave the earth after havin
bathed in the holy waters of these two great rivers, ever
if they know not the Soul Supreme, will never mo<
return to earth

“And now at last' — lo and behold the beautiful citf
down there, — there where I gave up the Raj to 80 Int¢
the jungles, and Kaikeyi rejoiced to have her will”

“The great river Sarayu, which the wise deem hac
its source in Brahma’'s lake, now comes into view Wha!
a noble river it is' See how it washes the walls of ou!
beloved Ayodhya, our own fair capital It rejolces M
heart to look upon it once more after so long

“What, thinkest thou, are those clouds of dust th!
rise up in the air towards us?—Methinks Bharata ha
heard of our coming and comes forth with hls armie
to meet us My princely brother has kept mi
father’s kingdom for me in trust all these long yeus
and now restores it unto me unharmed - LooK sita
there he is in hermit’s bark, coming on foot to GTC‘JE
me In loyalty to me he has refused to take unto himsel
his falr wife Lakshml, all these long years — refus
to taste the joys of conjugal bliss — my noble brothcr'_

The next moment the heavenly car glided down ti
earth watched by the hosts below Lithely Ram’
clambered down, followed by Sita and Lakshmarn, and
affectlonatcly embraced his brother Next he grect™®
his ministers of old, now grown grey and old

'/
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When Rama entered his capital city in triumph, Bha-
rata placed before his feet the golden sandals which
had been invested with the royal authority

“These are the symbols of thy rule, Rama I return to
thee thy crown and thy kingdom, which I have guarded
for thee during thy exile Recelve, therefore, what is
thine own ”

One of the first duties that Rama and Lakshman
perfoimed on arriving at Ayodhya, was to visit their
widowed mothers ‘The heroes clasped the weeping
Queen-mothers in thelr arms after bowing before them
Then Sita bowed down at the feet of Rama’s mother

“8ita returns to you, mother,” said she in a trembling
voice “But alas! she Is Inausplcious to her lord, and
unworthy of all honour”

But raising her up gently, Kausalya embraced her
tenderly

“Dear child, arise,” said she “‘Twas thy sacred and
holy love that brought thy dear lord unscathed through
the ravages of battle”

Then upon the morrow, Rema was crowned amlidst
the tumultuous rejolcings of the people, who went mad
with joy to welcome him back to the kingdom after the
Years of bitter exile

Solemn and splend!d were the ceremonles of conse-
cratlon and coronation of Raghu’s great son, the herolc
and godly Rama From Jjars of unalloyed gold, the holy
waters from the sacred rivers were poured upon his
head Dressed in resplendent robes of state and followed
by his counsellors, loyal allies, and courtiers, Rama pass-
€d under mighty arches to the palace of his sires-being
thowered with rice all the way, as the people hailed him
clamorously

In his golden car of state, the Hero-king sat, dignified
and stately, flanked by Lakshman and Bharata who
2ppeared no whit less regal In bearing than kingls
Rama, Next in the procession came radiant Sita the
Queen, borne upon a splendid palanquin, her classic
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beauty enhanced by her magnificent robe of yellow and
gold brocade whilst gems of priceless worth shed lustre
and glory upon her pure and flawless loveliness

At last Rama was crowned king, and sat upon his
rightful throne, and there began for his kingdom a
reign of peace and prosperity As a father he ruled his
people putting his subjects’ weal before his own In
his personal life, Rama knew perfect bliss, for with so
peerless a wife as Sita, there could be no discord or
disharmony Sweet Sita grew fairer each day as her
j0ys multiplied, whilst the memory of her Sorrows gew
dim and paled into insignificance .

Smiling mysteriously, she brought her lord even
greater joy, when one day she showed signs of becoming
s mother Her beauty shone with a new softness and
beatitude, an expression of almost divine radlance
lighting up her dellcate countenance With tendel
solicitude, her husband cared for her, commanding hef
malidens to grant her all she craved to eat or drink or .
wear

“Dearest,” asked Rama, pressing his beloved wile {0
his heart, “is there aught that thou dost long for, which
has not been granted unto thee®”

Sita flushed with pleasure and happiness at her
husband’s anxlety and care for her well-being

“Dear Rama,” she answered *“I should love to visit
the hermits’ huts on the river Godavari, where the
cattle roam lazily In the long luxuriant grass, and all
around is such heavenly peace and tranquillity ”

“Thou shalt, dearest,” declared Rama “Why dids'
thou not mention it before®” Little did Sita realls”
under what tragic cireumstances her heart's deslre was t0
be gratified



CHAPTER XVI

~ Upon THE MORROW, taking an attendant with him,
" Rama climbed up to his palace terrace, from where he
_ Teasted his eyes upon the fair city of Ayodhya With
_.bride and happiness he looked down upon the crowded
" streets, the busy market-place, the lovely parks in which
" the citizens relaxed, the river Sarayu that washed the
“citv walls, — and was well content at the prosperity of
his people On an impulse, he turned to the squire who
Caccompanied him
- “Tell me,” he asked whimsically “What do the people
: say about thelr king? Are they satisfied with him, or
. Is there aught that he has done, — or not done, —
~ that does not meet with their approval?”
The squire prevaricated for a while, evading an
" Immediate reply But when the King pressed him, he
” blurted out the truth at last
oo “Slre,” he stammered “You have indeed done every-
_thing in your power to increase the happiness and
' velfare of your subjects But —— But there is one
t_hing »
“And that 1§ — "
“ that Your Majesty received the Queen hack
~ alter she had sojourned so long in Ravana’s palace!”
, Rama winced as though an arrow had been tllted
’ﬁagalnst his heart Passionately he turned upon the
, man, lashing at him with fury Hot searing words in
. defence of his pure, loyal, loving Sita tumbled out of
s mouth In a rush, untll realising that he had forced
' the man to speak he apologised for his temper, and
Clsmissed him abruptly
For hours Rama stood upon the terrace, his mind in
2 ferment The horror of the slanderous calumnny the
T2ns words had inslnuated agamst his innocent and

\
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sinless Sita, welghed heavily upon his spirit for newe
had a scandalous word stained or sullled the honou
of his high-born race

For days a fierce conflict raged within Rama’s breast
He was torn between hils unswerving love and bellef I
his beloved, and the ugly slander that had soiled th
hitherto stainless line of the solar monarchs, from Man
descended At last, after a violent struggle with ht
soul his consclence spoke, commanding him to pu
away his innocent wife, Sita, though it would causi
heavy suffering and sorrow to both His heart bled a
the stern dictates of his own conscience, but with grea
and noble souls considerations of personal pleasure o
happiness welgh far less than thoughts of Immorta
fame or a spotless reputation

All his joy fled, his features marred by sorrow an
gloom, Rama called his brothers together in council
and informed them of his decision to divorce his Queen
rather than allow his fathers’ virtuous race to be marre
by evil tongues

Shocked and stricken at the news, Rama's brother
trled to remonstrate with him, but he silenced ther
with a gesture

“Well I know my Sita to be innocent of all sin, -
as pure and chaste as the moon ” sald he gravely “An
know, my brethren, that she Is dearer to me than al
the wide world, — than life {itself! Yet I must pif
with her, for vulgar tongues have cast a shadow upc
her honour I cannot, in fairness to my sires, allow th
pure, shining flawless virtue of their nume to be solled
Knowing that she bears my child in her womb, I ar
moved perforce to divorce hert!”

Rama’s brothers remained silent when they heard o
his resolution to divorce chaste Sita, though they coulc
not agree with his declslon Silently, with thelr head
bowed in grief they left his presence ‘Then Rar’7
called to him his favourlte brother Lakshman

“My heart breaks to do this thing O Lakshman’
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I
he crled, “but I must, for consclence must be obeyed
at all costs! My beloved one has told me of her great
desire to visit the hermits’ grove in the forest 'Take
her, then, I pray you, and leave her at Valmiki’s
hermitage — Alas'! I cannot bring myself to tell her of
my decision Do thou, good brother, break the news to her
as gently as possible!” Weeping, Rama turned away

Without a word, Lakshman made preparations for
the journey, his heart heavy at the heart-breaking task
ahead of him

Lightly he lifted the happy, laughing Sita into his
(chariot, drawn by white steeds, with old Sumantra at
the reins Together they drove towards the forest, Sita
[innocently rejolcing that her dear lord had granted
,her her heart’s desire Cheerfully she chattered about
jthe beaaties of the passing scene, whilst Lakshman, his
 heart bleeding for her, tried vallantly to keep up with
1her good spirits

But as they went on, Sita’s right eye throbbed pain-
‘lully, presaging evil to come Sudden fear assailed
her, draining the colour from her cheehks, taking the
Jaughter and galety from her eyes As always, her first
thought was for her lord, fervently she prayed for him,
and for his unborn child in her womb

Once, during their journey, the river Ganga blocked
thelr passage, as though she would fain stay, with her
billowy might, the evil fate that rushed forward to
thgulf Sita’s life But Lakshman, in duty bound to obey
his brother’s mandate, stopped the chariot, crossing the
fream with Sita in a tiny boat On land once more,
Lakshman could no longer postpone the evil hour when
Sia showld hear her doom from his unfortunate lips
With choking volce and faltering words he told her
o Rama’s fatal decision When the full import of
Lalshman’s words penetrated her consclousness, Sita
Piled, and fell to the ground senseless like a blossom
M2t withers at the touch of a snowflake Then life
¢lurned to her, and with it the realisation of this new
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sorrow and travail, whose pangs shot through her dr
licate frame like arrows of burnished steel Painful sob
racked her pregnant body as she cried in anguished
grlef and despair

“Ah, woe is me'” sobbed the {ll-fated Sita “Wno
sin have I committed, that my lord drives me from him
thus® O death thouwd be sweeter far than life, if my
beloveds face I am to see no more!”

Himself weeping bitterly, Lakshman trled to comfos
his sister

“O my Liege!” he cried “Forgive me for bringing
thee such evil tidings! — Perhaps thy lord, in his grlef,
will relent, and send for thee agaln”

Then gentle Sita comforted her brother, nor did she
breathe a word of reproach against her husband but
blamed her evil fortune all upon herself, bewalling it
as a punishment for sins committed in former lives

“Dear brother,” said she, “Sita is glad to see ho¥
faithfully thou dost serve thy lord May Heaven bles
thee for it' —— Give my loving regards to the venerabl
Queens, and ask them to pray for Rama’s child, which
I bear in my womb” Then, overcome by the piteousnes
of her state, Sita broke down once more

“Tell my lord,” she continued between her sobs, “hath
not the holy fire attested to Sita’s Innocence, yet dors
he forsake me now, afraid of scandal® This does not!
beseem great Rama's nobility — Or should I think it wi>
not done of his own free will, but forced upon my beloved”'
— Yet 'tis my destiny, wrought by mine own sins in live:,
gone by, — what boots it to blame others for it? }

‘Alas' but lately I was the Queen the Supreme Pric
tectress of my sen Now, alone and deserted, I m‘-"‘:j
seek protection from another —O bitter irony'—whil:
thou still reignest king, O Rama' Thinkest thou thv
I care to live without thee, whom I love more th2R
life {tself? 'Tis thy precious seed In my womb alo?
ecompels me to live on  But once thy child {5 borh,
shall fi. my eyes upon the Sun, and pray that I mé7

Al
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meet thee again in a future life”

With a heavy heart, Lakshman left Sita at the Herinit
Valmiki’s grove, promising to dellver her message to
Rama and the elder Queens

When the full horror of her forlorn situation dawned
upon Sita in all its stark realism, she wailed like a
stricken animal With quick sympathy the psychic
creatures that haunted Valmiki’s grove reacted to her
pathetic grief Peacocks that a moment before had been
pirouetting madly around, desisted their gaiety at once,
the deer stopped grazing in mute sorrow, the blossoms
fell to the earth in tearful drops through all the forest,
there arose a moan, which was taken up by the wing,
sighed through the trees, and reached the receptive
ears of the Poet-Saint Valmiki, whose every perception
and Instinct was sensitised to the moods of his friends
and companions of the forest, — the beasts and birds
and trees with whom he dwelt In perfect peace

He whose houndless sympathy for a bird slaughtered
in carelessness had found expression in immortal verse,
now came upon the harrowing sight of a Queen deserted,
— 2 mother-to-be abandoned, — and his mighty heart
was touched with a great pity

Sita bowed reverentially before the Saint, seeking to
control her sobs

“My dear child,” sald the Salnt “I know the tragic
happenings that have brought thee here to-day Psychic
intuition hath revealed them to me But grieve not, my
daughter, thou shalt go to thy father’s house if thou

' 50 deslrest ‘Tis not far from here — Thy lord s all-
. conquering and powerful in the world, yet for this sin
,atalnst thee, who art sinless and blameless, he is to

be much reproached -— This sacred grove gives thee
1alr welcome, dear child, and thou shalt dwelt In it
In peace and safety and honour, and here thou shalt
beff thy holy off-spring, if so be thy wish

Here, amidst the fragrant smoke of holy fires with

' the gentle daughters of Salnts and munis to dispel thy
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sorrow thou shalt find contentment returning to ihy
spirtt And ere long thou wilt know a heavenly calm
and & mother's divine joy will be thine” [
In tearful gratitude, Sita followed the Saint {o ‘*he!
door of the hermitage, where she was received with,
affection and reverence by the hermits’ wives Lovin«ri;;’
they looked after her, dried her tears, and soothed her
sorrow with soft words of comfort When night fell
the holy dames led her to a hut, where an oil lamp
shed its flickering radiance around There, upon a so't
couch, they lald her tenderly down to rest, exhausted
with sorrow as she was
In that humble abode, Sita dwelt in pesace, resimed
to her fate, until her time was come, when she brought
fortn twin sons, who were called Lava and Kusa by the i
Saint
Meanwhile Lakshman delivered her message to Ram? }
who wept to hear his Sita’s words Though he had drlven |
her trom his home, he could not drive her out of his [
heart Night and day the thought of Sita haunted hir i
|

In his dreams he saw her white, tragic face gazing
him with silent reproach When sleep forscok him he
paced the dark, dim corridors of the palace, — 2 restles”
mourning, solitary figure in the night

In her solitude at Valmiki's hermitage, Sita heard how
her Rama mourned for her worshipping her image ni"m‘
and day And her heart was lightened somewhat

t

CHAPTER XVII :

ON: DAY 4 BRANMDI stood hefore the gates of Ramao
palace, in his arms & dead child — and walled alotd
“O miserable World!” he lamented “What calamis
hath overtaken us that thou art fallen into Bumi»

handsf™
, T2ma heard the Brahmin’s cry, and was smitter ‘v
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he heart by the bitterness of his words He sought
ymt the man and comforted him, begging him to stay
15 hls guest whilst he went in search of Yama, the God
f Death and compelied him to restore the child to life

Sending for his magic car, and taking with him his
reat bow Rama set out at once to seek the god, deter-
nined to make him yileld the life untimely withered
iardly had he travelled a few yards, however, when he
1eard a volce speak unto him arresting him in his
racks

“Sin walks abroad in thy kingdom, mighty one,” said
the Voice “If thou wilt defeat it, thy wish will be ful-
{illedt”

Rama wondered to hear the words, and sped through
the alr, searching for the sin that was a curse to his
people

At last he came upon a man hanging down from
2 tree, practising self-torture

Rama stopped his car, and enquired of the man who
he was, and to what caste he belonged

“My name is Sambuka, and I am a Sudra,” answered
the self-torturer

In a flash, Rama realised that here was the sin that
marred his people’s happiness, for the Law forbade Sudras
1o aspire to win Heaven by practising austerities Draw-
Ing his sword, Rama cut off the transgressor’s head The
tlave, being thus beheaded by royal hands, was at once
absohved from sin, and In this way gained the Heaven
he sought to win

Upon his return journey, Rama met Saint Agastya,
:r?ﬁ gave him a priceless gem, which he tied around his

When he arrived at Ayodhya, Rama found the Bramin
Gverwhelmed with joy that his son had been miraculousls
Istored to ife He went about the town singing pralses
ol Rama telling all of the miracle he had performed

Thes there a mortal,” crled he, “who can bring even
e dead back to lfe?”
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Sixteen years had gone by since Rama and Sita were |
parted, when Rama made preparations to celebrate the
mighty Horse-Sacrifice or aswamedha, to cleanse hl
soul of mortal sin Invitations were sent to all the King
and Saints of the world to come and grace the occasion

Ayodhya was crowded with visitors when the great da
dawned In his lonely state, Rama sat upon his throne
the thought of his absent consort gnawing at his memory

At last the great ritual began amidst splendour anc
solemnity Prominent among the Saints was Valmiki
who brought with him Lava and Kusa, the falr sons ol
Sita Like a pair of heavenly twins, they went slngln¢
before the King and before the people, melting the hearts
of all men, and stirring up their souls with the swee
strains of the “Song of Rama,” which told of his mar-
vellous deeds and his exlle in the forest, in Valmikis
matechless verse

Strangely moved, the crowds gazed upon the twaln.
wondering to see the marked resemblance of the pretty
minstrel-boys to their King Rama himself was irresls-
tibly charmed and attracted to the beautiful pair H¢
asked them who had taught them the moving song, wnd
upon hearing the name of Valmiki, he started, then
went eagerly forward to meet the Poet-Saint followed
by his brothers, and threw himself down at his feet

“Arise, great Rama,” quoth the Bard, pity surging in
his breast to drlve out the reproach of former days
“Recelve thy falr sons, the children of pure Sita, thy
true and lawful wife”

Then Rama wept tears of joy mingled with sorrow
and regret at the remembrance of his banished wif'
Clasp'ng the falr boys to his heart, he hnew for the first
time in his lfe a father’'s perfect joy

“0O great Saint'” he erted  “Thou hast overcome M
to-day with such great joy as bursts my very heart! —

I havc no —ords tn thank thee adequately Soy &} !
Pama can do for thee, O mighty soul All my }ingdoem
7~ 7 myself I throw before thy feet in gratitude”

{
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"0 King'!” replied Valmiki. “Thou shalt repay me best
by calling to thee thy true and falthful wife Sita, to
refgn beside thee as thy rightful Queen”

Rama was overjoyed to hear the Saint glve the com-
mand that lay nearest to his heart

“Oh, Father!” he exclaimed rapturously “Thou
Lnowest thy child, my beloved Sita, proved her innocence
to me beyond all doubt, through the ordeal of the holy
fire  But the people in their wickedness stained her
honour, scandalising her fair name O mighty Saint,
bring my Sita back, and bid her prove to the people that

- she Is spotless, and I shall receive her back into my home

with the greatest joy”

Valmiki then sent his disciples to bring Sita to Ayodhya,
whilst Rama commanded that upon the morrow all the
citizens should be assembled together before the throne

The next day, therefore, Saint Valmiki led Sita by
the hand, followed by her falr sons, before Rama’s
throne Clad in simple robes of white, Sita appeared like
the chaste moon, her eyes cast down, her demeanour calm
and unruffled The people gazed at her with awe, deeply
ashamed that they had stained her honour with their
impure thoughts

Trembling with emotion, Rama looked upon his
bcloved’s face once more, his soul in turmoil

Gravely the Saint addressed Sita

“My child,” said he “Prove to these people that thou
art pure of mind and body, and free from all taint of
Sin - The King thy husband waits to bear witness to
b trig1»

An acolyte then brought Sita a jug of pure water,
¥hich she drank before she solemnly prayed in calm,
clear tones
. “(? Mother Earth!” cried Sita “If in truth I have lived
the ¢ undefiled, pure and holy, nor never strayed from
. narrow path of duty and honour to my lord, then

(Celte thy Sita back into thy loving bosom!”

Thus prayed the unsullied and holy Sita, whilst all
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around her wept Suddenly the Earth was rent open
and a Form appeared, crowned with a shining radfanee
Clasping to her breast the pure and sinless Sita the
Form disappeared with her before their gaze, leaving
Rama crying in anguish

“Stay! Stay! — Do not go! — "T'was all a terrible mi>-
take!” But alas! ’twas too late that Rama realised the
error of his thinking His new-found joy turning into
bitterness and gall, he flung himself upon the ground
raging furiously, and would fain have snatched Sit
back into his arms, but the Saints restrained him, calm-
ing his rage and grief

Sorrowfully Rama turned to his falr sons, and upend
them showered the pent-up love of his heart, — the
great love that had been their mother’s, he now lavished
upon his sons

Thereafter the Divine Hero turned his eyes heaven-
wards daily praying for death to come as a sweet release
One day, when Rama’s soul had plumbed the depths of
despair, Brahma appeared to him In a vision, and sald

“Why dost thou agonise thyself, O Rama® Thot
knowest life is a mere dream, ephemeral and transitory
— a pebble upon the shores of time, — an illuslon that
soon passes?”’

At last the sands of time began to run out for Ramd
Death came to him disgulsed as a muni, and sald

“What I have to say to thee O King, must be done
in secret'” Then Rama commanded all his court t0
withdraw But faithful Lakshman stood sentinel at th¢
door listening, for he was anxious for his brother’s s2ke
. “I am Yama,” sald the muni “And I am come to ol
thee that the time is at hand when thou must lea ©
the earth "

When Lakshman heard these words, he went grir/in?
to Sarayw’s bants, and there shed his carthly body Thy»
Rama, a part of his being havine departed from hir
staggered for o while upon earth, then mounted th*

*~~tial bird Garuda, and ascended Into Heaven, whe™

§
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~ he found Sita, more beauteous than ever, waiting for

"him with a smile

CHAPTER XVIiI

Kow THE sons of Raghu relgned their realms in peace,
unanimously electing Kusa, the eldest son of Rama, to
the throne of sovereign power, as Supreme Ruler

Late one night, Kusa was reading in the chambe:r of

he palace at Kusavati, where he dwelt, when there
appeared to him a Shape, a female form, robed in
mourning Clasping its hands together, it hailed him
"Klng'"
1 “Who art thou®” asked Kusa, startled “And how didst
‘thou come through my barred doors, O falr one?—
'Speak what thou desirest of Rama’s son, but let me warn
ithee aforetime the sons of Raghu will not tolerate any
idea of lcence!”

“I am no wanton sinner,” answered the Shape, “but
the guardian goddess of the mourning city of Ayodhya,
descrted sinee thy father passed from the earth Once,
more glorious than Alaka, it now les desolate and
heglected, O King!

., “Bare and empty le its palaces, their halls echoing
ino laughter or music Jackals haunt its deserted high-
¥ays seeking for prey and howling dismally Bloody-
'mouthed tigers defile the marble halls and stalr-cases

V;here falr princesses once tripped merrily, whilst lions’
:C{i‘\‘?s tear up the pictured animals and birds
| "Sweet blossoms that once opened to the touch of
feminine hands are ravaged by apes and monkeys
Those thousand windows that shone by night like a

™riad stars are mow dark and dismal Decayed and

S?Omposed lie the dreary rooms, their once glowing

. :}{1‘15 now cold and dead

Ro saintly hermits haunt Sarayu's banbs, nor

\
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graceful forms bathe In its holy waters 0
great King peerless son of heavenly Rama, I pray thes
return once more to Ayodhya, — restore it agaln to it
pristine glory!”

Thus Importunately did the Spirit of the City beg of
her King to return to her, then vanished as mysteriously
as she had come The next morning Kusa related the
vision to his Brahmin counsellors, who were unanimously
of opinion that Xusa should return to his father’s s*atel?
capital without delay

Thus it came about that upon an auspiclous day, Kusa
with his Queens ministers, courtlers, attendants, and.
followed by his hosts and armies, set out for Ayodhya
leaving Kusavat! in the charge of priests ang hermits

On and on marched the heaving, surging mass o
humanity, until they reached the Sarayu banks, lined.;
by monuments erectcd by Kusa's mighty sires eacn
marking some splendid and memorable sacrifice ’I'hcznj
Kusa commanded his armles to encamp onr the uut~(
skirts of the city, from where swarms of soldiers v'entl
to work to cleanse and clear the beautiful old gapltal, toi
malke 1t hablitable once more

Thereafter the King with his Queens occupied the |
ancient palace of his sires, whilst his courtiers were
glven handsome mansions to dwell in, each according to
his rank and status Once more Ayodhya throbbed wit%
life, its thoroughfares were thronged with happy cronds
{ts houses peopled with men and women {ts bazars all«?
and buzzing with the hubbub of humanity

When summer came on with {ts unbearable heal
Kusa went with his Queens to the Sarayu streams, whet
they bathed and splashed in the placid waters to the”
hearts' content As the King sported with the Quet™™”
and thelr ma‘dens who looked lil e charming languoroth
= ater-nymphs with thelr wet garments clinging to the'”
Ju-uriart flgures, there fell unnoticed Into the w1t/
a bracelet he more a-ound his arm It contained t'8

el g5 gepd that Ageet,a of yare had given to RiTY

J
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snd Rama had bequeathed it to his son with the king-
dom, belng a pledge of victory

When Kusa discovered his loss, he ordered a search
to be carried out to recover the lost jewel Fishermen
and boatmen and divers toiled long and laboriously,
scouring the river to its depths, but in vain, until
hopeless and despairing, they gave up the search at
ast
' “Sire,” sald the searchers “We have spared no inch
of river, but no precious gem can be found We fear
i has been stolen by the mighty Naga-King Kumuda,
‘%ho dwells below the waters”
. Angrily Kusa strung his bow, and went down to the
~lver-side, fixIng his arrow to destroy the Serpent-King
‘s he did so, however, Kumuda himself appeared out
Xf the waters, accompanied by his beautiful sister
ﬁiumudvati, with her arms outstretched to restore the
bracelet Upon seeing them, Kusa withheld his arrow,
¥ruck by the maiden’s beauty Seeing this, Kumuda
KEntlingly saig

! “I know thou art the son of divine Rama, born of him
fFhen he lived upon earth for the salvation of men from
‘he tyranny of the Rakshasas ‘Twas my sister here
,Yho saw the glittering bracelet whilst playing with her
ball, and caught it eagerly Now restore it to thy arm,
O King, and take my virgin sister Kumudvati, who
~ould serve thee gladly, I am sure”
. The maiden blushed crimson at these words, and
Modestly cast down her eyes
v Glagly will I call thee brother,” answered Kusa
- °rmly, overjoyed at the sudden fruition of his over-
} J;Gring desire for the lovely maid

o “ce marriage of Kumuda’s falr sister to Rama’s peer-
. fon was celebrated with great pomp and solemnity in
“aféiiort Ume When Kusa took the lovely Kumudvati’s

Dundm his own, before the sacred fire, heavenly music
e so?tll In the skies, and a rain of sweet-smelling flowers
5, ¥ upon the bridal pair, proclaiming to the world

)
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that this was Indeed a marrlage that was made In heaven‘

Soon there was rejoicing in the royal household m/
Kumudvati, the beautiful Naga princess, bore to her
lord a son,—a fair child, named Atithi, who was thei
apple of his parents’ eyes {

Kusa taught his son all lore and religious knowledge
as befitted a son of Raghu’s line When he was welll
versed In all princely virtues and accomplishments ant].
had grown to manhood’s estate, his father sought hlm}
lovely brides from royal houses

Soon after, Kusa was summoned by Indra to help hlmi
in war against the Daityes but alas! was slain In battlel_
by Durjaya, who was likewlise lald low Untimely widowed
the beauteous Kumudvati pined for her lord untﬁ;‘
Death called her home too

Thelr noble son Atithi was then anolnted for me}:
throne, and ruled his kingdom wisely and well belnz*
held in high esteem by the guardlans of the thrce Worlflal .
From high Heaven, Indra showered his country witt
the blessing of rains, Yama held back deadly pestilences’
the Lord of the Ocean granted prosperous passige 0"”1‘
the waters to all his people, and Kuvera increased th"i
treasures of the Earth \

Anon came others in Raghu's star-spangled dynasti-
some twenty-odd generations of kings, luminous pef
sonallties all, great-hearted and lofty, princes wlthmﬂ
peer Men of destiny and high courage they l'f‘gnfdl
supreme, each one his predetermined span of kingshi
temperance and justice their motto of rule, matchl ;
herolsm thelr watchword In war Mighty of arm J
modest of mien, each was the pivot of the unlverst hel
{nhabited
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_snapped all too soon, and he gave up the ghost ere he
was able to look upon his son’s face
The profligate King dying thus prematurely, his minis-
ters were hard put to it to break the news to the people
Hastily and in secret they laid the wasted body of the
| prodigal hing upon a pyre, and burnt it in a dark grove
(near the palace Then calling a council together, they
, decided to place upon the throne the rightful Queen In
" whom lay the future hope of the realm, consecrating the
tunborn babe with sacred waters from golden jars
The widowed Queen sat mourning upon the throne of
gsorrow. shedding hot tears for the fatherless child that
!lay in her womb, and longed desperately to be freed of
} her preclous load
) When the tragic truth was told to the people, they
| grleved for the young widow who graced the throne as
{Regent 1In a stream they came, honouring and rever-
jencing her as she sat pale-faced and lonely upon the
throne of sorrow, obeying her every wish and command
]as though it were the behest of the Lord Vishnu himself
And thus ends the saga of the “Raghuvansa,” the story

1 of that matchless breed of heroes whose fame will endure
j10 the end of all time

I
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MEGHDOOT
OR
THE MESSENGER -CLOUD






PART ONE

A-tor THE MOUNTAIN of Ramagiri, a Yaksa once stood
solitary and desolate, gazing wearily around at the
dreary, self-same landscape that stretched forth each
day before his brooding eyes,—an exile from his native
land

The tranouil woodlands seemed to bring no peace or
solace to his disturbed spirit, or the cool, rushing waters
any blessing to his jaded eyes, for sadness filled his soul
to the brim, leaving no room for comfort or consolation

“Alas' What misery follows in the wake of one mis-
«ake! he waliled, loudly lamenting his unfortunate
plight “One little error,—one false move,—and the
whole happy pattern of my existence has changed from
one of utmost bliss to that of blackest despair

‘Full many a moon have I spent upon this lonesome
mountain, ruing that unhappy day back home in Alaka,
vhen, forgetful of my bounden duty, I earned the right-
tous wvrath of Kuvera, my master, and was doomed to
;4 year's exile Damnation'—A twelve month of separa-
tion from my dearly beloved one, my wife, my sweet-
heart, my own,—alas'—how shall I sustain it?

‘Speak, O heavens, that have sllently watched my
Leony night and day,—what respite have the gods to
tTer mortals for pain such as mine,—a pain that gnaws
tak‘my ‘itals—that sears my very soul?

. Ha! What vislon is that I see In the sky's azure

‘lmhs" Do the heavens answer my prayer? Behold,
¢UT conjure up the face of my beloved! Ah, love! love!

197



£

e

Y

198 TALES TFROM RALIDASA

—"Tis thee in very truth!

“Alas! 'twas the changing face of a darksome cloud —
no more —that I did gaze upon, which my fevered imasgl-
nitlon invested with the familiar features of my deat
one

“Yet stay —thou mayest do me a service, Cloud, thoush
thou hast brought me sad disillusionment —Wilt thou
Darkling carry a message to her I love, whose pining
heart hath been plerced by sorrow as deep as harrowing
1$ my own?

“Oh I weep before thee Cloud, as visions of othe
monsoon days float swiftly before my mind,—days wnen
my love beside me we did sport merrily upon high Alaka
great Kallasas pride whilst the rain-drops {reely foum
our faces Kkissing them with their fresh and dew;
molsture

I woo thee O Cloud, with these dainty jasmim
blowsoms which mine own hand hath plucked from th
mountaln-side and fall before thee in prayer, if tho
wilt but glve my message to my fair one, broken-heartes
by this our first parting

“O Cloud I adjure thee as thou art full of plty am
tearful compassion tell my love that I live thour!
acsonlsing for her night and day

‘O noble Minister of the Monsoon, that dost trav
the sties In changeful aspect —now fearsome, now gal
now pleturesque now grotesque —I beg thee upon m
Eerded ¥nres grant me this boon

*O bringer of the blesscd ralns, thou that dost glv
comnfnrt and consolation to them overpowered by tn
ceorching heat wilt thou not nlso bear comfort to m
dezr ore torn from my bosom by Kuvera's cruel angfr

“Go thrn O thriep-blesced Cloud, over the plains an

«der o that noble mountain of Kailasa, upon «hot

: M. 5.2"ds the pride of the Yaksas, hizh Aliha th

-tie  all-entrancing city of palaces Thou sha.

maT i smeet Mestenger of Lave by its marble turr!
Zram o brightly fn the eliar mornlight —by the flguf
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of Siva adorning its outer court-yards ,

“Upon thy way, O Cloud, thou mayest bring light and
eveltement into the eyes and hearts of women in love,
who joy to see thee once more, thou herald of the rainy
season that traileth the path of the seven winds, for

. thou bringeth hope to the hearts and confidence to the
lives of these impatient ones, who know well their wan-
dering husbands will now hie home without delay, nor

. walt to brave the monsoon’s fury

“Onward, onward, fly, O Cloud, gliding softly with the

. wind, that pushes thee gently along its path, with the

' raik-drinking cataka upon thy left, singing a glad

_anthem of joy 11 expectation of a hearty draught whilst

4 the {female cranes give thee thanks for the rapture of

" the procreative moment

I “Wilt thou not hasten on thy way, sweet Cloud, to

' where my beloved waits in impatience for a sight of her

] lord, her heart-broken sighs reaching up to thee high

Jin the heavens?

“Constantly keeping thee company, the wild swans
longing for the cold waters of Lake Manosarovar in the

./ Himalayas will cheer thee upon thy lonesome way, until

'J great Kallasa comes into view, wnence they will wing
' onward, yet further onward, to their native lakes, feeding

- upon the root of the lotus-blossoms giowing in the way-

¢ Blde waters

.4 “Listen, O iriend, to my words, as I show thee the best
}route for thy travels and then shalt thou hear the

-r Message to be delivered to my love

rf “O Cloud, {f thou shouldst weary upon thy way, then

,J Test thyself upon the mountain’s top, whilst thou quench

Li thv thirst with a refreshing draught from the streams

. J} ﬂ(:f’ing down its sides, whilst the wives of the mystics

T E2Ze upon thee in amazement, as thou doth seemingly

5 f‘?‘&l}ow up its summit

J'th Izorthward bound, then proceed upon thy way, by

r bla bush of green niculas, but beware lest thou receive

.+ 20%s from the Dinnagas’ thick trunks
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—'TIs thee In very truth!

“Alas! 'twas the changing face of a darksome cloud —
no more —that I did gaze upon, which my fevered imagi-
nation invested with the familiar features of my dexr
one

“Yet stay,—thou mayest do me a service, Cloud, though
thou hast brought me sad disillusionment —Wilt thor,
Darkling carry a message to her I love, whose pining
heart hath been plerced by sorrow as deep, as harrowlng
as my own®

“Oh, I weep before thee, Cloud, as visions of othe
monsoon days float swiftly before my mind —days wnen
my love beside me, we did sport merrily upon high Alaka
great Kailasa’s pride, whilst the rain-drops freely fount
our faces, kissing them with thelr fresh and dew
moisture

“I woo thee, O Cloud, with these dalnty jasmin
blossoms which mine own hand hath plucked from th
mountain-side, and fall before thee in prayer, if tho
wilt but give my message to my falr one, broken-hearte
by this our first parting

“O Cloud I adjure thee, as thou art full of pity an
tearful compassion, tell my love that I live thous.
agonising for her night and day

“0O noble Minister of the Monsoon, that dost travw
the skies in changeful aspect,—now fearsome, now gal
now plcturesque, now grotesque,—I beg thee upon m
bended knees, grant me this boon

“O bringer of the blessed ralns, thou that dost giv
comfort and consolation to them overpowered by &
scorching heat wilt thou not also bear comfort tom
dear one, torn from my bosom by Kuvera’s cruel anger

“Go, then, O thrice-blessed Cloud, over the plaips 82
yonder, to that noble mountain of Kailasa, upon whos
summit stands the pride of the Yaksas, high Alaka. th
all-white, all-entrancing city of palaces Thou shal
know it, sweet Messenger of Love, by its marble trrél
gleaming brightly in the clear mocnlight,—by the 88U
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of Giva adorning its outer court-yards
“Upon thy way, O Cloud, thou mayest brlng light and
excitement into the eyes and hearts of women in love,
- who joy to see thee once more, thou herald of the rainy
season, that traileth the path of the seven winds, for
- thou bringeth hope to the hearts and confldence to the
- lives of these impatient ones, who know well their wan-
. dering husbands will now hie lhome without delay, nor
- walt to brave the monsoon's fury
"~ “Onward, onward, fly, O Cloud, gliding softly with the
wind, that pushes thee gently along its path, with the
. rath-drinking catfaka upon thy left singing a glad
~ anthem of joy in expectation of a hearty draught whilst
the femazale cranes give thee thanks for the rapture of
. the procreative moment
" “Wilt thou not hasten on thy way, sweet Cloud, to
. Where my beloved waits in impatience for a sight of her
. lord, her heart-broken sighs reaching up to thee high
~ in the heavens?
- “Constantly keeping thee company, the wild swans
" longing for the cold waters of Lake Manosarovar in the
Himalayas will cheer thee upon thy lonesome way until
" great Kallasa comes mto view, whence they vill wing
onward, yet further onward, to their native lakes feeding
upon the root of the lotus-blossoms giowing in the way-
glde waters
. ‘“Listen, O frlend, to my words as I show thee the best
route for thy travels and then shalt thou hear the
message to be delivered to my love
, O Cloud, if thou shouldst weary upon thy way then
rest thyself upon the mountain’s top, whilst thou quench
. thy thirst with a refreshing draught from the streams
ﬁowing down its sides, whilst the wives of the mystics
~ gaze upon thee in amazement, as thou doth seemingly
" rwallow up its summit
“Northward bound, then proceed upon thy way, by
: that bush of green n.culas, but beware lest thou receive
blows from the Dinnagas’ thick trunks

-
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“Now behold the many-hued Bow of Indra glistening
gally over the peak of Valmikagra, Irradiating thy dark-
some face with its luminous colours, that rival the bril-
llance of a peacock’s bright feathers lighting up the
dark diess of Krishna, the Gopati

“Pretty country wenches, with sun-kissed cheeks and
Innocent eyes, will gaze upon thee awe-struck, as they
remember thy power to bring them prosperity—or ruln.

“Then wing thy way westward, for a spell, as thou
fllest over Mala’s fuirowed flelds, with their smell of
fragrant earth, then once more turn thy face to the
north

“Art thou fatigued by thy travels, O long-suffering
one? Thou mayest refresh thyself by resting upon high
Amrakuta’s peak, after putting out the fires raging
through its wooded forest-lands Lives there a man with
soul so base who will not show gratitude for services
rendered? How much more he, a mountain so sublime?

“O dark Cloud, what a plcturesque spectacle in light
and shade wilt thou present, as thou dost come to rest
upon that noble peak, whose sides are covered with
mango-trees in vrofusion, dangling their rich, ripe, golden
fruits, a sight worthy the eyes of the celestials,—dark
upon the mountain-top, and light over all the earth
around

“Meander over the valleys for a time, dear Cloud, whilst
thou pourest forth thy bountiful rains upon the humble
forester and his wife, then quicken thy speed as thot
dost cross beyond, until the fair Reva comes into view
flanked by stony cliffis In silvery streaks that gleam In
the sunshine, behold how lovingly it clings to the 100‘;
of the Vindhyas, that give it life and sustenance ,

“aArt thou spent of thy main force, dear Messengel |
of Hope? Then, before thou dost wend thy way onward i
drink deep of Reva’s waters to quench thy great thirst—
where the sambu-tree fords it across,—where the SWE‘Et\
smell of elephants’ ichor pervades the cool alr l
‘ nn heavy-laden with water, shalt thou travel {
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= slowly onward, thy burden an impediment to thy speedy
" fiight
= “The spotted deer that roam the fields gaze upon thee
- with ecstasy, greteful for the lush greenness of the
forests after thou hast poured thy cooling bhalm over
_ thelr burnt-out roots, as they giaze happily upon the
ladamba blossoms, and the plantains that border the
~ river-banks Faithful as thine own shadow, they will
follow thy trail, O blessed Cloud hungering for the drops
thv bounty doth grant them
, “Then, over sweet-scented mountains range at thy will
thick with the white blossoms of the kufaja, whose beauty
would fain hold thee back, when thou must hurry upon
thy labour of love—~hurry, though bright-eyed peacocks
o shriek out a tumultuous welcome to thee, their herald of
love and romance, tempting thee with their dance of joy.
“Thence wilt thou soar over the Dasarnas’ woodlands,
~ that are whitened by the blossoming ketaka fowers,
;)where the chirruping sparrows twitter all day,—where
y the royal swans haunt the jambu-trees, heavy with the
- lusclous fruits spilling their dark juice upon the ground
° “At last reaching the great city of Vidisa, thou shalt
4 drink deep of the waters of the river Vetravati, whilst
. gently thundering upon its banks, and casting thy dark
shadows over its rippling waves, as thou dost imitate
7,2 face dark with angry foreboding
>, “O weary Cloud, dost thou need rest unto thy limbs®
iJ’l’hen betake thee in haste to the Mountain of Nicair,
A vhere the orange-coloured kadambas grow in wild pro-
.~} fuslon, and votaries of passlon haunt the dark and
¢ i, tavernous depths
X “And so on thy way again, travelling over rivulets,
» , Dedewing with thy cool sprays the jasmine bushes grow-
188 Wild upon their banks, lighting up with gladness the
;i/‘chﬂm‘dng faces of flower-sellers, who joy to give thee
i€ $861mg,4ark herald of the rainy season,—as they wipe
/!: tr rain-wet faces with faded lotus-blossoms from
.7 *mong the fragrant wares lald out before them
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“Wouldst thou behold, O Cloud, a city of beauteous
palaces and loveller maldens? Then hie thee, O blessed
Rain-giver, to the great capital of Ujjain,—thoueh thou
traverse thy way backward to do so,—and view at lelsure
the vast edifices of marble that flash white in thy lightn-
ing-light, whilst bright-eyed damsels glance at thee
fascinated, fearfully averting thelr gaze from thy scin-
tillating brightness Dldst ever see so pleasing a sight,
O traveller of the wide Unlverse®

“Once more upon thy way, to the north, where the
Nirvindhya crosses thy path, behold the birds gliding
smoothly over its waters, making tumultuous clamour as
the rippling waves form into little whirlpools at their
feet, like maidens in love, tremulous and shaking before
their lovers’ eyes

“O faithless one, dost thou journey on heedlessly for-
saking the river that doth tearfully mourn for thee all
pale and wan with pining, like a weeping woman with
braided hair who sorrows for her absent husband®

“Now dost thou come to the Avantis, whose people love
to tell tales of their fair princess and the heroic Udayana
King of the Vatsas, with whom she eloped and lived
happily ever after Now hie thee once more to the city
of Visala,—wonderful Visala'—which men now call
Ujjaln, that city of glory, a very Paradise on earth,
peopled by those virtuous souls whom Heaven hath sent
back upon Earth

“Linger awhile in this bit of Heaven, O fortunate
Cloud, and thrill to the beauty of its rosy dawn when
the morning breeze blows from the Sipra, bringing with
it the sarasa’s sweet song, low and mournful, whilst the
fragrance of the lotus-blossom will soothe thee gently,
like a tender lover who woos his mistress with many a
soft caress

“Madly pirouetting upon the flat terrace-gardens the
bright-hued peacocks greet thee gaily, dancing with
abandonment at the return of the courting season The
fragrant smoke of burning incense escaping from latticed
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windows mingling with the scent of fresh flowers, and
the sight of pretty damsels tripping the light fantastic
their roseate feet trailing the red lac upon the tlerraced
ground will refresh thee after thy weary journey, O
thou much-travelled one
“Nerl wend thy way to the dwelling-place of Siva
great Lord of the three Worlds, whose lotus-laden gardens
hum with the music of the waving wind, that wafts
thee the scent of perfumed ointments from the cool
waters of fragrant Gandhavatl, wherein lovely malidens
love to bathe
} “As the day ends, do thou visit holy Mahakala, there
10 dwell till the hour of sunset, when, O darkling Cloud
thou mayest let forth thy mighty thunder in homage to
the Lord of the Worlds who will reward thee richly for
thy eventide worship
“Then let fall thy gracious drops O fitful Cloud, upon
bheautiful nautch-girls with twirling skirts and twinkling
anklets, who wate their arms madly in the ailr, brandish-
mg the gav camaras, thewr hips heavy with jewelled
girdles that soothe their love-lacerated limbs, their eyes
darting to and fro like butterflies in winged fiight
“Then O majestic Cloud, garbed in rosy sunset hues
wouldst thou take the place of the bloody elephant-hide
‘&When Siva begins his Dance of Victory, to win the grateful
“3larces of his terror-stricken consort Bhavani®
4 “Or wouldst thou do a service to fond women, hasten-
ing to keep a tryst with their lovers? Then by thy
Uehtning’s light, brighten their path that is shrouded in
black night, but keep thy sharp showers yet awhile, O
merciful one, nor let thy thunder roll, lest thou frighten
and terrorise the gentle ones
“And so, having served the cause of love, and tired
Qul thy bright-limbed consort in the doing at daybreak
be upon thy way again dear Messenger, to oblige a friend
fo~ irlendship’s duty Is a sacred bond and a labour of
love, to boot
“Make haste, O darkling one to the north once more
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ror the hour of sunrise is at hand, when tardy lovers
must dry the tears from their over-wrought mistresses’
eyes, and placate them wlth honeyed words And thou |
too, mayest be hard put to it to escape the wrath of the
majestic Sun for having dared to shed thy cold drops
upon his beloved lotus-blossom’s lovely face

“Now gently, gently steal over the still waters of
Gambhira, darkening her mirror-like surface with thy
handsome face, nor disdain with arrogant pride her
ardent glances, as tremulously she gazes up at thee
through the meandering fishes

“When thou hast sucked up her cool waters for thy/
needs, leaving her all bare and naked to the depths,
with her green reeds exposed to view, then —oh then—
wilt thou find it a wrench to part from her, O Cloud,
even as a man who hath once tasted of the sweets of a
woman’s body, will tear himself reluctantly from her
Joyous embrace

“Then wafted onward by the cool breeze that sings
through the trees, collecting fragrance galore from the
sweet-scented earth, wilt thou soon reach the mountain
of the gods, Devagiri, upon which dwelleth the war-god,
Skanda, the Youth Eternal

“Upon him, O Cloud, shower thy bounteous spray,
whilst ,rolling thy thunder across the mountaln-side
making Skanda’s peacock dance madly around, buoyantly
basking In the moon’s bright rays, watched by fond
Bhavani with a smile upon her lips

“Thus, O plous Cloud, wilt thou worship the Holy One,
—he whom the Holy Wives found among the reeds, where
the Goddess Ganga lald him to sleep as a babe

“Then, upon thy way again, spray with thy raindrops
the Gandharva muslcians, who fly away in fear at thy
speedy approath —Wouldst thou pay homage yet in thy
mood of plety, O faithful one? Then pause awhile to
contemplate with devotion the river of blood that Sura-
.bh’s children gave in sacrifice to Rantideva of old

3" “O thou of Inky hue, who dldst borrow thy colour from
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Vishnu's dark neck, wilt thou bend down to drink the
sacred waters of the River of Sacrifice® Watched by
the angels, thou dost reduce it to a narrow stream, like
a string of pearls that doth encircle the neck of the
Earth, with thou, its sapphire-blue clasp, in the centre

“Then, with thy fullness restored, follow thou thy
path once more, admired by the lovely women of Dasa-
pura, who aren their eyebrows prettily upward towards
thee, as they peer through their dark lashes, like flicker-
ing jasmine blossoms upon which the honey-bees settle
in thelr winged flight

“And so to Brahmavarta, the Holy Land,—and soon
shalt thou behold the tragic baitle-fleld of Kurukshetra,
marred by the blood of a myriad warriors,—where Arjuna,
the dauntless, discharged hl§ hundred thousand arrows
with lightning aim, even as thou, O King of Clouds, doth
free thy generous showers over the lotus buds

“Q blessed Bearer of Love’s Tidings, hast thou ever
tasted of the waters of the holy Saraswati® Even as
Balarama the Brave, who would not slay his brethren
for love’s sake, nor drink the wine that lovely Revati
offered, but drowned his sin in Saraswatl’s sacred pool,
thereby galning purity of body and soul, do thou, O
dusky one, likewise become lightened with its purifying
draught

“Now must thou glide over Kanakhal, whence the
sacred Ganga descends (o the plains, until thou reach
the waters of Jahnu's Maid,—she that did the sixty
thousand sons of Sagara explate from thelr sins Laugh-
ing, she splashes her rocky sides, remembering the face
of Gaurl, as angrily she frowned at her for presuming
to touch the crown of her Lord Siva

“Now cast thy dark shadow over the sacred Ganga
turning her crystal depths to azure brightness, whilst
softly thou steal away its clear waters

“At last the Himalayas spring into view,— that gave
the Ganga birth—mighty and grand, with sparkling
alamond-points that soar Into the heavens, their craggy
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sldes scented with the muslk of reindeer roaming upon tis
majestic heights

“Then, weary upon thy way, shalt thou rest lightly
upon its crown, thy dark and misty allure glistening
ethereally upon the snowy peaks

“Is that a fire that rages among the phosphorescent
pines,—which the travelling wind spreads far and wide —
burnishing with its flames the talls of the yaks and the
camaris? Hasten, then and shed thy soothing drops
upon the winding fiames that play havoc with the land-
scape, for such is the office of all noble ones—io give
succour wherever it is needed i

“But if perchance the flerce Sarabhas frespass upon
thy path, challenging thee with their pigmy strength
then hurl thy hailstones upon them, and they will fly
before thy mighty onslaught, as the demon hosts before
Rama

“And now, O noble Cloud with devotion supreme hover
sunwise over the Holy Footprint of Siva the Three-eyed
that lies buried under & mound of religious offerings
This, the faithful do declare, if 2 holy man will look upon
but once, his sins being forgiven him his soul may
travel the Worlds without let or hindrance

“Swayed by the balmy winds, the bamboo reeds do
hum with sweet music, as fair Kimnaras tell thee in song,
tales of their conquests, whilst thou with thy rolling
thunder do provide the deep bass that echoes and
re-echoes over the soaring summits —a paean of pralse
to the Great Shepherd King

“Now travel on O wandering Cloud, o’er range After
range of snowy Himalayan peaks, then wind thy way
northward through the narrow gorge that Rama-with-
the-Axe cut deep through the mountaln, when on his
way to slay the hated Kshatriyas Balanced precariously
over the wild swans’ roadway, thy dark shape will appear
like Vishnu’s black foot, ready to dash Ball down to
Patala’s dark depths
y “Then drift on, O Cloud, towards Kailasa’s sublime
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heights, that mirror the beauty of exquisite apsaras
Ridge upon ridge of silver-white glory wilt thou en-
counter, kissing the skies, like the snowy laughter of the
Triple-eyed God

“When thou hast climbed the steep slopes of Kallasa,
with thy dark blue shadow falling over its dazzling
whiteness, then wilt thou deem that mountain {fairer
and more entrancing to the eye than Balarama, the
Brave

“Doth Gauri wish to walk arm-in-arm with her Lord
upon the dizzy heights of high Himalaya® Then wilt
thou not, O chivalrous one, make a frozen stalrway for
her royal feet to travel over, thyself leading the way?

“Upon great Kailasa, too, the celestial nymhs will
dance and sing with joy when thou pourest down thy
showers upon their golden bodies and they will scarcely
let thee ofl easily, until becoming impatient, thou wilt
sternly frighten them out of their wits by the roar of
thv mighty thunder reverberating across the vast
heavens

“Then onward, O mighty Cloud to the beautiful depths
of Manosarovar Lake, flecked by the golden magic of
the lotus-lilles in full bloom, drinking of its icy waters
until thou art full to overflowing

“Roam at thy will, O gracious one, over the snowy
regions, flapping thy wide wings over the sides of the
great mountain, singing thy way through the trees, tay
cald vinds madlv shaking the boughs to and fro

“And now, at last, look upon the fair face of my
native city, Alaka, — alluring Alaka! — that doth nestle
among the snows like a priceless jewel set amid diamonds
which once seen shalt thou never forget, as it soars
statuesquely to the skies, with its seven-storied palaces
~islng up to greet thee, thy waters running dovn its
<ides in rivulets, lite stringed pearls down a love-sick
malden’s tresses






PART TWQO

“N{IDST MARBLC PALACES inlaid with preclous stones,
whose high-domed ceilings seem to touch the roof of
Heaven, — where maidens full of allure dance to the
} rhithm of tabor and lute where beautiful women be-
, decked with flowers that bloom in the summer and
spring, in autumn and winter sport among the royal
chambers, their merry laughter resounding through the
courtyards,—there wilt thou now adventure, O fortunate
Cloud, thy weariness vanishing in the champagne-crisp
air, 1t the gorgeous spectable laid out before thee
‘Upon the terraced roof-gardens splendidly costumed
women, escorted by the Yaksa hosts trip merrily along,
their sandalled feet mirrored in the sparkling floors
paved with bright crystal, to capture fn their clear
cepths the stars of the nmight
“Intoxicated by wine, and thoughts of tender passion,
thelr amorous glances darting to and fro like honey-bees
. upon a flower, they revel in life’s sweetness, humming
“ {0 the melody of lute and tabor and drum, deep as the
roar of thy mighty thunder
“Ravishing maidens, wooed by the immortal gods,
play among the coral-trees, thelr sun-kissed cheeks
glowing in the cold winds from Mandakini’s waters s
they hide their jewelled trifles deep 1in the golden sands,
to search for them again with earnest faces and puckered
brows
“Here, 1oo, thelr lovers, swayed by passionate desire,
bring the blood rushing {o their faces as boldly they

209
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strip ofi thelr kirtles before them Confused and hotly
blushing, the cherry-lipped ones attempt in valn to pu:
out the luminous lamps made of precious jewels, throv-
ing powder In profusion over thelr burning wicks

“Thy wayward steps, O exalted Cloud, now lead thee
on through the palace storeys, pushed upward by the
wandering wind, as melting with softness, thou pourest
out thy dewy moisture upon the lovely pictured faces,
then, as it were, frightened by thine own boldness,
rushest out through the lattices, like a gulilty lover,
fearful of the householder’s wrath, who seekest to escape
it by vanishing through the back door!

“From the high-domed ceilings hang jewelled chan-
deliers, whence moonstones trickle cool drops of water
upon love-lorn women languishing for the rapture of
love’s embrace, whilst men of wealth, their homes a rich
store-house of priceless treasures, passionately court the
lovely nymphs haunting the celestial grove of Valbhraji
as Kimnaras, high-piping and vibrant, sing the praises
of the God of Riches

“When at sunrise, thou stretchest forth thyself to
thy full size, mark well, O Cloud, the path taken by
distraught women in love hastening by night to meet
thelr beloved ones, strewn with the blossoms of the
mandara tree fallen from lustrous tresses, jewels shed
from lovely ears and throats, strings of pearls torn by
the fullness of youthful breasts

“There, Kama still fears to encounter the dread Sivy,
whose eye of anger hath of yore reduced him to ashes,
and abstains from too freely wielding his bow-string
of bees, or his flower-tipped arrows filled with Love’s
potency

“But artful maidens, their rolling eyes darting to and
fro in search of Love’s adventures take upon them-

lves the burden of Kama’s task thelr targets the

g swalns ever ready and willing to savour of the
ys that Kama brings
- ‘Upon them, the heavens lavish thelr cholcest gifts
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of shining silks and satins to fascinate the eyes of men,
of priceless gems to lend lustre to fiery orbs, of wines
{0 bring colour to the cheeks, and Intoxlecation to the
head, of scented flowers to delight and enchant the
senses, and roseate dyes to paint dancing feet

“and now at last that home of mine, — wherein once
dwclt all love and joy and happiness supreme — comes

to viev, there bevond the palace of the God of Riches

“Thou’lt know it, O Cloud, by its exalted door that
imitates the Bow of Indra where growing in glory and
grace stands a lone mandara tree swamped by a pro-
fusion of lovely blossoms, cared for by the hands of my
beloved

“Now come, O ye Cloud, down the staircase of emeralds,
to the lake thick-laden withh lotus blossoms, where
the white swans pine for thy blessed raindrops making
mournful dirge ere thou comest but sighing with con-
tent at sight of thee nor remembering the waters of
Mansa with longing

“Behold, close by, a hill that rises to the skies whose
summit sparkles with the gleam of sapphires set in
golden plantain trees Silvered by thy lightning I
plcture that precious hillock my heart vrenched within
me, for it was loved dearly by my beloved one

“Upon this glorious height, with its blossoms waving
in the wind like a rea fiag, stands a joyous asoha, rising
up to greet thee with love, whilst its sister the sweet-
scented balula, grows close by its side Nigh to them,
growing in grace and ineffable charm, thowlt find the
red-blossoming madhav: tree, fondly embrzaced by the
clinming } urabala, — the one longing for a touch of
my beloved the otaer for a breath of her sweet mouth

“There, in the midst of all this riotous colour, behold
the bright-hued peacock seated on a golden perch, who
dances his mad dance of cestssy, to the tune of my
beloved’s song, and the clapping of her little bands
tnkling vith gay bells

O faithful Cloud' know by these same trees, and the
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sign of the Conch-~shell and Lotus-flower upon my door
that this Is Indeed my very home, the place where my
beloved now llves zlone, — desolate widowed, pathetic,
pining for her lord, robbed of all her natural loveliness
and lustre, like a flower that wilts before the blasting
winds

“And now, dear Messenger, without further ado, rest
upon the lap of that gleaming sapphire hill whereon
grows the profusion of gorgeous trees, narrowlng thy
slze to its proportions, thence to throw thy tremulous
lightning-radiance with gentle force into my house —
that house of love wherein dwells my soul, my joy, my
life!

“Thou’lt see ner there — my own' — with her ex-
quisite face and form of ethereal grace, her cherry lps
and smile of pearly radiance, her eyes soft as a gazelle’s
— a5 restlessly she walks about the house, a pale picture
of tfeminine perfection, — a prey to grief and sorrow, to
unbearable agony of body and soul

“So shalt thou know her, O Cloud, and by the un-
broken silence all around her, for qulet grown must be
my love, since I, her lord, was banished from her sight.
Aye, like a mournful duck doth my dearest one bemoan
her sad fate, silently lamenting her lost love, her beauty
withered by the winter of darkness surrounding all her‘
sweet soul

“alas! my beloved’s face, like a moon darkened Ly
thy shadowy countenance, will show pensive and pale,
as distraught and weeping, she slts with brooding glance,
her once beautiful locks a dishevelled mass of thick
entanglement, and sigh upon sigh escaping her trembling
lips Behold, O darkling Onlooker, how grievously she
pines for her absent lord

- “Ah, thy fortunate gaze may now rest upon her as
< w:rly she makes her little offering to the birds her
dwelling upon her loved one’s image .

#Ah, sweet bird, ecries she in angulsh to her little

. _#Inged friend in its prisoned cage ‘Knowest thou not
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her pale brow, and pines for dream-filled slumber, that
she might meet me at least in spirit, i{ not in flesh

“O wretched one, whose restless hands do constantly
and painfully tug at that hard, single brald of un-
brushed hair that was plalted with tears, putting awa
the garland of flowers, on that fatal day that witnessed
our parting, take heart, for that hour, too, shall come
when, my exile ended, I shall unbraid it with mine own
hands!

“O great-hearted one, when thou dost see that helr-
less form lying prone upon the hard ground, weal
trembling and lifeless, then shalt thou feel the dint
of plty wrench the sorrowful tears out of thee, making
them fzll upon my house in the form of graclous raln-
drops

“Think not, O Cloud, that I am filled with vain-
glorious bombast and self-trumpeting concelt, because I
speak thus of my love Not so — but because I know
the affectionate heart of her I adore, that makest me
to imagine her thus If thou dost doubt it, O noble
Messenger, thine own eyes will soon be a witness to my
beloved’s great grie! at this our first parting

“My beautiful one, though pale with pining, will no
doubt greet thy hopeful approach with a quivering of
her lovely eyes, like dew-wet lotus plossoms upon whlcn,
the fishes play, dulled though they must be with lack
of wine

“Troubled no more by the marks of my too-passlonate
hands, her golden-skinned thizh, now innocent of its
double-stringed girdle of pearls, will quilver in antlcipa-
tion of Love's delights to come, as thou dost walt to
speak to her my message of love and hope

“Should it cnance O goodly Messenger that my belov-

» has at last fallen into blissful dream-filled slumber,
! hich my arms, in fancy, clasp her tizhtly to my
am, then, O merciful one let not tae rumbling roar
thy thander vaken her rudely from her dreams, but
t efrain for the period of a watch at least
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_ ‘Then waken her gently, if thou wit, by the soft

winds playing caressingly upon her face, by the gentle
. patter of raindrops upon her window-sill, by the sweet
' fragrance of opening jasmine blossoms that assail her
~ delicaie nostrils
. “When at last her dark orbs, like blossoming ketaka
I buds, have opened to thee in astonishment, then do
7t thou begin to speak to her of her love, and she will
| listen to thee in wonder her dear face lighting up to
| | hear the magic words

“Say to her then, O Cloud ‘O thou beauteous cne,
“Yhearken to me well, I pray thee for I come to deliver a
_, message from thy beloved one who yet lives, though so
i cruelly parted {rom thee, his life —But a humble Cloud
1 am I, yet prone to help lonely wayfarers along thelr
| wearv path, when homeward bound to their mistresses
"} they trudge’
1 “Then will that proud mistress of mine gaze upon thee
| ioriully, a smile of radiant surprise upon her mobile
.t face  Avidly she listens to thy words of hope and cheer,
J for there is naught under Heaven sweeter to a wiie’s
i cars than news of her absent lord
“Tell her, O Bearer of Good Tidings, ‘Fair one, thy

+ husband, who lves the life of a hermit on Ramagirl
,\height meurning thy loss, makes tender enquiry about

thee, for easlly prone to accidents and calamities ate

niere mortals

{ ““Though separated from thee by fate’s cruel decree,
. M s mind thy love is constantly united to thee, O thou
{ frall and emaciated one, who art ever pining for thy
/ lord with hot tears and soul-searing sighs that drain
¢ the blood from thy face, and the lustre from thine eyes,
I even as he is grown pale and haggard for want of thee,
. hils countenance riven by furrows of sorrow and weeping
“‘Once upon a time, thy dear one would speak to thee
Sweet words of love whilst caressing thy velvet cheek
Alas! since he can no more do so, he hath commissioned
me to speak for him,—words wrung from his heart by

-
Pey
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the force of his great grief
‘O lovely one,’ (he bade me say), ‘since I cannot
alas! look upon thy radiant face and form, I fasten my
eyes upon the beauteous priyangu creeper, and imagine
it to be thee, even as I look into the soft eyes of the
gentle gazelle, and make belleve they are thine, or the
round face of the moon that bears so strong a resem-
blance to thine, or see in the peacock’s tails thy brightly
gleaming locks, whilst every ripple of water suggests
the winged arches of thy delicate brows
“‘But alas' not all of these can vie with thee, O
cherished one, nor rival thy grace, beauty, charm, or
radiance In vain do I try to conjure up a true picture
of thee, love, by drawing thy falr image upon a black
stone, with me at thy feet, adoring thee Alas!' the
gods are so far jealous of human happiness that they wliil
not permit us a meeting, even in this imaginary fashlon
for mine eyes are blinded by hot tears that prevent me
finishing the picture
“‘But even the gods do feel the dint of pity at my
misery, as they hear me cry out to thee in vain mine
arms held out to fold thee in the imaginary embrace,
as in a vision of happy unreality I do picture thy beau-
teous form For lo and behold' tears, large as the pearls
of the ocean, fall fast upon the tree-tops, gllstening‘
brightly in the magic starlight
“‘0O faithful one, if thou couldst but see thy fond love
kissing the cool breezes that flow down to the South from
the heavenly Himalayas, bearing with them the fragrance
of the divine deodars that have but lately caressed all
thy sweet body, thou wouldst smile through thy tears
at thy lover’s great folly! But would it not joy thee,
too, to think how madly thy slave doth dote upon thee®
Tkt ‘Oh, how slow-moving and full of paln are the hours
e night, now that thou art no more bestde me, love,
’m once they passed by with such fleeting swiftness'
4 how tiresome the hot days when the heat of love’s
aenzy and frustration burn me with thelr scorching
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{ intensity I would the gods might grant me balm for
my sorrow! Yet tis a praver uttered in vain I know
for who but thee love doth possess the power to bring
peace to my soul or comfort to mjy heart”

“‘O mv dear one do not I pray thee give way con-
stantly to despair —though tis all too easv I know'—
but keep up thv spirits even as I essav to do by thinking
of the days to come when re-united at last we may once
more live the life nearest to our hearts desires There-
fore take courage fair one for twas nciver in the nature
of things to remain stagnant or stitwnary and so with
Fortune, who must turn bcr wheel ever round and round
favouring now onc¢ now anyher of her subjects For
whoever liveth who was h° ppv alwavs or sorrowful
always® Then smile sweet one and be glad mn antici-
pation of the bliss to come

“‘When the day dawns that sees the end of this accurs-
ed separation of ours when Vishinu arwes from his couch
of sleep at last, then —oh then'—most happy thought!—
will begin the days of our glorv and the nights of our
joy  Together we shall court the lve-long day and

assion at night to our hearts cuntent when the full
moon shall shed her bright indulgence all arvund, smiling
upon two souls that are as one
. “If, O Cloud she still hath any doubts left about thy
uthority say to her Dost thou not remember the night’
(salth thy love) ‘when with thy arms wound tightly
around my neck thou didst fall asleep and after a
vhile, walke up with a start sobbing as though thy heart
vould break? Gently I soothed thee when thou didst
tell me the cause of thy weeping I didst dream,” saith
thou between thy sobs *that thou didst lie in another's
arms  QOh, 'tvas 2 nightmare too terrible to behold"
Then I lulled thee to sleep again happy as a child

‘ ‘O thou too jealous one, art thou now satisfied that
this message comes indeed from thy true love’s Hps?
Then list nct to the deceitful gossips of the world, who
prattle with ecase and seeming authority of things tnev
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reck not of, nor heed the lying words of worldly wise-
acres, who hold forth on the defection of lovers who
are absent! One truth I have learnt, O my passionate
one As the days multiply and pile one upon another
in a frenzy of suspense and torture, and I agonise for
thee in vain, my love for thee doth multiply a hundred-
fold, collecting within my breast without let or release’

“O dear Messenger-Cloud, affer thou hast bidden fare-
well to my falr one, with many kind words of love and
hope to blunt the edge of her grief, do thou hasten away
from that mountain of glory, traversing the route over
which thou didst lately journey, to bring me back tidings,
of my beloved, else my life hath known its ebb foi ever
like jasmine blossoms that wither in the storm

“O generous-hearted and full of pity, shall I then be
indebted to thee for this gesture of love® Thou makest
no answer! Yet sllence, the world knows, doth ever
mean consent Do not the catakas thirst for thy water,
and recelve it without a murmur® So doth a man of
virtue and worth help those in need, without trumpeting
forth his good deeds before the world

“When thou hast fulfilled my behest out of compassion
generosity, or charity, then full blown and full of water
O beautiful one, mayest thou wander at thy will, indulg-
ing thy fancy wherever it may please to lead thee

“But this above all, is my prayer for thee, friend, that"
thou mayest never, never for a moment know the agony
of parting from thy glamorous, silver-sheathed bride, the
slender, shimmering Lightning-light!
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A
' 4gni, the God of Fiie
Yigur ¢, an ointment for blackening the eyes
!Amn.as, the last day of the lunar half-month
Apsara, a nymph of heaven
4sona, one of the most beauliful Indian trees, with large
blossoms in shades of orange, scarlet, pale yellow, and
bright orange -
Lewamedha, the Horse Sacrifice, the final of a serles of
a hundred sacrifices, the accomplishment of which
was supposed to give one the status of Indra, the
god of the sky For this sacrifice, the victim horse
was allowea to roam at will for a year before being
offered up

\\ B
/! Babarchibhana, kaitchen
Bal uta, another name for the hesara
Bala, Atibala, magic words for invoking supernatural
strength and powers
Balarama, the Brave, whose weapon was a ploughshare,
was a brother of Krishina, and is depicted as being
very fair of complexion, with white halr In order
10 atone for the sin of killing Suta, the charloteer,
he had 10 bathe in the Saraswati
Eali, a Daltya or demon, who granted to Vishnu, in his

219
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incarnation as a Dwarf, as much land as the latte
could measure in three steps, whereupon Vishn
assumed the form of an Immense glant, and in three
paces took possession of the heavens, the earth, and
the abode of the gods, casting Bali down into Patale

Bhavani, mother of the war-god, Skanda

Bow of Stva, Siva's mighty bow, treasured by generations
of kings, which neither god nor man could break
unti} the coming of Rama

Brahma, the Supreme Soul, the Creator in the Hindy
Trinity of Gods

Brahmavarta, the holy city of the Aryans, situated to the,
north-east of Delhi, between two rivers

C

Camara, fly-whisk made from a yak’s tall

Calaka, an Indian bird which subsists on rain-water
alone

Chakravaka, the Brahmani duck, which Is extremely
loving, and a symbol of conjugal love and affectlon
but destined to part from its mate every night when
it calls piteously to it from the opposite slde of 2
river

Champak, a variety of Indlan magnola, with yellow
flowers emitting a strong fragrance

Chandra, the Moon God

Choli, the tight-fitting bodice worn by an Indlan woman
with the sari

D

Daityas, a race of giants who were the sworn enemfes of
the gods They were confined to Patale by Indra
ha grass, a kind of grass considered sacred by the

? Hindus
+8arnas, ten forts or citadels
oleodars, trees of the gods, which give off a fragrant,
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aromatic scent
Dhai, curds
D.mnnagas, guardian elephants of the eight points of the
compass
Durvasas, a choleric saint given to curses and impreca-
tions, with dreadful consequences to his victims
Dwarf, incarnation of Vishnu as the Dwarf Vamana for
the purpose of vanquishing the demon Bali

|
:
| ;
|

‘) I'eria, travelling hawker or cheap-jack
’ G

Gandharias, musicians and minstrels of Indra's heaven

Gaur:, wife of Siva.

Ghee, clarified buffalo-milk butter, commonly used for
cooking in India

Ghulab-yhamb, a juicy Indian sweetmeat

Gopatr, or the Lord of Kine, title given to Vishnu in his
incarnation as Krishna, the Cowherd

. I

\

,

Ilshvaku, the son of Manu, the seventh of the fourteen
Manus mentioned in Hindu mythology

Indra, the God of the Sly, also referred to as the God
of Thunder

Ingud:, fruit of a tree known as Inguag, from which is
extracted an oil used for lamps, and for making
ointments

J
Jah!”, an exclamation signifying “Go to!'” or “Go ont”

Jabmu's hie d, the name of a river, supposed to have
flown out of the ear of a sage named Jahnu
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Jambu-tree, rose-apple tree
Jatayu, King of the Vultures

K

Kadegmba, a tree with orange-coloured blossoms

Kalanemt, a Daitya or demon with one hundred arms
and legs

Kama, the God of Love, who is represented as holding a
bow made of sugar-cane, and arrows tipped with
flowers, (including the mango-blossom), which he
almed at the heart through the five senses

Kandali, a flowering tree with tiny, dark-centred
blossoms

Kesara, also called the bakula, whose flowers are e«-
tremely decorative and strongly scented

Ketaka, a tree with pale yellow flowers

Kimnaras, legendary, creatures, half human and half
animal, wno served Kuvera, the God of Wealth

Koil, the Indian cuckoo, whose song Is full of melody and
charm The mother leaves her eggs to be hatched In
a crow’s nest

Kshatriya, the military aristocrat, or warrlor caste

Kum-~-kum, the red powder with which a married woman’s
forehead {s marked

Kurabaka, a tree with purple-coloured flowers

Kurukshetra, the hattle-fleld of Kurukshetra, near Panl-
pat, where the famous battle between the Kurus and
Pandavas was fought

Kutaja, a tree with white blossoms

Kuvera, the God of Wealth, who Is synonymous to the
Greek Plutus

L

rs, & tree whose leaves are widely used for medicinal
purposes
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M

Iadhavt, a tree with red flowers, which is a great fav-
ourite with Indian poets

Mandara, an evergreen tree of the garden of Indra’s
heaven, Nandana

IMeru, Hindu equivalent of the legendary Greek Mount
Olympus

Moghras, a plant with little white flowers having a heady
fragrance

Muniz, a saint or recluse

N

Naga-Ling, King of the demoniac Cobras

Namaste, Indian form of greeting, made with folded
hands, suiting the action to the word

Niculas, a speclies of Indian reed growing on land

Nihumbha, one of the lesser-known Indian deities

P

Paharis, inhabitants of mountamous regions

Panchaval:, ancient name of Nasik

Pan-supari, betel-leal with areca-nut universally cnewed
in India by all classes

Paragsu-Rama, an Incarnation of Vishnu who was the
sworn enemy of the Kshatriya or military caste, and
had twenty-one times swept them from the face of
the earth, beginning with his own mother

Pariyeta, the celesiial, evergreen wishing-tree of Nandana,
India’s heavenly garden

Paricaha, the heavens, according to legend are divided
Into seven paths or orbits, with different winds
assigned to each The path of the Parizaha is the
sixth of these

Patgla, the region of the Underworld, beneath the fioor
of the ocean where dwell the giants and demons,
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and the hooded snakes called the Nagas

Poonam, the night of the full moon

Prajapati, one of the ten sons of Brahma, supposed
be progenitors of mankind

Priyangu, a creeper whose flowers open up at the touct
of a woman’s hand

R

Rahu, a demon who is supposed to swallow the sun and
the moon perlodically, thus causing eclipses

Raj, throne

Rakshasas, demon spirits of fearful aspect who troubled
the rites of the plous, until Vishnu incarnate as Rama
came upon earth to vanquish them in battle

Rama-with-the-Axe, another name for Parasu-Rama
who is supposed to have cut a passage through the
Himalayas with his axe, when on his way to slay the
hated Kshatrlya race

Rantideva, an anclent king of Dasapura, who performed
a mighty Sacrifice of Cows, the blood from which
formed the river Charmanvatl, or Chambal

Revat1, the wife of Balarama, the Brave

Rigveda, An ancient Hindu Scripture, being the most
important of the four vedas

S

Salna, a common Indian dish made with potatoes, splees
greens and chillies, and cooked in oil
Sapta-parna, a tree which has seven leaves on a stalv
Sarabhas, fabulous creatures with eight legs supposed to
have existed in ancient times who were flerce enough
to withstand Hons and tigers
e six to nine yards of graceful draperles that form
“Indian woman’s natlonal costume
s, the swan, or the ruddy goose
rabasi’” exclamation meaning “well done'”
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Shahunta, a bird

Sipra, the name of a river which flows by the city of
Utjain, now called the Sippara

Swa, the Destroyer In the Hindu Trinity of Gods, he is
represented as wielding a trident and a might bow,
and having a blue throat, from the effect of drinking
the poison produced at the churning of the ocean

Skanda, the war-god, also called the Youth Eternal

Sri, or Laxmi, the wife of Vishnu, and the Goddess of
Beauty, Love, and Prosperity

Sudra, non-Aryan, of the aborigine, or “black” caste

Sdrabhi, the legendary Cow of Plenty, and granter of
human deslres

Swayamvara, a ceremony at which an Indian princess
of marriageable age chose herself a husband from
among a host of kings princes, and warriors assembl-
ed together for the purpose

T

Thallas, trays

Tdak, red mark on the forehead of a married woman

Trisantu, a religious-minded king belonging to the solar
race, who desired to climb to heaven in human form
by offering a mighty sacrifice After several unsuc-
cessful attempts, he at last enlisted the help of the
sage Viswamitra, who invoked the gods’ help When
the latter refused to co-operate, Viswamitra himself
sent Trisanku to the heavens, whence he was hurled
back {0 earth by the gods The Saint's power, how-
ever, cut short his downward progress, so that he
was left danghing in mid-air, and turned into a con-
stellation of stars

v

Vanar, ape
Varuna, the God of Ocean
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and the hooded snakes called the Nagas

Poonam, the night of the full moon

Prajapati, one of the ten sons of Brahma, supposed to
be progenitors of mankind

Priyangu, a creeper whose flowers open up at the touch
of a woman’s hand

R

Rahu, & demon who is supposed to swallow the sun and
the moon periodically, thus causing eclipses

Raj, throne .

Rakshasas, demon spirits of fearful aspect who troubled
the rites of the pious, until Vishnu incarnate as Rama
came upon earth fo vanquish them in battle

Rama-with-the-Aze, another name for Parasu-Rama
who is supposed to have cut a passage through the
Himalayas with his axe, when on his way to slay the
hated Kshatriya race

Rantideva, an ancient king of Dasapura, who performed
a mighty Sacrifice of Cows, the blood from which
formed the river Charmanvati, or Chambal

Revali, the wife of Balarama, the Brave

Rigveda, An ancient Hindu Scripture, being the most
important of the four vedas

S

Sglna, a common Indian dish made with potatoes, splices,
greens and chillies, and cooked in oll
Sapta-parna, a tree which has seven leaves on a stalt
arabhas, fabulous creatures with eight legs supposed to
' have exlsted in anclent times who were flerce enough
to withstand lions and tigers
' Sari, the six to nine yards of graceful draperies that form
an Indlan woman’s national costume
Sarasa, the swan, or the ruddy goose
“Shabash!” exclamation meaning “well done'”
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Shahunta, a bird

Sipra, the name of a river which flows by the city of
Uijaln, now called the Sippara

Siva, the Destroyer in the Hindu Trinity of Gods, he is
represented as wielding a trident and a might bow,
and having a blue throat, from the effect of drinking
the poison produced at the churning of the ocean

Shanda, the war-god, also called the Youth Eternal

Sri, or Laxmi, the wife of Vishnu, and the Goddess of
Beauty, Love, and Prosperity

Sudra, non-Aryan, of the aborigine, or “black” caste

Surabh:, the legendary Cow of Plenty, and granter of
human desires

Swayamvare, a ceremony at which an Indlan princess
of marriageable age chose herself a husband from
among a2 host of kings, princes, and warriors assembl-
ed together for the purpose

T

Thallas, trays

Tidal, red mark on the forehead of a married woman

Trisant u, a religious-minded king belonging to the solar
race, who desired to climb to heaven in human form
by offering a mighty sacrifice After several unsuc-
cessful attempts, he at last enlisted the help of the
sage Viswamitra, who invoked the gods' help When
the latter refused to co-operate, Viswamitra himself
sent Trisanku to the heavens, whence he was hurled
back to earth by the gods ‘The Salnt’s power, how-
ever, cut short his downward progress, so that he

was left dangling In mid-air, and turned into a con-
stellation of stars o

v

Vanar, ape
Varuna, the God of Ocean
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Vishnu, the Preserver in the Hindu Trinity of Gods, who
became incarnate in various forms to protect the
world from demons

Y

Yaksa, supernatural beings in the service of Kuvera, God
of Wealth

Yama, the God of Death and Justice

Yuvarajah, helr-apparent



T THE WHIRLWIND

by
Prof N S Phadke

The story of the Heroic Struggle that rocked a Mighty
Cmpire {o its very foundations

The dawn of the Twentieth Century saw the awaken-
ing of a strong feeling of freedom that galvanised the

nation into action, culminating in the herole 1942
movement

THE WHIRLWIND, a famous work by Prof Phadke,

draws a vivic picture of this great change which brought
about 2 new phase in our national history

*

THE MOTHER
by
Grazia Deledda

Conscience — Instinet — Conflict

“IL was a supreme struggle of the blind instin
ct of
the flesh against the dominion of the spirit

“"After a few moments he rose to his £
] eet, uncert
still which of the two had conquered in

The mother was conseclous of th
§ e agony that w
1} ‘ ;%Img (i)n the heart of her son, the priest Bhe lamenteaél'S
l‘ 0y, Oh Lord, was Paul forbidden to love g woman?':
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CHITRALEKHA

by
Bhagwat! Charan Verma

translated by
Chandra B Karki

Her Beauty is Her Power —

Her charm has conquered the heart of everyone 8She
has overcome many obstacles and finally become the
most famous dancer at court What can withstand the
power of her beauty ? But, lo! a new foe has arisen, the
spliritual strength of an ascetic

Watch this breath-~taking struggle between spirjtual
strength and bodily beauty, the eternal struggle between
Good and Evil

Which one iIs going to be the victor?

*

J 61
TEARS AND LAUGHTER

by
Kahlil Gibran

NTEARS AND LAUGHTER is the ‘full flower of Glbran's
tius’ These beautiful phllosophleal poems and lyric
ose touch upon the universal misery, and throw &

“flood of light on Gibran’s magnificent understanding

and sincerity
This very wise book has a magnetic charm all its owD
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INDIAN COCKERY
by
E P Veerasawmy

. Here is an authentlc, simple and unique book on
Indian Cookery written by the foremost Indlan chef of
the century, Mr Veerasawmy To prepare tasty meal

\ and dishes for you or for others this book is of real help

Buy this book and know the secret and fun of good
cooking

J 63

. BEL-AMI
by

Guy de Maupassant

Here is the most striking of Maupassant’s novels,
where the adept story-teller is at his best—wise, witty,
erelting and always interesting -Georges Duroy—the
principal character—belleves that success comes quickest
through women, and he uses them In whatever way he
lkes, but never permits them to have a grip on him
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WBAT IS CREATIVE THINKING ?

by

Katharine Patrick

This illuminating book presents all the avallabl
information about creative thinking Within the cover.
of this book are given the various viewpoints and investl
gations of many different authors This is a ver
instructive book which helps the reader to get a com-
prehensive view of the whole field of creative thought

*
J 67
STORIES FROM BENGAL

by
Dr S Duit

Here is a rich gleaning from the fleld of Bengall Short
Story—luscious storles with infinite intcrest, remarkable
fluidity and wide range Such authors of unsurpassed
genius and renown as Rabindranath Tagore, Sarat
~-.Chandra Chatterjl, Prazmatha Choudhury, Prahodh

c\ndra Sanyal, Tara Shankar Bandyopadyaya and a

?c 6f others are well-represented in this rare collection
«_nese excellent, and scintilating storfes enable the
reader to have a peep at the amazingly rich and varie-
gated life of Bengal It is o marvellous treat indeed’
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LAUGH WITH LEACOCK
by
Stephen Leacock

So charming are the works of Leacock that every one
reads them with profound vleasure If only the reader
Lnows how much the contemporary writers owe Leacock,
he would take it to mind to possess this handy book
Memorable are Irwin S Cobb’s words all Leacock
stories are favourites of mine How are you going to
choose one pearl from a string of perfect pearls?

I love him for the laughs he had made"

*
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GETTING THE MOST OUT OF LIFE

by
C G L DuCann
You have a Raght to Happiness—
“If vou have a duty to all-the-rest-of-them, have you

no duty to yourself®

“If all-the-rest-of-them have rights, have you no

rights® The right to health The right to wealth The
right to love

“&nd a thousand other minor rights ”

This book will lead you to the fulfiiment of
your righ
&nd gulde you to get the most out of life Ehts



NAPOLEON

by
Emil Ludwig

This book is the story of that spectacular figure in
history, that dauntless general who kept Europe in
eternal fear, that extraordinary man of extraordinary
genius—Napoleon This classic of a book glves all
bossible details about the great general’s military stra-
tegy, his colourful love aflairs and all hls megalomaniae
dreams which, alas, could not be realised You cannot
forget that it is an outstanding book on an outstanding
man

THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD

by
QOliver Goldsmith

A flawless English novel In fluent and elegant style {s
this ‘permanent classic of English Prose’
T The hero of this novel is a priest, husbandman and
- er of a family thus uniting in himself the three
jemtest characters upon earth Goldsmith’s indlviduat
aste, sense of humour and political and soclal ideas and
'all are amply seen in this novel
This is one of those rare novels one should read and
read and would proudly possess



J %

ONE THOUSAND NIGHTS ON A BED OF
STONES AND OTHER STCRIES

by
K A Abbas

The prolific Indian writer who gave AND ONE
WHO DID NOT COME BACK, OUTSIDE INDIA, INQILAB
and a host of other books, here now offers this collection
of absorbing short stories to the reading public

These good storles are exceptionally amusing, witty,
swift-moving and gripping As we read them multitudes
of unforgettable characters crowd the gallery of our mind
with their smiles, wiles and guilles, platitudes, snobbery,
suflering, sorrow and pain

The portrayal is so vivid that we are unwilling to
believe that the characters are only imaginary ones

*
176

YOUR MIND AND HOW TO USE IT

by
W J Ennever

A Practical Lesson in Self-Improvement

Embodying many years of experience of eminent men,
this work is stamped with authority
Its approach to the human mind is sympathetic It

bristles with homely philosophy and is filled with lessons
for sel-improvement

“Here is the shortest route

to the highte
development "—Berrow's Journal ghiest mind



SOME INNER FURY

by

Kamala Markandaya

Kamala Markandaya’s first novel NECTAR IN A

SIEVE (also in Jaico Series) was an outstanding success
and simdar is {he case with the present one

The scene of this novel is colourful India, and the
time those momentous days of travail out of which the |
new India is born

This novel, at once a brilliant and cxciting exposi-
tlon of Indla, has an Indescribable charm that the
reader will feel sorry that he has finished reading it

*
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LOVE AND MR. LEWISHAM

by
H G Wells q

This is one of the best novels written by Wells
Besides its story interest this novel sheds a flood of light
on Well's first acquaintance with love Mr Lewisham
and Ethel met for the first time and ever afterwards thelr
sweet interviews followed Whether or not love s blind,

- r Lewisham had the first taste of it after which he

k‘ﬂrenders to its overwhelming power Having tasted

ofe sweet doses of love he concludes that love Is the
jpeatest of all things

" The reader will see that this novel makes delightful

reading

-
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THE FIRST MEN IN TBE MOON

by
H G Wells

I{ the good reader is in gearch of some novel that
thrills, stirs, and enthralls, here it {s Not only that It
con male you think a little too

THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON presents an amazing
and thought-provoking adventure of the first men In
{he moon Through the caves and corridors inslde the
moon, these men force their way with dauntless spirit,
undying courage and unguenchable thirst for adventure

This novel of sclentific fantasy provides for the reader
an endless serles of entertainments

*
J &4

THROUGH THE JUNGLES OF BRAZIL

by
Tibor Sekelj

The tempting pages of this book brin

] g to light the
tThrﬂhng real life adventures of Tibor Sekelj in the
Jungles of Brazil All that he writes in this read like
an incredible fairy tale ‘
O{Téns book of thrilling adventure will amuse readers
o {fTerent walks of life To the student and the an-
ﬁn.dopgéc;g;ist é't 1st I? mine of information regarding fauna
b 0 the seeher of adventure it is an
)ggigegr To the general reader it is almost a gra?:);a

Compelling interest written in graceful language



THE JUNGLE

by

Upton Sinclar

A novel that cast a lurid light on the disgraceful
condition of the Chicago meat packing industry and the
deplorable plight of the workers is THE JUNGLE

This novel was the best seller in the United States
and Great Britaln, and now its popular appeal Is ever
on the increase everywhere This book was instru-
mental for considerably improving meat packing methods

Remember that many many readers have already read,
are reading 1t Thus therc is no reason why you should
ﬁot read 1t

J 81
LAUGHTER AND APPLAUSE

by
Allen M Laing

Good speech is ever characterised by wise, witty and ‘

intelligent remarks, and abllity to laugh and make others i

) ugh iIs a rare gift anybody should be proud of And
}gre 1s the right book to enrich your speech

LAUGHTER AND APPLAUSE is a comprehensive

collection of anecdotes and aphorisms which might br'g

deemed indispensable to any reader !
]



1 RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM—Edward FitzGerald

2 MOTHER—Maxuum Gorky

3 PANCHATANTRA—Arthur W Ryder

¢ LIGHT OF ASIA AND THE INDIAN SONG OF SONGS
—S&ir Edwin Arnold

J 5 DROLL STORIES—Balzac

J 6 VISION OF INDIA—Sisirkumar Mitra

J 7 AMONG THE GREAT—Dilip Eumar Roy

J

J

J

ey ey Gy

8 MY CHILDHOOD—Maxim Gorkv

g MY UNIVERSITIES—Maxim Gorky

10 IN THE WORLD—Maxim Gorky
J 11 FOUR GREAT HISTORICAL PLAYS OF—William

Shal.espeare

J 12 FOUR GREAT TRAGEDIES OF—William Shakespeare
J 13 FOUR GREAT COMEDIES OF—Willam Shakespeare
J 14 WUTHERING HEIGHTS—Emily Bronte
J 15 A TALE OF TWO CITIES—Charles Dickens
J 16 PRIDE AND PREJUDICE-—Jane Austen

J 17 THE GREAT SHORT STORIES—Guy de Maupassant
J 18 NAN2—Emile Zola

J 19 ANNRA KARENINA-—Leo Tolstoy

J 20 THE LIBERATOR—Sisirkumar Mitra

J 21 ENVMA—Jane Austen

J 22 HE WHO RIDES A TIGER—Bhabhani Bhattacharys

J 23 INQILAB—EKhvaja Ahmad Abbas

J 2. THE SUBSTANCE OF A DREAM—F W Bain

J 25 THE NATIONAL CULTURE OF INDIA—Dr S Abigd
Husam

6 THE GOLDEN BOAT--Rahindranath Tagore

Yi KECTAR IN A SIEVE—Kamaln Markandaya

28 SOMADEVAS VETALAPANCHAVIMSATI—C H Tawney
20 C25ANOVA'S MEMOIRS—Joseph Monet
30 CAMILLE-Alexandre Dumas



J 31 OUR HEARTS--Guy de Maupassant

J 32 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN-—Theophile Gautier

J 33 THE WISDOM OF INDIA-—Lin Yutang

J 34 A DIGIT O THE MOON AND A DRAUGHT OF THE
BLUE—F W Bain

J 35 UNTOUCHABLE—Mulk Raj Anand

J 36 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF GOTAMA THE BUDDHA
—Anands X Coomaraswami and I B Horner

J 37 THAIS—Anatole France

J 38 SENSE AND SENSIBILITY-~Jane Austen

J 39 SOMADEVA S KATHASARITSAGARA—C H Tawney

J 40 CREATURES OF DESTINY—S Muzumdar

J 41 MAHATMA GANDHI ESSAYS AND REFLECTIONS-~
Edited by Dr § Radhakrishnan

J 42 FAREWELL MY FRIEND & THE GARDEN—Rabindrt
nath Tagore

J 43 THE ART OF LIVING—T K Dutt

J 44 ECONOMICS IN ONE LESSON—Henry Hazlitt

J 45 YOU MUST RELAX—E Jacabson

J 46 THE PROFESSOR~—Charlotte Bronte

J 47 THE WISDOM OF CHINA—LIn Yutang

J 48 BOOK OF FACTS

J 49 TREASURY OF WIT & HUMOUR

J 50 THE WHIRLWIND—Prof N S Phadhke

J 51 SIDDHARTHA MAN or PEACT—Harindrnalh
Chattopadhyaya

J 52 GODAN—Premchand

J 53 BANABHATTA'S KADAMBARI—-C M Ridding

J 5¢ THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF CONFUCIUS-—Alfred
Doeblin

J 55 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OI' KARL MADRX~Leon
Trotsky

N\J 56 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF VOLTAIRE—Andre A1

) 87 MOTHER-—Grazia Deledda

J 58 THE PICTURE-STORY BOOX OF LEO TOL3 IO
e WAR & PELCE--Bernard Gels )

J 59 THE TEN PRINCES—Arthur W Ryde

J 60 CHITRALERHA—Bhagwatl Charan Vermra



J 61 TEARS AND LAUGHTER—Kahlil Gibran

J 62 INDIAN COOKERY~E P Veerasawmy

J 63 BEL-AMI—Guy de Maupassant

J 6¢ THE SONG CELESTIAL—Edwin Arnold

J 63 THE INVISIBLE MAN—H. G Wells

J 66 WHAT IS CREATIVE THINKING—Katharine Patrick

J 67 STORIES FROM BENGAL—Dr S Dutt

J 63 LAUGH WITH LEACOCK--Stephen Leacock

J 69 GCTTING THE MOST OUT OF LIFE—C G L DuCann

J 70 LETTER-WRITING IMPROVED—J S Bright

J i1 NAPOLEON—Emil Ludwig

J 72 JATAKA TALES—H. T Francls & € J Thomas

J 93 THE HISTORY OF MR POLLY—H G Wells

J 74 THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD-—Olver Goldsmith

J 75 ONE THOUSAND NIGHTS ON A BED OF STONES
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a2 TALES FROM ERALIDISA

bility of her nature

“What a noble creature!” thought she “She is everr
Inch a Queen and certainly deserves the title of Em-
press and Goddess for she possesses no less dignity or
beauty than Heavens own Queen And her lofty words
make me feel all uplifted and pure inside”

With the completion of her vow, the Queen departed
with her attendants leaving Pururavas In a pensive moond

“Al” he sighed heavily “If only Urvasle could now
descend with her tinkling anklets, and cover my eyes
with her beautiful petal-soft hands”

A tumultuous joy welled up within Urvasles heart as
she heard these words of the King She longed to go to
him but her innate shyness yet stayed her At lnst emred
on by Chitralekhn she stole up behind the pining Purura-
vas and covered his eyes with her cool lotus fingers

With an exclamnation of delight, the King caught her
hands in his own

“Te hands of my beloved!” he cried ecstatically “—
of her vwhose touch Is swcetness No other hands but
theee could heal all my sick repining”

Diawnine her forward, Pururavas gazed in rapture at
the lovely nymph who looked inexpressibly appealing
and Irresistible in a trysting-dress of midnight blue silh
with ¢ quisite blue dinmonds shimmering upon her
creamty tnroat and in her plnk shell-like ears

‘Welcomre, enchantress!” evclaimed the iIntoxleated
Is.cr 5ve¢eping the 1avishing nymph into his arms and
co' ering her with hungry, passionate Fisses Again and
a7ain he kissed her —unon her coral mouth, her cyrs
her bair, her soft white bosom, her graceful, swan-lihe
throat —m~dden~d by her beauty, her pro imity, by the
moonl g~t, by the enchantment of that magle mid-
nizht hour tnat sent the blood reeling in his veins and
made nis pulse beat facter and faster

(*Tean~ nile Cal*ruerha had tictfully drown the Prah-
min av a3 ard enziged Pim in zlluring con rersition

*Erautifu! — E_loved! — s onn'” murmurcd Purd-
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ravas exultantly, as he pressed Urvasie's soft, yielding
form closer to hls own

«7 would be too bold to let you embrace me like this, my
lord,” declared Urasie, breathless but radiant with love’s
jov, “were it not that your Queen had given you to mel”

“Oh,” said the king, enchanted “Then by whose per-
mission, may I ask, did you steal my heart away?—But
tell me,” continued Pururavas, his eyes darkening with
fear “You will not fly back to your Heaven again, will
you, dearest?®”

Tnen Urvasle shyly related to the king how Indra him-
self had sent her to him

“Then am I eternally indebted to the mighty king of
Heaven'!” cried Pururavas joyfully “I swear to thee,
love, thou shall not miss thy heaven, though that seems
impossible! — From henceforth, I shall be thy slave, and
shall do all thy bidding ”

“Dear my lord!'” murmured Urvasie tremulously “I've
never been so liappy before, even in Heaven ”

“What a difference love makes to everything in life!”
enthused the moon-struck lover “These brilllant rays
that lately scorched and burned me,—how soothing and
gentle do they seem now! The sharp arrows of love
that but an hour ago bruised and wounded my heart,
now caress it like the soft petals of a flower All the
eights and sounds around that once appeared so harsh
and discordant now fall like sweet music upon my ears
since I have thee in my arms, beloved!”

“Dear lord, I am to blame for making you suffer so!”
cried Urvasie with compunction “I should have come to
you earlier"

“Nay, sweet, do not say so,” replied Pururavas tender-
ly “The happiness that comes after suffering and paln
Is ever Leener and sweeler for that very reason —-I
have only one wish left to be fulfilled now When thou
wast not in my arms, the nights seemed painfully long
Now that I hold thy dear face upon my bosom, I would
the hours of the night were longer'”
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Nor did the transported lover feel nucht of love’s sar
feit, for his need of the beautiful Uriasie was too deen
too urgent too basic, to he denied or ensils satisfled

CHAPTER IV

Oy A F¥E summer a{ternoon in June, just before the
ocutbreak of the monsoon, Urvasie and Pururavis amor-
ously sojourning on 2 honevmoon holiday, w itk ed arm-in-
arm upon the delightful green flelds of Gandhamdana
forest within viev of the smowy mountains whose snb-
lime heights sparkled in the fitful sunlight lie o neck-
Ince of priceless dinmonds

Like two happy children, the carelree palr sported
n.errily upon the green-carpeted sward, picking the
storry anemoncs that lay wild at thelr feet, pluckine the
red berries that grew {n profusion upon the brimbie
br-hes jumping over erags and bouldets that held stil,
sminll pools of clenr water, or gazing In eccstasy at the
t1ll pine tieces silhouetted against the micty blue-white
rrauntains The rectless birds twittered and sang thelr
c~denvas of welecome Lo the monsonn, o joyous evpecta-
tinn of the rain-drops to come

The balmy air wos chareed with eleetrie eseftemont,
ae a do~zlinz golden~green licht ched its unearthly auri
o.er all the earth, curroundine {t with an ethered -
d amee AN nature sremed caver and espeeiant and
Par~fal Irokinz un to the pregnant cloud,, with thelr

precing~ turden of wat r

1
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{the momentary parting

The minules passed, but no fond Pururavas came to
seek her Intrigued, Urvasle peeped from behind the
boulder, to see her Pururavas gazing with admiration
upon a pretty Pahari maid holding & lamp in her arms,
whose lotus face and laughing eyes were upturned to his
own Jealous, unreasonable rage tore at her breast at
the sight Blazing with fury, she came out of her hiding-
place, and tempestuously upbraided her lover for his
negligence

“You do not love me!” she stormed tears of rage glist-
enung upon her lashes ‘Or you would not leave me to run
after this—this tattered, pug-faced, untidy lttle slutl”

“Urvasiel” exclaimed the King in amazement “You
don't know what you are saymg'—Leave you, dearest!
How could you think such a thing®”

But the enraged nymph refused to be mollified Wilfully
she turned her back upon the King, and walked away
towards the forest of Kumara, into that grove forbidden
to women,—that sacred grove which the war-god, Karti-
Leya, had decreed no woman could enter but would
immediately be turned into a creeper! Alas! Poor
Urvasie! In her angry, impulsive haste, she recked not
of the god s vow, but iushed in where even angels fear
to tread,—and lo' was 1mmediately transformed into a
creeper' The aivine, peerless Urvasie a creeper!—'Twas
a fate more horrible than words can describe

And what of Pururavas, her passionate slave and
lover? Who can picture his grief and sorrow at finding
his beloved vanished into thin air before his very eyes?
He rushed hither and thither like a madman, calling
her name,—bhegging, pleading, coaring, praying, demand-
Ing that she return to him In vain he cried out to the
rolling heavens and the sighing winds, sobbing in
anguished horror

‘Oh, Urvasie! Urvasie! My love'” he wept  “Whatt
Gone? Disappeared at a word?—But why? What was
the great fault thy Pururavas didst commit, love?—Alas!
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—Alack' Oh woe the day’' I cut off my right haod
to make thee wmends sweet,—only come back to me -
come back to thy love'—Do not punish thy Pururasvis
so!

Though the broken-hearted king raved and ranted
hke 1 madman Urvaste alas! did not appear Nieht
and day the luckless lover sought his beloved llke one
demented his appearance disordered and dishevelled
his eyes wild with the despair and fienzy of love s mad-
ness Pathetieally he addressed the elements —the anl
mals and biids in the sk3; —appealing to them to help
him find his Uriaste

Wheite oh whete shell T find her?’ he questioned
then with child-like polgnaney  “Has she thrown a vell
of mmusibility aroand herself using her celestial powers
to terse 1nd punish me?—But thouzh she was gulck tn
anZer <he wis Just as quick to foiglve Has she flown
back to her Heaven once moie” —Nav she was burning
ard ho* with love for me No power on eartl could have
ired her awaw from me!'—Yet she s gone—zone' —
vin'shicd Into nothingness O hitter, bitter fortune!’
Pro trated v {th guief, Pururavas fell npon the ground In
~ Jtour Dut before long he rose unsteadily to his feet
ar.in to roaane the {rultless search

Ale:t Misfortunes nover come singly,” thousht the
17~ bitterly  ‘Ilow shall I hear the pain of separation
fror 1y lue with these cool mansnon diys upon u,7-
21 the, volbowely THI me! Lo these tender Kandnll
L' cm ot mueh th ey remind me of her lovely eyes
o turne to qutcl tears ~ L do T osee oaosipn ol her?
s b th  brieht green cholt with rimson dots that
¢'d 1™t oo prectous aamiltunus brea ts? I pather
“Lp w15 um -Ch, ny Llunderine heartt 'ty only
o ey o BuUG e, apon HYO-Bat v b shall
oopar Lo bir o 2l by Bled drsobstr forest

rgt -] eraltoL that blve pearoel P his f s o
o2y ar ded ot~ Lur b oonly Lwrel, it my
T p oa? freatare! o bnor he hids no o omore
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rival left upon earth since my Urvasie disappeared—
alas' who knows where?—For wifen her gorgeous, wavy
tresses spread out upon the bed in a magnificent mass
around her ravishingly white shoulders, who then cared
for his brilliant feathers?—But I shall not guestion him
any more —he takes joy in my sorrow —Look, thele sits
the cuckoo on yonder tree He is a wise little bird, well
versed in the ways of love Tl ask him Tell me sweet
bird, whither went my Urvasie? What, thou turnest
away inattentivelv to attend to thine own bhusiness?—
Fi{e upon thee, bird, who art called the ambassador of
love! Yet I have not the heart to scold thee! Live thou
In bliss, gentle bird, though I go away heart-broken —
Harh! Did I hear her anklets tinkling® O wretched
truth! ’twas no anklets’ music I heard, but the cry of
swans who feel home-sick and nostalgic for the Himala~
van lakes Wilt thou bring me tidings of my love, oh
silver swan® Sawest thou her I pine for? How then
canst thou imitate so well her graceful walk full of
sensuous rhythm® But unmindful of my grief thou dost
vanish into the air —I shall have to turn elsewhere to
seek my love,—for ever seek her”

With a sigh, the exhausted Pururavas lurched heavily
forward, his foot-steps dragging, but a loud thunder-
bolt threw him upon the ground, as streaks of lightning
flashed menacingly through the darkening trees, bringing
showers of quick, driving rain

“Oh, rain,” said the king despairingly, “thou dost come
too late with thy promise of cool, pleasant days She’s
gone,—my Urvasie'! With whom now should I share the
Splendour of the monsoon?—But I am the King of the
World, am I not” I shall order the rains and the thunder
back to the heavens —Yet no, let the season suffer
unabated its marvellous glories”

Once more Pururavas plunged forward into the dark
jungles, drenched to the skin, mud upon his limbs and
in his eyes, his clothes bespattered,—a sorry spectacle
for the King of the Universe, to whom the Lord of Heaven
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himself paid homnge At last, spent of their main Inree
the clouds ahated their fury raining gentle drops upon
the King as thougn to soften the rizours of his harsh
misfortune

‘Ah these are graclous drops of pity,” siched the Kin~
*Heaven itself iIs moved, and mourns my beloved s 1nss—
Oh wild dreke tell me didst thou see my love pluine
like a happy child in the springtime?—I Pururwas
Kinz of the Universe do ask it of thee What! Dost
thou asg me who I am?® Ist possible thou knowcest not
wino I am —I even I the king of kings, Entthis chosen
meoster and greatest of all, the beloved of Urvasie!—But
thou mAkest no answer

Oa chctrgieha blid thou knowest true love’s despe-
rite jearning for I have heard thee in the pool, walling
toe saddest wildest dlige of distress, yet thou wilt not
ive me nevs of my love'—I must go deeper and decper
{1*n taer wood

A stieet lotus blossom with the bees murmurine
In ¢  ~thou dost remind me of mv love's roscbud mouth
< T erushicd it too passionately making her ciy out
incrqm e pun Ah, deat lips, whose intoxieating nectar
I v uehrd o milllon times,—my senses reeling'--
v ore you now?

Th  ee? <tial mountain now comes Inta view Il
G r o1t O brautiful mountain, beloved of the cele-
ot det oo vty sedf, full of spring™”

— P =uiful rountiin brloved of the celestials didst

v U oast o, 1 tall or eptine ” ancwerdod the echo {rom
v 1 ofm transportine the half-crazed Pururwva.
. , o of 101 ¢ delloht
Foor ot oy ped ot nsrioyod monareh  “Then
164d 5 niondin tey deep mcen woond,?"
——D iy ooy Peloed dn thy dorp oeresn woorhy

re e

«!;
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love!”

Overcoine with grief and eshaustion, Pururavas fell
into a swoon, merciful oblivion descending upon his
tortured, delirious mind, racked by nights and days of
unspeakable anguish and suffering When consciousness
returned to plague him once more, the King cursed the
evil fate that kept him alive when it took his Urvasie
from him

«would that I were dead!” exclaimed the king bitterly
“Black despair fills my soul to the brim,—I have drunk
my cup of bitterness to the dregs'”

But his native resolution soon asserting itself, Puru-
ravas arose with an effort, lifting himself up out of the
lethargy and listlessness of shock and grief, draggine
his footsteps back over the wet rich earth, fragrant
with the smell of the first rains that was like balm to
his jagged nerves

“I must not give 1mn,” thought Pururavas resolulely
“T will search until I find her,—I shall return to the
spot where I lost her”

Arrived at the place, Pururavas stopped short in his
tracks looking hopefuily around as he invoked a silent
prayer in his mind As {f in answer, his eyes fell upon a
bright, scarlet object that gleamed and sparkled as
though shot through with fire, where it lay upon the
ground amid a heap of stones Its radiant, laming lustre
attracted the King’s notice, despite his distraction. He
stooped to pick it up, then thought better of it

“Alas! shie whose beauty it should have adorned, is lost
to me for ever,” thought the king sadly “What use then
to pick it up, only to weep over it?”

But suddenly out of the blue, came a deep bass voice

“Reject not this stone, my son, for it is the jewel named
‘Union’ made out of the red lac, and whosocever wears it
will soon be united with his love ”

“Ha'” cried the king “Who speaks to me® Is it the
‘oice of a holy one who dwells in the forest? He is the
first creature to take pity on me!—Oh, anchorite, I give
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thee thanks'—Thou O lovely gem if thou wilt indeed end
this unbearable separation from my beloved Il wear
thee upon my heert  And picking up the gem Pururw
kissed 1t reverently

Immediately his eyes became riveted upon o crosper
that grew at his right elbow Though devold of flowers
1t scemed to hold o strange fascination for the King

‘What is it about this creeper that draws me to It sn
stronglv? thought Pururtwvas wonderingly  “It reminds
nie somchow of my beloved thouch I know not why -
Perh .ps tecwuse it stands all forlorn and desolate, with
fce moist drooping leiwves as though streaming with
tears” — It nught be my quick-tempered tmpulsive dael-
ing <hedding tears of remorse for having broken nn
heartt ————1 will embrace it it Is so like her ——— ~
ULria-e! Alctiunks I hold Ulvasle in my arms Ay whole
Fod, i« tnrilled as by the touch of her denr bodst -
Bu' I cwnnot believe I —too often have I been decelved!

Yt drre I open my oves? —Why'-—'tis thou! My
very lave' Thvasie!” Puimavas volce dled away n 1
= «p ol amroment nd jov as he fainted the shoel of
‘= hnr the mymph 2t hist, overwhelmine hls exhausted
~nt overvrourht frame

e 0omy detrect lovd arlac?” pleaded Urvasle tryine
tyre ' the cvooning |ing

L odt I araint” ¢, elaimed Pururavas Joviully
0 v aroa plael slough of despalt and grief did,t thou
PR S o PR LR 2% B

T =« ¢ v dvar omy lmd for maline you suffer -ol”
et 2= o teerfally  “With inward acony I have
' o yoam whale travadlt”
C. ' Pi=~o1 s ¢ 1 be oanvory with nfs Urs ol

Yroe wsepderry  CBut ot m, love whyodids!

£ <« rrd
H
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“What appeared dark and incomprehensible a few
minutes ago seems so easy to understand now!” exclalmed
Pururavas in wonder “But how didst thou bear this
separation between us for so long love,—thou that didst
always cry out if I loosened thee for a moment from
my embrace®”

“Nay, remind me not of the agony of separation! 'Tis
too painful to dwell upon'!” cried the nymph plaintively
“Let us be thankful that we are united again by the
power of this blessed jewel”

Womanwise, Urvasie placed the gem against her white
throat

“How does it look®” she asked shyly

“Tairest,” murmured the king fondly “I can find no
words to describe thee! Thy face, aglow with a crimson
blush, is like a rose at sunset, the flery rays from the
gem adding splendour and radiance to thy loveliness”

“Oh, you flatterer'” cried Urvasie happily “Have you
forgotten how long you have deserted your kingdom® We
must go back at once, or your people will blame me for
Leeping you away so long”

“Nay, dearest, let us tarry one more day in this heaven-
1y place —To-night is ours, beloved!—To-morrow we shall
return ”

i
3

{

CHAPTER V

| Tuc HAPPV YEARS passed by swiftly since Pururavas and
Urvasie returned from their long honeymoon sojourn in
the mountains and woodlands of tne Himalayas Time
had mellowed their feeling for each other, whilst fate had
accorded them a harmony and bliss such as is vouchsafed
to few earthly couples Their cup of happiness seemed
Indeed to be full to overflowing The people, too, enjoyed
an unprecedented era of peace and prosperity
¢ There was, however, one flaw that marred the King's



92 TALES FROIL RALID\SA

cup of joy They had no son to bless the perfeet unlsn
—no child with lotus face and dancing eyes to gladder
his parents hearts A tinge of discppontment saddeie.
the Kings life when he reflected upon it —a disappoint-
ment shared by all his pcople

One mornmng when the King with the two Queen
and attended by the Amarens of the Betrlwn Guard
cnd numelous other attendants sw.as returning afte;
ha.ing bathed In holy waters at the conflucnce of the
Ganza and the Yamuna a sudden hue and crv ares
amopg the rinks of his followers

‘The Jewel' The Jewel!’ ceried a yvolee in consteriy
tion  ‘“The Jewel Unlon' has been carried off by a wvul-
tura’  The cry was taken un by all the proeesslonlsis
ard cre~t commotion prevatled among the crowd for it
vic hnosa thit the King valued the gem above all i
cchier jenellery, mocover, the Queen Urvasle was neyt
c e vihgaoutb ot

"Qack! V% bow and arntow!” commanded the King
L. ema ome cou'd brine them to him, the truant bhd had
= A=l nty ) e <hy £ar beyond an arrow s ranpe Watehod
1, ~rn oanmary and eaclted crowd, It elreled round aud
» ontatn ot n the flery erlimcon jewel inearnadintog
+ > a3 it dap,led flom its beak

I amt o, then qent Justiaetlon, to the Cheef of DPaller
+ b vy o1 the ganeed thief when, at eventlde, e wa
- bomir s (Y v fo.e the Iing's command eonld
L - Yore e homorer, Litavy s entered, bearln
* v, L, el nd oy arrow of gheoundne sterl In

! [ >
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lain  “But here is his arrow Perhaps it may glve some
ciue to his identity”

“TLet me see it,” sald the King eagerly Taking the
arrow from Latavya’s hand, he examined it closely

As Pururavas silently scrutinised the fine writing upon
the steel, his expression changed to one of amazement
ond wonder For a long time he stared at the letters as
though fascinated by them At last, hls friend Mana-
vaka, wno was sitting beside him, interrupted his reverie

“Well what does it say®” enquired the Brahmin curi-
ously “You loox as though you'd seen a ghost!”

“Listen, Manavaka'” answered the King in a hushed
tone “Listen and marvel at the archer’s name ‘Ayus,
son of warrior Ilian a2nd heavenly Urvasie'”

“What!” cried Manavaka, jumping out of his seat, and
waving his hands jubllantly in the alr “Hall, King!
Iong live thy son!”

“But hov 18 it possible®” exclaimed Pururavas in per-
plezity “I have never been parted from Urvasie,—ex-
cept for a short time during the sacrifice in the forest,—
nor seen any signs of pregnancy in her How and when
did my goddess bear me a son, O wonder of wonders?—
But stay Iremember once for a few days her face looked
» pale and van, her eyes large and languid, whilst her
\ breasts were dars and swollen But that was all”

‘ “You forget that she is a celestial to whom human
| characteristics do not apply,” remarked the Brahmin

i “True, but why conceal her motherhood from me?” de-
i

{

~

clared Pururavas thoughtfully
“Oh, it iIs quite plain why,” observed Manavaka, laugh-
! ing “If Pururavas thinks ’'m getting old,’ she thought,
‘he’ll start cradle-snatching some sweet young thing® ”
i “No, jokes aside,—-"
“"Tis the seventh wonder of the world,” agreed Mana-
vaka soberly
Some time after, as the King and Manavaka were still
puzzling over the mystery of the unknown archer, the
chamberlain Latavya came in to announce that g hermi-
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tess from the hermitage of sage Chyaven had arrived ard
sought audience with the King

“Sir  said tne chamberlain “The nermitess Satbry-
vatie brings 2 young boy witn he and seeks an io,-
medinte audience withh Your Majesiy '

“Let them be ushered in nt once answered the hin
eacerly

“Verv vell sire replied Latavya

A fev moments Inter the chamberlzin returned, leadin-
in the old hermitess twith a noble and handsome bov by
her side Tne I~tter wns dressed in barkstIn wlth one
s‘urdy {ir arm and shoulder bare ke a voun~ warrlor
and in hig hand he held a bow A <strong emotion gripped
tae King at bt of the child with his proud ecnarrlhy ¢
and roval upricht bearing He felt instinctbvely dran
tosavds hin

“Avh d-elwred Mainnvakn  voiclng the Kinps own
ianahits CThis noble boy must be the verv areher
vi e ~rrev chiot the blrd —Iow closcly his fetturer
oo~ hle youre!

It iy It must be so ' answered the Iing In a bhw
< e~ e 1 oteel 9 eraape vearnine tovards himoooand
-~ 13y bnld him In mv prins’

O rh-lnm onet ! satd the hermitess bowlnr br fore
L DO Dleretaos attend upon thee! =\ly child ™ she
¢ 1 oA Iro, i~ the bov  “Bohold thy [ather, the
i Pyvofemvn Lefore him”

i f v pigod tnus ennfirmed by the old hermites
r =~ i, fatr clv,ned thr boy In his arm,
Sto- = e rrndd fondly owveregme sith pride
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order that he might be perfectly fit for kingship That
day, however, the boy had violated the rules of the her-
mitege, by levelling his arrow against a bird, whereupon
the sage had asked her to take the youthful prince and
glve him back unto his mother’s keeping

When Urvasie was summoned by the King, she was
surprised to see a strange child sitting at her lord’s feet,
vhose curly locks the latter wound around his fingers

“Who is this child,” she thought wonderingly, “whom
the King 1eceives so intimately, and whose halr he
fondles so tenderly®”

Then her eyes lighted upon the aged Satyavatie With

' g little cry, she held out her arms to the boy

‘M3 son!' — My Avus!” she cried

‘Child, go to thy mother,” prompted the hermitess

Wide-eyed, the child gazed at his wondrously beautiful
mother in silence for a few seconds, then threw his arms
around her iimpulsively Urvasie embraced the boy fond-
Iy, kissing him with all the pent-up emotion of her long-
denied motherhood

“Lo, daughter, thine son, grown to boyhood,” said
Satyavatie “He has been well versed in all lore and
learning, and every heroic act”

“Oh, mother, I touch thy feet in eternal gratitude!
H?IW shall T ever repay thy debt?” asked Urvasie tear-
fully

“Nay, talk not of repayment,” answered Satyavatie
“*Twas an honour and a 3oy to bring up so noble a child.
~Now I must depart hence, for many religious duties
await me at the hermitage, and it grows dark”

“Oh, mother, must you go so soon®” pleaded Urvasle
“Stay awhile, for I have so muca to ask you about my
son ”

“I fear I cannot delay any longer,” replied the hermi-
tess
“I bow to thee, mother,” said the King gratefully, “and

to the sage who hath brought up my son to such noble
youth »
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“Peace be with you, geod king and you mv dan~htoer
said Satjavatle, as she made ready to lewve "Avue ¢
child be a good son to thy noble parents  Farowell now

‘Oh modier, you are not going to leave me?” ashed t
Lny in alarm

‘Child thou art with thy parcnts now,” observed 87
rivatie  “Wwhat use hast thou for an old woman ke me
Thou wilt soon forget me in the jJovs of the new home

‘No no mother, I shall never forget you'!” declared th
Loy tearfully clinring to the hermitess  “Promise n
you will come to scc me often®”

‘Yes ves child I shnll come as often as my dutl
prmut,  answercd Sityavatie wiping 4 tear from he
0 neve “Now go to thy parents, and let me depart |
pcocee

‘But ry peacock —who will look after him now ' pur
~t<d *he Doy “ITe used to sleep on my lap, and let m

=¢ ¢ Lis erest Wi vou send him to me, mother?’

O 1~ of 1« hermlis <h dl bring him to thee tomorrow
o1t the old voman And alter many promiser an
oo Y s Dinadly departod

O oy Llee od angelt” erlcd Pururavae  “Thou hias
ro ' opr the prond faiher of this plorlous god-Hhe hos
T -t e tof Hines and men Dut why didot tha
Y

) rvav all the o yoar,?”

I- ( af anovcring however, Urszacte burst Inla
s oor e pate worping Great o ohs shool her de
Wof 1, thourlh the y would tear hor apart

TToa = v geel? erled the Pie astonlshed  Whid
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_ Universe, looks upon thy child’s face, then thou wilt re-
“turn to Heaven,’ said he Now thou knowest why I did
hide him away from thee all these years Sick with
{error at the thought of parting from thee, I bore the
child away secretly to Chyavan’s hermitage, and en-
trusted him to the venerable Satyavatle’'s care Now
our beloved son has returned to us, and thou hast looked
upon his face'—Alas! The last hour of our life together
is upon us!”

“The last hour of our life together? What sayest

“thou?” exclaimed Pururavas, turning white

“I fear so, my dearest lord,” replled Urvasie, weeping
. “Oh, how jealous are the gods of human happiness!”
esclaimed Pururavas bitterly “First the unparalleled
joy of finding my son, and then—this blow! O misery!
—0 grief! 'f{is too much "

'~ “Oh, do not think for a moment that I go to Heaven
willingly,” begged Urvasle plaintively

“T know thou dost not, beloved Thou must obey the
command of Indra I, too, shall leave the world and

-roam the jungles Life without thee would be intoler-
able The diadem of kingship I shall place upon
- thy son’s head, and retire into the forests "

“No, no, father, do not do so, I beg you,” pleaded the
boy “I am too young—1I should not know how to rule”
7 “Child, the strength required for great tasks does not

fcome with years—it is inborn in one Latavya!” called
“the King resolutely

boa

, "“Sire?” answered the chamberlain, appearing in the
» doorway

} “Ask the Council to prepare for the coronation of my
rSon.” said the King

, “Slre®” gasped the chamberlain completely taken aback
'»:bY the King’s order “Is it really your will, Sire®" he

ashed, starlng in astonishment from the King to the
= boy that stood by his side
. “It is, Latavya”
g Just then a flash of lightning dazeled their eyes

4
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“Lightning in a clear blue skv"’ queried the K-
starung

“It is the Lord Narada ° said Urvasie, gazin~ ey o
at the heavens

“So it is  observed the King dully “Let us ro up
the terrace to walt for him’

‘Look {ather!’ exclilmed Avus exciledly, 12 he watd
€d the heavenlv emissary swiftly descending to ear
“He looks like a silver tree shooting down to eatth fio
heaven

A few seconds later, the celestial visttor touched lgh!l
down upon the terrace straight as an atrow, to the rre
{1ceination of little Avus

‘HAil to thee King of the Unlversel” sald he, salutin
tne King

Grectinss to thee Lord Narady ' responded the K'n
poldeay  Lut in his heart e fenred that the messen’
v been despatehed to feteh Urvasle back to Hewsen

‘I 1oy bodote ther Tord Marads,” sald Upvasle trem
HEI fhinkin,  the moment was limminent when ot
r~1 ' Jone the earth at st

A, youw Hoe in conjueal bl forever!” sald Nuad
e them
O, nonld that it could he sol” Involuntirily e
¢ ved Tururavay o note of despur In hl, volee
1 n: #hty Indra send, thoo greetines and a me
brean ford Marwly when they vere adl seaeld
Lo oulocars,” answricd Pururavis e.pectin:
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“I obey Indra’s commands to the letter,” joyfully de-
clared the king

“Ah a dagger has been pulled out of my heart!”
breathed Urvasie happily, a supreme, unspeakable joy
fllumining her radiant and lovely countenance






THE RAGHUVANGSA
OR
A SAGA OF OLD IND






CHAPTER I

Tais 1s THE sAGA of an old and ancient dynasty of kings
of India, a noble and illustrious race of heroes, dazzling
in virtue and might, who ruled their day with majesty
and power

In this glorious line, there sprang a great king called
Dilipa, the son of the wise and reverent Manu, who be-
gan the race, as the purest word may begin the Holy
Scriptures Tall, handsome, and broad-shouldered, a
warrlor to the hilt, Dilipa walked the world like a Meru,
adored by his people, hated and feared by his enemies

Dilipa guarded his kingdom like a wise and just fa-
ther, watching over his subjects’ welfare with zealous
care There seemed indeed to be naught lacking in
thelr happiness,—or his,—except one thing he had no
son and helir to succeed him on the throne of his fathers
The gentle Queen Sudakshina, though pure and noble
In heart, was alas' blighted with the curse of barrenness
that gnawed at her empty, miserable womb

At last, the king decided to offer a sacrifice to win a
son  With this end in view, he cast off the burdens and
responsibilities of kingship for a while, and went on a
pligrimage with his chaste Queen, in search of the sage,
Vasishtha, master of all saintly lore and learning

Escorted by a small retinue, and clad in simple, rustic
attire, the royal pair sped through the forests in a cha-
tiot, accompanied by the peacock’s call, and startling the
deer Into swift retreat Overhead, the cranes flew around
as they travelled swiftly onward, the cool breezes lashing
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cciinst their faces Like a whip Time and asida thr
stoppecd st wavside shrines to greet a priest whn widds
them goedspeed ard success or talh to simple herdse. s
w00 vicrd with cich othier to offer them ghee but.or
rice-milx g they chatted informalls to their Rine amd
gueen about the ancient trees that bordeied the rond
or tte c¢cattle that grazed in the flelds

With Lnyisn deliehit Diipy pointed out to hils Quen
ovjcers of beuty or curlosity In the moving lindawane
bl At inst they arrhved at the hermi{age of the &yere
S*oon T the chinriot Dilipa handed down his Queen with
tender enve and tocether they enteted the grove, senk {
“x tae cotinge of the Ascetie Thev were recelved at the
gees by the disciples of the Sre, who ushered them Intn
tor Lol man s piesence
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for the n.cht to the thatched cottace prepaved for thel:
reception by tle saintly tribe where they 1oy themeanly,
down to rest unon a spread of sweet-smelling grawe
Vi*h nrerning besin the roval couples devoled -
terdance on the holy cow  Nandinl Graclously e
Q «ccn axcorited Ler with flowers spraved her with per
fusies then led her to the edee of the forest where i
handcd her over to the cire of her husbind he -elf te-
turnins o the hut to spend the dav In praver and it
s
Throuzhout the dw  the roval herdsman pidienth
oy ca iy elvar o ke 2 faithful shiadow —{eeding her
£ =2 eafshe vrew warm tenderly patting her twwn
Jooer o eawrefully miarkine het straving foot<teps, but
S~ v Gesel o g udine her whorever she chose to roun
A vhey din L 0l the cow tuined her stops home
~ =2 1oy 1D the Hine  Myjestically she wall ed an
! roerne ty fhe border of the wood, whoete the:
v e dhe Queen, v ho offeted Nandinl o plicte of
-, wn'co b ot pratefully Togelher the King and
< e ) her Pome attonding to her antll shie Dy
¢ v 4y Jan o when ey plweed lanterny and {ooah
1onprt e bed of tarf, then themoelves atd thelr
Cparty by pet
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hands powerless to move Furious with himself for be-
ing unable to strike, with the foe so near at hand, Dilipa,
once more tried to dischaige an arrow, but in vain His
imbs were paralysed, as though by magic

“Cease your futile attempts, great king,” said a human
volce contemptuously “You will shoot your arrows in
vain You cannot harm me, for I am Kumbhodara, the
{riend of Nikumbha And I serve him well, for he always
mounts his bull by climbing upon my back It is he who
has stationed me here in Hon’s disguise to scare away
all beasts that venture too near to this tree which is
his favourite —This cow comes doomed to die! But no
shame accrues to you, for you are powerless to move or
resist ”

For a while, Dilipa was stunned into inaction Even
his mind refused to function Soon, however, his spirit
rebelled against the tyranny of fate Boldly he addressed
the lion

“Q mighty Lion,” he sald, “I know you will laugh at me,
since I cannot act But I cannot in cold blood stand
here and see my master’s below cow slaughtered so
cruelly before my very eyes Instead, I offer you my body
for your food —Take it,—and let the cow go!”

But the lion only smiled at the king's impetuosity

“You have youth, beauty, wealth, and power,” sald he
“Would you throw them all away in haste for the sake
of a cow?—Think Your people in their thousands and
tens of thousands depend upon you Would you, for the
life of one cow, betray them all”>—Do not be afraid of
Your master You can make up for the loss of one cow
by the gift of hundreds Be wise, great king, and save
yourself ”

“Nay,” declared the King firmly ‘“No warrior is worthy
of his name who does not protect the weak ’'Tis an old
ariom that a king who betrays his trust, forfeits his
royaltv and his kingdom No hundreds would make up
to my master for the loss of this holy cow, which you
would not have dared to attack, except by the power of






CHAPTER II

OXNE FINE MORNING, In due course, the Queen’s attendants
brought Dilipa the joyful news that a son had been born
to the Queen Hastening to her apartments, the Xing
gazed long and lovingly upon the babe, feasting his eyes
upon the small, cherubic face, fair as a lotus flower

“My lord,” whispered Sudakshina, looking inexpressibly
heppy, though pale “What is it you desire to name the
- chilg?”

“He shail be called——Raghu” pronounced the proud
father And so the new-born Prince was christened
“Raghu” which means “swiftly-moving”

Throughout the length and breadth of the kingdom
the people rejoiced, drums were sounded, whilst the
tapping of twinkling dancing feet echoed through the
marble palace-halls and in the festive streets As the
Prince grew in health and heauty and nobility of charac-
ter, his parents’ hearts swelled with pride, their love
for each other burning with greater intensity as it
centred upon their only calld

The handsome lad soon learned the principles of reli-
glon and knowledge, his brilllant mind a fertile soil
for lore and learning From his father, he studied the
skilful use of bow and arrow, donning the deerskin, for
not only was Dilipa a great king,—he also excelled in
archery As the young Prince grew to manhood’s estate
graclously and with dignity, his doting father wedded him
to lovely and worthy brides, conferring on him the title
of Associate~King, to bear half the burden of kingship,
which he did with becoming, though majestic modesty

One day, the young Prince, together with other prin-
cely comrades, was engaged in guarding the sacred white
horse that had been set at liberty to roam at will, for
the great aswamedha, or Horse-sacrifice, which his father

109
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- But the hot-headed Raghu refused to yield an inch
before Indra’s formidable might Fearlessly he challeng-
ed him to battle

“Over my dead body shalt thou take my {father’s
horse!” he cried, incensed with rage “Take thy weapon,
King of Gods, since thou seekest to fight”

So saying, the brave Prince strung his bow, and sped
an arrow heavenwards, which hit the mark, plercing
the great god TLosing patience at this affront, Indra
sent a dart with unerring aim that avidly sucked the
Princes blood Next an arrow from the Prince’s side
struck the hand of Indra, whilst another tore his lightn-
‘Ing-flag into pleces

The enraged god thereupon waxed mighty fierce, and
a terrible battle ensued Arrows went up and down the
heavens like winged creatures, but the Prince held on,—
brave, fiery, and tenaclous Nor could great Indra cool
his ardour, though he sent his shafts in lightning succes-
sion At last the gallant Prince cut Indra's bowstring
with a half-moon of steel, at which the wrathful god
seized the bolt of fire with which he was wont to clip
the wings of mountains, and threw it at the Prince with
deadly aim
'x Raghu fell to the ground, sorely wounded, to the sorrow
of his comrades, who rallled round him on all sides

With a superhuman effort, however, he soon rose to his

feet again,—undaunted and undefeated, amidst the loud

cheers of his friends

Then his mighty foe, lost in admiration at his young
adversary’s astonishing courage and endurance in the
face of such a fierce onslaught, addressed himself to
him thus

“Brave Prince,” said he, “thou alone of all mortal men
hast held out against my fiery bolt, which mountains
cannot resist Pleased with thy great valour, I grant

Lthee whatsoever thou wilt,—except the victim horse”
“Mighty King of Gods,” replied the Prince, putting his

sword back into its sheath again “Since thou wilt not



11l TALES FROM RA\LIDAEA
ve tack the horse grant that my g-~d-fearin~ at»

o1
ol

marv ne.ertheless recer e tne Heaven which would hw
teen Lis had he been allowed to complete the Ion~ i x
painiul sacrifices of the asuarcedha In peace

Irarm tincreupon granted the gallant Prince his regeest
Eefore he soared into Lis Heaven aeain

Kirt Dwpr wis overjoved to sece his son alhve and

raore te worse for his adventure thourh he was some
wrrat rarred by the lishitming . Soon the a~ed Kin~ il
tr® w000 bucden of Kingshup unon the youne Prince s
t=~d srouldore himeelf retirine to the forests with his
& - *o end his dazs upen earth In peice nd
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 fortifylng his capital, he set out with his armies, amidst
' the cheers and acclamations of the people, as housewives

showered rice upon him and his hosts for good luck

The alr resounded with the clash of armoured steel,
the trumpeting of elephants, the clanguor of charlots as
they sped through the air raising clouds of dust to the
accompaniment of the shrill neighing of the war-horses
Flags waved high above the ground, as with fiushed
cheeks and flashing eyes, Raghu led his brave armies
across the plains,—fording rivers, clearing {forests,
climbing mountains

On and on they rolled, like the stormy billows of the
ocean,—shouting, laughing, singing, on conquest bound,
sweeping all before them, with one heart and one pur-
pose,—Victory Wherever they passed,—that gallant
band—they uprooted kingdoms, deposed kings, or brought
them m vassalage Sweeping eastward, one by one they
conquered the eastern states, travelling to the palm-
shaded shores of the tlue Bay of Bengal XKingdoms that
submitted gracefully were dealt with mercy, whilst those
that showed defiance were ground in the dust with fierce
fury, until, submitting at last, they bowed before Raghu
like rice-stalks in the wind

Invincible, indestructible, all-conquering, the sun-like
Raghu marched relentlessly onwards, over mountain
ranges, through dense forests, and across river banks, his
mail-clad armies following on swiftly-moving steeds
Turning his face northward, Raghu crossed the desert
egainst the Persians, his inveterate foes, hardly able to
resist the lotus-faced beauties who wooed him with soft
love and tender looks After the toils of the bloody
wars, his armies caroused in shady vine-groves, thelr
war-scars forgotten for the moment in the enchantment
of the rose and the pomegranate, the liquor and the
lovely maidens

Once again they returned to war upon the Sindhu’s
banks, then scaled the Himalayan summits with thelr
tall and fragrent pines,—their phosphorescent plants
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that lighted them by nirht  Upon the slopes of great
Himalaya Rachus men fought the Paharis, fixing his
standard on the snowy helghts

Descending to the plalns, the warrlor-king returned
home at last —slctorlous resplendent covered with glory
and splendour, supreme lord of e~rthly kings, whom he
restored to thelr thrones as hils vassals, or took captive
with him to his capltal

On his return to Ayodhya, great Raghu celebrated a
goigeous sacrifice,—the mighty sacrifice which as Supreme
Ruler of the Universe he alone of all earth’s monarchs
had the right to offer, the sacrifice which enjoined on
the ruler the bestowal of all his wealth in alms Nor did
Raghu take any tates from his defeated foes, but sent
the captive kings who had graced his triumphal return
home, back to their deserted queens

Some time after Raghu had performed the grand
Imperial Sacrifice, there came to him an eminent Brah-
min, named Kautsa, to ask of the King the fee required
by his Teacher and Preceptor, Varatantu, who had taught
him the Sacred Scriptures

“Greetings to thee, good Brahmin,” said Raghu, recelv-
ing him graciously “And how fares thy great Master,
the Chief among the Saints of our day®”

“He is well, Your Majesty,” replied the Brahmin But
seelng that the King had bestowed all his wealth in alms,
according to the laws of the sacrificial rite he had per-
formed, he refrained from disclosing to him the real
purpose of his visit

“Tell me, Kautsa, In what way I can serve you®" ashked
the King, realising that the Brahmin was holding some-
thing back For some time, Kautsa beat about the bush,
not knowing what to say But on being pressed by Raghu,
he blurted out hls need at last

“Great King,” he began hesltantly *“My need Is
such that you can searce supply it, even though you be
thrice willing to do so —I fear I have come at the wrong
time, and must, therefore, return without help”
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“But, my dear friend,” insisted the King “You have
not yet told me what is your need'”

“It is this ” replied the Brahmin “I had come to ask
my Teacher’s fee —But it matters not I'll seek it else-
where Your riches, sire, are already well bestowed ”

“What is the fee you owe your Teacher?” asked the
King

“Well,” answered Kautsa, with a sigh “It 18 very
great indeed When I completed my studies, I asked
the Saint how I should repay his great debt He declared,
my faithful loyalty and love were his only fee But
when I insisted too much, I fear I exasperated him For
he answered impatiently, and without consideration of
my poverty ‘The sciences I have taught thee can scarcely
be obtained for fourteen millions!’ he cried ‘Bring me
that sum’—But I dare not ask you for the boundless
reward he claims”

The King was touched to the quick at his inability
to grant the Brahmin's request

“It would seem strange,” he replied proudly, “if Raghu
were to turn away a holy man who seeks his Master’s
fee, to find it from another Lord —Stay on awhile as
my guest, until I find you the money you need ”

“Slre,” answered the Brahmin gratefully “You over-
whelm me I do not know how to thank you!”

“It is the duty and pleasure of princes to serve their
people,” replied Raghu

Immediately, the King made preparations to set out
to obtain the priceless sum from Kuvera, the Lord of
Wealth, by the use of force, if necessary Planning to
start on his mission at the crack of dawn, Raghu retired
to rest for the night, his store of arms and weapons
kept In readiness for the morning’s adventure

But at dawn they brought him word, that while he
slept, there fell from Heaven a shower of gold that filled
all the palace courtyard to overflowing Kuvera had
rained down the riches in fear of Raghu’s might

“Tell the Brahmin,” sald the King, sending for Kautsa,
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“that RE~ghu has found him the boon he craved”

When Kautsa saw the store of gold, he was agape with
astonishment

‘Why —why,—where did it come from, sire?” he gasped

The King smlled

“IL Is yours,” he sald simply

“But this is much more than I asked for,” piotested
the Bralhmin

“Nevertheless take it,” insisted the King

At last Eautsa consented to take the whole golden
treasure, borne on camels’ backs

“For thee, noble King, even Heaven pours forth her
favours for the asklng,” said Kautsa thanking the King
“Thou art Indeed possessed of all things save one Recelve
a son as brilllant, as virtuous, and as noble as‘thyselfl"

CHAPTER IV

Awp so IT came to pass, not long after, the Queen gave
birth to a son, a beautiful child whom his father called
Aja, the Unborn One, after the Supreme Soul

His father’s pride and joy, Aja was brave and gentle,
and grew up into a tall and exceedingly handsome Prince,
whom all the maidens and their mothers loved to gaze
upon When he was grown to noble youth, and had
acquired all wisdom and learning and skilful knowledge
of the use of arms, his father sent him to Vidarbha,
where King Bhoja of Krathakalsakas was holding the
swayamvara of his beautiful sister, Indumati

Anxlous that his son should win such a peerless Prin-
cess for a bride, Raghu despatched him, escorted by a
vast army, as became his high estate, to join the throng
of princes and kings who had been Invited to attend the
memorable ceremony

Breaking journey to Vidarbha on the fertile banks of
the Narbada river, Aja was resting with his hosts, when

”~
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a greel elephant reared his head above the river waters,
rose from among the waves, and trumpeting loudly, burst
furiously through the torrents on to the river-bank There
was a wild stampede among the beasts of Aja’s camp,
who sterted in headlong fllght before the elephant,
causing complete chaos and confusion among his soldlers

4Aja alone held his presence of mind Drawing slightly
at his bow-string in order not to mortally wound the
beast,—it being forbidden by the law—he loosed a shaft
which struck the great tusker between the eyes Before
the amazed eyes of the whole company, the elephant
immediately shed his animal exterlor, and assumed the
guise of a young god, clad in resplendent robes of shim-
mering silk,

“Falr prince,” sald he, Introducing himself to Aja “I
am Priyamvada, the son of Indra, who was cursed by
Matanga in days gone by, and doomed to remain in
elephant’s shape until thou, sprung from the illustrious
dynasty of Ikshvaku, shouldst split my brow —I have
long yearned for thee, dear iriend, and now that thou
hast freed me from this accursed spell, pray accept this
magic arrow named ‘Sleep-compellor’, which will bring
thee sure triumph and vietory over thy enemies, as a
small token of my gratitude”

The two clasped their hands in firm friendship as Aja
courtecusly accepted the gift from the hands of the
young god Soon after, they parted company, one going
to Vidarbha to seek a beautiful bride, the other turning
his face towards the groves of Chaltraratha

At long last, after a journey of many days, Aja arrived
at the gates of Bhoja’s capital, where he was right royally
received by the king and his subjects, who conducted
him to a beautiful mansion prepared for his reception
The Prince retired to his chamber for the night, but
there was to be no sleep for the excited Aja, who lay
awake thinking of the lovely maiden whom the kings
and princes of the world had come to woo from far and
near It was daybreak when sleep came to Aja at last,

!
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filled with fitful dreams of an enchanting princess

But the songs of the minstrels awoke him then, calling
to him to greet the auspicious day

“Awake, sweet Prince! Open thine eyes,

‘The moon sinks low,—the stars are vanishing fast

‘Thy flower-wreaths langulsh,—the lamps burn dim,

“For the vell of night has lifted at last”

So sang the minstrels, arousing the Prince with their
soft, lyrical strailns Then Aja, arrayed in all his princely
finery, joined the host of kings and princes and chiefs
who had gathered together in the lofty hall of the palace
to grace the beauteous Indumatl’s swayamvara ‘

Seated around the hall on high thrones, the rulers
and princes and chiefs who came to woo the princess,
appeared llke so many gods In all their jewelled glory,
as they walted anxiously for the maiden to enter There
was a slight stir among the suitor-kings as Aja entered
tall and fair and resplendent in his youthful beauty, with
his upright carriage and dignified bearing All looked
at him with dismay, for as the stars pale before the moon,
so did the suitor-kings feel robbed of their brightness
and luminosity before the god-like Aja Nor did they
harbour hopes of winning the fair Indumati any more

Mounting the carved steps to the throne prepared for
him, Aja sat down upon the golden seat amid the hostile
stares of his rivals The aroma of burning aloes filled
the air with its pungent sweetness, whilst gay and auspi-
clous music floated up to the hall from the courtyard
below

At last, radiant and glowing and beautiful in her gor-
geous wedding robes came the Princess, borne upon a
palanquin of gold studded with precious stones, to choose
herself a Lord from among the majestic host present
That peerless beauty, Creation’s masterplece of art and
craftsmanship, Indumati,—the day-dream and heart’s
desire of countless kingly hearts, was the cynosure of
hundreds of admiring glances, with her magnetic person-
rUWty, such iIs the power that great and perfect beauty

i
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exercises over the minds of men
As the Princess entered, the different suitors reacted
in various ways to their feelings of tension and nervous-
ness Some played with their garlands, others traced
imaginary lines with thelr feet, still others straightened
their coronets, tossed dice into the air, or pretended to
engage each other in earnest conversation But all the
while their eyes were glued upon the fascinating vislon
in white and gold, whose sparkling beauty held them
all in complete thraldom
With the help of her maldens, the Princess stepped
ydown from the palanquin, watched by a hundred hypno-
tised eyes Then led by her gulde and lady-in-waliting,
a gentle-woman of noble rank named Sunanda, she
passed slowly along the line of kings and princes and
chieftains, silent and impassive, listening as her compa-
nion eloquently extolled the talents and virtues and
greatness of each of them
First Sunanda led the Princess to the mighty Lord of
Magadha
“Devout and plous, he rules in Magadha, this mighty
Prince,” proclaimed Sunanda in a clear voice “His
thoughts are noble, and his arm strong to save the weak
and helpless —Wilt thou give thy hand to him, sweet
Princess®” After praising him, Sunanda paused But
the Princess bowed ever so slightly,—a small, cold little
bow of silent rejection
+ Then Sunanda led the maiden to Anja’s Lord
\ “Here stands Anja’s Lord,” she declared, “whom hea-
I\ienly damsels have sought to woo, so youthful and
Insome is he Fair of speech and noble in action, he
a belng apart Thou wouldst be a fortunate Queen if
hou didst choose him for thy lord™”
But “Move on'” said the maliden, averting her eyes
Tom Anja’s King, though she knew him to be a fine
d worthy prince
“Here stands Avanti’s Lord,” sald the Lady Sunanda,
ading her Princess before another noble King “Lean
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and strong and noble is he Dwelling In great Kala, al
through the year he and his queens enjoy beautifu
nlghts O beautcous Maid, wouldst thou like to wandel
through shady groves in the company of this fine King?

But once more the mysterious malden passed on Iike
a silent, graceful swan, her pure and tender heart yet
unfl<ed on any

Newt Sunanda led Indumati, Brahma's fairest child
before Anupa’s Lord

“Sprung from the great Kartavirya, King and Saint
of yore, who brought even the mighty Lord of Lant a upon
his knees, is Pratapa, the friend of all salnts and sages
Wilt thou be this brave man’s wife®”

But still Indumat! remained aloof and Inscrutable, her
fancy free to roam at will

Then they came to Sushena, Lord of Surasena

“"Look upon this king,” observed Sunanda “He i3
brave and handsome and blazing in battle, the possessor
of gems without equal. Wit thou marry him, maiden,
and bathe In the waters of the Jumna, or wander at will
in Brindaban gardens, or gaze with joy upon the gay
peacocks of Govardhan, dancing madly among the
rocks®”

Once more the Princess passed on with majestic
demeanour and averted glance, her heart untouched,
and yet another face 1t up with hope a moment earler
by her dazzling glance, fell with disappointment stark
and keen sinking into deepest gloom

. Next the falr Princess listened with a half-smile on
her face, as Sunanda pralsed Kalinga’s King

“See this warrior-king, he is Lord of Ocean too An
archer without equal he Is long-armed and brave Be
his bride, and thou wilt walk upon the palm-grove-laden
shores of Ocean, where cool breezes will kiss and caress
thy satin skin”

Another’s destined bride, the Princess passed on relent-
lessly

Next they turned to Nagpur’s King
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“See this great King,” cried Sunanda, ‘“whom Agastya
he great himself vouchsafed to greet, and Lanka’s king
vould fain have befriended, since he had won the Bow
f Shiva Give him thy hand, and enjoy the sunny
outhern land He is dark,—thou art dazzlingly fair,—
et his darkness be a foil to thy fair beauty"”

But the malden was unmoved, and pald no heed to
‘he words ILuike the lotus blossom that waits for the
sun to rise In the heavens, and will not open its petals
0 the moon’s whité rays, her heart remained closed
and shut to all.

Onward, at last, she came to Prince Aja, poised like
a lily upon its fragile stalk. The Prince’s heart missed
a beat as he gazed at her with all his soul, wondering,
“Shall I find favour,—or fail, ke the rest®” His right
arm throbbed uncontrollably as the bright Princess came
and stood before him, and returned his look with a
smile At last her heart was given,—irresistibly drawn
from her breast like a mmagnet, as in that deep, long
glance she ylelded him up all her pure, steadfast, and
eternal love

The shrewd, worldly-wise lady-in-walting percelved at
once that her beautiful, moon-like Princess had glven her
heart at last, and thus she took up her tale

“Sprung from high Ikshvaku’s line, this royal Prince
Tules in North Kosala Risen from a King of kings,
his proud and mighty race shone with greater splendour
when kingly Dllipa ruled, then unconquerable Raghu,
who won an Empire by his prowess in battle, but gave
£way hls wealth In alms, as becomes the mightiest of
monarchs His fame has reached high heaven itself

“Now this bright Prince bears half the burden of that
mlghty Empire which his sire once bore alone Choose
him for thy lord, sweet mald, for in youth beauty, nobi-
lity, lineage, he alone is thy egual, and modest withal ”

When Sunanda ceased to speak, the Princess shed her
shyness and reserve, and by her ardent glance proclaimed
her love for the Prince Yet modesty prevented her cast-

\
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ing around his neck the wreath that sealed her choice,
until Sunanda, noting her maidenly confusion, recalled
her to herself by pretending to lead her away, saying
“Come, gracious lady, let us pass on to the others!”
The malden gave her an indignant glance, and at
once threw the wreath around the blushing Prince's
neck Clasped by that garland woven with the lovellest
roses and lilies and jasmines of the land, Aja felt the
rapture of first love sweep over him with an intoxlcating
sweetness Hot and confused and dizzy with happiness,
the Prince heard the acclamations of the people, as,
with one accord, they halled the perfect match —the
union of two lovely souls In perfect beauty clothed

CHAPTER V

Kmc BHoJA THEN led the happy train to wed his sister
to her chosen lord, whilst with chagrined looks and
ruffled feelings, the rival suitor-kings, spurned by Indu-
mati, went back to their camps, harbouring thoughts of
revenge and hatred in their hearts

With her handsome Prince Charming by her side, the
fair Princess walked over flowers strewn in her path by
the loyal citizens, who rejoined greatly with the young
lovers, hafling the gladsome sight, for they appeared like
Love and Springtime wedded together

‘“Tong lve Prince Aja and Princess Indumatit” the
cries resounded through the city as the procession passed
towards the Ling’s palace, where the Priest walted to
marry them Women thronged the latticed balconies to
catch a glimpse of their beauteous Princess and her god-
like bride-groom-elect, throwing auspicious rice and
flowers upon the heavenly couple

Together, the celestial pair arrived at last at the royal
palace There, before the sacred fire, Indumati’s falr

»d eclasped tightly In Aja’s firm strong grasp, the
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Priest joined them together in holy wedlock Hand-in-
hand, the newly-wedded pair walked around the sacred
fire, then the bride, radiant with happiness and joy that
amid a host of kings, she had found the soul that match-
ed her own, threw upon the fire her offering of rice Fed
by cassia, oil, and grain, the holy flame rose higher and
higher to bless the wedded pair, who glowed with a
great happiness, their joined hands sharing the fire of
pure and tender passion

After the sacred ceremony was over, the princely pair
were seated on golden thrones, where the king, most
noble of hosts, the members of his family, and the royal
guests threw auspicious rice on them

When the marrlage celebrations were completed, King
Bhoja sent to each disappointed sultor-king a host of
lavish gifts, which they made a show of accepting with
graciousness, though inwardly their hearts were dark-
ened by treacherous thoughts For they plotted together
to lie in wait for the Prince and Princess on the high
road, and seize the bride

Meanwhile King Bhoja gave his beloved sister a rich
dowry before he speeded the young couple homewards
towards Ayodhya, accompanied by a mighty convoy,
himself camping with them for three days without the
city Hardly had King Bhoja parted company with Aja

- and his bride, when the banded kings barred their way,

to smite the Prince who had taken from them the Pearl
among maidens, Indumatt

At once the Prince placed his precious bride in the
safe keeping of a tried and faithful warrlor, and threw
himself impetuously on the banded host, boldly challeng-
ing them to fight A fierce struggle ensued, in which
thariot with charfot, horse with horse, elephant with
elephant, warrior with warrior, met in deadly strife The
dust ralsed by the battle was so thick that the sun itself
was obscured, and frlend from foe could not be distin-

fuicsihed, encept when men shouted out the names of their
eaders
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Horses, elephants, and men lay in a gore of blood that
streamed the earth llke so many rivers, whilst archers’
deadly barbs darted swiftly back and forth through tae
dense atmosphere, rent with the walls of the dying,
mingling with the battle-cries of the live The dreadful
battle-field appeared like a vertible Feast of Deatn with
dead men’s heads, fallen helmetis, and blood, blood—
crimson-red blood—everywherel

The fortunes of war rested now with one side, now
with the other, till at length Prince Aja, still as fresh
and untired as at the outset of hostllitles, used agalnst
his foes the magic, sleep-produclng weapon presented
to him by Priyamvada At once the whole host of kings
was hypnotlsed into deep slumber, becoming as impotent
as morons In the sudden stlllness that followed, Aja
ralsed the conch-shell to his lips and blew upon it, to
call his warriors together

Then upon his enemlies’ banners he wrote in blood

“Raghu’s son has robbed you of your honour, but he
spares your lives out of mercy!”

At last he approached his trembling bride, who wept
with joy and rellef to see him alive

“Look, Beloved,” he sald tenderly “Behold our foes
as helpless as children Could such mice as these take
thee from me?”

At these words, Indumati’s lovely face brightened She
loved her peerless Prince yet more for having so gallantly
fought for her, and wordlessly clung to him, as he bore
her triumphantly home to Ayodhya

When Prince Aja returned home with his peerless and
hard-won bride, Raghu welcomed them joyfully knowling
what had transplred on the way He then begqueathed
his kingdom upon Aja, himself turning to tread the way
of peace in the forests, as was the wont of monarchs of
the solar race, when their sons had come of age But
Aja begged his father not to leave him Whereupon

«aghu retired to dwell In a retreat near the city, instead

Jjourning in the forests

%
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The people hailed their young monarch as a second
Ragnu, and he in turn watched over thelr weal with care
and justice and wise counsel He treated none with
scorn, was neither harsh nor lenient, but always followed
the golden mean of kingly conduct

Whilst Aja sought to subjugate all earthly kings, his
father fixed his thoughts on the divine, subduing all
earthly desires and bonds, until his soul went forth to
Join the Soul Supreme, being deeply mourned by his son

Soon after his father’s death, the lovely Indumati
brought forth a son, named Dasaratha, who was destined
{0 be the sire of the divine hero, Rama, the slayer of
ten-headed Ravana

For a time, Aja and Indumati, that divinely matched
couple, tasted the sweetness and joy of a peifect union,
—the marriage of minds and souls in tune with one
another, while the birth of thelr son Dasaratha had
added a fullness to their already rich lives Aja used
his might to free the oppressed, his sacred lore to serve
the saints, and his wealth to Improve his subjects’ wel-
fare And was thrice blessed There seemed indeed to
be naught lacking in his full and rounded life But
sorrow alas! lay hid in ambush for the happy Aja

CHAPTER VI

'O 4 seo, fateful day, as Aja and his beloved Indumati
valked arm-in-arm through the lovely gardens that
-1ay on the outskirts of the city, there fell from Heaven
Lpon Indumati’s soft breast a wreath of celestial flowers,
- ¥hich the rushing wind dropped from the harp of the
alvine minstrel Narada, who weas passing that way at
- the moment

A mere touch of that woeful wreath, and alas' the
.Tadlant Indumati became pale as death, and tottering,
el lfeless at her husband’s feet She fell,—and he
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fell after her

They found him unconsclous~—thelr beloved King—
and recalled him to life, but their lovely Queen, alas'
was beyond ecarthly recall The spark of Ufe had leit
her sweet body, so all help or attendance was in vain
Like a harp that needs tuning, the stricken Aja raised
her upon his lap,~his beautiful Indumati,—peerless of
queens, matchless of maldens Unbellevingly he gazed
upon her ashen face Like the grey moon at pale dawn
it appeared In death, cold and unearthly

Passionately he lamented her, his firm,, strong mind
broken by the sudden, fragic loss Piteously he bemoaned
his fate

“Can the soft touch of flowers take a life® Then what
missile may not be fatal, when Destiny wishes to des-
troy?—Or perhaps Death chooses a soft dart to take a
soft life, even as the softest snow can whither the most
delicate blossom? Mayhap Death meant his cruel shaft
for me® Oh unhappy Fate, that struck the gentle Ivy,
while the oak remains!

“Beloved!" wept Aja “Why hast thou so suddenly
forsaken me, whose heart was forever thine® How have |
I wronged thee, sweet, that thou hast left me thus with-
out warning.-—alone, desolate, widowed®-Didst thou
doubt my love, O dearly-beloved? But my heart beat fat
thee alone, O heavenly one! I would fain die with thee!
—1my stricken soul didst Iollow thine, but alast returned
alone Oh, how swiftly didst thy soul fly to Heavenl—
Art thou dead?--I can scarce belleve it! Look how the
wind ripples thy fair hair, and rustles through thy gar-
ments Perhaps the breath of life will scon stir thy
dear body, and bring thee back to succour my soul —and
our child’s Oh, awake, dear love, and disperse my sor-
row Return to me again, O my beloved, for I cannol
live without thee

“0 dear face that was a few minutes ago so eloquent.(
so joyous, so radiant—I weep to see it so mute and still

» sllent!”

»
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“0 lovely one,” walled the stricken king, “whose deli-
cate limbs could scarcely rest upon a bed of softest
flowers and leaves, how canst thou stand the brutal
violence of the burning funeral-pyre? Alas'! all nature
mourns thee, Beloved! The air is still with sorrow The
asola, that thou didst tend with thine own loving hands,
cries for thee, shedding its blossoms, like floods of tears
—O bitter, bitter irony of fate, that mine should be the
hands to make garlands out of them for thy funeral,
O my love!

“All joy has fled from the earth,—my bed now wiil le
cold, dark, desolate'—Thou alone possessed my heart, O
my dove, but thou leavest me, alone and deserted! Soul
of my soul, friend, sweetheart, wife, queen, — cruel
Death hath deprived me of all! My life is now barren,—
vhich was filled to overflowing with thy love, O thou
gazelle-eyed one!”

Bereaved Aja thus mourned for his lost love, and would
not be comforted

At last from his lap the people removed the dead
Queen, and reverently laid her upon a pyre of sandal-
wood mived with aloes, dressed in white silken robes,
as befitted a Queen, and garlanded with white flowers
Heart-broken Aja would fain have mounted the pyre
that consumed his beautiful Queen But for his subjects’
sake he llved on, though sorrow was now to be his
constant companion

For ten days he haunted that grove, given over to
grief, then in that garden left his dearest forever
Dejected and gloomy, he entered his capital city, where
bis subjects received him silently, the tears coursing
gown thelr furrowed cheeks, like floods overflowing the
gates of their pitying hearts

There came to Aja then a disciple from his Teacher
and Preceptor, with words of comfort to console and
calm him

“O plous King,” said the disciple ‘““Tis a heavy and
Erlevous blow has befallen thee, alas! The Salnt sends
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me to speak thee words of comfort and peace 'Tis true
words avail little in the face of sueh grief and sorrov
whose pangs can only be dulled or blunted by the pas-
sage of time —But brace thyself, O King, for thy psople’s
sal.e /

“The Saint, whose supernatural powers enable him %
plerce the vell of truth beyond this life, blds me tel
thee, that In days gone by, Trinabindu, the famou
recluse, had, by his religious toils and penances, mad:
Indra feel insecure in his position The god thereupo
sent down to earth a celestial nymph named Harlnl,
lure Trinabindu away from hils austeritles When tht
Saint saw her, he cursed her for her wanton beauty
bidding her be exiled on earth Upon her humbly plead-
ing for mercy, however, he relented a little “When thot
shalt see the flowers of Heaven again thy exile on eartt
shall end?’ sald he ’Twas this nymph that was born I
Bhoja's house as Princess Indumati, whom thou dids!
win for bride Destiny beckoned her to Heaven with
those celestial flowers that fell upon her breast—sh¢
could not help but go!

“Oh, mourn her not too much, good King Before
Fate’s decree, all men must bow, even kings And the
teals of loved ones disturb the departed souls  This
transient life is but bondage to the immortal soul, which
is liberated by Death The wise should not grieve when
the soul shakes off the earthly shackles that bind It In
life”

Aja bowed silently before the Saint’s message, but the
words of counsel fell on unheeding ears His stricten
spirit endured life’s toil for elght long years, till his son
was grown to manhood Then renouncing food and
drink, he went to the holy place at the confluence of the
Ganga and the Sarayu, where he shed his earthly body
to joln his falr love agaln In the heavenly groves of
Nandana



CHAPTER VII

DasaraTHA TFE soN of Aia and Indumati, was hailed by
his subjects as a worthy successor to his great father

- Tor he who was descended from Manu's noble race

worked untiringly for his folk

Straight as an arrow, upright of character, self-con-
trolled, and scorming idle pleasutes, Dasaratha rivalled
Yama, Varuna, and Kuvera m his qualities Mighty
archer that he was he circled the earth in his car,
conquermng all who came in his way Kings bowed before
him by the hundreds, as he poured forth his rain of
arrows, breaking up their hostile ranks Conquering
hero of the world, he returned to Ayodhya at last, pro-
claiming his triumph, wielding supreme power And no
rival dared auestion his greatness, for his glory blazed
lite the noon-day sun But he had not yet reached the
peak of his ambitions <

Upon the banks of the Sarayu river he offered a great
horse-sacrifice,—the sacrifice for universal dominion,—
expending all the wealth he had won in his conquest
of the world Clothed in deerskin, with staff and horn
in hand, he appeared like a very incarnation of Siva

Fighting side by siae with Indra, he put to rout the
tvil demons who troubled saintly rites his magic aichery
winning the admiration of celestial maidens, who sang
his praises aloud in the heavens When Dasaratha had
raised his famous dynasty to greater brilliance, lustre,
and magnificence, he wedded three lovely princesses,—
of Magacha, Kosala, and Kekaya,—with vhom he dwelt
in perfect happiness, except that no son was born to him

One day, when the King was out hunting in the forest,
his stald affairs of state forgotten in the thiill of the
Chase, he heard a gurgling sound as of an elephant

{ Qunching his thirst Forgetful of the sacred law for-~
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