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THE RAMAYAN.

BOOK 1I.

————

CANTO XIII.

—— O
DASARATHA'S DISTRESS.

-————e

Unworthy of his mournful fate,

The mighty king, unfortunate,

Lay prostrate in wnscemly guise,

As, banished from the blissful skies,

Yayéti, in his evil day,

Hig merit all exhausted, lay.!

The queen, trivmnphant in the power

Won by her beauty’s fatal dower,

Still terrible and unsubdued, ..

Her dire demand again renewed :

‘Gireat Monarch, "twas thy boast till now

To love the truth and keep the vow;

Then wherefore would thy lips refuse

The promised boon ’tis mine to choose ?’
King Da§aratha, thus addressed,

With anger raging in his breast,

Sank for a while beneath the pain,

Then to Kaikeyi spoke again :

! Only the highest merit obtains a home in heaven for ever.
degrees of merit. procure only leases of heavenly mansions terminable
after periods proportioned to the fund which buys them. King Yaydti
went to heaven, and when his term expired was unceremoniously eject-

ed, and threwn down to varth.



2 THE RAMAYAN,

“Childless so long, at length I won,
With mighty toil, from Heaven a son,
Réma, the mighty-armed ; and how
Shall T desert my darling now ?

A scholar wise, a hero bold,

Of patient mood, with wrath controlled,
How can I bid my Réma fly,

My darling of the lotus eye?

In heaven itself I scarce could bear,
When asking of my Rdma there,

To hear the Gods his griefs declare,
And O, that death would take me hence
Before I wrong his innocence !’

As thus the monarch wept and wailed,
And maddening gricf his heart assailed,
The sun had sought his resting-place,

ind night was closing round apace.

%ut yet the moon-crowned night could bring
No comfort to the wretched king,

As sti he mourned with burning sighs

And fixed his gaze upon the skies:

*O Night whom starry fires adorn,

I long not for the coming morn.

Be kind and show some mercy : see,

My suppliant hands are raised to thee.

Nay, rather fly with swifter pace;

No longer would I see the face

OFQueen Kaikeyf, cruel, dread,

Who brings this woe upon mine head.’
Again with suppliant hands he tried

To move the queen, and wept and sighed :
“To me, unhappy me, inclined

To good, sweet dame, thou shouldst be kind ;
Whose life is woll-nigh fled, who cling

Book I1.



Canto XIII. THE RAMAYAN.

To thee for succour, me thy king.
This, only this, is all my claim:
Have mercy, O my lovely dame.
None else have I to take my part:
Have mercy: thou art good at heart.
Hear, lady of the soft black eye,
And win a name that ne'er shall die:
Let Rdma rule this glorious land,
The gift of thine imperial hand.
O lady of the dainty waist,
With eyes and lips of beauty graced,
Please Rdma, me, cach saintly priest,
Bharat, and all from chief to least.
She heard his wild and mournful ery,
She saw the tears his speech that broke,
Saw her good husband’s reddened eye,
But, cruel still, no word she spoke.
His eycs upon her face he bent,
And sought for mercy, but in vain:
She claimed his darling’s banishment,
He swooned upon the ground again.
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CANTO XIV.

RAMA SUMMONED.

e

The wicked queen her speech renewed,
When rolling on the earth she viewed
Ikshvéku’s son, Ayodhyd’s king,

For his dear Rima sorrowing:

‘ Why, by a simple promise bound,

Liest thou prostrate on the ground,

As though a grievous sin dismayed

Thy spirit? Why so sore afraid ?

Keep still thy word. The righteous deem
That truth, mid duties, is supremc;

And now in truth and honour’s name

I bid thee own the binding claim.
éaivya, a king whom earth obeyed,
Once to & hawk a promise made,

Gave to the bird his flesh and bone,
Axd by his truth made heaven his own.!
Alarka, when a2 Brahman famed

For Scripture lore his promise claimed,
Tore from his head his bleeding eycs
And unreluctant gave the prize.

‘His narrow bounds preseribed restrain
The Rivers’ Lord, the mighty main,
,Wha, though his watérs boil and rave,
Keeps faithful to the word he gave.
Truth all religion comprehends,
“Thrétgh all the world Hts might extends

"+ Boe ddditional Notes, THE SUPPLIANT DOVE.



Canto X17V. THE RAMAYAN.

In truth alone is justice placed,

On truth the words of God are based:
A life in truth unchanging past

Will bring the highest. bliss at last,

If thou the right would still pursue,
Be constant to thy word and true:
Let me thy promise fruitful see,

For boons, O King, proceed from thee,
Now to preserve thy righteous fame,
And yielding to my earncst claim—
"'hrice I repeat it—send thy child,
Thy Rima, to the forest wild.

But:if the boon thou still deny,

Jucen Kaikeyl's fearless tongue,
¥ Bali strove in vain to loose
His limbs from Indra’s fatal noose.
Dismayed in soul and pale with fear,
The monarch, like a trombling steer
Between the chariots wheel and yoke,
Again to Queen Kaikeyi spoke,
With sad eyes fixt in vacant stare,
Gathering courage from despair :
‘That hand 1 took, thou sinful dame,
With texts, before the sacred Hame,
Thee and thy son, I scorn and late,
And all at once repudiate.

‘he night is fled: the dawn is near:

n will the holy priests be hero

1 me for the rite prepare

ith my son the throne will share.

sparation made to grace

ma in his royal place—
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With this, ¢’en this, my darling for

My death the funeral flood shall pour.

Thou and thy son at least forbear

In offerings to my shade to share,

For by the plot thy guile bas laid

His consecration will be stayed.

This very day how shall I brook

To meet each subject’s altered look ?

To mark ecach gloomy joyless brow

That was so bright and glad but now ¥
While thus the high-souled monareh spoke

To the stern queen, the morning broke,

And holy night had slowly fled,

With moon and stars engarlinddd.

Yet once again the cruel queen

Spoke words in answer fieree and keen,

Still on her evil pupuse beut,

Wild with her rage and eloquoent :

‘ What speech is this7 Such wouds as these

Scem sprung from puison-sonn discase.

Quick to thy noble Rima send

And bid lim on his sire attend.

When to my son the rule is given ;

When Rédma to the woods is driven ;

When not a rival copus with me,

From chains of duty thon art free.’
Thus goaded, like a generons stecd
Urged by sharp spurs to double speud,

‘ My senses are astray,” he cried,
* And duty’s bonds my hands have tied.
T long to see mine cldest son,
My virtuous, my heloved one.

And now the night had past away ;
Out shone the Maker of the day,
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Canto X1V, THE RAMAYAN.

Bringing the planctary hour

And moment of auspicious power.
Va$ishtha, virtuous, far renowned,
Whose young disciples girt him round,
With sacred things without delay
Through the fair city took his way.

He traversed, where the people thronged,
And all for Réma’s coming longed,

The town as fair in festive show

As his who lays proud cities low.!

He reached the palace where he heard
The mingled notes of many a bird,
Where crowded thick high-honoured bands
Of guards with truncheouns in their hands,
Begirt by many a sage, clate,

VaSishtha reached the royal gate,

And standing by the door he found
Sumantra, for his form renowned, -
The kiug’s illustrious charioteer

And noble counsellor and peer.

To him well skilled in every part

Of his hereditary art

Vasishtha said : <O chariotee, -
Inform the king that I am here.

Here ready by my side behold

These sacred vessels made of gold,
Which water for the rite contain

From Gangd and cach distant main.
Here for installing I have brought

The seat prescribed of fig-wood wrought,
All kinds of seed and precious scent
And many a gem and ornament ;

Grain, sacred grass, the garden’s spoil,

-7

! Indra, called also Puraudara, Town-destroyer,
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Honey and curds and milk and oil ;
Eight radiant maids, the best of all
War elephants that feed in stall ;

A four-horse car, a bow and sword,

A litter, men to bear their lord ;

A white umbrella bright and fair

That with the moon may well compare ;
Two chouries of the whitest hair;

A golden beaker rich and rare;

A bull high-humped and fair to view,
Girt with gold bands and white of hue,
A four-toothed steed with flowing mane,
A throne which lions carved sustain ;

A tiger’s skin, the sacred fire,

Fresh kindled,which the rites require ;
The best musicians skilled to play,
And dancing-girls in raiment gay ;
Kine, Bréhmans, teachers fill the court,
And bird and beast of purest sort
From town and village, far and near,
The noblest men are gathered here,

Here merchants with their followers crowd.

And men in joyful converse loud,
And kings from many a distant land
To view the consecration stand.
The dawn is come, the lucky day ;
Co bid the monarch haste away,
That now Prince Réma may obtain
The empire, and begin his reign.’
Soon as he heard the high behest
The driver of the chariot pressed
Within the chambers of the king,
His Jord with praises honouring.
Az nene of all the warders checked

Book I1.
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His entrance for their great respect
Of him well known, in place so high,
Still fain their king to gratify.

He stood beside the royal chief,
Umwitting of his deadly grief,

And with sweet words began to sing
The praises of his lord and king:

* As, when the sun begins to rise,
The sparkling sea delights our eyes,
Wake, calm with gentle soul, and thus
Give rapture, mighty King, to us.
Asg Mitali' this selfsame hour

Sang lauds of old to Indra’s power,
When he the Titan hosts o’erthrew,
So hymn I thee with praises due.
The Vedas, with their kindred lore,
Brahmé their soul-born Lord adore,
‘With all the doctrines of the wise,
And bid him, as T bid thee, rise.

As, with the moon, the Lord of Day
Wakes with the splendour of his ray -
Prolitic Earth, who neath him lies,
So, mighty King, I bid thee rise.
With blisstul words, O Lord of men,
Rise, radant in thy form, as when
The #n ascending darts his light
From Meru’s everlasting height.
May Siva, Agni, Sun, and Moon
Bestow on thee each choicest boon,
Kuvera, Varun, Indra bless
Kakutstha's son with all success.
Awake, the holy night is fled,

The happy light abroad is spread ;

! Tudra’s charioteer.
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Awake, O best of kings, and share
The glorious task that claims thy care
The holy sage Vafishtha waits,

With all his Brdhmans, at the gates
Give thy decree, without delay,

To consecrate thy son to-day.

As armies, by no captain led,

As flocks that feed unshepherded,
Such is the fortune of a state

Withcut a king and desolate’

Such were the words the bard addiessed.
With weight of sage advice impressed ;
And, as he heard, the hapless king
Felt deeper yet his sorrow’s sting
At length, all joy and comfort fled,
He raised his eyes with weeping red,
And, mournful for his Rdma’s sake,
The good and glorious monarch spake
* Why seek with idle praise to greet
The wretch for whom no praise is meet #
Thy words mine aching bosom tear,
And plunge me deeper in despair’

Sumantra heard the sad reply,

And saw his master’s tearful eye.
With reverent palm to palm applied
He drew a little space aside.

Then, as the king, with misery weak,
With vain endeavour strove to speak,
Kaikeyf, skilled in plot and plan,

To sage Sumantra thus began :

* The king, absorbed in joyful thought
For his dear son, no rest has sought:
Bleepless to him the night has past,
And now o’erwatched he sinks at last.
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Then go, Sumantra, and with speed
The glorious Réma hither lead :
Go, as I pray, nor longer wait ;
No time is this to hesitate
‘How can I go, O lady fair,
Unless my lord his will declare ?’
‘Fain would I see him, cried the king,
* Quick, quick, my beauteous R4ma bring.’
Then rose the bappy thought to cheer
The bosom of the charioteer,
‘The king, I ween, of pious mind,
The consecration has designed.’
Sumantra for his wisdom famed,
Delighted with the thought he framed,
From the calm chamber, like a bay
Of erowded occan, took his way.
He turned his face to neither side,
But forth he hurried straight ;
Only a little while he eyed
The guards who kept the gate.
He saw in front a gathered crowd
Of men of every class,
‘Who, parting as he came, allowed
The charioteer to pass,
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CANTO XV.

THE PREPARATIONS.

S———

There slept the Brdhmans, deeply read

In Scripture, till the night had fled:;
Then, with the royal chaplains, they
Took each his place in long array.

There gathered fast the chiefs of trade,
Nor peer nor captain long delayed,
Assembling all in order due

The consecrating rite to view.

The morning dawned with cloudless ray

On Pushya’s high auspicious day,

And Cancer with benignant power
Looked down on Réma’s natal hour.

The twice-born chiefs, with zealous heed,
Made ready what the rite would need.
The well-wrought throne of holy wood
And golden urns in order stood.

There was the royal car whereon

A tiger’s skin resplendent shone;

There water, brought for sprinkling thence
‘Where, in their sacred confluence,
‘Blend Jumn4’s waves with Gangd's tide,
From many a holy flood beside,

From brook and fountain far and near,
From pool and river, sea and mere.

And there were honey, curd, and oil,
. Puirched rice and grass, the garden’s spoil,
Fresh milk, eight girls in bright attire,
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An elephant with eyes of fire;
And urns of gold and silver made,
With milky branches overlaid,
All brimming from each sacred flood,
And decked with many a lotus bud.
And dancing-women fair and free,
Gay with their gems, were there to sec,
Who stood in bright apparel by
With lovely brow and witching eye.
White flashed the jewelled chouri there,
And shone like moonbeams through the air ;
The white umbrella overhead
A pale and moonlike lustre shed,
Wont in pure splendour to precede,
And in such rites the pomp to lead.
There stood the charger by the side
Of the great bull of snow-white hide;
There was all music soft and loud,
And bards and minstrels swelled the crowd.
For now the monarch bade combine
Each custom of his ancient line
With every rite Ayodhy4’s state
Observed, her kings to consecrate.

Then, summoned by the king’s behest,
The multitudes together pressed,
And, missing still the royal sire,
Began, impatient, to inquire:
‘Who to our lord will tidings bear
That all his people throng the square ?
Where is the king ? the sun is bright,
And all is ready for the rite’

As thus they spoke, Sumantra, tricd
In counsel, to the chiefs replied, -
Gathered from lands on every side:

13
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‘To Réma’s house I swiftly drave,

For so the king his mandate gave.

Our aged lord and Réma too

In honour high hold all of you:

1 in your words (be long your days ')
Will ask him why he thus delays.’

Thus spoke the peer in Scripture read,

And to the ladies’ bower he sped.

Quick through the gates Sumantra hied,
Which access ne’er to hira denied.
Behind the curtained screen he drew,
Which veiled the chamber froin the view.
In benediction loud he raised

His voice, and thus the monarch praised :
*Sun, Moon, Kuvera, Siva bless
Kakutstha's son with high success!

The Lords of air, flood, fire decree

The victory, my Kiung, to thee!

The holy night has past away,
Auspicious shines the morning’s ray.
Rise, Lord of men, thy part to take

In the great rite, awake ! awake!
Bréhmans and captains, chiefs of trade,
All wait w festive garb arrayed ;

For thee they look with eager cyes:

O Raghu’s son, awake ! arise !

To him in holy Scripture read,

Who hailed him thus, the monarch said,
“Upraising from his slecp his head :

* Go, R4ma hither lead as thou

Wast ordered by the queen but now.
Come, tell me why my mandate laid
TU'pon thee thus is disobeyed.

Away! and Rdma hither bring ;
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1 sleep not : make no tarrying.’

Thus gave the king command ancw :
Sumantra from his lord withdrew ;
With head in lowly reverence bent,
And filled with thoughts of joy, he went.
The royal street he traversed, where
Waved flag and pennon to the air,
And, as with joy the car he drove,
He let his eyes delighted rove.
On cvery side, where’er he came,
He heard glad words, their theme the same,
As in their joy the gathered folk
Of Rama and the throning spoke.
Then saw he Réma’s palace bright
And vast as Mount Kaildsa’s height,
That glorious in its beauty showed
As Indra’s own supreme abode:
W.ih folding doors both high and wide ;
With hundred porches beautified :
Where golden statues towering roso
O’er gemmed and coralled porticoes:
Bright like a cave in Meru’s side,
Or clouds through Autumn’s sky that ride :
Festooned with length of bloomy twine,
Flashing with pearls and jewels’ shine,
While sandal-wood and aloe lent
The mingled riches of their scent;
With all the odorous sweets that fill
The breezy heoights of Dardar’s hill.
There by the gate the Séras screamed,
And shrill-toned peacocks’ plumage gleamed.
Tts floors with deftest art inlaid,
Its sculptured wolves iu gold arrayed,
With its bright sheen tho palace took
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The mind of man and chained the look,
For like the sun and moon it glowed,
And mocked Kuvera’s loved abode.
Circling the walls a crowd he viewed
Who stéod in reverent attitude,
With throngs of countrymen who sought
Acceptance of the gifts they brought.
The elephant was stationed there,
Appointed Réma’s self to bear;
Adorned with pearls, his brow and cheek
Were sandal-dyed in many a streak,
While he, 1n stature, bulk, and pride,
With Indra’s own Airdvat' vied.
Sumantra, borne by coursers fleet,
Flashing a radiance o’er the strect,
To Rima’s palace flew,
And all who lined the. royal road,
Or thronged the prince’s rich abode,
Rejoiced as near he drew.
And with delight his bosom swelled
As onward still his course he held
Through many a sumptuous court
Like Indra’s palace nobly made,
Where peacocks revelled in the shade,
And beasts of silvan sort.
Through many a hall and chamber wide,
That with Kaildsa’s splendour vied,
Or mansions of the Blest,
While Réma’s friends, beloved and tried,
Before his coming stepped aside,
Still on Sumantra pressed.
He reached the chamber door, where stood
‘Around his followers young and good,

be elephant of Indra.



Canto XV. THE RAMATAN.

Bard, minstrel, charioteer, : ~
Well skilled the tuneful chords to sweep,
With soothing strain to lull to sleep,

Or laud their master dear.

Then, like a dolphin darting through
Unfathomed depths of ocean’s blue

With store of jewels décked,

Through crowded halls that rock-like rose,
Or as proud hills where clouds repose,

Sumantra sped unchecked—

Halls like the glittering domes on high
Reared for the dwellers of the sky
By heavenly architect.
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CANTO XVIL

RAMA SUMMONED.

So through the crowded inner door
Suamantra, skilled in ancient lore,
On to the private chambers pressed
Which stood apart from all the rest.
There youthful warriors, true and bold,
Whose ears were ringed with polished gol
All armed with trusty bows and darts,
Watched with deveoted eyes and hearts,
And hoary men, a faithful train,
Whose aged hands held staves of cane,
The ladies’ guard, apparelled fair
" In red attire, were stationed there.
Soon as they saw Sumantra nigh,
Each longed his lord to gratify,
And from his seat beside the door
Up sprang each ancient servitor.
Then to the warders quickly eried
The skilled Sumantra, void of pride :
‘ Tell Réma that the charioteer
Sumantra waits for audience here.’
The ancient men with one accord
Seeking the pleasure of their lord,
Passing with speed the chamber door
To Rima’s ear the message bore.
Forthwith the prince with duteous heed
Called in the messenger with speed,
For. 't:wa_s his sire’s command, he knew,
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That sent him for the interview.

Like Lord Kuvera, well arrayed,
He pressed a couch of gold,

Wherefrom a covering of brocade
IIvag down in many a fold.

Oil and the sandal’s fragrant dust
Had tinged his body ¢er

Dark as the stream the spearman’s thrust
Drams from the wonnded bow.

Him Sitd watched with tender cue,
A chouri in her hand,

As Chitrd.! over fond and fair.
Beside the Moon will stand.
Hm glorious with unborrowed light

A liberal tord of sunlike might,

NSumantra hailed in words like these,

Well skilled in gentle courtesies,

As, with joiued hands in reverence 1aised,

Upon the beauteons prince he guzed

‘Happy KanSalva! Blest is she,

The mother of a son like thee

Now rise, O Rima, speed away

Go to thy sire without delay ;

For he and Queen Kaikevi seck

Aun interview with thee to speak.”
The lion-lord of men, the best

Of splendid heroes, thus addressed

To Sitd ~pake with joyful cheer:

‘The king and yueen. my lady dear,

Tovching the throning, for my «nke

Some salutary connsel take

The lady of the full black eye

T e S —

! A star m ihe spike of Virge hence the nawe of the mouth Chaitra
or (hig,
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Would fain her husband gratify,
And, all his purpose understood,
Counsels the monarch to my good,
A happy fate is mine, I ween,

When he, consulting with his queen,
Sumantra on this charge, intent
Upon my gain and good, has sent.
An envoy of so noble sort

Well suits the splendour of the court,
The consecration rite this day

Will join me in imperial sway.

To meet the lord of earth, for so
His order bids me, I will go.

Thou, lady, here in comfort stay,
And with thy maidens rest or play’

Thus Réma spake. For meet reply
The lady of the large black eye
Attended to the door her lord,
And blessings on his head implored :
‘The majesty and royal state
Which holy Brdhmans venerate,
The consecration and the rite
Which sanctifies the ruler’s might,
And all imperial powers should be
Thine by thy father’s high decree,
As He, the worlds who formed and planned,
The kingship gave to Indra’s hand.
Then shall mine eyes my king adore
‘When lustral rites and fast are o'er,
And black deer’s skin and roebuck’s horn
Thy lordly limbs and hand adorn.
May He whose hands the thunder wicld
Be in the east thy guard and shield ;
May Yama's care the south befriend,

Book 1.
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And Varun'’s arm the west defend ;

And let Kuvera, Lord of Gold,

The north with firm protection hold.’
Then Réma spoke a kind farewell,

And hailed the blessings as they fell

From Sité's gentle lips; and then,

As a young lion fiom his den

Descends the mountain’s stony side,

So from the hall the hero hied.

First Lakshman at the door he viewed

Who stood in reverent attitude,

Then to the central court he pressed

Where watched the friends who loved him best

To all his dear companions there

He gave kind looks and greeting fair.

On to the lofty car that glowed

Like firc the royal tiger strode.

B.ight as himself its silver shonc:

A tiger’s skin was laid thereon.

With cloudhike thunder, as it rolled,

Tt flashed with gems and burmshed gold,

And, like the sun’s meridian blaze,

Blinded the cye that none could gaze

Like youthtul clephants, tall and strong,

Fleet coursers whirled the car along:

In such a car the Thousand-eyed

Boine by swift horses loves to ride.

No like Parjanya,' when he flies

Thundering through the autumn skies,

The hero from the palace sped,

As leaves the moon some cloud o’erhead.

Stll close to Rima Lakshman kept,

Behind hnn to the car he leapt,

! The Rain God,
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And, watching with fraternal cate,
Waved the leng chowri’s silver hair.
As [rom the palace gate he came
Up rose the tumnlt of acelaim,
While loud huzza and juhilant shout
Pealed frem the gathered myriads out.
Then elephants, like mountains vast,
And steeds who all their kind surpassed,
Followed their lord by hundreds, nay
By thonsands, led in long array.
First marched a band of warriors trained,
With sandal dust and aloe stained ;
Well armsed was each with sword and boyw,
And every breast with hope aglow.
And ever, as they onward went,
Shouts trom the warrior train,
And every sweet-toned jnstrument
Prolonged the minstigh st
On passed the tamer of his loes,
While well-clad dames, in crowded 1ows,
Each chamber lattice thronged to view,
And chaplets on the hero thiew
Then all, of peerless face and limb,
Sang Rama’s praise for love of bim,
And blent their voices, soft and sweet,
From palace high and crowded street :
* Now, snre, KauSalyd's heart must swedl
To see the son she loves so well,
Thee, Rima, theo, her joy and pride,
Trinmphant o’er the realm preside.
Then—for they knew his biide most fair
Of all who part the soft duk hair,
His love, his life, pussessed the whole
Of her young hero's heart and soul: --
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“ Be sure the lady’s fate repays
Some mighty vow of ancient days!
For blest with Réma’s love is she
As, with the Moon’s, sweet Rohini.’?

Such were the witching words that came
From lips of many a pcerless dame
Crowding the palace roofs to greet
The hero as he gained the street.

! In a former life.

2 One of the lunar asterisms, represented as the favourite wife of
the Moon. Sce Vol. 1. p. 9, note,
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CANTO XVII.

RAMA'S APPROACH.

As Réma, rendering blithe and gay
His loving friends, pursued his way,
He saw on either hand a press

Of mingled people numberless.

The royal street he traversed, where
Incense of aloe filled the air,

Where rose high palacrs, that vied
With paly clouds, on either side ;
With flowers of myriad colours graced,
And food for every varied taste,
Bright as the glowing path o’crhead
Which feet of Gods celestial tread.
Loud benedictions, sweet to hear,
From countless voices soothed his ear,
While he to each gave due salute

His place and dignity to suit:

* Be thou,” the joyftul people cried,

* Be thou our guardian, lord, and gwide
Throned and anointed king to-day,
Thy feet set forth upon the way
Wherein, each honoured as a God,
Thy fathers and forefathers trod.

Thy sire and his have graced the throne,
And loving care to us have shown:
Thus blest shall we and ours remain,
Yea still more blest in Raéma’s reign.
‘ No more of dainty fare we need,
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And but one cherished object heed,
That we may see our prince to-day
Invested with imperial sway.’

Such were the words and pleasant speech
That Ridma heard, unmoved, fiom each
Ot the dear friends around him spread,
As onward through the street he sped
For none could turn his eye or thought
From the dear form his glances sought,
With fruitless ardour forward cast
Even when Raghu’s son had past.

And he who saw not Réma nigh,
Nor canght a look from Rama's cye,
A mark tor scorn and general blame,
Reproached himsclf in bitter shame.
For to cach class his equal mind
With sympathy and love inclined
Mu t tully of the princely fow,

So greatest love to him they bore.

His circling course the hero bent
Round shrine and altar, reverent,

Round homes of Gods, where ctoss-roads met,
Where many a sacred tree was set.

Near to his father’s house he drew

Like Tndra’s beautiful to view,

And with the light his glory gave

Within the royal palace drave.

Through three broad courts, where buwmen kept
Their watch and ward, his coursers swept,
Then through the two remaining went

On foot that prince preéminent.

Through all the courts the hero passed,

And gained the ladies’ bower at last;

Then through the door alone withdrew,
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And left without his retinue.

When thus the monarch’s noble boy
Had gone his sire to meet,

The multitude, elate with joy,
Stood watching in the street,

And his retwrn with eager eycs
Expected at the gates,

As for his darling moon to rise
The King of Rivers' waits.

! The Sea.

Book II
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CANTO XVIII.

THE SENTENCE.

With hopeless vye and pallid mien
There sat the raonarch with the gqucen.
I fatber's feet with reverence due

He clasped, and touched Kaikeyi’s too,
The king, with eyves still brimming o'er,
Cried Rama ' and coudd do no more.
His vaice was choked, his eye was dimn,
He could not speak o1 look on him
Then sudden tear made Rima shahke
As though his toot had roused a snake,
Soon as his eyes had scen the change
So meourntul, terrvible, and strange.
For th‘;src,-his reason well-nigh fed,
Sighing, with sou) disqneted,

To torturing pangs a prey,
Dismaved, despairing, and distraught,
In a tierce whirl of wildering thought

The bhapless monarch lay,
Like Ocenn wave-engarlanded
Storm-driven from his tranquil bed,
The Sun-(tod in eclipse,
Or like a holy scer, heart-stin»d
With anguish. when a lying word
1lax passed hisx heedless lips.
The sight of his dear father, pained
With woe and misery wnexplained,
"ilnd Rama with unrest,
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As Ocean’s pulses rise and swell
When the great muon he loves so well
Shines full upon his breast.
So grieving for his father’s sake,
To his own heart the hero spakg:
* Why will the king my sire to-day
No kindly word of greeting say ?
At other times, though wroth he be,
His eyes grow calm that look on me.
Then why does anguish wring his brow
To see his well-beloved now ?’
Sick and perplexed, distraught with woe,
To Queen Kaikeyi bowing low,
While pallor o’er his bright cheek spread,
With humble reverence he said :
‘ What have I done, unknown, amiss
To make my father wroth like this?
Declare it, O dear Queen, and win
" His pardon for my heedless sin.
‘Why is the sire I ever find
Filled with all love to-day unkind ?
With eyes cast down and pallid cheek
This day alone he will not speak.
Or lies he prostrate neath the blow
Of fierce disease or sudden woe ?
For all our bliss is dashed with pain,
And joy unmixt is hard to gain.
Does stroke of evil fortune smite
Dear Bharat, charming to the sight,
Or on the brave Satrughna fall,
Or consorts, for he loves them all 2
Agninst his words when I rebel,
,Or fail to please the monarch well,
When deeds of mine his soul offend,

Book 11,
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That hour I pray my life may end.
How should a man to him who gave
His being and his life behave ?
The sire to whom he owes his birth
Should be his deity on garth.
Hast thou, by pride and folly moved,
With bitter taunt the king reproved ?
Has scorn of thine or cruel jest
To passion stirred his gentle breast ¢
Speak truly, Queen, that 1 may know
What cause has changed the monarch so’
Thus by the high-souled prince addressed,
Of Raghu’s sons the chief and best,
She cast all ruth and shame aside,
And bold with greedy words replied :
‘Not wrath, O Réina, stirs the king,
Nor misery stabs with sudden sting;
One thought that fills his soul has he,
But dares not speak for fear of thec.
Thou art so dear, his lips refrain
From words that might his darling pain
But thou, as duty bids, must still -
The promise of thy sire fulfil.
He who to me in days gone by
Vouchsafed a boon with honours high,
Dares now, a king, his word regret,
And caitiff-like disowns the debt.
The lord of men his promise gave
To grant the boon that I might crave,
And now a bridge would idly throw
When the dried stream has ceased to flow.
His faith the monarch must not break
In wrath, or e'en for thy dear sake.
From faith, as well the righteous know,
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Our virtue and our merits flow.
Now, be they good or be they ill,
Do thou thy father’s words fulfil :
Swear that his promise shall not fail,
And I will tell thee all the tale.,
Yes, Réma., when I hear that thnu
Hast'bound thee by thy father's vow,
*Then, not till then, my lips shall speak,
Nor will he tell what boon I seek.

He heard, and with a troubled east
This answer to the queen addvessed :
¢ Al me, dear lady, canst thou deem
That words like these thy lips beseenns
1, at the bidding of my sive,
Would cast iy body to the tire,
A deadly draught of poisen drink,
Or in the waves of occan siuk:
If he command, it shall be done,—
My father and my king in one.
Then speak and let me know the thing
So longed {cr by my lord the king.
Iteshall be done: let this suffice :
Réima ne’er makes a promise twice,

He ended. To the princely youth

Who loved the night and spoke the tiuth,

C1uel, abominable came
The answer of the ruthless dame:
‘ When Gods and Titans fought of yore,

TPransfixed with darts and bathed in yore

Two bouns to me thy father gave
For the dear life 'twas mine to save,
Of hini [ elaim the ancient debt,

" "Phit Bharat un the throne be set
Aud thou, O Rimn, go this day

Rook 1L



Canio XVIiIl. THE RAMAYAN. 3t

To Dandak forest far away.

Now, Rima, if thou wilt maintain

Thy father’s faith without a stain,

And thine own truth and honour clear,

Then, best of men, my Qidding hear.

Do thou thy father’'s word obey,

Nor from the pledge he gave me stray.

Thy life in Dandak forest spend

Till nine long years and five shall end.

Upon my Bharat’s princely head

Let conscerating drops be shed,

With all the royal pomp for thee

Made ready by the king’s decree

Seck Dandak forest and resign

Rites that would make the empire thine.

For twice seven years of exile wear

The coat of bark and matted hair.

Then in thy stead let Bharat reign

Lord of his royal sire’s domain,

Rich in the fairest gems that shine,

Cars, elephants, and steeds, and kine,

The monarch mourns thy altered fate =

Aud vails his brow compassionate :

Bowed down by bitter grief he lies

Aud dares not lift to thine his eves.

Obey his word : be firm und brave,

Aund with great truth the monarch save.

While thug with cruel words she spoke,
No grief the noble youth betrayed ;
But forth the father's anguish broke,

At his dear Rima's lot dismayed.
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RAMA’S PROMISE.

———

Calm and unmoved by threatened woe
The noble congueror of the foe

Answered the cruel words she spoke,

Nor quailed beneath the murderous stroke
‘ Yea, for my father’'s promise sake

I to the wood my way will take,

And dwell a lonely exile there

In hermit dress with matted hair

One thing alone I fain would leain,

Why is the king this day so stein *

Why is the scourge of foes so cold,

Nor gives e greeting as of old /

Now let not anger flush thy cheek :
Before thy face the truth I speak

In hernmit’s cont with matted hair

To the wild wood will T repair

How can I fail his will to do,

Friend, master, grateful sovereign too 2
Onue only pang consumes my breast,

That his own lips hayve not exprosscd

His will, nor made his longing known
That Bharat should ascend the throne.
To Bharat 1 would yield my wife,

My realm and wealth, mine own dear life.
Unasked I fain would yield thom all: .
More gladly at my father’s call,

More gladly when the gift may free
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His honour and bring joy to thee.
Thus, lady, his sad heart release

From the sore shume, and give him peace,
But tell me, O, I pray thee, why

The lord of men, with downcast eye,
Lies prostrate thus, and one by one
Down his pale cheek the tear-diops run.
Let couriers to thy father speed
On hoses of the swiftest breed,

Aud, by the mandate of the king,

Thy Bharat to his presence bring.

My father’s words 1 will not stay

To question, but this very day

To Dandak’s pathless wild will fare,
For twice seven years an exile there!

When Réma thus had made reply

Kaikeyfi’s heart with joy beat high.
She, trusting to the pledge she held,
The youth’s departure thus impelled :
‘"Tis well. Be messengers despatched
On coursers nc'er for Heetness matehed,
To seck my father’s home and lead -
My Bharat back with all their speed.
And, Rama, as I ween that thou

Wilt scarce endure to linger now,

So surely it were wise and good

This hour to journey to the wood.

And if, withrsha.me east down and weak,
No word to thee the king can speak,
Forgive, and from thy mind dismiss

A trifle in an hour like this.

But till thy feet in rapid haste

Have left the city for the waste,

And to the distant forest fled,

Yo 2 s
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He will not bathe vor call for bread.’
‘Woe' woe! from the sad monarch burst,

In surging floods of grief immersed ;

Then swooning, with his wits astray,

Upon the gold-wrought couch he lay

And Rfima raised the aged king .

But the stern queen, unpitying,

Checked not her needless words, nor spared

The hero for all speed prepared,

But urged him with her bitter tongue

Like a good horse with lashes stung

She spoke her shameful speech Serence

He heard the fury of the queen,

And to her words so vile and diead

Gently, uunioved m mind, he saut

« I woull not in this world remain

A grovelling thrall to paltty gamn,

But duty's path would fam puisue,

True as the saints themselves aie t1ue

From death 1tself I would not fly

My father’s wish to giatify.

What deed soe’er his loving son

May do to please him, ghink 1t done

Amid all duties, Queen, I conut

This duty first and paramount,

That sons, obedient, aye fulfil

Their honouted father’ word and will

Without his word, it thou decree,

Forth to the forest will T flee,

And there shall fourteen years be spent

Mid lonely wilds in banishment

Methinks thou couldst not hope to find

One spark of virtue in my mind,

If thou, whose wish is stul my lord,
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Hast for this grace the king implored.
This day I go, but, ere we part,

Must cheer my Sit4's tender heart,

To my dear mother bid farewell ;

Then to the woods, a while to dwell
With thee, O Queen, the care must rest
That Bharat hear his sire’s behest,

And guard the land with righteous sway,
For such the law that lives for aye.’

“In speechless woe the father heard,
Wept with loud cries, but spoke no word.
Then Rimna touched his senseless feet,
And hers, for honour most uumect ;
Round hoth his oircling steps he bent,
Then from the bower the hero went.
Soon a8 he reached the gate he found
His dear compauions gathered round.
Behind him came Sumitrd's child
With weeping cyes so sad and wild.
Then saw he all that rich array
Of vases for the glorious day.

Round them with reverent steps he paced,
Nor vailed his eye, nor moved in haste.
The loss of empire conld not dim

The glory that encompassed him.

So will the Lord of Cooling Rays*

On whom the world delights to gaze,
Through the.great love of all retain
Swect splendour in the time of wane.
Now to the exile's lot resigned

He left the rule of earth bghind:

As though all worldly o spurned
No trouble was in him discerned,

e o bt B el

! The Moon.
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The chouries that for kings are nsed,
And white umbrella, he refused,
Dismissed his chariot and his men,
And every friend and citizen,
He 1mled his senses, nor betrayed
The griet that on bis bosom weighed,
Aud thus his mother’s mansion sought
To tell the mourantul news he brought.
Nor could the gay-clad people there
‘Who flocked raund Réma true and fair,
One sign of altered fortune trace
Upon the splendid hero’s face
Nor had the chieftain, mighty-armed,
Lost the bright look all hearts that charmed,
Asx e’en from autumn moous is thrown
A splendqw which is all theh qwn
With his sweet voice the hero spoke
Saluting all the gathered folk,
Then righteays-sonled and great in fame
Close to his mother’s house he came.
Lakshman the brave, his brather’s peer
In princely virtues, fallowed near,
Sore troubled, but resolved ta show
No token of lus secret woe.
Thus to the palace Rima went
Where all were gay with hope and joy ;
But well he knew the dire event
That hope would mar, that bliss destgoy.
8o to his grief he wauld not yield
Lest the sad change their hearts might rend,
And, the dread tidings ynrevealed,
Spared from the blow each faithful friend.
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CANTO XX.
KAUSAEYA'S LAMENT.

————ee

But in the monarch’s palace, when

Sp «d from the bower that lord of men,

Up from the weeping women went

A mighty wail and wild lament :

< Ah, he who ever freely did

s duty cre his sire could bud,

Oue refuge and our sure defence,

This day will go an exile hence

He on Kaudalyit loves to wait

Most tonder and affectionate.

And as he treats his mother, thus

From childhood has he treated us.

On themes that sting he will not speak,

And when reviled is calm and meck. *

He soothes the angry, heals offence:

He goces to-day an exile hence

Our lord the king is most tinwise,

And looks oun life with dating cyes,

Who in his folly casts away

The world’s pratection, hope, and stay.’
Thus in their wae, like kine bereaved

Of their young calves,' the Indies grieved,

' The compdrison mity ton Enropesn reade: scent & Himely one.
Bul Speuor likens nat infutlats wontan to a oot

¢ That is berobbed of her yopngling deve,’  Shakapenre also makes
Kig Honry VI eompare hngeelf to the celf's mothier that

‘Rups lowing up and down, Luoking t'w way hor hirmless young
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And ever as they wept and wailed

With keen reproach the king assailed.

Their lamentation, mixed with tears,

Bmote with new grief the monarch’s ears,

Who, burnt with woe too great to bear,

Fell on his couch and fainted there.
Then Réma, smitten with the pain

His heaving heart could scarce restrain,

Groaned like an elephant and strode

With Lakshman to the queen’s abode

A warder there, whose hoary ecld

In honour high by all was held,

Guarding the mansion, sat before

The portal, girt with many more

Swift to their feet the warders sprang,

And loud the acclamation rang,

Hail, Réma! as to him they bent,

Of victor chiets preéminent.

One court he passed, and in the next

Saw, masters of each Veda text,

A crowd of Bréhmans, good and sage

Dear to the king for lore and age.

To these he bowed his reverent head,

Thence to the court beyond he sped.

Old dames and tender girls, their care

To keep the doors, were stationed there.

And all, when Rdma came in view,

Delighted, to the chamber flew,

To bear to Queen Kaufalyd's ear

The tidings that she loved to hear.

-

one went.” * Cows,’ eays De Quinoey, * are amongst the gentlest of brea-
thing orestures; nome show more pessionate tenderneus to their
young, whe deprived of them, and, in short, ] am not sshamed to pro-
. féme 3 dedp-gve for these gentls oreatares.’
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The quecn, on rites and prayer intent,
In careful watch the night had spent,
And at the dawn, her son to aid,
To Vishnu holy offerings made.
Firm in her vows, serenely glad,
In robes’of spotless linen clad,
As texts prescribe, with grace implored,
Her offerings in the fire sht poured
Within her splendid bower he came,
And saw her feed the sacred flame.
There oil, and grain, and vases stoad,
With wreaths, and curds, and cates, and wood,
And milk, and sesamum, and rice,
The elements of sacrifice.
She, worn and pale with many a fast
And midnight hours in vigil past,
In robes of purest white arrayed,
To Lakshmi Queen drink-offerings pad.
So long away, she flew to meet
The darling of her soul:
So runs a mare with eager fect .
To welcome back her foal.
He with his firm support upheld
The queen, as near she drew,
And, by maternal love impelled,
Her arms around bim threw.
Her hero son, her matchless boy
She kissed upon the head :
She blessed him in her pride and joy
With tender words, and said :
* Be like thy royal sires of old,
The nobly good, the lofty-souled !
Their lengthened days and fame be thine,
And virtue, as besoenis thy line !



740 TRE RAMAVAN. Book I1.

The pious king, thy father, see

True to his promise made to thee:
That truth thy sirc this day will show,
And regent’s power on'thee bestow.’

She spoke. He took the proffered seat,
And as she pressed her son to eat,
Raised reverent hands, and, touched with shame,
Made answer to the royal dame:

‘ Dear lady, thou hast yet to know
That danger threats, and heavy woe:
A grief that will with sure distress
On Sit4, thee, and Lakshman press.
What need of seats have such as 1?2
This day to Dandak wood I 1ly

The hour is come, a time unmeet
For silken couch and gilded seat.

I must to lonely wilds repair,
Abstain from tlesh, and living there
On roots, fruit, honey, hetmit’s food,
Pass twice scven years in solitnde
To Bharat's hand the king will yicld
The regent power I thought to wield,
And me, a hermit, will he send

My days in Dandak wood to spend.’

As when the woodman’s axe has Jopped
A 8541 branch in the grove, she dropped :
So from the skies a Goddess falls
Ejected from her radiant halls.

When Rama saw her lying low,
Prostrate by too scvere a blow,

Arovnd her form his arms he wonnd
And vaised her fainting from the ground,
His’hand upheld her like 2 mare
JWhe focls ber load oo sore tb bear,
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And sinks upon the way ¢'ertoiled,

And all her limbs with dust are soiled.
He soothed her in her wild distress
With loving tonch and soft caress.

She, meet for highest fortune, eyed

The hero watching by her side,

And thus, while Lakshman bent to hear,
Addressed her son with many a tear:
“If, Rama, thou had ne’er been born

My child to make thy mother mourn,
Though refi of joy, a.childless queen,
Such woe as this T ne’er had scen.
Though to the childless wife there clings
One sorrow armed with kecnest stings,

* No child have I: no child have 1,

No second misery prempts the sigh.
When long I sought, alas, in vain,

My husband’s love and bliss to gain,

In Rima all my hopes I set

And dreamed 1 might be happy vet.

I, of the consorts first and best,

Must bear my rivals’ taunt and jest,
And brook, though better far than they,
The soul-distressing words they say.
What woman can be doomed to pine

In misery more sorc than mine,

Whose hopeless days must still be spent
Tn grief that ends not and lament ¢
They scorned me when my son was nigh;
When he is banished I must die.

Me, whom my husband never prized,
Kaikeyf{’s retinue despised

With boundless insolence, though she
Tops not in rank nor pqmls me,

41
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And they who do me service yet,
Nor old allegianee quite forget,
Whene'er they see Kaikeyi's son,
With silent lips my glances shun.
How, O my darhug, shall I brook
Each menace of Kaikey:’s lovk,
And listen, in my low estate,
To taunts of one so passionate ¢
For seventeen years since thon wast buin
I sat and watched, ah me, forlorn'
Hoping some blessed day to sec
Deliverance from my woes by thee.
Now comes this endless grief and wrong,
So dire I cannot bear it long,
Sinking, with age and sorrow worn,
Beneath my rivals’ taunts and scorn.
How shall I pass in dark distress
My long lone days of wretchedness
Without my Réna’s face, as bright
As the full moon to cheer my sight
Alas, my cares thy stcps to train,
And fasts, and vows, and prayers arc vain,
Hard, hard, I wecen, must be this heart
To bear this blow nor burst apart,
As some great river bank, when first
The floods of Rain-timc on it burst.
No, Fate that speeds not will not slay,
Nor Yama’s halls vouchsafe mc room,
Or, like a lion’s weeping prey,
Death now had borne me to my doom.
Hard is my heart and wrought of steel
That breaks not with the crushing blow,
Or in the pangs this day I feel
My lifeless frame had sunk below.
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Death waits his hour, nor takes me now :
But this sad thought augments my pain,
That prayer and largess, fast and vow,
And Heavenward service are in vain.
Ah e, ah me! with fruitless toil
Of rites austere a child I sought:
Thus seed cast forth on barren soil
Still lifeless lies and comes to naught.
If ever wretch by anguish grieved
Before his hour to death had fled,
I mourning, like a cow bereaved,
Had been this day among the dead.’
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KAUSALYA CALMED.

While thus Kausaly& wept and sighed,
With timely words sad Lakshman cried :
<O honoured Queen I like it il

That, subject to o woman's will,

Ritma his royal state sheuld quit

And to an exile’s doom submnit.

The aged king, fond, chang«-1, and weak,
Will as the queen compels him speak
But why should Rima thus be sent

To the wild woods in banishment ¢

No least offruce T find in him,

I see no fault his tame to dun.

Not one in ali the world T know,

Not onteast wretch, not seeret foe,
Whose whispering lips would dare assail
His spotless life with slanderous tale
Godlike and bountcous, just, sincere,
.E'en to his very foemen dear:

Who would without a cause neglect,
The right, and such a son reject ?

And if a king such order gave,

In sccond childhood. passion’s slave,
What son within his heart would lay
The sensnless order, and obey ?

C'omo, Rima. ere this plot be known

Stand by me and eecure the throne.
Sland lithe the King who riles helaw,
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Stand aided by thy brother’s bow:

How can the might of meaner men
Resist thy royal purpose then ?

My shafts, if rcbels court their fate,

Shall lay Ayodhy4 desolate.

Then shall her streets with blood be dyed
Of those who stand on Bharat's side:
None shall my slaughtering hand exempt,
For gentle patience earns contempt.

If, by Kaikeyi’s counsel changed,

Our father’s heart be thus estranged,

No merey must our arm restrain,

But let the foe be slain, be slain.

For should the guide, respected long,

No more discerning right and wiong,
'I'urn in forbidden paths to stray,

’Tis meet that force his steps should stay.
What power sufficient can he see,

What motive for the wish has he,

That to Kaikeyi would resign

The empire which is justly thine?

Can he, O conqueror of thy foes, .
Thy strength and miue in war oppose ?
Can he entrust, in our despite,

To Bharat’s hand thy royal right ?

1 love this brother with the whole
Affection of my faithful soul.

Yea, Queen, by bow and truth I swear,
By sacrifice, and gift, and prayer,

If Réma to the forest goes,

Or where the burning furnace glows, ‘
First shall my feet the forost tread,

The flames shall first surround my head.
My might shall chase thy grief and tears,
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As darkness flies when morn appears
Do thou, dear Queen, and Réma tgo
Behold what power like mine can do.
My aged father I will kill,

The vassal of Kaikeyi's will,

Old, yet a child, the woman’s thrall,
Infirm, and base, the scorn of all’

Thus Lakshman cried, the mighty-souled :
Down her sad checks the torrents rolled,
As to her son Kausaly4 spake:

‘ Now thou hast heard thy brother, take
His counsel if thou hold it wise,

And do the thing his words advise
Do not, my son, with tears I pray,
My rival’s wicked word obey
Leave me not here consumed with woe,
Nor to the wood, an exile, go.
It thou, to virtue cver true,
Thy duty’s path would still pursue,
The highest duty bids thee stay
And thus thy mother’s voice obev
Thus Kadyap's great ascetic son
A scat among the Immortals won :
In his own home, subdued, he stayed,
And honour to his mother paid.
If reverence to thy sire be due,
Thy mother claims like honour too.
And thus I charge thee, O my child,
Thou must not seck the forest wild.
Ah, what to me were life and bliss,
Condemned my darling son to miss ?
But with my Réma near, to eat
The very grass iteelf were sweet.
«But if thou still wilt go and leave
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Thy hapless mother here to grieve,

T from that hour will food abjure,

Nor life without my sou endure.

Then it will be thy fatc to dwell

In dopth of world-detested hell,

As Ocean in the olden time

Was guilty ot an impious erime

That maiked the lord of each fair flocd

As one who spills a Briahmnan’s blood.”!
Thus spuke the queen, and wept, and <ighed

Then righteous Rama thus veplied :

‘1 have no power to slight or break

Commandments which my father spake

I bend wy head, dear lady, low,

Forgive me, for [ needs must go

Ouce Kandu, mighty saint, who male

His dwelling in the forest shade,

A cow—and dunty’s claiins he knew -

Obedient to his father, slew.

And iy the line from which we spring,

When ordered by their sire the hing,

Through carth the sons of Sagar cleft, -

And countless things of life bereft ¢

So Jamadagni’s son® obeyed

His sire, when in the wood he land

His hand upon his axe, and smote

Through Renuk4 his mother’s throat.

The deeds of these and more beside,

Peers of the Gods, my steps shall guide,

And resolute will I fulfil

———— ——— - ————

! The commentators say that, in a former creation, Ocean
his mother and suffered in consequence the pains of hell.

* As dencribed in Baok T Canta XI,
¥ Paadmrima
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My father’s word, my father’s will.

Nor I, O Queen, unsanctioned tread
This righteous path, by duty led:

The road my footsteps journey o'er
Was traversed by the great of yore
This high command which all accept
Shall faithfully by me be kept,

For duty ne’er will him farsake

Who fears his sive’s command to break’

Thus to his mother wild with grief:
Then thus to Lakshman spake the chief
Of those by whom the bow is bent,
Mid all who speak, most cloguent:

‘I know what love for m« thou hust,
What firm devotion unsurpassed :
Thy valour and thy worth T know,
And glory that appals the foe.

Blest youth, my mother’s woe is great,

It bends her neath its matchless weight :

No claims will she, with blinded eyes,
Of truth and patience recognize.

For duty is supreme in place,

And truth is duty’s noblest base.
Obedient to my sire’s behest

I serve the cause of duty best

For man should truly do whate'er

To mother, Bréhman, sire, he sware:
He must in daty’s path remain,

Nor let his word be pledged in vain.
And, O my brother, how can I
Obedience to this charge deny ?
Kaikeyf’s tongue my purpose spurred,
But "twas my sire who gave the word.
. Cast these unholy thoughts aside

Book 11
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Which smack of war and Warriors' pride;
To duty’s call, not wrath attend,
And tread the path which I commend’

Réma by fond affection moved
His brother Lakshman thus reproved ;
Then with joined hands and reveront head
Again to Queen KauSalys said :

‘I need: must go—do thou consent—
To the wild wood in banishment.
O give me, by my life 1 pray,
Thy blessing ere I go away.
I, when the promised years are o'er,
Shall sce Ayodhy&’s town once more.
Then, mother dear, thy tears restrain,
Nor let thy heart be wrung by pain:
In time, my father’s will obeyed,
Shall I return from greenwood shade,
My dear Videban, thou, and I,
Lakshman, Samitr4, feel this tie,
And .nust my father’s word obey,
As duty bids that rules for aye.
Thy preparations now forgo,
And lock within thy oreast thy woe,
Nor be my pious wish withstood
To go an exile to the wood.’

-

Calm and unmoved the prince explained
His duty’s claim and purpose high.
The mother life and sense regained,
Looked on her son and made reply :
¢If reverence be thy father's due,
The same by right and love is mine :
Go not, my charge I thus renew,
Nor leave me here in woe to pine,
What were suoh lonely life to ane,



50 THE RAMAYAN. Book I1.

Rites to the shades, or deathless lot ?
More dear, my son, one hour with thee
Than all the world where thou art not.’

As bursts to view, when brands blaze high,
Some elephant concealed by night,
So, when he heard his mother’s ery,
Burnt Rama’s grief with fiercer might.
Thus to the queen, half senseless still,
And Lakshman, burnt with heart-felt pain,
True to the right, with steadfast will,
His duteous speech he spoke again -
‘ Brother, I know thy loving mind,
Thy valour and thy truth I know,
But now to claims of duty blind
Thou and my mother swell my woe.
The fruits of deeds in humnan life
Make love, gain, duty, manifest,
Dear when they meet as soine fond wife
With her sweet babes upon her breast.
But man to duty first should turn
Whene’er the three are not combined :
For those who heed but gain we spurn,
And those to pleasure all resigned.
Shall then the virtuous disobey
Hests of an aged king and sire,
Though feverous joy that father sway,
Or senseless love or causeless ire?
1 have no power, commarded thus,
To slight his promise and decree :
The honoured sire of both of us,
My mother’s lord and life is he.
Shall she, while yet the holy king
Is living, on the right intent,—
Shall she, like some poor widowed thing,
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Go forth with me to banisliment'!
Now, mother, speed thy parting son,
And Jet thy blessing soothe my pain,
That I may turn, mine exile done,
Like King Yayéti, home again,
Fair glory and the fruit she gives,
For lust of sway I ne'er will slight
What, for the span a mortal lives,
Were rule of earth without the right?’
He soothed her thus, firm to the last
His counsel to his brother told :
Then round the queen in reverence passed,
And held her in his loving hold.

51
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CANTO XXII.

LARSHMAN CALMED.

e

So Réma kept unshaken still
His noble heart with iron will.
To his dear brother next he turned,
‘Whose glaring eyes with fury Lurned,
Indignant, panting like a snake,
And thus again his counsel spake:
¢Thine anger and thy gricof restrain,
And firm in duty’s path remain.
Dear brother, lay thy scorn aside,
And be the right thy joy and pride,
Thy ready zeal and thoughtful care
To aid what rites should grace the heir,—
Thes » 'tis another’s now to ask ;
Come, gird thee for thy noble task,
That Bharat’s throning rites may be
Graced with the things prepared for me.
And with thy gentle care provide
That her fond heart, now sorely tried
With fear and longing for my sake,
With doubt and dread may never ache.
To know that thoughts of coming ill
One hour that tender bosom fill
With agony and dark despair
Is grief too great for me to bear.
1 cannot, brother, call to mind
One wilful fault or undesigned,

* When I have pained in anything
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My mothers or my sire the king.

The right my father keeps in view,

In promise, word, and action true;

Let him then all his fear dismiss,

Nor dread the loss of future bliss,

He fears his truth herein will fail :
Hence bitter thoughts his heart assail.
He trembles lest the rites proceed,

And at his pangs my heart should Lleed.
So now this earnest wish is mine,

The consecration o resign,

And from this city turn away

To the wild wood with no delay,

My banishment to-day will free
Kaikeyl from her cares, that she,

At last contented and elate,

May Bharat’s throning cclebrate.

Then will the lady’s trouble cease,
Then will her heart have joy and peace,
When wandering in the wood I wear
Dcerskin, and bark, and matted hair,
Nor shall by me his heart be grieve(i
Whose choice approved, whose mind conceived
This counsel which I follow. No,

Forth to the forest will T go.

'Tis Fate, Sumitré’s son, confess,

That sends me to the wilderness.

'Tis Fate alone that gives away

To other hands the royal sway.

How could Kaikeyi’s purpose bring

On wme this pain and suffering,

Were not her change of heart decreed
By Fate whose will commands the deed ?
I know my filial Jove has beon
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The same throughout for every queen,
And with the same affection she

Has treated both her son and me.

Her shameful words of cruel spite

To stay the consecrating rite,

And drive me banished from the throne,-
These I ascribe to Fate alone.

How could she, born of royal race,
‘Whom nature decks with fairest grace,
Speak like a dame of low degree
Before the king to torture me?

But Fate, which none may comprechend,
To which all life must bow and bend,
In her and me its power has shown,
And all my hopes are overthrown.
What man, Sumitrd’s darling, may
Contend with Fate’s resistless sway,
Whose all-commanding power we find
Our former deeds alone can bind ?

Our life and death, our joy and pain,
Anger and fear, and loss and gain,
Each thing that is, in cvery state,

All is the work of none but Fate.

E'en saints, inspired with rigid zeal,
When once the stroke of Fate they feel,
In sternest vows no more engage,

And fall enslaved by love and rage.

So now the sudden stroke whose weight
Descends unlooked for, comes of Fate,
And with unpitying might destroys
The promise of commencing joys.
Weigh this true counsel in thy soul:
‘With thy firm heart thy heart control ;
Then, brother, thou wilt ceage to grieve

Ranl 7
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For hindered rites which now I leave.
So cast thy needless grief away,
And strictly my commands obey.
These preparations check with speed,
Nor let my throning rites proceed.
These urns that stand prepared to shed
King-making drops upon my head,
Shall with their pure lustrations now
Inaugurate my hermit’s vow.
Yet what have 1 to do with things
That touch the state and pomp of kings?
These hands of mine shall water take
To sanctify the vow I make.
Now Lakshman, let thy heart no more
My fortune changed and lost deplore.
A forest life more joys may bring
Than those that wait upon a king.
Now though her arts successful mar
My consecrating rite,
Let not the youngest queen too tar

Thy jealous fear excite. .
Nor let one thought suggesting ill
Upon our father fall,

But let thy heart remember still
That Fate is lord of all’
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e + e

LAKSHMANS ANGER.

——atenay

Thus Réma to his brother said ;

Aud Lakshman bent his drooping head.
In turns by grief and pride impelled,

A middle course of thought he held.
Then in a frown of anger, bent

His brows that chief most excellent,

And like a serpent in his hole,

Breathed fierce and fast in wrath of soul.
His threatening brows so darkly fiowned,
His eyes so fiercely glanced around,
They made his glare, which none might brook,
Like some infuriate lion’s look.

Like some wild elephant, full oft

He raised and shook his hand® aloft.
Now turned his neck to left and right,
Now bent, now raised its stately height.
Now in his rage that sword he felt
‘Which mangling wounds to foemen dealt,
With sidelong glance his brother eyed,
And thus in burniug words replied :
‘Thy rash resolve, thy eager haste,

Thy mighty fear, are all misplaced :

No room is here for duty’s claim,

No cause to dread the people’s blame,
Can one so brave as thou eonsent

3 The Sanskrit word kasta signifies both kand, and tho trunk of
¥ The Lpast that bears between hix eyes a sorpent for a hand,’
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To use a coward’s argument ?

The glory of the Warrior race

With craven speech bis lips debase 2
Can one like thee so falsely speak,
Exalting Fate, confessed so weak ?
Canst thou, nndoubting still, restrain
Suspicions of those sinful twain ?
Canst thou, most duteous, fail to know
Their hearts are set on duty’s show ?
They with deceit have set their trains,
And now the fruit rewards their pains,
Had they not long ago agreed,

O Réma, on this treacherous deed,
That promised boon, so long 1etained,
He erst had given and she had gained.
I cannot, O my brother, bear

To see another throned as heir

With rites which all our people hate:
Then, O, this passiou tolerate.

This vauuted duty which can gunide
Thy steps from wisdom’s path aside,
And change the coun- 1 of thy breast,
O lofty-hearted, 1 detcst,

Wilt thou, when power and might ‘are thine,
Submit to this abhorred design 2

Thy father’s impious hest fulfil,

That vassal of Kaikeyi's will 2

But if thou sfill wilt shut thine eyes,
Nor see the guile herein that lies,

My soul is sad, I deeply mourn,

And duty seems a thing to scorn.
Canst thou one mowent think to please
This pair who live for love and ease,
And ’‘gainst thy peace, as foes, allied,

87
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With tenderest names their hatred hide ?
Now if thy judgment still refers

To Fate this plot of his and hers,

My mind herein can ne’er agree :

And O, in this be ruled by me.

Weak, void of manly pride are they

Who bend to Fate’s imputed sway :

The choicest souls, the nobly great
Disdain to bow their heads to Fate.

And he who dares his Fate control

With vigorous act and manly soul,
Though threatening Fate his hopes assail,
Unmoved through all need never quail.
This day mankind shall learn aright

The power of Fate aud human might,

So shall the gulf that lies between

A man and Fate be clearly seen.

The might of Fate subdued by me

This hour the citizens shall sce,

Who saw its intervention stay

Thy consecrating 11tes to-day.

My power shall turn this Fate aside,
That threatens, as, with furious stride,
An elephant who scorns to feel,

In rage unchecked, the driver’s stecl.

Not the great Lords whose sleepless might
Protects the worlds, shall stay the rite
Though earth, hell, heaven combine their powers :
And shall we fear this sire of ours?

Then if their minds are idly bent

To doom thee, King, to banishment,
Throujh twice seven years of exile they
Shall in the lonely forest stay.

I will consume the hopes that fire
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The queen Kaikeyi and our sire,

That to her son this check will bring
Advantage, making Bharat king.

The power of Fate will ne’er withstand
The might that arms my vigorous hand ;
If danger and distress assail,

My fearless strength will still prevail.
A thousand circling years shall flee :
The forest then thy home shall be,
"And thy good sons, succeeding, hold
The empire which their sire controlled.
The royal saints, of old who reigued,
For aged kings this rest ordained :
These to their sons their realm commit
That they, like sires, may cherish it.

O pious soul, if thou decline

The empire which is justly thine,

Lest, while the king distracted lies,
Disorder in the state should rise,

1,— or no mansion may I find

In worlds to hero souls assigned,—
The guardian of thy realm will be,

As the sea-bank protects the sea.
Then cast thine idle fears aside :

With prosperous rites be sanctified.
The lords of earth may strive in vain;
My power shall all their force restrain.
My pair of arms, my warrior’s how
Aro not for pride of empty show :

For no support these shafts were made ;
And binding up ill suits my blade:

To pierce the foe with deadly breach—
This is the work of all and each.

But small, methinks, the love I show
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For him I count my mortal foe,

Soon as my trenchant steel is bare,

Flasbing its lightning through the air,

I heed no foe, nor stand aghast

Though Indra’s self the levin cast.

Then shall the ways be hard to pass,

Where chariots lie in ruinous mass ;

When elephant and man and steed

Crushed in the murderous onslaught bleed,

And legs and heads fall, heap on heap,

Beneath my sword’s tremendous sweep.

Struck by my keen brand’s trenchant blade,

Thine enemies shall fall dismayed,

Like towering mountains 2ent in twain,

Or lightning clouds that burst i rajn.

When armed with brace and glove I stand,

And take my trusty bow i hand,

Who then shall vaunt his might 2 who dare

Count him a man to meet me there ?

Then will I lonse my shafts, and strike

Man, elephant, and steed alike :

At one shall many an arrow fly,

And many a foe with one shall die.

This day the world my power shall see,

That none in arms can rival me:

My strength the monarch shall abase,

And set thee, lord, in lordliest place.
+These arms which breathe the sandal's scent,

Which golden bracelets ornament,

These hands which precious gifts bestow,

Which guard the friend and smite the foe,

A nobler service shall assay,

And fight in Réma’s cause to-day,

The robbers of thy rights to stay.
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Speak, brother, tell thy foeman’s name
Whom I, in conquering strife,
May strip of followers and fame,
Of fortune, or of life,
Say, how may all this sea-girt land
Be brought to own thy sway :
Thy faithful servant here I stand,
To listen and obey.
Then strove the pride of Raghu's race
Sad Lakshmay’s heart to cheer,
While slowly down the hero’s face,
Unchecked, there rolled a tear.
‘The orders of my sire,” he cried,
*My will shall ne’er oppose :
T follow still, whate'er betide,
The path which duty shows.’
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CANTO XXIV.

KAUSALYA CALMED.

But when Kaufaly4 saw that he
" Resolved to keep his sire’s decree,

‘While tears and sobs her utterance broke,
Her very righteous speech she spoke :
¢Can he, a stranger yet to pain,

Whose pleasant words all hearts enchain,
Son of the king and me the queen,

Live on the grain his hands may glean ?
Can he, whose slaves and menials eat

The finest cakes of sifted wheat—

Can Rama in the forest live

On roots and fruit which woodlands give 2
‘Who will believe, who will not fear

‘When the sad story smites his ear,

That one so dear, so noble held,

Is by the king his sire expelled ?

Now surely none may Fate resist,

‘Which orders all as it may list,

If, Rfma, in thy strength and grace,

The woods become thy dwelling-place.

A childless mother long I grieved,

And many a sigh for offspring heaved,
"With wistful longing weak and worn
_“Till thou at last, my son, wast born.

. Fanned by the storm of that desire
- "Peep in my soul I felt the fire, ,

.- Whiose offerings flowed froth weeping eyes,
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With fuel fed of groans and sighs,

While round the flame the smoke grew hot

Of tears because thou camest not.

Now reft of thee, too fiery fierce

The flame of woe my heart will picrce,

As, when the days of spring return,

The sun’s hot heams the forest burn.

The mother cow still follows near

The wanderings of her youngling dear,

So close to thine my feet shall be,

Where'er thou goest following thee.”
Rama., the noblest lord of men,

Heard his fond mother’s specch, and then

In soothing words like these replied

To the sad queen who wept and sighed :

¢ Nay, by Kaikeyi's art beguiled.

‘When I am banished to the wild,

If thou, my mother, also fly,

The aged king will surely die.

When wedded dames their lords forsake,

Long for the crime their souls shall ache.

Thou must not e’en in thought within

Thy bosom frame so dire a sin.

Long as Kakutstha’s son, who reighs

Lord of the earth, mn life remains,

Thou must with love his will obey :

This duty claims, supreme for aye.

Yes, mother, thou and I must be

Submissive to my sire’s decree,

King, husband, sire is he confessed,

The lord of all, the worthiest.

1 in the wilds my days will spend

Till twice seven years have reached an eund,

"fhen with great joy will come again,
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And faithful to thy hests remain.’
Kausalys, by her son addressed,

With love and passion sore distressed,

Afflicted, with her eyes bedewed, -

To Réma thus her speech renéwed :
‘Nay, Rdma, but my heart will break

If with these queens iy home I make,

Lead me too with thec ; let me go

And wander like a woodland roe.
Then, while no tear the hero shed,

Thus to the woeeping queon he #aid :

‘ Mother, while lives the husband, he

Is woman’s lord and deity.

O dearest lady, thou and I

Our lord and king must ne'er deny ;

The lord of earth himself have we

Our guardian wise and friend to be.

And Bharat, true to duty’s call,

‘Whose sweet words take the hearts of all,

Will serve thee well, and ne’er forget

The virtuous path before him set.

Be this, I pray, thine earnest care,

That the old king my father ne’er,

When I have paited hence,.may know,

Grieved for his’son, a pang of woe,

Let not this grief his soul distress,

To kill hini with the bitterness.

With duteous care, in every thing,

Love, comfort, cheer the aged king.

Though, best of womankind, a spouse

Keeps firmly all her fasts and vows,

Not yet her husband’s will obeyes,

She treads in sin’s forbidden ways.

fShe to her husband’s will who bends
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Goes to high bliss that never ends,
Yea, though the Gods have found in her
No reverential worshipper.
Bent on his weal, a woman still
Must seek to do her husband’s will :
For Scripture, custom, law uphold
This duty Heaven revealed of old.
Honour true Brihmans for my sake,
And constant offerings duly make,
With fire-oblations and with flowers,
To all the host of heavenly powers.
Look to the coming time, and yearn
For the glad hour of my return,
And still thy duteous course pursue,
Abstemious, humble, kind, and true,
The highest bliss shalt thou obtain
When I from exile come again,
If, best of those who keep the right,
The king my sire still see the light.’
The queen, by Rdma thus addressed
Still with a mother’s grief oppressed,
While her long eyes with tears were dim,
Began once more and answered him :
* Not by my pleading may be stayed
The firm resolve thy soul has made.
My hero, thou wilt go ; and none
The stern commangs 'of Fate may shun.
Go forth, dear ¢hild, whom naught can bend,
And may all bliss thy steps attend.
Thou wilt return, and that dear day
Will chase mine every grief away.
Thou wilt return, thy duty done,
Thy vows discharged, high glory won ;
From filial debt wilt thou be free,
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And sweetest joy will come on me.
My son, the will of mighty Fate
At every time must dominate,
If now it drives thee hence to stray
Heedless of me who bid thee stay.
Go, strong of arm, go forth, my bey,
Go forth, again to come with joy,
And thine expectant mother cheer
With those sweet tones she loves to hear.
O that the blessed hour were nigh
When thou shalt glad this anxious eye,
With matted bair and hermit dress
Returning from the wilderness.’
Kausaly4's conscious soul approved,
As her proud glance she bent
On Réma constant and unmoved,
Resolved on banishment.
Such words, with bappy omens fraught,
To her dear son she said,
Invoking with each eager thought
A blessing on his head.



CANTO XXV.

KAUSALYA'S BLESSING.
Her grief and woe she cast aside,
Her lips with water purified,
And thus her benison began
That mother of the noblest man :
¢ If thou wilt hear no words of mine,
Go forth, thou pride of Raghu’s line,
Go, darling, and return with speed,
Walking where noble spirits lead.
May Virtue on thy steps attend,
And be her faithful lover’s friend.
May Those to whom thy vows are paid
In temple and in holy shade,
With all the mighty saints combine
To keep that precious life of thine.
The arms wise Viévimitra' gave
Thy virtuous soul from danger save:
Long be thy life : thy sure defence
Shall be thy truthful innocence,
And that obedience, naught can tire,
To me thy mother and thy sire.
May fanes where holy fires are fed,
Altars with grass and fuel spread,
Each sacrificial ground, each tree,
Rock, lake, and mountdin, prosper thee.
Let old Vir4j,* and Him who made

"V 8ee Vol. L. p. 143,
? The first progeny of Brahuas, or-Brituni himself,”
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The universe, combine to aid ;

Let Indra and each guardian Lord

‘Who keeps the worlds, their help afford,
And be thy constant friend the Sun,
Lord Pish4, Bhaga, Aryaman.!
Fortnights and seasons, nights and days,
Years, months, and hours, protect thy ways.
Vrihaspati shall still be nigh,

The War-God, and the Moon on high,
And Nérad® and the sainted seven?
Shall watch thee from their starry heaven.,
The mountains, and the seas which ring
The world, and Varupa the King,

8ky, ether, and the wind, whate’er
Moves not or moves, for thee shall care.
Each lunar mansion be benign,

‘With happier light the planets shine ;
All Gods, each light in heaven that glows,
Protect my child where’er he goes

The twilight hours, the day and night,
Keep in the wood thy steps anght.
‘Watch, minute, instant, as they flee,
Shall all bring happiness to thee.
Celestials and the Titan brood

Protect thee in thy solitude,

And haunt the mighty wood to bless

The wanderer in his hermut dress

Fear not, by mightier guardians screened,
The giant or night-roving fiend ;

Nor let the cruel race who tear

Man’s flesh for food thy bosom scare.

Book 11

! These are three names of the Sun,
2 Bee Vol. L p. 3.

3 The saiats who form the constellation of Ursa Major,
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Far be the ape, the scorpion’s sting,

Fly, gnat, and worm, and creeping thing.

Thee shall the hungry lion spare,

The tiger, elephant, and bear :

Safe from their furious might repose,

Safe from the horned buffaloes,

Each savage thing the forests breed,

That loves on human flesh to feed,

Shall for my child its rage abate,

When thus its wrath I deprecate.

Blest be thy ways : may sweet success

The valour of my darling bless.

To all that Fortune can bestow,

Go forth, my child, my Réma, go.

Go forth, O happy in the love

Of all the Gods below, above ;

And in those guardian powers confide

Thy paths who keep, thy steps who guide.

May Sukra,‘ Yama, Sun, and Moon,

And He who gives each golden boon,*

Won by mine earnest prayers, be good

To thee, my son, in Dandak wood.

Fire, wind, and smoke, each text and spell

From mouths of holy seers that fell,

Guard Réma when his limbs he dips,

Or with the stream makes pure his lips !

May the great saints and He, the Lord

Who made the'worlds, by worlds adored,

And every God in heaven beside

My bap.shed Réma keep and guide’
Thus with due praise the long-eyed dame,

Ennobled by her spotless fame,

—_——

! The regent of the planst Venus.
* Ruvera.



70 THE RAMAYAN. Boak 1F.

With wreaths of flowars and precious scent
Worshipped the Gods, mogt reverent.

A high-souled Brédbman lit the fire,
And offered, at the queen’s desire,

The holy oil ordained to burn

For Rdma’s weal and safe return.
Kaufaly4, best of dames, with care

Set oil, wreaths, fuel, mustard, there.
Then when the rites of fire had ceased,
For Réma’s bliss and health, the priest,
Standing without, gave what remained
In general offering,' as ordained.
Dealing among the twice-born train
Houey, and curds, and ail, and graig,
He bade each hcart and voice umte

To bless the youthful anchonte,

Then Rima’s mother, glorons dame,
Bestowed, to meet the Brahman’s elaim,
A lordly fee for duty done ,

And thus agaio addressed her son :

*Such blessings as the Gads o'erjoyed
Poured forth, when Vritra® was destroyed,
On Indra of the thousand ayes,

Attend, my child, thine enterprise !

Yea, such as Vinatd once gave

To King Suparpa? swift and bravs,

Who soaght the drink that cheers the skies,
Attend, my child, thine enterprise ' .

} Bali, or the presentation of food toal} created beings, 18 one of the
five great sacraments of the Hindu veligtn 1t conaists in throwing &
small parselof the offermng, Ghes or yi0e, or the lLike, into the open air
at the hack of the house,

? In mythology, a demon slain by Indrs

¥ C'alled also Garud, the King of the tards, offspring of Vimats See
Yol 1 p. 185
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Yea, such as, when the Amrit rose, !
And Indra slew his Daitya foes,
The royal Aditi bestowed
On Him whose hand with slaughter glowed
Of that dire brood of monstrous size,
Attend. my child, thine enterprise !
E'en such as peerless Vishpu graced,
When with his triple step he paced,
Outbursting from the dwarf's disguise,’
Attend, my child, thine enterprise!
Floods, isles, and seasons as they fly,
Worlds, Vedas, quarters of the sky,
Combine, O mighty-armed, to bless
Thee destined heir of happiress !’

The long-eyed lady ceased : she shed
Pure scent and grain upon his head,
And that prized herb whose sovereign power
Preserves from dark misfortune’s hour,
Upon the hero’s armn she set,
To be his faithful amulet,
While holy texts she murmured low,
And spoke glad words though crushed by woe,
Concealing with obedient tongue - .
The pangs with which her heart was wrung.
She bent, she kissed his brow, she pressed
Her darling to her troubled breast :
‘Firm in thy purpose, go,’ she cried,
‘Go Réima, and may bliss betide.
Again returning safe and well,
Trurophant in Ayedhyé dwell,
Then shall my happy eyes behold
The empire by thy will controlled.

' Ses Vol, L p. 109,
? See Vol I. p. 151.
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Then grief and care shall leave no trace,
Joy shall light up thy mother's face,
And I shall see my darling reign,
In moonlike glory come again.
These eyes shall fondly gaze on thee
% faithful to thy sire's decree,
When thou the forest wild shalt quit
On’ thine ancestral throne to sit.
Yea, thou shalt turn from exile back,
Nor choicest blessings ever lack,
Then fill with rapture ever new
My bosom and thy consort’s too.
To Siva and the heavenly host
My worship has been paid,
To mighty saint, to godlike ghost,
To every wandering shade.
Forth to the forest thou wilt hie,
Therein to dwell so long :
Let all the quarters of the sky
Protect my child from wrong.’
Her blessings thus the queen bestowed ;
Then round him fondly paced,
And often, while her eyes o’erflowed,
Her dearest son embraced.
KauSalyd’s honoured feet he pressed,
As round her steps she bent,
And radiant with her prayers that hlessed,
To Sitd’s home he went.
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CANTO XXVI.

ALONE WITH SITA.

b )

So Rima, to his purpose true,
To Queen Kau$alya bade adieu,
Received the benison she gave,
And to the path of duty clave. o
As through the crowded street he pa.ssed
A radiance on the way he cast, ‘
And each fair grace, by all approved,
The bosoms of the people moved.

Now of the woeful change no word
The fair Videhan bride had heard,
The thought of that imperial rite
Still filled her bosom with delight.
With grateful heart and joyful thought
The Gods in worship she had sought,
And, well in royal duties learned,
Sat longing till her lord returned.
Not all unmarked by grief and shame
Within his sumptuous home he came,
And hurried through the happy crowd
With eye dejected, gloomy-browed.
Up Sit4 sprang, and every limb
Trembled with fear at sight of him.
She marked that cheek where anguish fed,
Those senses care-disquieted.
For, when he looked on her, no more
Could his heart hide the load it bore,
Nor could the pious chief control
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The paleness o’er his cheek that stole.
His altered cheer, his brow bedewed -
With clammy drops, his grief she viewed,
And cried, consumed with fires of woe,

‘ What, O my lord, has changed thee 80 ?
Yrihaspati looks down benign,

And the moon rests in Pushya’s sign,
AsBréhmans sage this day declare :
Then whence, my lord, this grief and care?
Why does no canopy, like foam

For its white beauty, shade thee home,
Its hundred ribs spread wide to throw
Splendour on thy fair head below ?
Where are the royal fans, to grace

The lotus beauty of thy face,

Fair as the moon or wild-swan's wing,
And waving round the new-made king ?
Why do no sweet-toned bards rejoice

To hail thee with triumphant voice ?

No tuneful heralds love to raise .
Loud music in their monarch’s praise ?
Why do no Bréhmans, Scripture-read,
Pour curds and honey on thy head,
Anointed, as the laws ordain,

With holy rites, supreme to reign?
Where are the chiefs of every guild 1
Where are the myriads should have filled
The streets, and followed home their king*
With merry noise and triumphing ?

Why does no gold-wrought chariot lead
‘With four brave horses, best for speed ?
-No elephant precede the crowd

Like a huge hill or thunder cloud, - -
Marked from his birth for happy fate,
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Whom signs auspicious decorate ?

Why does no henchman, young and fair,
Precede thee, and delight to bear
Entrusted to his reverent hold

The burthen of thy throne of gold ?
Why, if the consecrating rite

Be ready, why this mournful plight?
Why do T see this sudden change,

This altered mien so sad and strange 7’

To her, as thus she weeping eried,
Raghu’s illustrious son replied :

‘Sitd, my honoured sire’s decree
Commands me to the woods to flee.
O high-horn lady, nobly bred
In the good paths thy footsteps tread,
Hear, Janak’s daughter, while I tell
The story as it all befell. '
Of old my father true and brave
Two boous to Queen Kaikeyi gave.
Through these the preparations made
For me to-day by her are stayed, -
For he is bound to disallow
This promise by that earlier vow. .
In Dandak forest wild and vast
Must fourteen years by me be passed.
My father’s will makes Bharat heir,
The kingdom and the throne to share.
Now, ere the lonely wild I seek,

1 come once more with thee to speak.

In Bharat's presence, O my dame,

Ne'er speak with pride of Réma’s name :
Anpother’s eulogy to hear

Is hateful to a monarch’s ear.

Thou must with love his rvle obey
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To whom my father yields the sway.
‘With love and sweet observance lenrn
His grace, and more the king’s, to earn.
Now, that my father may not break

The words of promise that he spake,

To the dredr wood my steps are bent :
Be firm, good Sit4, and content.
Through all that time, my blameless spouse,
Keep well thy fasts and holy vows,

Rise from thy bed at break of day,

And to the Gods due worship pay.

With meek and lowly love revere

The lord of men, my father dear,

And reverence to Kau$alyé show,

My mother, worn with eld and woe:

By duty’s law, O best of dames,

High worship from thy love she claims.
Nor to the other queens refise
Observance, rendering each her dues :
By love and fond attention shown

They are my mothers-like mine own.

Let Bharat and Satrughna bear

In thy sweet love a special share :

Dear as my life, O let them be

Like brother and like son to thee.

In every word and deed refrain

From aught that Bbarat’s soul may pain :
He is Ayodhy#’s king and mine, '
The head and lord of all our line.

" For those who serve and love them much
With weariless endeavour, touch

And win the gracious hearts of kings,

. 'While wrath from disobedience springs.
Great monarchs from their presence send
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Their lawful sons who still offend,
And welcome to the vacant place
Good children of an alien race.
Then, best of women, rest thou here,
And Bharat's will with love revere,
Obedient to thy king remain,
And still thy vows of truth maintain,
To the wide wood my steps I bend :
Make thou thy dwelling here ;
. See that thy conduct ne'er offend,
And keep my words, my dear.’



CANTO XXVII.

SirA's SPEECH.

His sweetly-speaking bride, who best
Deserved her lord, he thus addressed.
Then tender love bade passion wake,
And thus the fair Videhan spake :

* What words are these that thou hast said ¢
Contempt of me the thought has bred.

O best of heroes, I dismiss

With bitter scorn a speech like this :
Unworthy of a warrior's fame

Jt taints a monarch’s son with shame,
Neé'er to be heard from those who know
The science of the sword and bow.

My lord, the mother, sire, and son
Receive their lots by merit won ;

The brother and the daughter find

The portions to their deeds assigned.
The wife alone, whate'er await,

Must share on earth her husband’s fate.
So now the king’'s command which sends
Thee to the wild, to me extends.

The wife can find no refuge, none,

In father, mother, self, or son :

Both here, and when they vanish hence,
Her husband is her sole defence.

If, Raghu’s son, thy steps are lad

Where Dandak’s pathless wilds are spread,
My feet before thine own shall pass
Through tangled thorn and matted grass,



Canto XXVII. THE RAMAYAN,

Dismiss thine anger and thy doubt: *
Like refuse water cast them out,

And lead me, O my hero, hence—

1 know not sin—with confidence.
‘Whate'er his lot, ’tis far more sweet

To follow stili a husband’s feet

Than in rich palaces to lie,

Or roam at pleasure through the sky.
My mother and my sire have taught
What duty bids, and trained each thought,
Nor have I now mine ear to turn

The duties of a wife to learn.

I'll seek with thee the woodland dell
And pathless wild where no men dwell,
Where tribes of silvan creatures roam,
And many a tiger makes his home.

My life shall pass as pleasant there
Asin my father’s palace fair.

The worlds shall wake no care in me;
My only care be truth to thee.

There while thy wish I still obey,

True to my vows with thee I'll stray,
And there shall blissful hours be spent
In woods with honry redolent.

In forest shades thy mighty arm
Would l;eep a stranger’s life from harm,
And bow shall Sitd think of fear
When thou, O glorious lord, art nea: ?
Heir of high bliss, my choice is made,
Nor can I trom my will be stayed.
Doubt not . the earth will yield me roots,
These will 1 eat, and woodland fruits ;
And as with thee I wander there

I will not bring thee grief or care,

79
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1 long, when thou, wise lord, art nigh,
All fearless, with dehighted eye
To gaze upon the rocky hill,
The lake, the fountain, and the rill ;
To sport with thee, my limbs to cool,
In some pure lily-covered pool,
While the white swan’s and mallard’s wings
Are plashing in the water-springs.
So would a thousand seasons flee
Like one sweet day, if spent with thee.
Without my lord I would not prize
A home with Gods above the skies :
Without my lord, my hfe to bless.
Where could be heaven or happiness ?
Forbid me not : with thee I go
The tangled wood to tread.
There will T live with thee, as though
This roof were o’er my head.
My will for thine shall be resigned ;
Thy feet my steps shall guide.
Thou, only thou, art in my mund :
I heed not all beside.
Thy heart shall ne’er by me be grieved ;
Do not my prayer deny :
Take me, dear lord ; of thee bereaved
Thy Sitd swears to die.’
These words the duteous lady spake,
Nor would he yet consent
His faithful wife with him to take
To share his banishment.
He soothed her with his gentle speech ;
To change her will he strove ;
And much he said the woes to teach
Of those in wilds who rove,
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CANTO XXVIII.

TIIE DANGERS OF THE WOOD,

Thus Sitd spake, and he who knew

His duty, to its orders true,

Was still reluctant as the woes

Of forest life before him rose.

He sought to soothe her grief, to dry

The torrent from each brimming eye,

Ang then, her firm resolve to shake,

These words the pious hero spake :
‘O daughter of a noble line,

‘Whose steps from virtue ne’er decline,

Remain, thy duties here pursue,

As my fond heart would have thee do.

Now hear me, Sit4, fair and weak,

And do the words that I shall speak.

Attend and hear while I explain

Each danger in the wood, each pain,

Thy lips have spoken : I condemn

The foolish words that fell from them.

This sensecless plan, this wish of thine

To live a forest life, resign.

The names of trouble and distress

Suit well the tangled wilderness,

In the wild wood no joy I know,

A forest life is naught but woe,

The lion in Bis mountain cave

Answers the torrents as they rave,

And forth his voice of terror throws :

»
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The wood, my love, is full of woes.

There mighty monsters fearless play,

And in their maddened onset slay

The hapless wretch who near themr goes :
The wood, my love, is full of woes.

"Tis hard to ford each treacherous flood,
So thick with crocodiles and mud,

Where the wild elephants repose :

The wood, my love, is full of woes,

Or far from streams the wanderer strays
Through thorns and creeper-tangled ways,
While round him many a wild-cock crows :
The wood, my love, ig full of woes.

On the cold ground upon a heap

Of gathered leaves conlemned to sleep,
Toil-wearied, will his eyelids close :

The wood, my love, is full of woes.

Long days and nights must he content
His soul with scanty aliment,

‘What fruit the wiod from branches blows:
The wood, my love, is full of woes.

O Sit4, while his strength ay last,

The ascetic in the wood must fast,

Coil on his head his matted hair,

And bark noust be his only wear.

To Gods and spirits day by day

The ordered worship he must pay,

And honour with respectful care

Each wandering guest who meets him there.
The bathing rites he ne'er must shun

At dawn, at noon, at set of sun,

Obedient to the law he knows :

The wood, my love, is full of woes.

To grace the altar must be brought

Book 1L
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The gift of flowers his hands have sought—
The debt each pious hermit owes :

The wood, my love, is full of woes.

The devotee must be content

To live, severely abstinent,

On what the chance of fortune shows :
The wood, my love, is full of woes.
Hunger afflicts him evermore ;

The nights are black, the wild winds roar;
And there are dangers worse than those:
The wood, my love, is full of woes.
There creeping things in every form
Infest the earth, the sorpents swarm,
And each proud eye with fury glows:
The wood, my love, is full of woes.

The snakes that by the rivers hide

In sinuous course like rivers glide,

And line the path with deadly foes :
The wood, my love, is full of woes.
Scorpions, and grasshoppers, and flies
Disturb the wanderer as he lies,

And wake him from his troubled doze :
The wood, my love, is full of woes.”
Trees, thorny busbes, intertwined,

Their branches’ ends together bind,

And dense with grass the thicket grows:
The wood, my dear, is full of woes.
With many ill$ the flesh is tried,

When these and countless fears beside
Vex those who in the wood remain :
The wilds are naught but grief and pain.
Hope, anger must be cast aside,

To penance every thought applied :

No fear must be of things to fear:
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Hence is the wood for ever drear.
Enough, my love: thy purpose quit:
For forest life thou art not fit.

As thus I think on all, I see

The wild wood is no place for thee.’
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CANTO XXIX.

SITA'S APPEAL.

L Y

Thus Rdma spake. Her lord’s address
The lady heard with deep distress,
And, as the tear bedimmed her eye,
In soft low accents made reply :

‘The perils of the wood, and all

The woes thou countest to appal,
Led by my love I deem not pain ;
Each woe a charm, each loss a gain.
Tiger, and elephant, and deer,

Bull, lion, buffalo, in fear,

Soon as thy matchless form they see,
With every silvan beast will flee.
With thee, O Rdma, I must go :

My sire’s command ordains it so.
Bereft of thee, my lonely heart

Must break, and life and I must part.
While thou, O mighty lord, art nigh,
Not even He who rules the sky,
Though He is strongest of the strong,
With all his might can do me wrong.
Nor can a lonely woman left

By her dear husband live bereft.

In my great love, my lord, I ween,
The truth of this thou mayst have seen.
In my sire’s palace long ago

I heard the chief of those who know,
The truth-declaring Bréhmans, tell
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My fortune, in the wood to dwell.

I heard their promise who divine

The future by each mark and sign,
And from that hour have longed to lead
The forest life their lips decreed.

Now, mighty Réma, I must share

Thy father’s doom which sénds thee there,
In this I will not be denied,

Bat follow, love, where thou shalt guide.
O husband, I will go with thee,
Obedient to that bigh decree.

Now let the Brahmans' words be true,
For this the time they had in view.

I know full well the wood has woes ;
But they disturb the lives of those
‘Who in the forest dwell, nor hold

Their rebel senses well controlled.

In my sire’s halls, ere I was wed,

I heard a dame who begged her bread
Before my mother’s face relate

‘What griefs a forest life await.

And many a time in sport I prayed

To seek with thee the greenwood shade,
For O, my heart on this is set,

To follow thee, dear anchoret.

May blessings on thy life attend :

I long with thee my steps to bend,

For with such hero as thou art

This pilgrimage euchants my heart.
Still close, my lord, to thy dear side,
My spirit will be purified :

Love from all sin my soul will free:

My husband is a God to me.

So, love, with thee shall I have bliss

Book I1.
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And share the life that follows this,

I heard a Brihman, dear to fame,

This ancient Scripture text proclaim :

“The woman whom on earth below

Her parents on a man bestow,

And lawfully their hands unite

With water and each holy rite,

She in this world shall be his wife,

His also in the after life.’

Then tell me, O beloved, why

Thou wilt this earnest prayer deny,

Nor take me with thee to the wood,

Thine own dear wife so true and good.

But if thou wilt not take me there

Thus grieving in my wild despair,

To fire or water I will fly,

Or to the poisoned draught, and die.’
So thus to share his exile, she

Besought him with each earnest plea,

Nor could she yet her lord persuade

To take her to the lonely shade.

The answer of the strong-armed chief

Smote the Videhan’s soul with grief,

And from her eyes the torrents came

Bathing the bosom of the dame.
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THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE.

b

The daughter of Videha's king,

While Rima strove to soothe the sting
Of her deep anguish, thus began

Once more in furtherance of her plan:
And with her spirig. sorely tried

By fear and anyer, love and pride,
With keenly taunting words addressed
Her hero of the stately breast :

‘ Why did the king my sire, who reigns
O'er fair Videha's wide domains,

Hail Réma son with joy unwise,

A woman in a man'e disguise ?

Now falsely would the people say,

By idle fancies led astray,

That Rima’s own are power and might,
As glorious as the Lord of Light.

Why sinkest thou in such dismay ?
What fears upon thy spirit weigh,
That thou, O Rdma, fain wouldst flee
From her who thinks of naught but thee?
To thy dear will am I resigned

In heart and body, soul and mind,

As Sdvitri gave all to one,

Satyavén, Dyumatsena’s son. '

} The story of Sévitri, told in the Mahibhdrat, has been admirably
translated by Riickert, and elegantly epitumized by Mrs. Manning in
India, Ancient and Medicval. Theve is 3 free rendering of the story
in Idylls from the Sanskrit,
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Not e’en in fancy can I brook

To any guard save thee to look :

Let meaner wives their houses shame,
To go with thee is all'my claim.

Like some low actor, deemst thou fit
Thy wife to others to commit—

Thine own, espoused in maiden youth,
Thy wife so long, unblamed for truth ?
Do thou, my lord, his will obey

For whom thou losest royal sway,

To whom thou wouldst thy wife confide—
Not me, but thee, his wish may guide.
Thou must not here thy wife {orsake,
Aud to the wood thy journey make,
Whether stern penance, grief, and care,
Or rule or heaven await thee there.
Nor shall fatigue my limbs distress
When wandering in the wilderness :
Each path which near to thee I tread
Shall seem a soft luxurious bed.

The reeds, the bushes where I pass,
The thorny trees, the tangled grass
Shall feel, if only thou be near,

Soft to my touch as skins of deer.
When the rude wind in fury blows,
And scattered dust upon me throws,
Thut dust, beloved lord, to me

Shall as the precious sandal be,

And what shall be more blest than I,
When gazing on the wood I lie

1n some green glade upon a bed

With sacred grass beneath us spread ?
The root, the leaf, the fruit which thou
Shalt give me from the earth or bough,
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Scanty.or plentiful, te eat,

Shall taste to me as Amrit sweet.

As there I live on flowers and roots

And every season’s kindly fruits,

I will not for my mother grieve,

My sire, my home, or all I leave.

My presence, love, shall never add

One pain to make thy heart more sad ;

I will not cause thee grief or care,

Nor be a burden hard to bear.

With thee is heaven, where’er the spot ;

Each place is hell where thou art not.

Then go with me, O Réma ; this

Is all my hope and all my bliss,

If thou wilt leave thy wife who still

Eutreats thee with undaunted will,

This very day shall poison close

"The life that spurns the rule of foes.

How, after, can my soul sustain

The bitter life of endless pain,

When t)ﬁr dear face, my lord, I miss?

No, death is better tar than this.

Not for an hour could I endure

The deadly grief that knows not cure,

Far less a woe I could not shun

For ten long years, and threg, and one.’
While fires of woe consumed her, such

Her sad appeal, lamenting much ;

Then with a wild cry, anguish-wrung,

About her husband’s neck she clung.

Like some she-elephant who bleeds

‘Struck by the hunter’s venomed recds,

So in her quivering heart she felt

The.many wounds his speeches deult,



Canto XXX. THE RAMAYAN. 01

Then, as the spark from wood is gaived,
Down rolled the tear so long restrained :
The crystal moisture, sprung from woe,
From her sweet eyes began to flow,

As runs the water from a pair

Of lotuses divinely fair.

And Sita’s face with long dark eyes,
Pure as the moon of autumn skies,
Faded with weeping, as the buds

Of lotuses when sink the floods.

Around his wife his arms he strained,
Who senseless from her woe remnained,
And with sweet words, that bade her wake
To life again, the hero spake:

‘T would not with thy woe, my Queen, ‘
Buy heaven and all its blissful sheen.
Void of all fear am I as He,

The self-existent God, can be.

T knew not all thy heart till now,

Dear lady of the lovely brow,

So wished not thee in woods to dwell ;
Yet there mine arm can guard thee well,
Now surely thou, dear love, wast mdde
To dwell with me in greenwood shade. ’
And, as a high saint’s tender mind
Clings to its love for all mankind,

So I to thee will ever cling,

Sweet daughter of Videha’s king.

The good, of old, O soft of frame,
Honoured this duty’s sovercign claim,
And I its guidance will not shun,

True as light’s Queen is to the Sun.

! Fire for sacrificial purposes is produced by the attrition of' two
pieces of wood,
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I cannot, pride of Janak’s line,

This journey to the wood decline :

My sire’s behest, the oath he sware,
The claims of truth, all lead me there,
One duty, dear, the same for aye,

Is sire and mother to obey:

Should I their orders once transgress
My very life were weariness.

If glad obedience be denied

To father, mother, holy guide,

What rites, what service can be done
That stern Fate’s favour may be won ?
These three the triple world comprise,
O darling of the lovely eyes.

Earth has no holy thing like these
‘Whom with all love men seek to please.
Not truth, or gift, or bended knee,

Not honour, worship, lordly fee,

Storms heaven and wins a blessing thence
Like sonly love and reverence.

Heaven, riches, grain, and varied lore,
With sons and many a blessing more,
All these are made their own with ease
By those their elders’ souls who please.
The mighty-souled, who ne'er forget,
Devoted sons, their filial debt,

Win worlds where Gods and minstrels are,
And Brahmé’s sphere more glorious far. "
Now as the orders of my sire,

Who keeps the way of truth, require,
8o will I do, for such the way

Of duty that endures for aye.

To take thee, love, to Danduk’s wild
My heart at length is reconciled,

Book I1
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For thee such earnest thoughts impel
To follow, and with me to dwell,

O faultless form from feet to brows,
Come with me, as my will allows,

And duty there with me pursue,
Trembler, whose bright eyes thrill me through.
In all thy days, come good come ill,
Preserve unchanged such noble will,
And thou, dear love, wilt ever be

The glory of thy house and me.

Now, beauteous-armed, begin the tasks
The%oodland life of hermits asks,

For me the joys of heaven above
Have charms no more without thee, love,
And now, dear Sit4, be not slow :
Food on good mendicants bestow,
And for the holy Bréhmans bring

Thy treasures and each precious thing.
Thy best attire and gems collect,

The jewels which thy beauty decked,
And every ornament and toy
Prepared for hours of sport and joy :
The beds, the cars wherein 1 ride, -
Among our followers, next, divide.’

She conscious that her lord approved
Her going, with great rapture moved,
Hastened within, without delay,
Prepared to give their wealth away,
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LARSHMAN'S PRAYER.

When Lakshman, who had joined them there,

Had heard the converse of the pair,

His mien was changed, his eyes o’erflowed,

His breast no more could bear its load.

The son of Raghu, sore distressed,

His brother’s feet with fervour pressed,

‘While thus to Sitd he complained,

And him by lofty vows enchained :

¢If thou wilt make the woods thy home,

Where elephant and roebuck roam,

I too this day will take my bow

And in the path before thee go.

Our way will lie through forest ground

‘Where countless birds and beasts are found.

I heed not homes of Gods on high,

I heed not life that cannot die,

Nor would I wish, with thee away,

O’er the three worlds to stretch my sway.’
Thus Lakshman spake, with earnest prayer

His brother’s woodland life to share.

As Réma still his prayer denied

With soothing words, .again he cried :

‘ When leave at first thou didst accord,

‘Why dost thou stay me now, my lord ?

Thou art my refuge: O, be kind,

Leave me not, dear my lord, behind.

Fhou canst not, brother, if thou choose
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That I still live, my wish refuse.’

The glorious chicf his speech renewed
To faithful Lakshman as he sued,
And on the eyes of Rima gazed
Longing to lead, with hands upraised :
‘Thou art a hero just and dear,
Whose steps to virtue’s path adhere,
Loved as my life till life shall end,
My faithful brother and my friend.

If to the woods thou take thy way
With Sitd and with me to-day.

Who for Kausalyd will provide,

And guard the good Sumitri’s side?
The lord of carth, of mighty power,
Who sends good things in plenteous shower,
As Indra pours the grateful rain,

A captive lies in passion’s chain.

The power imperial for her son

Has Aévapati’s daughter' won,

And she, proud queen, will little hced
Her miserable rivals’ need.

So Bharat, ruler of the land,

By Qucen Kaikeyi’s side will stand,
Nor of those two will ever think,
While grieving in despair they sink.
Now, Lakshman, as thy love decrees,
Or eclse the monarch’s heart to please,
Follow this counsel and protect

My honoured mother from neglect.
So thou, while not to me alone

Thy great affection will be shown,
To highest duty wilt adhere

By serving those thou shouldst revere.

! Kaikeyi.
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Now, son of Raghu, for my sake
Obey this one request I make,
Or, of her darling son bereft,
KauSaly4 has no comfort left.’

The faithful Lakshman, thus addressed
In gentle words which love expressed,
To him in lore of language learned,
His answer, eloquent, returned :

*Nay, through thy might each queen will share
Attentive Bharat’s love and care,
Should Bharat, raised as king to sway
This noblest realm, his trust betray,
Nor for their safety well provide,
Seduced by ill-suggesting pride,

Doubt not my vengeful hand shall kill
The cruel wretch who counsels ill—
Kill him and all who lend him atd,
And the three worlds in league arrayed.
And good Kausaly4 well can fee

A thousand champions like to me.

A thousand hamlets rich in grain

The station of that queen maintain,
She may, and my dear mother too,
Liye on this ample revenue.

Then let me follow thee : herein

Is naught that may resemble sin,

So shall I fwmy wish succeed,

And aid, perhaps, my brother’s need. -
My bow and quiver well supplied
With arrows hanging at my side,

My hands shall spade and basket bear,
And for thy feet the way prepare.

T’ll bring thee roots and berries sweet,
And woodland fare which hermits eat.
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Thou shalt with thy Videhan spouse
Recline upon the mountain's brows ;
Be mine the toil, be mine to keep
Watch o’er thee waking or asleep.’

Filled by his speech with joy and pride,
Réma to Lakshman thus replied :
‘Go then, my brother, bid adieu
To all thy friends and retinue.
And those two bows of fearful might,
Celestial, which, at that famed rite,
Lord Varun gave to Janak, king
Of fair Videha, with thee bring,
With heavenly coats of sword-proof mail,
Quivers, whose arrows never fail,
And golden-hilted swords so keen,
The rivals of the sun in sheen.
Tended with care these arms are all
Preserved in my preceptor’s hall.
With speed, O Lakshman, go, produce,
And bring them hither for our use.’
So on a woodland life intent,
To see his faithful friends he went,
And brought the heavenly arms which lay
By Rima’s teacher stored away.
And Raghu’s son to Rama showed
Those wondrous arms which gleamed and glowed,
Well kept, adorned with many a wreath
Of Howers on cas® and hilt, and sheath.
The prudent Rdma at the sight
Addressed his brother with delight :
‘Woell art thou come, my brother dear,
For much I longed to see thec here.
For with thine aid, before I go,
I would my gold and wealth bestow

97
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Upon the Brahmans sage, who school

Their lives by stern devotion’s rule.
And for all those who ever dwell
Within my house and serve me well,
Devoted servants, true and good, '
Will I provide a livelihood.
Quick, go and summon to this place
The good Va$ishtha’s son,
Suyajna, of the Brahman race
The first and holiest one.
To all the Brahmans wise and good
Will T due reverence pay,
Then to the solitary wood
With thee will take my way.’
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TUE GJFT OF THE TREASURES.
That speech so noble which conveyed
His friendly wish, the chief obeyed.
With steps made swift by anxious thought
The wise Suyajna’s home he sought.
Him in the hall of Fire! he found,
And bent before him to the ground:
O friend, to Rdina's house return,
Who now performs a task most stern.
He, when his noonday rites were done,
Went forth with fair Sumitrad’s son,
And came to Réma’s bright abode
Rich in the love which Lakshmi showed.
The son of Raghn, with his dame,
With joined hands met him as he came,
Showing to him who Scripture knew
The worship that is Agni’s due. ~
With armlets, bracelets, collars, rings,
With costly pearls on golden strings,
With many a gem for neck and limb
The son of Raghu honoured him.
Then Rdma, at his wife’s request,
The wise Suyajna thus addressed :
¢ Acccpt a necklace too to deck
With golden strings thy spouse’s neck.
And Sité here, my friend, were glad
A girdle to her gift to add.

The chapel where the sacred ﬁre used in worship i;' kdpt.‘
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And many a bracelet wrought with care,
And many an armlet rich and rare,
My wife to thine is fain to give,
Departing in the wood to live.

A bed by skilful workmen made,
With gold and various gems inlaid—
This too, before she goes, would she
Present, O saintly friend, to thee.
Thine be my elephant, so famed,

My uncle’s present, Victor named ;
And let a thousand coins of gold,
Great Brihman, with the gift be told.
Thus Rima spoke : nor he declined
The noble gifts for him designe-l.

On Rima, Lakshman, Sitd he
Invoked all high felicity.

In pleasant words then Rima gave
His hest to Lakshman prompt and brave,
As Brahmd speaks tor Him to hear
Who rules the Gods’ celestial sphere :
‘To the two best of Brahmans run;
Agastya bring, and KusSik’s son,

And precious gifts upon them rain,
Like fostering tloods upon the grain.
O long-armed Prince of Raghu's line,
Delight them with a thousand kine,
And many a fair and costly gem,
With gold and silver, give to them.
To him, so deep in Scripture, who,
To Queen KauSalya ever true,
Serves her with blessing and respect,
Chief of the Taittiriya sect '-—

Book 11,

¥ The students and teachers of the Taittiriya portion of the

Veda.

Yajur
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To him, with women-slaves, present

A chariot rich with ornament,

And costly robes of silk beside,

Until the sage be satisfied.

On Chitraratha, true and dear,

My tuneful bard and charioteer,

Gems, robes, and plenteous wealth confer

Mine ancient friend and minister.

And these who go with staff in hand,

Grammarians trained, a numerous band,

Who their deep study only prize,

Nor think of other exercise,

Who toil not, loving dainty fare,

Whose praises ¢’en the good declare—

On these be cighty cars bestowed,

And cach with precious treasures load.

A thousand bulls for them suffice,

Two hundred elephants of price,

And let a thousand kine beside

The dainties of each meal provide.

The throng who sacred girdles wear,

And on Kausalyd wait with care—

A thousand golden coins shall pledse,

Son of Sumitra, each of these.

Let all, dear Lakshman, of the train

These special gifts of honour gain:

My mother will rejoice to know

Her Brahinaus have been cherished so.’
Then Raghu’s son addressed the crowd

Who round him stood and wept aloud,

When he to all who thronged the court

Had dealt his wealth for their support:

‘In Lakshman’s house and mine remain,

And guard them till I come again.’
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To all his people sad with grief,

In loving words thus spoke their chief,
Then bade his treasure-keeper bring
Gold, silver, and each precious thing.
Then straight the servants went and bore
Back t6 their chief the wealth in store.
Before the people’s eyes it shone,

A glorious pile to look upon.

The prince of men with Lakshman’s aid
Parted the treasures there displayed,
Gave to the poor, the young, the old,
And twice-born men, the gems and gold.

A Bralhuan, long in evil case,

Named Trijat, born of Garga’s race,
Earned ever toiling in a woud

“With spade and pleugh his livelihood.
The youthful wife, his babes who bore,
Their indigence felt more and more.

Thus to the aged man she spake:

‘ Hear this my word : my counsel take.
Come, throw thy spade and plough away ;
To virtuous Rima go to-day,

And somewhat of his kindness pray.’

He heard the words she spoke: around
His limbs his ragged cloth he wound,
And took his journey by the road
That led to Rdma’s fair abode.

To the fifth court he made his way ;
Nor met the Brahman check or stay.
Brighu, Angiras® could not be
Brighter with saintly light than he.
To Réma’s presence on he pressed,

'} Two of the ten divine perwonages called Prajdpatis and Braking.
“4kas who were first created by Brahmd.
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And thus the noble chief addressed :

* O Réma, poor and weak am I,

And many children round me cry.

Scant living in the woods I earn:

On me thine eye of pity turn.’

And Rfima, bent on sport and jest,

The suppliant Brahman thus addressed :

‘O aged man, one thousand kine,

Yet undistributed, are mine.

The cows on thee will T bestow

As far as thou thy staff canst throw.’
The Brdhman heard. In eager haste

He bound his cloth around his waist.

Then round his head his staff he whirled,

And forth with mightiest effort hurled.

Cast from his hand it flew, and sank

To earth on Sarjd’s farther bank,

Where herds of kine in thousands fed

Near to the well-stocked bullock shed.

And all the cows that wandered o’er

The meadow, far as Sarji’s shore,

At Réina’s word the herdsmen drove

To Trijat’s cottage in the grove.

He drew the Brahman to his breast,

And thus with calming words addressed :

* Now be not angry, Sire, I pray:

This jest of mine was meant in play.

These thousand kine, but not alone,

Their herdsmen too, are all thine own.

And wealth beside I give thee: speak,

Thine shall be all thy heart can seek.’
Thus Réma spake. And Trijat prayed

For means his sacrifice to aid. -

And Réma gave much wealth, required

To speed his offering as desired.
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THE PEOPLE'S LAMENT.

Thus Sitd and the princes brave

Much wealth to all the Brihmans gave.
Then to the monarch’s house the three
Went forth the aged king to see.

The princes from two servants tnok

Those heavenly arms of glorious lnok,
Adorned with garland and with band

By Sitd’s beantifying baud.

On each high house a mournful throng
Had gathered ere they passed along,
Who gazed in pure unselfish woe

Frcm turret, roof, and portico.

So dense the crowd thar blocked the ways,
The rest, unable there to gaze,

Were fain each terrace to ascend,

And thence their eyes on Rama bend.
Then as the gathered multitude

On foot their well-loved Rama viewed,
No royal shade to screen his head,

Such wonls, disturbed by grief, they said :
‘O look, our hero, wont to ride )
Leading a host in perfect pride—

Now Lakshman, sole of all his friends,
With Sit4. on his steps attends.

Though he has known the sweets of power,
And poured his gifts in liberal shower,
From duty’s path he will not swerve,
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But still his father’s truth preserve.
And she whose form so soft and fair
Was veiled from spirits of the air,
Now walks unsheltered from the day,
Secn by the crowds who throng the way.
Ab, for that gently-nurtured form !
How will it fade with sun and storm !
How will the rain, the cold, the heat
Mar fragrant breast and tinted feet!
Surely some demon has possessed

His sire, and speaks within his breast,
Or how could one that is a king

Thus send his dear son wandering ?

It were a deed nnkindly done

To banish ¢'en a worthless son:

But what, when his pure life has gained
The heatts of all, by love enchained ?
Six sovercign virtues join to grace
Réma the forewnost of his race:
Tender and kind and pure is he,
Docile, religions, passion-free,

Henee wmisery strikes not him alone:
In bitterest giief the people moan;
Like ereatures of the stream, when dry
In the great heat the channels lie.
The world is mournful with the grief
That falls on its beloved chief,

As, when the root is hewn away,
Tree, fruit, and flower, and bud decay.
The soul of duty, bright to sec,

He is the root of you and me;

And all of us, who share his grief,
His branches, blossom, fruit, and leaf,

Now like the faithful Lakshinan, we
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Will follow and be true as he;

Our wives and kinsmen call with speed,
And hasten where our lord shall lead.
Yes, we will leave each well-loved spot,
The ficld, the garden, and the cot,

And, sharers of his weal and woe,
Behind the pious Rima go.

Our houses, empty of their stores,

With ruined courts and broken doors,
With all their treasures borne away,
And gear that made them bright and gay:
O'crrun by rats, with dust o’erspread,
Shrines, whenee the deitiex have Hed,
Where not a hand the water pours,

Or sweeps the long-neglected toors,

No incense loads the evening air,

No Bréhmans chant the text and prayer,
No fire of sacrifice is bright,

No gift is known, no sacred rite ;

With floors which broken vesscls strew,
As if our woes had crushed them too—
Of these be stern Kaikeyi queen,

And rule o'er homes where we have been,
The wood where Rdma’s feet may roam
Shall be our city and our home,
-And this fair city we forsake,

Our flight a wilderness shall make,

Each serpent from his hole shall hie,
The birds and beasts from mountains fly,
Lions and elephants in fear

Shall quit the woods when we come near,
Yield the broad wilds for us to range,
And take our city in exchange.

With Réma will we hence, content
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If, where h/ is, our days be spent.

Such were the varied words the crowd
Of all conditions spoke aloud.
And Réma heard their speeches, yet
Changed not his purpose firmly set.
His father’s palace soon he neared,
That like Kaildsa's hill appeared.
Like a wild elcphant he strode
Right onward to the bright abode.
Within the palace court he stepped,
Where ordercd bands their station kept,
And saw Sumantra stunding near
With down-cast cye and gloomy cheer.
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RAMA IN THE PALACE.

The dark incomparable chief

Whose eye was like a lotus leaf,

Cried to the mournful charioteer,

‘Go tell my sire that I am here’
Sumantra, sad and all dismayed,

The chieftain’s order swift obeyed.

‘Within the palace doors he hied

And saw the king, who wept and sighed.

Like the great sun when wrapped in shade,

Like fire by ashes overlaid,

Or like a pool with waters dried,

So lay the world’s great lord and pride.

A while the wise Sumantra gazed

On him whose scenses woe had dazed,

Grieving for Riama. Near he drew

With hands upraised in revercnce due.

With blessing first his king he hailed;

Then with a voice that well-nigh failed,

In trembling accents soft and low

Addressed the monarch in his woce:

¢ The prince of men, thy Réma, waits

To see thee at the palace gates.

His wealth to Brahmans he has dealt,

And all who in his home have dwelt.

Admit thy son. His friends have heard

His kind farewell and parting word.

He-longs to sec thee first, and then
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Will seek the wilds, O King of men.
He, with each princely virtue’s blaze,
Shines as the san engirt by rays.

The truthful king who loved to keep
The law, profound as Ocean’s deep,

And stainless as the dark blue sky,
Thus to Sumantra made reply :

‘Go then, Sumantra, go and call

My wives and ladies one and all.

Drawn round me shall they fill the place
When I belold iny Rdma’s face.’

Quick to the inner rooms he sped,
And thus to all the women said,

‘Come, at the summons of the king:
Comne all, and make no tarrying.’

Their husband’s word, by him conveyed,
Soon as they heard, the dames obeyed,
And following his guidance all
Came thronging to the regal hall.

In number half seven hundred, they,
All lovely dames, in long array,

With their bright eyes for weeping red,
To stand round Queen Kau$alyi, sped.
They gathered, and the monarch viewed
One moment all the multitude,

Then to Sumantra spoke and said :
‘Now let my son be hither led.’

Sumantra went. Then Rima came,
And Lakshmany, and the Maithil dame,
And, as he led them on, their guide
Straight to the monarch’s presence hied.
When yet far off the father saw
His son with raised palms toward him dra.w;.
Girt by his ladies, sick with woes,
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Swift from his royal seat_he rose.
With all his strength the aged man

To meet his darling Réna ran,

But trembling, wild with dark despair,
Fell on the ground and fainted there.
And Laksbman, wont in cars to ride,
And Réma, threw them by the side

Of the poor miserable king,

Half lifeless with his sorrow’s sting.
Throughout the spacious hall up went
A thousand women’s wild lament:

‘Ah Rima!" thus they wailed and wept,
And anklets tinkled as they stepped.
Around his body, weeping, threw
Their loving arms the brothers two,
And then, with Sitd’s gentle aid,

The king upon a couch was laid.

At length to earth’s imperial lord,
When life and knowledge were restored,
Though seas of woe went o'er his head,
With suppliant hands thus Rdma said :
 Lord of us all, great King, thou art:
Bid me farewell before we part.

To Dandak wood this day I go:

One blessing and one look bestow.

Let Lakshman my companion be,

And Sit4 also follow me.

With truthful pleas I sought to bend
Their purpose ; but no ear they lend.
Now cast this sorrow from thy heart,
And let us all, great King, depart.

As Brahm4 sends his children, so

Let Lakshmag, me, and Sitd go.’

He stood unmoved, and watched intent

Book I1.
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Until the king should grant consent.
Upon his son his eyes he cast,
And thus the monarch spake at last:
‘O Réma, by her arts enslaved,
I gave the boons Kaikeyi craved,
Unfit to reign, by her misled :
Be ruler in thy father’s stead.’

Thus by the lord of men addressed,
Réma, of virtue's friends the best,
In lore of language duly learned,
His answer, reverent, thus returned :
‘A thousand years, O King, reinain
O’er this our city still to reign.
I in the woods my life will lead :
The lust of rule no more I heed.
Nine years and five I there will spend,
And when the portioned days shall end,
Will come, my vows and exile o'er,
And clasp thy feet, my King, once more.’

A captive in the snare of truth,
Weeping, distressed with woe and ruth,
Thus spake the monarch, while the queen
Kaikeyi urged him on unscen: -
‘Go then, O Réamu, and begin
Thy course unvext by fear and sin:
Go, my beloved son, and earn
Success, and joy, and safe return.
So fast the bonds of duty bind,
O Raghu’s son, thy truthful mind,
That naught can turn thee back, or guide
Thy will so strongly fortificl.
But O, a little longer stay,
Nor turn thy steps this night away,
That I one littlc day—alas!
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Oneée only—with my son may pass.

Me and thy mother do not slight,

But stay, my son, with me to-night;

With every dainty please thy taste,

And seek to-morrow morn the waste,

Hard is t;hy task, O Raghu’s son,

Dire is the toil thou wilt not shun,

Far to the lonely wood to flee,

And leave thy friends for love of me.

I swear it by my truth, believe,

For thee, my son, I deeply grieve,

Misguided by the traitress dame

With hidden guile like smouldering flame.

Now, by her wicked counsel stirred,

Thou fain wouldst keep my plighted word.

No marvel that my eldest horn

Would hold me true when I have sworn.’
Then Rima having calmly heard

His wretched father speak each word,

With Lakshman standing by his side

Thus, humbly, to the king replied :

‘If dainties now my taste regale,

To-morrow must those dainties fail.

This day departure I prefer

To all that wealth can minister.

O’er this fair land, no longer mine,

Which I, with all her realms, resign,

Her multitudes of men, her grain,

Her stores of wealth, let Bharat reign.

And let the promised boon which thou

Wast pleased to grant the queen ere now,

Be hers in full. Be true, O King,

- - Kipd giver of each precious thing,

- Thy spoken word I still will heed,

- Book II,
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Obeying all thy lips decreed ;

And fourteen years in woods will dwell
With those who live in glade and dell.
No hopes of power my heart can touch,
No selfish jovs attract so much

As, son of Raghu, to fulfil

With beart and soul my father’s will.
Dismiss, dismiss thy needless woe,

Nor let those drowning torrents flow :
The Lord of Rivers in his pride

Keeps to the banks that bar his tide.
Here in thy presence I declare;

By thy good deeds, thy truth, I swear;
Nor lordship, joy, nor lands 1 prize;
Life, heaven, all blessings 1 despise ;

I wish to see thee still remain

Most true, O King, and free from stain,
It must not, Sire, 1t must not be:

¥ cannot rest one hour with thee.
Then bring this sorrow to an end,

For naught my settled will can bend.
I gave a pledge that binds me too,
And to that pledge I still am true
Kaikeyi bade me speed away :

She prayed me, and I answered yea.
Pine not for me, and weep no more:
The wood for us has joy in store,

Filled with the wild deer’s peacetul herds,

And voices of a thousand birds.

A father is the God of each,

Yea, ¢'en of Gods, so Scriptures teach :
And I will keep my sirc’s decree,

For as a God I honour thec.

O best of men, the time is nigh,

113



114 THE RAMAYAN. Book II

The fourteen years will soon pass by

And to thine eyes thy son restore:

Be comforted, and weep no more.

Thou with thy firmness shouldst support
These weeping crowds who throng the court;
Then why, O chief of high renown,

So troubled, and thy soul cast down ¢



CANTO XXXV.

PR P —

KAIKEYI REPROACHED.

Wild with the rage ke could not calm,
Sumantra, grinding palm on palm,

His head in quick impatience shook,
And sighed with woe he could not brook.
He gnashed his teeth, his eyes were red,
From his changed face the colour fled.
In rage and grief that knew no law,

The temper of the king he saw.

‘With his word-arrows swift and keen
He shook the bosom of the queen.

With scorn, as though its lightning stroke
Would blast her body, thus he spoke:

‘ Thou, who, of no dread sin afraid,

Hast DaSaratha’s self betrayed,

Lord of the world, whose might sustains
Each thing that movcs or fixed remains,
What direr crime is left thee now 2
Death to thy lord and house art thou,
Whose cruel deeds the king distress,
Mahendra’s peer in mightiness,

Firm as the mountain’s rooted steep,
Enduring as the Ocean’s decp.

Despise not DaSaratha, he

Is a kind lord and friend to thee.

A loving wife in worth outruns

The mother of ten million sons.

Kings, when their sires have passed away,
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Succeed by birthright to the sway.
Ikshviku's son still rales the state,
Yet thou this rule wouldst violate.
Yea, let thy son, Kaikeyf, reign,

Let Bharat rule his sire’s domain,
Thy will, O Queen, shall none oppose :
‘We all will go where Réma goes.

No Brihman, scorning thee, will rost
Within the realm thou governest,

But all will fly indignant hence :

So great thy trespass and offence.

I marvel, when thy crime I sec,

Earth yawns not quick to swallow thee ;
And that the Brdhman saints prepare
No burning scourge thy soul to scare,
‘With cries of shame to smite thee, bent
Upon our Rdma’s banishment,

The Mango tree with axes fell,

- And tend instead the Neem tree well,
Still watered with all care the tree
Will never sweet and pleasant be.

Thy mother’s faults to thee descend,
And with thy borrowed nature bleud.
Truc is the ancient saw : the Neem
Can ne'er distil a honeyed stream,
Taught by the tale of long ago

Thy mother’s hateful sin we know.

A bounteous saint, as all have heard, -
A boon upon thy sire conferred,

And all the eloquence revealed

That fills the wood, the flood, the field.
No creature walked, or swam, or flew,
But he its varied language knew.

One morn upon his couch he heard

Book 11.
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The chattering of a gorgeous bird,
And as he marked its close intent
He laughed aloud in merriment.

Thy mother furious with her lord,
And fain to perish by the cord,

Said to her husband : I would know,
O Monarch, why thou laughest so.’
The king in answer spake again :

If I this laughter should explain,
This very hour would be my last,

For death, be sure, would follow fast.’
Again thy mother, flushed with ire,
To Kekaya spake, thy royal sire:
‘Tell me the cause; then live or die:
I will not brook thy laugh, not L.
Thus by his darling wife addressed,
The king whose might all earth confessed,
To that kind saint his story told
Who gave the wondrous gift of old.
He listened to the king's complaint,
And thus in answer spoke the saint :
“King, let her quit thy home or die,
But never with her prayer comply.” -
The saint’s reply his trouble stilled,
And all his heart with pleasure filled.
Thy mother from his home he sent,
And days like Lord Kuvera’s spent.
So thou wouldst force the king, misled
By thee, in evil paths to tread,

And bent on evil wouldst begin,
Through folly, this career of sin.
Most true, methinks, in thes is shown
The ancient saw so widely known:
The sons their fathers’ worth declare
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And girls their mothers’ nature-share.

So be not thou. For pity’s sake

Accept the word the monarch spake.
Thy husband’s will, O Queen, obey,

And be the people’s hope and stay.

O, do not, urged by folly, draw

The king to tread on duty’s law,

The lord who all the world sustains,
Bright as the God o’er Gods who reigns.
Our glorious king, by sin unstained,

Will never grant what fraud obtained ;
No shade of fault in him is seen :

Let Réma be anointed, Queen.
Remember, Queen, undying shame

Will through the world pursue thy name,
If Rdma leave the king his sire,

And, banished, to the wood retire.

Come, from thy breast this fever fling :
Of his own realm be Rdma king.

None in this city e’er can dwell

To tend and love thee half so well,
When Réma sits in royal place,

True to the custom of his race
" Our monarch of the mighty bow

A hermit to the woods will go.’*

- Sumantra thus, palm joined to palm,

Poured forth his words of bane and balm,
With keen: reproach, with pleading kind,

! Tt was the custoin of the kings of the solsr dynasty to resign it
their extreme old age the kingdom to the heir, and spend the remainder
* of their day# in holy meditation in the forest:

¢ For such through agea in their life's decline
1s the-good customn of Ikuhviku's line.’
Raghuvaniq,
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Striving to move Kaikeyi’s mind.

In vain he prayed, in vain reproved,

She heard unsoftened and unmoved.

Nor could the eyes that watched her view
One yielding look, one change of hue.

119



- 120

CANTO XXXVI.

SIDDHARTH'S SPEECH.
rp—

Ikshviku’s son with anguish torn
For the great oath his lips had sworn,
‘With tears and sighs of sharpest pain
Thus to Sumantra spake again :
‘ Prepare thou quick a perfect force,
Cars, elephants, and foot, and horse,
To follow Raghu’s scion hence
Equipped with all magnificence.
Let traders with the wealth they sell,
And those who charming stories tell,
And dancing-women fair of face,
The prince’s ample chariots grace.
On all the train who throng his courts,
And those who share his manly sports,
Great gifts of precious wealth bestow,
And bid them with their master go.
Let noble arms, and many a wain,
And townsmen swell the prince’s train ;
And hunters best for woodland skill
Their places in the concourse fill.
‘While elephants and deer he slays,
Drinking wood honey as he strays,
And looks on streams each fairer yet,
His kingdom he may chance forget.
Let all my gold and wealth of corn
_'With Réma to the wilds be borne ;
"For it will soothe the exile’s lot
- 'To sacrifice in eaqh pure spot,

~
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Deal ample largess forth, and meet
Each hermit in his calm retreat.
The wealth shall Rema with him bear :
Ayodhy4 shall be Bharat’s share.’
As thus Kakutstha's offspring spoke,
Fear in Kaikeyi’s breast awoke.
The freshness of her face was dried,
Her trembling tongue was terror-tied.
Alarmed and sad, with bloodless cheek,
She turned to him and scarce could speak :
‘Nay, Sire, but Bharat shall not gain
An empty realm where none remain.
My Bharat shall not rule a waste
Reft of all sweets to charm the taste—
The wine-cup’s dregs, all dull and dead,
Whence the light foam and life are fled.’
Thus in her rage the long-eyed dame
Spoke her dire speech untouched by shame.
Then, answering, DaSaratha spoke :
‘ Whhy, having bowed me to the yoke,
Dost thou, most cruel, spur and goad
Me who am struggling with the load ?
Why didst thou not oppose at tirst -
This hope, vile Queen, so fondly nursed 2’
Scarce could the monarch’s angry speech
The ears of the fair lady reach,
‘When thus, with double wrath inflamed,
Kaikeyi to the king exclaimed :
¢Sagar, from whom thy line is traced,
Drove forth his eldest son disgraced,
Called Asamanj, whose fate we know :
Thus should thy son to exile go.’
s» * Fie on thee, dame " the monarch said ;
Each of her people bent his head,
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And stood in shame and sorrow mute :
She marked not, bold and resolute.

Then great Siddhérth, inflamed with rage,
The good old councillor and sage

On whose wise rede the king relied,

To Queen Kaikeyi thus replied :

¢ But Asamanj the cruel laid

His bands on irfants as they played,

Cast them to Sarjd’s flood, and smiled
For pleasure when he drowned a child.’
The people saw, and, farious, sped
Straight to the king his sire and said :

¢ Choose us, O glory of the throne,

Choose us, or Asamanj alone.’

‘ Whence comes this dread?’ the monarch eried ;
And all the people thus replied :

“In folly, King, he loves to lay

Fierce hands upon our babes at play,
Casts them to Sarjd’s flood, and joys

To murder our bewildered boys.’

With heedful ear the king of men

Heard each complaining citizen.

To please their troubled minds he strove,
And from the state his son he drove.
With wife and gear upon a car

He placed him quick, and sent him far.

t See Book I., Canto XXXIX. An Indian prince in more modern
times appears to have diverted himself in a similar way.
. It s still reportedin Belgaum that Appay Deasy was wont to amuse
R “by makmg several young and beautiful women stand side by
‘A narrow baleony, without a parapet, overhanging the deep
Freservoir st the new palace in Nipani. He used then to pass along tho
Iine of tmn),img creatures, and suddenly thrusting one of them head-
long into the water below, he used to watch her drowning, and deriva
gluwre fyour her dying agonies,”—History of the Belgaum District,
By B 3, Stokes, M. 8, C.
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And thus he gave commandment, < He
Shall all his days an exile be.’

With basket and with plough he strayed
O’er mountain heights, through pathless shade,
Roaming all lands a weary time,

An outcast wretch defiled with crime.
Sagar, the righteous path who held,
His wicked offspring thus expelled.
But what has Rdma done to blame ?
‘Why should his sentence be the same ?
No sin his stainless name can dim ;
We see no fault at all in him.

Pure as the moon, no darkening blot
On his sweet life has left a spot.
“If thou canst see one fault, ¢’en one,
To dim the fame of Raghu’s son,

That fault this hour, O lady, show,
And Réma to the wood shall go.

‘To drive the guiltless to the wild,
Truth’s constant lover, undefiled,
Would, by defiance of the right,

The glory e’en of Indra blight.

Then cease, O lady, and dismiss

Thy hope to ruin Réma's bliss,

Or all thy gain, O fair of face,

Will be men’s hatred, and disgrace.’



CANTO XXXVII.

THE COATS OF BARRK.

Thus spake the virtuous sage ; and then
Rama addressed the king of men.
In laws of meek behaviour bred,
Thus to his sire he meekly said :

¢ King, I renounce all earthly care,
And live in woods on woodland fare.
‘What, dead to joys, have I to do
With lordly train and retinue 2
‘Who gives his elephant and yet
Upon the girths his heart will set?
How can a cord attract his eves
Who gives away the nobler prize ?
Best of the good, with me be led
No host, my King, with banners spread.
All wealth, all lordship I resign :
The hermit’s dress alone be mine.
Before I go, have here conveyed
A little basket and a spade.
‘With these alone I go, content,

For fourteen years of banishment.’
‘With her own hands Kaikeyi took
The hermit coats of bark, and, ‘ Look,’

She cried with bold unblushing brow
Before the concourse, ‘Dress thee now.’
That lion leader of the brave )
Took from her hand the dress she gave,
-Cast his fine raiment on the ground,
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And round his waist the vesture bound,
Then quick the hero Lakshman too

His garment from his shoulders threw,
And, in the presence of his sire,

Indued the ascetic’s rough attire.

Bu, Sité, in her silks arrayed,

Threw glances, trembling and afraid,

On the bark coat she had to wear,

Like a shy doe that cyes the snare.
Ashamed and weeping for distress

From the quecén’s hand she took the dress,
The fair one, by her husband’s side

‘Who matched heaven’s minstrel monarch,! cried &
¢ How bind they on their woodland dress,
Those hermits of the wilderness 2’

There stood the pride of Janak's race
Perplexed, with sad appealing face.
One coat the lady’s fingers grasped,
One round her neck she feebly clasped,
But failed again, again, confused
by the wild garb she nc’er had used.
Then quickly hastening Rima, pride
Of all who cherish virtue, tied
"I'he rough bark mantle on her, o’er-
The silken raiment that she wore.

Then the sad women when thy saw
Réma thé ehoice bark round her draw,
Rained water from each tender eye,
And cried aloud with bitter cry :
¢ 0, hot on her, beloved, not
On Sit4 falls thy mournful lot.
If-faithful to thy father’s will,

Thou must go forth, leave Sit4 still.

. — e

U]

? Chitraratha, King of the celestial choristers,
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Let Sit4 still remaining here
Our hearts with her loved presence cheer.
With Lakshman by thy side to aid
Seek thou, dear son, the lonely shade.
Unmeet, one good and fair as she
Should dwell in woods a devotee.
Let not our prayers be prayed in vain :
Let beauteous Sitd yet remain ;
For by thy love of duty tied
Thou wilt not here thyself abide.’
Then the king’s venerable guide
Va$ishtha, when he saw each coat
Enclose the lady’s waist and throat,
Her zeal with gentle words repressed,
And Queen Kaikeyi thus addressed :
‘O evil-bearted sirner, shame
Of royal Kekaya’s race and name;
‘Who matchless in thy sin couldst cheat
Thy lord the king with vile deceit ;
Lost to all sense of duty, know
Sité to exile shall not go.
Sit4 shall guard, as ’twere her own,
The precious trust of Rama’s throne.
Those joined by wedlock’s sweet control
Have but oue self and common soul.
Thus Sit4 shall our empress be,
For Réma’s self and soul is she.
Or if she still to Rima cleave :
And for the woods the kingdom leave :
* If naught her loving heart deter,
We and this town will follow her.
The warders of the queen shall take
. Their 'wives and go for Réma’s sake.
The nation with its stores of grain,
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‘The city’s wealth shall swell his train,
Bharat, Satrughna both will wear

Bark mantles, and his lodging share,
Still with their elder brother dwell

In the wild wood, and serve him well.
Rest here alone, and rule thy state
Unpeopled, barren, desolate ;

Be empress of the land and trees,

Thou sinner whom our sorrows please.
The land which Rima reigns not o'er
Shall bear the kingdom’s name no more :
The woods which Réma wanders through
Shall be our home and kingdom too.
Bharat, be sure, will never deign

O’er realms his father yields, to reign.
Nay, if the king’s true son he be,

He will not, sonlike, dwell with thee.
Nay, shouldst thou from the earth arise,
And send thy message from the skies,
To his forefathers’ custom true

No erring course would he pursue.

So hast thow, by thy grievous fault,
Offended him thou wouldst exalt.

In all the world none draws his breath
‘Who loves not Réma, true to death.
This day, O Queen, shalt thou behold
Birds, deer, and beasts from lea and fold
Turn to the woods in Rdma’s train,

And naught save longing trecs remain.’
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CANTO XXXVIII.

CARE FOR KAUSALYA.

Then when the people wroth and sad
Saw Sit4 in bark vesture clad,’
Though wedded, like some widowed thing,
They cried out, * Shame upon thee, King !’
Grieved by their cry and angry look
The lord of earth at once forsook
All hope in life that still remained,
In duty, self, and fame unstained.
Tkshvdku’s son with burning sighs
On Queen Kaikeyi bent his cyes,
And said : < But Sitd must not flee
Tn garments of a devotee.
My holy guide has spoken truth :
Unfit is she in tender youth,
So gently nurtured, soft and fair,
The hardships of the wood to share.
How has she sinned, devout and true,
The noblest monarch’s child,
That she should garb of bark indue
And journey to the wild ? ’
That she should spend her youthful days
Amid a hermit band,
Like some poor mendicant who strays
Sore troubled, through the land ?
Ah, let the child of Janak throw
‘Her dress of bark aside,
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And let the royal lady go
With royal wealth supplied.
Not such the pledge I gave before,
Unfit to linger here :
The oath which I the sinner swore
Is kept, and leaves her clear.
Won from her childlike love this too
My instant death would be,
As blossoms on the old bamboo
Destroy the parent tree.’
If aught amiss by Rdma done
Offend thce, O thou wicked one,
What least transgression canst thou find
In her, thou worst of womankind ?
What shade of fault in her appears,
Whose full soft eye is like the deer’s ?
What canst thou blame in Janak’s child,
So gentle, modest, true, and mild ?
1< not one crime complete, that sent
My Réma forth to banishment ?
And wilt thou other sins commit,
Thou wicked one, to double it ?
This is the pledge and oath I swore,
What thou besoughtest, and no morc:
Of Réma—for I heard thee, dame—
When he for consecration came.
Now with this limit not content,
In hell should be thy punishment,
Who fain the Maithil bride wouldst press
To clothe her limbs with hermit dress.’
Thus spake the father in his woe;
And Réma, still prepared to go,
To him who sat with drooping head
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Spake in return these words and said :
¢ Just King, here stands my mother dear,
Kau$aly4, one whom all revere.
Submissive, gentle, old is she,
And keeps her lips from blame of thee.
Forsher, kind lord, of me bereft
A sea of whelming woe is left.
O, show her in her new distress
Still fonder love and tenderness,
‘Well honoured by thine honoured hand
Her grief for me let her withstand,
‘Who wrapt in constant thought of me
In me would live a devotee.
Peer of Mahendra, O, to her be kind,
And treat I pray, my gentle mother so,
That, when I dwell afar, her life resigned,
She may not pass to Yama’s realm for woe.’
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€ANTO XXXIX.

COUNSEL T0 SITA.

Scarce had the sire, with each dear queen,
Heard Rima's pleading voice, and seen
His darling in his hermit dress

Ere failed his.senses for distress.
Convulsed. with woe, his soul that shook,
On Baghu’s son he could not look ;

Or if he looked with failing eye

He could not to the chief reply..

By pangs of bitter grief-assailed,

The long-armed monarch wept and wailed,.
Half dead a while and sore distraught,
While Rama. filled his every thought.
*This hand of mine in days ere now
Has reft her voung from many a cow,
Or living things has idly slain ;

Hence comes, 1 ween, this hour of pain..
Not till the hour is come to die

Can from its shell the spirit fly.

Death comes not, and Kaikeyi still
Torments the wretch she cannot kill,
‘Who sees his son before him quit

The fine soft robes his rank that fit,
And, glorious. as the burning fire,

In hermit garb his limbs attire.

Now all the people grieve and groan:
Through Queen Kaikeyi’s deed alone,,
‘Who, having dared this deed of sin,,
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Strives for herself the gain to win.’

He spoke. With tears his eyes grew dim,
His senses all deserted him.

He cried, O Rdma, once, then weak
And fainting could no further speak.
Unconscious there he lay : at length
Regathering bis seuse and strength,
While his full eyes their torrents shed,
To wise Sumantra thus he said :

¢ Yoke the light car, and hither lead
Fleet coursers of the noblest breed,
And drive this heir of lofty fate
Beyond the limit of the state.

This seems the fruit that virtues bear,
The meed of worth which texts declare—
The sending of the brave and good
By sire and mother to the wood.’

He heard the monarch, and obeyed,
With ready feet that ne’er delayed,
And brought before the palace gate
The horses and the car of state.

Then to the monarch’s son he sped,
And raising hands of reverence said
That the light car which gold made fair,
With best of steeds, was standing there.
King DaSaratha called in haste

The lord o’er all his treasures placed,
And spoke, well skilled in place and tiwne,
His will to him devoid of crime :

¢ Count all the years she has to live
‘Afar in forest wilds, and give

. To Sit4 robes and gems of price

As for.the time may well suffice”
Quick to the treasure-room he went,
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Charged by that king most excellent,
Brought the rich stores, and gave them all
To Sit4 in the monarch’s hall.

The Maithil dame of bigh descent
Received each robe and ornament,

And tricked those limbs, whose lines foretold
High destiny, with gems and gold.

So well adoruned, so fair to view,

A glory through the hall she threw:

So, when the Lord of Light upsprings,
His radiance o’er the sky he flings.

Then Queen Kansalya spake at last,
With loving arms about her cast,
Presscd lingering kisses on her head,
And to the high-souled lady said :

© Ah, in this faithless world below
‘When dark misfortune comes and woe,
Wives, loved and cherished every day,
Neglect their lords and disobey.

Yos, woman’s nature still is this :—
After long days of calm and bliss

When some light grief her spirit tries,
She changes all her love, or flies.

Young wives are thankless, false in soul
With roving hearts that spurn control,
Brooding on sin and quickly changed,

In ong short hour their love estranged.
Not glorious deed or lineage fair,

Not knowledge, gift, or tender carc

In chains of lasting love can bind

A woman’s light intonstant mind.

But those good dames who still maintain
What right, truth, Scripture, rule ordain —
No holy thing in their pure eyes
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With one beloved husbaud vies.
Nor let thy lord my son, condemned
To exile, be by thee contemned,
For be he poor or wenlthy, he

Is as a God, dear child, to thee’

When Sitd hoard Kaualyd’s speech
Her duty and her gain to teach,
She joined her palins with reverent graco,
And gave her answer face to face:
* All will T do, forgetting naught,
Which thou, O honoured Queen, hast tanght.
I konow, have heard, and deep have stored
The rules of duty to my lord.
Not me, good Queen, shouldst thou include
Among the faithless multitude.
Its own sweet light the moon shall leave
Ere T to duty cease to cleave.
The stringless lute gives forth no strain,
The wheelless car is urged in vain :
No joy a lordless dame, although
Blest with a hundred sons, can know.
From father, biother, aml from son
A measured share of joy is won :
Who wnuld not honour, love, and bless
Her lord, whose gifts are measureless 1
Thus trained to think, I hold in awe
Scripture’s command and duty’s law.
Him can I hold in slight esteem ?
Her lord is woman’s God, I deem.”
Kausalyd heard the lady’s specch,
Nor failed those words her heart to reach.
Then, pure in mind, she gave to flow
The tear that sprang of joy and woe.
Then duteous Rima forward came
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And stood before the honoured dame,

And joining reverent hands addressed

The queen in rank above the rest :

*O mother, from these tears refrain ;

Look on my sire and still thy pain.

To thee my doys afar shall fly

As if sweet slumber closed thine eye,

And fourteen years of exile seem

To thee, dear mother, like a dream.

On me returning safe and well,

Girt by my friends, thine eyes shall dwell."
Thus for their deep affection’s sake

The hero to his mother spake,

Then to the half seven hundred too,

Wives of his sire, paid reverence due.

Thus Da$aratha’s son addressed

That crowd of matrons sore distressed :

Tf from these hips, while here I dwelt,

One heedless taunt you e’er have felt,

Forgive me, pray. And now adieu,

T bid good-bye to all of you.

Then straight, like curlews’ cries, upwent

The voices of their wild lament,

While, as he bade farewell, the crowd

Of roysl women wept aloud.

And through the ample ball’s extent,

Where erst the sound of tabour, blent

With drum and shrill-toned instrument,
In joyous concert rose,

Now rang the sound of wailing high,

The lamentation and the ery,

The shriek, the choking sob, the sigh
That told the ladies’ woes.
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CANTO XL.

RAMA’S DEPARTURE.

Then Réma, Sit4, Lakshman bent

At the king's feet, and sadly went
Round him with slow steps reverent.
When Réma of the duteous heart.
Had gained his sire’s cousent to part,
‘With Sitd by his side he paid

Due reverence to the queen dismayed.
And Lakshman, with affection meet,
Bowed down and clasped his mother’s feet.
Sumitrd viewed him as he pressed
Her feet, and thus her son addressed :
* Neglect not Rama wandering there,
But tend him with thy faithful care.
In hours of wealth, in time of woe,
Him, sinless son, thy refuge know.
From this good law the just ne’er swerve,
That younger sons the eldest serve,
And to this righteous rule incline

All children of thine ancient line—
Freely to give, reward each rite,

Nor spare their bodies in the fight.
Let Rama Dafaratha be,

Look upon Sitd as on me,

And let the cot wherein you dwell

Be thine Ayodhyi. Fare thee well”
Her blessing thus Sumitré gave
*To him whose soul to Rama clave,
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Exelaiming, when her speech was done,
“Go forth, O Lakshman, go, my son.
Go forth, my son, to win success,
High victory and happiness.
Go forth thy foemen to destroy,
And turn agaic atlast with joy.’

As Métali his charioteer
Speaks for the Lord of Gods to hear,
Sumantra, palin to palm applied,
In reverence trained, to R4ma cried :
‘O famous Prince, my car ascend,—
May blessings on thy course attend,—
And swiftly shall my horses flee
And place thee where thou biddest me.
The fourteen years thou hast to stay
Far in the wilds, begin to-day ;
For Queen Kaikeyi crics, Away.’

Then Sit4, best of womankind,
Ascended, with a tranquil mind,
Scon as her toilet task was done,
That chariot brilliant as the sun.
Rama and Lakshman true and bold
Sprang on the car adorned with gold.
The king those years had counted o'er,
And given Sité robes and store
Of precious ornaments to wear
When following her husband there.
The brothers in the car found place
For nets and weapons of the chase,
There warlike arms and mail they laid,
A leathern basket and a spade.
Soon as Sumantra saw the three
Were seated in the chariot, he
Urged on cach horse of noble breed,
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‘Who matched the rushing wind in speed.
As thus the son of Raghu went

Forth for his dreary banishment,

Chill numbing grief the town assailed,
All strength grew weak, all spirit failed.
Ayodhy4 through her wide extent

Was filled with tumult and lament :
Steeds neighed and shook the bells they bore,
Each elephant returned a toar.

Then all the city, young and old,

Wild with their sorrow uncontrolled,
Rushed to the car, as, from the sun

The panting herds to water run.

Before the car, behind, they clung,

And there as eagerly they hung,

With torrents streaming from their eyes,
Called loudly with repeated cries:

¢ Listen, Sumantra ; draw thy rein;
Drive gently, and thy steeds restrain.
Once more on Rima will we gaze,

Now to be lost for many days.

The queen his mother has, be sure,

A heart of iron, to endure

To see her godlike Rama go,

Nor feel it shattered by the blow.

Sité; well done! Videha’s pride,

Still like his shadow by his side ;
Rejoicing in thy duty still

As sunlight cleaves to Meru’s hill.

Thou, Lakshman, too, hast well deserved,
Who from thy duty hast not swerved,
Tending the peer of Gods above,

‘Whose lips speak nsught but words of love.
Thy firm resolve is nobly. great,
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And high success on thee shall wait.
Yea, thou shalt win a priccless meed-—
Thy path with him to heaven shall lead.
As thus they spake, they could not hold
The tears that down their faces rolled,
‘While satill they followed for a space
Their darling of Tkshviku'’s race.

There stood surrounded by a ring
Of mournful wives the mouranful king ;
For, ¢ I will see once more,’ he eried,
‘ Minc own dear son,” and forth he hied.
As he came near, there rose the sound
Of weeping, as the dames stood round.
So the she-clephants complain
When their great lord and guide is slain.
Kakutstha's son, the king of men,
The glorious sire, looked troubled then,
As the full moon is when dismayed
By dark eclipse’s threatening shade.
Then Dafaratha’s son, designed
For highest fate, of lofty mind,
Urged to more speed the charioteer,
¢ Away, away ! why linger here? -
Urge on thy horses,” Rima cried,
And “Stay, O stay,’ the people sighed.
Sumantra, urged to speed away,
The townsmen’s call must disobey.
Forth as the long-armed hero went,
The dust his chariot wheels up sent
Was laid by streams that cver flowed
From their sad eyes who filted the road.
Then, sprung of woe, from eyes of all
The women drops began to fall,
As from each lotus on the lake
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The darting fish the water shake.
When he, the king of high renown,
Saw that one thought held all the town,
Like some tall tree he fell and lay,
Whose root the axe has hewn away.
Then straight a mighty cry from those
Wtho followed Rima’s car arose,
Who saw their monarch fainting there
Beneath that grief too great to bear.
Then ¢ Rdma, Réma !’ with the cry
Of ¢ Ah, his mother !’ sounded high,
As all the people wept aloud
Around the ladies’ sorrowing crowd.
When Rima backward turned his eye,
And saw the king his father lic
With troubled sense and failing limb,
And the sad queen, who followed him,
Like some young creature in the unet,
That will not, in its misery, let
Its wild eyes on its mother rest,
So, by the bonds of duty pressed,
His mother’s look he could not meet.
He saw them with their weary feet,
Who, used to bliss, in cars should ride,
Who ne'er by sorrow should be tried,
And, as one mournful look he cast,
Drive on,’ he cried, ‘ Sumantra, fast.’
As when the driver’s torturing hook
Goads on an elephant, the look
Of sire and mother in despair
 'Was more than Réma’s heart could bear.
. As mother kine to stalls return

‘Which hold the calves for whom they yearn,
'So to the car she tried to run

Book 11,
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As a cow seeks her little one,
Once and again the hero’s eyes
Looked on his mother, as with eries
Of woe she called and gestures wild,
¢ O Sit4, Lakshman, O my child !
‘Stay,’ cried the king, ¢ thy chariot stay
*On on,’ cried Rdma, ‘ speed away.’
As one between two hosts, inclined
To neither was Sumantra’s mind.
But Rima spake these words again :
¢ A lengthened woe is bitterest pain,
On, on ; and if his wrath grow hot,
Thinc answer be, ¢ I heard thee not.
Sumantra, at the chief's behest,
Dismissed the crowd that toward him pressed,
And, as he bade, to swiftest speed
Urged on his way each willing steed.
The king’s attendants parted thence,
And paid him heart-felt reverence :
In mind, and with the tears he wept,
Each still his place near Réma kept.
As swift away the horses sped,
His lords to Da$aratha said : .
“To follow him whom thou again
Wouldst sce returning home is vain’’
With failing limb and drooping micn
He heard their ‘counsel wise :
Still on their son the king and queen
Kept fast their lingering eyes, !

} * Thirty ceuturies have passed since he began this memorable jour
ney, Every step of it isknown and is anuually traversed by thousands :
hero-worship is not extinet. Whab can Faith do! MHow strong are
the ties of religion when entwined with the legenda of a conutry ! How
many & cart oreeps creaking and weary along the road from Ayodhyg 49

Chitrakit. It is this that gives the Réufyan a strauge interest : the
story still lives,” Culeuttn Revicw, Vol. XXH/, R
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The lion chief with hands upraised
‘Was born from eyes that fondly gazed.
But then the ladies’ bower was rent
With cries of weeping and lament :

‘ Where goes he now, our lord, the sure
Protector of the friendless pour,

In whom the wretched and the weak
Defence and aid were wont to seck ?
All words of wrath he turned aside,
And ne’er, when cursed, in ire replied.
He shared his people’s woe, and stilled
The troubled breast which rage had filled.
Our chief, on lofty thoughts intent,

In glorious fame preéminent :

As on his own dear mother, thus

He ever loocked on cach of us.

‘Where goes he now ? His sire’s behest,
By Quecen Kaikeyf’s guile distressed,
Has banished to the forest hence

Him whio was all the world’s defence.
Ah, senseless King, to drive away

The hope of men, their guard and stay,
To baunish to the distant wood

Rdma the duteous, true, and good !’
The voyal dames, like cows bereaved
Of their young calves, thus sadly grieved.
The monarch heard them as thy wailed,
And by the fire of gricf assailed
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For his dear son, he bowed his head,

And all his sense and memory fled.
Then were no fires of worship fed,

Thick darkness o’er the sun was spread.

The cows their thirsty calves denied,

And elephants flung their food aside.

TriSanku,' Jupiter looked dread,

And Mercury and Mars the red,

In direful opposition met,

The glory of the moon beset.

The lunar stars withheld their light,

The plancts were no longer bright,

But meteors with their horrid glare,

And dire Vi§ikh4s?® lit the air.

As troubled Ocean heaves and raves

When Doom’s wild tempest sweeps the waves,

Thus all Ayodhyd reeled and bent

When Réma to the forest went.

And chilling grief and dark despair

Fcll suddenly on all men there.

Their wonted pastime all forgot,

Nor thought of food, or touched it not.

Crowds in the royal street were scen | -

With weeping eye and troubled mien :

No more a people gay and glad,

Each head and heart was sick and sad.

No more the cool wind softly blew,

The moon no more was fair fo view.

No more the sun with genial glow

Cherished the world now plunged in woe.

Sons, brothers, husbands, wedded wives

Forgot the ties that joined their lives ;

' See Vol. L.p 266.
% Four stats of the sixtoenth lunar asterism,
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No thought for kith and kin was spared,
But all for only Réma, cared.
And Réma’s friends who loved him bost,
Their minds disordered and distressed
By the great burthen of their woes
Turned not to slumber or repose.
Like Earth with all her hills bereft

Of Indra’s guiding care,

Ayodhy4 in her sorrow left

By him, the high-souled Leir,

Was bowed by fear and sorrow’s force,
And shook with many a throe,
While warrior, elephant, and horse

Sent up the cry of woe.

Book I1.
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While yet the dust was seen afar

That marked the course of Rdma’s car,
The glory of Ikshvdku’s race

Turned not away his eager face.

While yet his duteons son he saw

He could not once his gaze withdraw,
But rooted to the spot remained

With eyes that after Rdma straived.
But when that dust no more he viewed,
Fainting he fell by grief subdued.

To his right hand KauS$alyd went,

And ready aid the lady lent,

While Bharat's loving mother tried

To raise Lhim on the other side.

The king, within whose ordered soul
Justice and virtue held control,

To Queen Kaikeyi turned and said,
With every sense disquieted :

‘Touch me not, thou whose soul can plot
All sin, Kaikeyi, touch me not.

No loving wife, no friend to me,

I ne'er again would look on thee;
Ne'er from this day have aught to do
With thee and all thy retinue ;

Thee whom no virtuous thoughts restrain,
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Whose selfish heart secks only gain.

The hand I laid in mine, O dame,

The steps we took around the flame,?

And all that links thy life to mine

Here and hereafter I vesign.

If Bharat too, thy darling son,

Jay in the rule thy art has won,

Ne'er may the funeral offerings paid

By his false hand approach my shade.’
Then while the dust upon him hung,

The monarch to Kausaly4 clung,

And she with mounrnful steps and slow

Turned to the palace, worn with woe.

As one whose hand has touched the fire,

Or slain & Brahman in his ire,

He felt his heart with sorrow torn

Still thinking of his sou forlorn.

Each step was torture, as the road

The traces of the chariot showed,

And as the shadowed sun grows dim

So care and anguish darkened him,

He raised a cry, by woe distraught,

As of his son again he thought,

And judging that the car had sped

Beyound the city, thus be said :

«1 still behold the foot-prints made

By the good horses that conveyed

My soun afar: these marks I see,

Baut high-souled R4ma, where is he ?

Ah me, my son ! my first and best,

On pleasant couches wont. to rest,

With limbs perfumed with sandal, fanned

By many a beauty’s tender hand :

© 1 In the marringe service.
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Where will he lie with log. or stone
Beneath him for a pillow thrown,
To leave at morn his earthy bed,
Neglected, and with dust o’erspread,
As from the flood with sigh and pant
Comes forth th» husband elephant ?
The men who make the woods their home
Shall see the long-armed hero roam
Roused from his bed, though lord of all,
In semblance of a friendless thrall.
Janak’s dear child who ne’er has met
With aught save joy and comfort yet,
Will reach to-day the forest, worn
Aund wearied with the brakes of thorn.
Ah, gentle girl, of woods unskilled,
How will her heart with dread be filled
At the wild beasts’ deep roaring there,
Whose voices lift the shuddering hair !
Kaikeyt, glory in thy gain,
And, widow queen, begin to reiga :
No will, no power to live have I
When my brave son no more is nigh.’
Thus pouring forth laments, the king
Girt by the people’s erowded ring,
Entered the noble bower like one
New-bathed when funeral rites are done.
Where'er he looked naught met his gaze
But empty houses, courts, and ways.
Closed were the temples : countless feet
No longer trod the royal street,
And thinking of his son he viewed
Men weak and worn and woe-subdued.
As sinks the sun into a cloud,
So passed he on, and wept aloud,

147
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Within that house no more to be
The dwelling of the banished three,
Brave Rdma, hig Videhan bride,
And Lakshman by his brother’s side :
Like broad still waters, when the king
Of all the birds that ply the wing
Has swooped from heaven and borne away
The glittering snakes that made them gay.
With choking sobs and voice half spent
The king renewed his sad lament ;
With broken utterance faint and low
Scarce could he speak these words of woe :
‘ My steps to Rima’s mother guid.,
And place me by Kau$aly&’s side :
There, only there my heart may know
Some little respite from my woe.’

The warders of the palace led
The monarch, when his words were said,
To Queen Kausalyd’s bower, and there
Laid him with reverential care.
But while he rested on the bed
Still was his soul disquieted.
In grief he tossed his arms on high
Lamenting with a piteous ery :
‘O Rama, Rédma,’ thus said he,
‘ My son, thou hast forsaken me.
High bliss awaits those favoured men
Left living in Ayodhy then,
Whose eyes shall see my son once more
Returning when the time is o'er.’
Then came the night, whose hated gloom
Fell on him like the night of doom.
“At miduight DaSaratha cried
To Queen Kansalys by his side :



Cantg XLII.  THE RAMAYAN. 149

¢I see thee not, Kaufaly4 ; lay

Thy gentle hand in mine, T pray.
When Réma left his home my sight
Went with him, nor returns to-night.
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Kaufaly4 saw the monarch lie

With drooping frame and failing eye,
And for her banished son distressed
With these sad words her lord addressed :
¢ Kaikevi, cruel, false, and vile

Has cast the venom of her guile

Ou Réma lord of men, and she

Will ravage like a snake set free ;

And more and more my soul alarm,
Like a dire serpent bent on harm.

For triumph crowns each dark intent,
And Rima to the wild is sent.

Ah, were he doomed but here to stray
Begging his food from day to day,

Or do, enslaved, Katkeyi’s will,

This were a boon, a comfort still.

But she, as chose her cruel hate,

Has hurled him from his high estate,
As Brahmans when the moon is new
Cast to the ground the demons’ due.'
The long-armed hero, like the lord

Of N4yas, with his bow and sword
Begius, I ween, his forest life

‘With Lakshman and his faithful wife,
Ah, how will fare the exiles now,
Whom, moved by Queen Kaikeyi, thou

4 The huske and chaff of the rice offered to the Gulds,
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Hast sent in forests toabide,

Bred in.delights, by woe untried ?

Far banished when. their lives are youag,
With the fair fruit before them hung,
Deprived of all their rank that suits;
How will they live on grain aud roots?
O, that my years of woe were passed,
And the glad hour were come at last
‘When I shall sec my children dear,
Rima, his wife, and Lakshman here!
When shall Ayodhy4, wild with glee,
Again those mighty heroes see,

And decked with wreaths her banners wave
To welcome home the true and brave 2
Wheun will the- beantiful city view

With happy eyes the lordly two
Returning, joyful as the main

When the dear moon is full again ?
When, like some mighty bull who leads
The cow exulting tlﬁ'Oﬂgh the meads,
Will Réma through the city ride,
Strong-armed; with Sit4 at bis side ?
When will ten thousand thousand meet
And crowd Ayodhyd's royal street,

And graiun in joyous welcome throw
Upon my sons who tame the foe?
When with delight shall youthful bands
Of Brfhman maidens in their hands
Bear fruit and flowers in goodly show,
And circling round Ayodhyéd go?

With ripened judgment of a sage,

And godlike in his blooming age,

When shall my virtuous son appear,
Like kindly rain, our hearts to cheer ¢
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‘Ah, in a former life, I ween,

This hand of mine, most base and mean,

Has dried the udders of the kine

And left the thirsty ealves to pine,

Hence, as the lion robs the cow,

Kaikeyi makes me-childless now,

Exulting from her feebler foe

To rend the son she cherished so.

I bad but him, in Secripture skilled,

With every grace his soul was filled.

Now not a joy has life to give,

And robbed of him I would not live;

Yea, all my days are dark and drear

If he, my darling, be not near,

And Lakshman brave, my heart to cheer,

As for my son I mourn and yearn,

The quenchless flames of anguish burn
And kill me with the pain,

As in the summer’s noontide blaze

The glorious Day-God with his rays
Consumes the parching plain.

Book IF.
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SUMITRA'S SPEECH. -

KauS$alyd ceased her sad lament,

Of beauteous dames most excellent,
Sumitri, who to duty clave,

In righteous words this answer gave:

¢ Dear Queen, all noble virtues grace
Thy son, of men the first in place.

Why dost thou shed these tears of woe
With bitter grief lamenting so ?

If Rdma, leaving royal sway

Has hastened to the woods away,

* Tis for his high-souled father’s sake
That he his promise may not break.

He to the path of duty clings

Which lordly fruit hereafter brings—
The path to which the righteous cleave—
For him, dear Queen, thou shouldst mot grieve.
And Lakshman too, the blameless-souled,
The same high course with him will hold,
And mighty bliss on him shall wait,

So tenderly compassionate.

And Siti, bred with, tender care,

Well knows what toils await her there,
But in her love she will not part

From Rima of the virtuous heart.

Now has thy son through all the world
The banner of his fame unfutled :

True, modest, careful of his vow,
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What has he left to aim at now?

The sun will mark his mighty soul,

His wisdom, sweetness, self-control,
Will spare from pain his face and limb,
And with soft radiance shine for him.
For him through forest glades shall spring
A soft auspicious breeze, and bring

Its tempered heat and cold to play
Around him ever night and day.

The pure cold moonbeams shall delight
The hero as he sleeps at night,

And soothe him with the soft caress

Of a fond parent’s tenderuness.

To him, the bravest of the brave,

His heavenly arms the Brihmau gave,
When fierce Suvédhu dyed the plain
With bhis life-blood by Rima slain.

Still trusting to his own right arm.
Thy hero son will fear no harm :

As in his father’s palace, he

In the wild woods will dauntless be.
Whene'er he lets his arrows fly

His stricken foemen fall and die:

And is that prince of pecrless worth
Too weak to keep and sway the earth?
His sweet pure soul, his beauty’s charn,
His hero heart, his warlike arm,

Will soon redeem his rightful reign
When from the woods he comes again.
The Brahmans on the priuce’s head
King-making drops shall quickly shed,
And 8it4, Earth, and Fortune share
The glories which await the heir.

For him, when forth bis chariot swept,
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The crowd that thronfred Ayodhyi. wept
With agonizing woe distressed.
With him in hermit’s mautle dressed
In guise of Sitd Lakshmi went,
And none his glory may prevent.
Yea, naught to him is high or hard,
Before whose steps, to be his guard,
Lakshman, the best who draws the bow,
With spear, shaft, sword rejoiced to go.
His wanderings in the forest o'er,
"T'hine eyes shall see thy son once more.
Quit thy faint heart, thy grief dispel,
For this, O Queen, is truth I tell.
Thy son returning, moonlike, thence,
Shall at thy feet do revercnce,
And, blest and blameless lady, thou
Shalt see his head to touch them bow.
Yea, thou shalt sce thy son made king
When he returns with trinmphing,
And how thy happy eyes will brim
With tears of joy to lovk on him!
Thon, blaweless lady, shouldst the whole
Of the sad people here console :
Why in thy tender heart allow
This bitter grict to harbour now ?
As the long banks of cloud distil
Their water when they see the hill,
So shall the drops of rapture run
From thy glad eyes to see thy son
Returning, as he lowly bends
To greet thee, girt by all his friends.’

, Thus soothing, kindly eloguent,
With every hopeful argument
Kausalyf’s heart by sorrow rent,
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Fair Queen Sumitrd ceased.
Kaufalys heard each pleasant plea,
And grief began to leave her free,
As the light clouds of autumn flee,

Their watery stores decreased.
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Their tender love the people drew

To follow R4ma brave and true,

The high-souled hero, as he went

Forth from his home to banishment.

The king limself his friends obeyed;

And turned him homeward as they prayed.
But yet the people turned not back,

Still close on Rama’s chariot track.

For they who in Ayodhya dwelt

For him such fond affection felt,

Decked with all grace and glories high,
The dear full moon of every eye.

Though much his people prayed and wept,
Kakutstha’'s son his purpose kept,

And still his journey would pursue

To keep the king his father true. .
Deep in the hero’s bosom sank

Their love, whose signs his glad eye drank.
He spoke to cheer them, as his own

Dear children, in a loving tone :

< If ye would grant my fond desire,

Give Bharat now that love entire

And reverence shown to me by all

Who dwell within Ayodby#’s wall.

For he, Kaikeyi's darling son,

His virtuous career will run,

And ever bound by duty’s chain
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Consult your weal and bliss and gain,
In judgment nld, in years a child,

With hero virtues meek and mild,

A fitting lord is he to cheer

His people and remove their fear.

In him all kingly gifts abound,

More noble than in me are found :
Imperial prince, well proved and tried—
Obey him as your lord and guide.

And grant, I pray, the boon T ask :

To please the king be still your task,
That his fond heart, while I remain
Far in the woods, may feel no pain.’

The more he showed his will to tread

The path where filial duty led,

The more the people, round bim thronged,
For their dear Rima’s empire ionged.
Still more attached his followers grew,
As Riima, with his brother, drew

The people with his virtues’ ties,
Lamenting all with tear-dimmed eyes.
The saintly twice-born, triply old

In glory, knowledge, seasons told,

With hoary heads that shook and bowed,
Their voices raised and spake alond :
<O steeds, who best and noblest are,
Who whirl so swiftly Rdma’s car,

Go not, return : we call on you :

Be to your master kind and true.

For speechless things are swift to hear,
_And naught can match a horse’s ear.

O generous steeds, return, when thus
You hear the ery of all of us.

Each vow be keeps most firm and sure,
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And duty makes his spirit pure.
Back with our chief! uot wood-ward hence ;
Back to his royal residence !’

Soor. as he saw the aged band,
Exclaiming in their misery, stand,
And their sad cries around him rang,
Swift from his chariot Rdma sprang.
Then, still upon his journey bent,
With Sitd and with Lakshman went
The hero by the old men’s side,
Suiting to theirs his shortened stride.
He could not pass the twice-born throng
As weariedly they walked along :
With pitying heart, with tender eye,
He could not in his chariot fly.

When they the steps of Rima viewed
That still his onward course pursued,
Woe shook the troubled heart of each,
And burnt with grief they spoke this speech :
¢ With thee, O Riama, to the wood
All Brahmans go and Brahmanhood :
Borne on our aged shoulders, see,
Our fires of worship go with thee.
Bright canopics that lend their shade
In Vijapeya' rites displayed,
In plenteous store are borne behind
Like cloudlets in the autumn wind.
No shelter from the sun hast thou,
And, lest his fury burn thy brow,
These sacrificial shades we bear
Shall aid thee in the noontide glare.
Our ‘hearts, who ever loved to pore
On sacred text and Vedic lore,

' An important eacrifice at which soventeen victims wers immolated
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Now all to thee, beloved, turn, -

And for a life in forests yearn.

Deep in our aged bosoms lies

The Vedas’ lore, the wealth we prize,
There still, like wives at home, shall dwell,
Whose love and truth protect them well.
To follow thee our hearts are bent ;
‘We need not plan or argument.

All else in duty’s law we slight,

For following thee is following right.

O noble Prince, retrace thy way :

O, hear us, Réma, as we lay,

With many tears and many prayers,
Our aged heads and swan-white hairs
TLow in the dust before thy feet ;

O, hear us, Réma, we entreat.

Full many of these who with thee run,
Their sacred rites had just begun.
Unfinished yet those rites remain ;

But finished if thou turn again.

All rooted life and things that move
To thee their deep affection prove.

To them, when, warmed by love, they glow
And sue to thee, some favour show.
Each lowly bush, each towering tree
Would follow too for love of thee.
Bound by its root it must remain ;
But—all it can—its boughs complain,
As when the wild wind rushes by

It tells its woe in groan and sigh.

No wmore through air the gay birds flit,
But, foodless, melancholy sit

> - Together on the branch and call

To thee whose kind heart feels for all.”

Book 11.
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Asg wailed the aged Br&éhmans, bent
To turn him back, with wild lament,
Seemed Tamass herself to aid,
Checking his progress, as they prayed.
Sumantra from the chariot freed
With ready hand each weary steed ;
He groomed them with the utmost heed,

Their limbs he bathed and dried,
Then led them forth to drink and feed
At pleasure in the grassy mnead

That fiinged the river side.

161
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When Rédma, chief of Raghu’s race,
Arrived at that delightful place,

He loocked on Sita first, and then

To Lakshman spake the lord of men:

‘ Now first the shades of night descend
Since to the wilds our steps we bend.
Joy to thee, inother! do not grieve

For our dear home and all we leave.
The woods unpeopled scem to weep
Around us, as their tenants creep

Or fly to lair and den and nest,

Both bird and beast, to scek their rest.
Methinks Ayodhyid’s roval town

Where dwells my sire of high renown,
With all her men and dames to-mght
Will mourn us vanished from their sight.
For, by his vittnes won, they cling

In fond affection to their king,

And thee and me, O brave and true,
And Bbarat and S’htrughna too,

T for my sire and mother feel

Dcep sorrow o’er my bosom steal,

Lest mourning us. oppressed with fearsy,
They bliud their eves with endless tears.
Yet Bharat’s duteous love will show
Sweet comfort in thetr hours of woe,
And with kind words their hearts sustain,
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Suggesting duty, bliss, and gain.

I mourn my parents now no more :

I count dear Bharat'’s virtues o’er,
And his kind love and care dispel
The doubts I had, and all is well.
And thou thy duty wouldst not shun,
And, following me, hast nobly done ;
Else, bravest, 1 should need a band
Around my wife as guard to stand.
On this first night, my thirst to slake,
Some water only will I take:

Thus, brother, thus my will decides,
Though varied store the wood provides.’

Thus having said to Lakshman, he

Addressed in turn Sumantra : ‘Be
- Most diligent to-night, my friend,
And with due care thy horses tend.’
The sun had set : Sumantra tied

His noble horses side by side,

Guve store of grass with liberal hand,
And rested near them on the strand.
Each paid the holy evening rite,

And when around them fell the night,
The charioteer, with Lakshman’s aid,
A lowly bed for Rama laid.

To Lakshman Rdma bade adieu,
And then by Sitd’s side he threw

His limbs upon the leafy bed

Their care upon the bank had spread.
When Lakshman saw the couple slept,
Still on the strand his watch he kept,
Still with Sumantra there conversed,
And, Rima’s varied gifts rehearsed.

All night he watched, nor sought repose,
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Till on the earth the sun arose :

With him Sumantra stayed awake,

And still of Réma’s virtues spake.

Thus, near the river’s grassy shore

Which herds unnumbered wandered o'er,

Repose, untroubled, Rémna found,

And all the people lay around.

The glorious hero left his bed,

Looked on the sleeping crowd, and said

To Lakshman, whom each lucky line

Marked out for bliss with surest sign :
“O brother Lakshman, look on these

Reclining at the roots of trees ;

All care of house and home 1esigned,

Caring for us with heart and mind,

These people of the city yoarn

To see us to our home return :

To quit their lives will they consent,

But never leave their firm intent.

Come, while thev all unconscious sleep,

Let us upon the chariot leap,

And swiftly on our journcy speed

Where naught our progress may impode,

That these fond citizens who roum

Far from Ikshvdku's ancient home,

No more may sleep 'neath bush and tree,

Following still for love of me.

A prince with tender care sbould heal

The self-brought woes his people feel,

And never let his subjects sharo

The burthen he is forced to bear.’
Then Lakshman to the chief replied,

Who stood like Justice by his side:

‘ Thy rede, O sage, I well commend :

Book 1L
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Without delay the car ascend.

Then Réma to Sumantra spoke:
‘Thy rapid steeds, I pray thee, yoke.
Hence to the forest will I go:
Away, my lord, and be not slow.

Sumantra, urged to utmost speed,
Yoked to the car cach generous steed,
And then, with hand to hand applied,
He came before the chief and ecried :
¢ Hail, Prince, whom mighty arms adorn,
Hail, bravest of the chariot-borne !
With Sitd and thy brother thou
Mayst mount: the car is ready now.’

The hero clomb the car with haste:
His bow and gear within were placed,
And quick the eddying flood he passed
Of Tamasi whose waves run fast.

Soon as he touched the farther side,
That strong-armed hero, glorified,

He found a road both wide and clear,
Where €’en the timid naught could fear.
Then, that the crowd might be misled,
Thus Rima to Sumantra said : .
‘Speed north a while, then hasten back,
Returning in thy former track,

That so the people may not learn

The course I follow: drive and turn.’

Sumantra, at the chief’s behest,
Quick to the task himself addresssed ;
Then near to Rdma came, and showed
The chariot ready for the road.

With Sité, then, the princely two,
‘Who o'er the line of Raghu threw
A glory ever bright and new,
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Upon the chariot stood.
Sumantra fast and faster drove
His horses, who in fleetness strove,
Still onward to the distant grove,

The hermit-haunted wood.
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CANTO XLVII.

THE CITIZENS RETURN.

The people, when the morn shone fair,
Arose to find no Réma there.

Then fear and numbing grief subdued
The senses of the multitude.

The woe-born tears were running fast
As all around their eyes they cast,

And sadly looked, but found no trace
Of Riima, searching every place,

Bereft of Rawa good and wise,

With drooping cheer and weeping eyes,
Each woe-distracted sage gave vent

To sorrow in his wild lament:

“ Woe worth the sleep that stole our sense
With its beguiling influence,

That now we look in vain for hm

Of the broad chest and stalwart fimb?
How could the stroug-armed hero, thus
Deceiving all, abandon us?

His poeople so devoted see,

Yet to the woods, a hermit, flee ?

How can he, wont our hearts to cheer,
As a fond sire his children dear—
How can the pride of Raghu’s race

Fly from us to some desert place ?

Here let us all for death prepare,

Or on the last great journey fare ;'

- e

' The great pilgrimage to the Himflayas, in order to die thera,
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Of Réma our dear lord bereft,
What profit in our lives is left ?
Huge trunks of trces around us lie,
With roots and branches sere and dry,
Come let us set these logs on fire
And throw our bodies on the pyre.
What shall we speak ? How can we say
We followed Réma on his way,
The mighty chief whose arm is strong,
Who sweetly speaks, who thinks no wrong?
Ayodhyé's town, with sorrow dumb,
Without our lord will see us come,
And hopeless misery will strike
Elder, and child, and dame alike.
Forth with that p erless chicf we came,
Whose mighty heatt is aye the same .
How, reft of him we love, shall we
Returning dare that town to see?’
Complaining thus with varied ery
They tossed their aged arms on high,
And their sad hearts with gfef were wiung,
Like cows who sorrow for their young.
A while they followed on the road
Which traces of his chariot showed,
But when at length those traces failed,
A deep despair their hearts assailed.
The chariot marks no more discerned,
The hopeless sages backward turned :
¢ Ah, what is this? What can we more?
Fate stops the way, and all is o'er.
With wearied hearts, in griof and shame
They took the road by which they came,
And reached Ayodhy4's city, where
From side to side was naught but care,

Book 11,
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. 'With: troubled spirits quite cast down
“They looked upon thé royal town,
And from their eyes, oppressed with woe,
Their tears again began to flow.

Of Réma reft, the city wore

No look of beauty as before.

Like a dull river or a lake

By Garud robbed of every snake.
Dark, dismal as the moouless sky,
Or as a sea whose bed is dry,

So sad, to every pleasure dead,

They saw the town, disquieted.

On to their houses, high and vast,

Where stores of precious wealth were massed,

The melancholy Brilimans passed,
Their hearts with anguish cleft :

Aloof from all, they came not near

To stranger or to kinsman dear,

Showing in faces blank and drear
That not one joy was left.

169



170

CANTO XLVIIL

e s

THE WOMENS LAMENT:.

When those who forth with Rdma went
Back to the town their steps had bent,
It seemed that death had touched and chilled
Those hearts which piercing sorrow filled.
Each to his several mansion came,

And girt by children and his dame,
From his sad eyes the water shed

That o'er his cheek in torrents spread.
All joy was fled : oppressed with cares
No bustling trader showed his wares.
Each shop had lost its brilliant look,
Each householder forbore to cook. .
No hand with joy its earnings told,
None cared to win a wealth of gold,
And scarce the youthful mother smiled
To see her first, her new-born child.

In every house a woman wailed,

And her returning lord aszailed

‘With keen taunt picrcing like the steel
That bids the tusked monster kneel :

¢« What now to them is wedded dame,
‘What house and home and dearest aim,
Or son, or bliss, or gathered store,
‘Whose eyes on Rama look no more ?
There is but one in all the earth,

One man alone of real worth,
Lakshman, who follows, true and good,
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Réma, with Sitd, through the wood.
Made holy for all time we deem

Each pool and fountain, lake and stream,
If great Kakutstha's son shall choose
Their water for his bath to use.

Each forest, dark with lovely trees,

Shall yearn Kakutstha’s son to please ;
Each mountain peak and woody hill,
Each mighty flood and maazy rill,

Each rocky height, each shady grove
Where the blest feet of Rima rove,
Shall gladiy welcome with the best

Of all they have their honoured guest.
The trees that clustering blossoms bear,
And bright-hued buds to gem their hair,
The heart of Rima shall delight,
And cheer him on the breezy height.
For him the upland slopes will show
The fairest roots and fruit that grow,
And all their wealth before him fing
Ere the due hour of ripening.

For him each carth-upholding hill
Its crystal water shall distil,

And all its floods shall be displayed
In many a thousand-hued cascade.
Where Rima stands is nanght to fear,
No danger comes if he be near;

For all who live on him depend,

The world’s support, and lord, and friend.
Ere in too distant wilds he stray,

Let us to Rima speed away,

For rich reward on those will wait

Who serve a prince of soul so great,

We will attend on Sitd there;

-
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Be Raghn's sou your special care.’

The city dames, with grief distressed,
Thus once again their lords addressed :
‘Réma shall be your guard and guide,
And Sit4 will for us provide.

For who would care to linger here,
Where all is sad and dark and drear?
Who, mid the mourners, hope for bliss
In a poor soulless town like this ?

If Queen Kaikeyi's treacherous sin,
Our lord expelled, the kingdom win,
We heed not sons or golden store,

Our life itself we prize no more.

If she, seduced by lust of sway,

Her lord and son could cast away,
Whom would she leave unharmed, the base
Defiler of her royal race?

‘We swear it by our children dear,

We will not dwell as servants here;

If Queen Kaikeyi live to reign,

We will not in her realm remain.
Bowed down by her oppressive hand,
The helpless, lordless, godless land,
Cursed for Kaikeyi's guilt will fall,
And swift destruction seize it all.

For, Rima forced froin home to fly,
The king his sire will surely die,

And when the king has breathed his last
Ruin will doubtless follow fast.

Sad, robbed of merits, drug the cup
And drink the poisoned mixture up,
Or share the exiled Réma's lot,

Or seek some land that knows her not.
No reason, but a false pretence
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Drove Réima, Sitd, Lakshman hence,
And we to Bharat have been given
Like cattle to the shambles driven.’

While in each house the women, pained
At loss of Réma, still complained,
Sank to his rest the Lord of Day,
And night through all the sky held sway.
The fires of worship all were cold,
No text was hummed, no tale was told,
And shades of midnight gloom came down
Enveloping the mournful town.
Still, sick at heart, the women shed,
As for a son or husband fled,
For Rama tears, disquieted :
No child was loved as he.
And all Ayodhy4, where the feast,
Music, and song, and dance bad ceased,
And merriment and glee,
Where every merchant’s store was closed
That erst its glittering wares exposed,
Was like a dried up sea.
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CANTO XLIX.

THE CROSSING OF THE RIVERS.

Now Réma, ere the night was fled,

O’er many a league of road had sped,

Till, as his course he onward held,

The morn the shades of night dispelled.

The rites of holy dawn he paid,

And all the country round surveyed.

He saw, as still he hurried through

With steeds which swift as arrows flew,

Hamlets and groves with blossoms fair,

And fields which showed the tillers’ care,

While from the clhustered dwellings near

The words of peasants reached his ear:

‘Fie on our lord the king, whose soul

Is yielded up to love's control !

Fie on the vile Kaikeyi! Shame

On that malicious sinful dmne,

Who, keenly bent on cruel deeds,

No bounds of right and virtue heeds,

But with her wicked art has sent

So good a prince to banishment,

Wise, tender-hearted, ruling well

His senses, in the woods to dwell

Ah cruel king! his heart of steel

For his own son no love could feel,

Who with the sinless Rdma parts,

The darling of the people’s hearts.’
These words he heard the peasants say,

Who dwelt in hamlets by the way,

And, lord of all the realm by right,



oc'mto XLIX. THE RAMAYAN.

Through Kosala pursued his flight.
Through the auspicious flood, at last,

Of Veda$ruti’s stream be passed,

And onward to the place he sped

By Saint Agastya tenanted.

Still on for many an hour he hied,

And crossed the stream whose cooling tide
Rolls onward till she meets the sea,

The herd-frequented Gomati.!

Borne by his rapid horses o'er,

He reached that river's farther shore,
And Syandik4d’s, whose swan-loved stream
Resounded with the peacock’s scream.
Then as he journeyed on his road

To his Videhan bride he showed

The populous land which Manu old

To King lkshvaku gave to hold.

The glorious prince, the lord of men
Looked on the chariotecr, and then
Voiced like a wild swan, loud and clear,

He spake these words and bade him hear:

‘Wheao shall T, with returning feet

My father and my mother meet 2

When shall T lead the haut onece more

In bloomy woods on Sarji's shove ¢

Most eagerly T long to ride

Urging the chase on Sarji’s side,

For royal saints have seen no hlame

In this, the monarch’s matchless gane,
Thuy speeding on,—no rest or stay,—

lkshvéku’s son pursued his way.

Oft his sweot voice tho silence broke,

And thus on varied themes he spoke.

————— et v e = - [ —
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CANTO L.

THE HALT UNDER THE INGUDIL:

8o through the wide and fair extent

Of Ko$ala the hero went.

Then toward Ayodhy4 back he gazed,
And cried, with suppliant hands upraised :
‘ Farewell, dear city, first in place,
Protected by Kakutstha'a race!

And Gods, who mn thy temples dwell,
And keep thine ancient citadel!

I from his debt my sire will free,

Thy well-loved towers again will see,
And, coming from my wild retreat,

My mother and my father meet.

Then burning gref inflamed his eye,

As his right arm he raised on high,
And, while hot tears his cheek bedewed.
Addressed the mournful multitude :

By love and tender pity moved,

Your love for me you well have proved ,
Now turn again with joy, and win
Buccess in all your hands begin.’

Before the high-souled chief they bent,
With circling steps arqund him went,
And then with bitter wailing, they
Departed each his saveral way.

Like the great sun engulfed by night,
'l!}se hero spod beyond their sight,

'A‘M’mmm
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While still the people mourned his fate
And wept aloud disconsolate.

The car-borne chieftain passed the bound
Of Kosala's delightful ground,

Where grain and riches bless the land,
And people give with liberal hand:

A lovely realm unvexed by fear,

Where countless shrines and stakes' appear:

Where mango-groves and gardens grow,
And streans of pleasant water flow:
Where dwells coutent a well-fed race,

And countless kine the meadows grace :
Filled with the voice of praise and prayer:
Each hamlet worth a monarch’s care.
Before hun three-pathed Ganga 1olled
Her heavenly waters bright and cold ;
O’cr her pure breast no weeds were spread,
Her banks were hermit-visited.

The car-borne hero saw the tide

That ran with eddies multiplied,

And tbus the charioteer addressed :

‘ Here on the bank to-day we rest.

Not distant from the river, sce!

There grows a lofty Ingudi

With blossoms thick oun every spray:
There rest we, charioteer, to-day.

I on the queen of floods will gaze,

Whose holy stream has highest praise,
Where deer, and bird, and ghttering snake,
God, Daitya, bard their pastime take.’

Sumantra, Lakshnman gave assent,
And with the steeds they thither went.

77
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When Réima reached the lovely tree,
With Sitd and with Lakshmag, he
Alighted from the car: with speed
Sumantra loosed each weary steed,
Aud, hand to hand in reverence laid,
Stood near to Réma in the shade.
Réma’s dear friend, renowned by fame,
Who of Nishéda lineage came,

Guha, the mighty chief, adored
Through all the land as sovereign lord,
Soon as he heard that prince renowned
Was resting on Nishdda ground,
Begirt by counsellor and peer

And many an honoured friend drew near.
Soon as the monarch came in view,
Rima and Lakslnnan toward him flew.
Then Guha, at the sight distressed,
His arm» around the hero presced,
Laid both his hands upon his head,
Bowed to those lotus feet, and said :
¢O Rama, make thy wishes known,
And be this hingdom as thine own,
Who, mighty-armed, will ever sce

A guest »o dear as thou to me ¥

He placed before him Jdainty fuie
Of cvery flavour, nich and rare,
Brought foith the 2ift for honoured guest,
Aud thus again the cluef addres<ed :
* Welcomne, dvar Punee, whose srms are stiong ;
These lands and ull to thee belong.
Thy servants we, our lurd art thou ;
Begin, good King, thine empire now,
See, varions food before thee placed,
Aud cups to drink and sweets 1o taste,
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For thee soft beds are hither borne,
And for thy horses grass and corn.’
To Guha as he pressed and prayed,
Thus Raghu’s son his answer made :
“’Twas aye thy care my heart to please
With honour, love, and courtesies,
And fricndship brings thee now to greet
Thy guest thus humbly ou thy feet.’
Again the hero spake, as round
The king his shapely arms he wound :
¢Guha, I sec that all is well
With thee and those who with thee dwell ;
That health and bliss and wealth attend
Thy reaim, thyself, and every friend.
But all these fiiendly gifts of thine,
Bound to refuse, I must decline.
Grass, bark, and hide my only wear,
And woodland roots and fruit my fare,
On duty all my heart is sct;
I seck the wouds, an auchoret,
A httle grass and coin w feed
The horses--this is all 1 need.
So by this favour, King, alone .
Shall honour due to 1.e be shown.
For these good steeds who brought me here
Avre to my sire suptemely dear §
And kiud attention paid to these
Will honour me and highly please.”
Then Guha quickly bade his train
Give water to the steeds, and grain.
And Réma, ere the night grew dark,
Paid evening rites in dress of bark,
And tasted water, on the strand, )
Drawn from the stream by Lakshmag's hand. ¥
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And Lakshman with observance meet
Bathed his beloved brother's feet,
Who rested with his Maithil spouse ;
Then sat bim down ’meath distant boughs.
And Guha with his bow sat near
To Lakshman and the charioteer,
And with the prince conversing kept
His faithful watch while Réma slept.
As Dagaratha’s glorious heir,
Of lofty soul and wisdom rare,
Reclining with his Sit4 there
Beside the river lay—
He who no troubles e’er had seen,
‘Whose life a life of bliss had been—
That night beneath the branches green
Passed pleasantly away.
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CANTO LI.

LARSHMAN'S LAMENT.

D s —

As Lakshman still his vigil held

By unaffected love impelled,

Guha, whose }1eart the sight distressed,
‘With words like these the prince addressed
‘Beloved youth, this pleasant bed

Was brought for thee, for thee is spread ;
On this, my Prince, thine cyelids close,
And heal fatigue with sweet repose.

My men are all to labour trained,

But hardship thou hast ne’er sustained.
All we this night our watch will keep
And guard Kakutstha’s son agleep.

In all the world there breathes not one
More dear to me than Raghu’s son.

The words I speak, heroic youth,

Are true : I swear it by my truth. ’

* Through his dear grace supreme rcnown
‘Will, so I trust, my wishes crown.

So shall my life rich store obtain

Of merit, blest with joy and gain.
While Raghu’s son and Sit4 lie
Entranced in happy slumber, 1

Will, with my trusty bow in hand,
Guard my dear friend with all my band.
To me, who oft these forests range,

_Is naught therein or new or strange.
‘We could with equal might oppose
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A four-fold army led by foes.’

Then royal Lakshman made reply :
¢ With' thee to stand &s guardian nigh,
Whose faithful soul regards the right,
Fearless we well might rest to-night.
But how, when Réma lays his head
‘With Sit4 on his lowly bed,—
How can I sleep? how can I care
For life, or aught that’s bright and fair ?
Behold the conquering chief, whose might
Is match for Gods and fiends in fight ;
With Sit4 now he rests his head
Asleep on grass beneath him spread.
Won by devotion, text, and prayer,
And many a rite performed with care,
Chief of our father’s sons he shines
Well marked, like him, with favouring signs.
Brief, brief the monarch’s life will be
Now his dear son is forced to flce ;
And quickly will the widowed state
Mourn for her lord disconsolate.
Each mourner there has wept her fill ;
The cries of anguish now are still :
In the king’s hall each dame, o’ercome
With weariness of woe is dumbh.
This first sad night of grief, I ween,
Will do to death each sorrowing queen :
Scarce is KauSaly4 left alive ;
My mother, too, can scarce survive,
If when her heart is fain to break,
She lingers for Satrughna’s sake,
Kau$alyd, mother of the chief,
Must sink beneath the chilliug grief.
. "Phat town which countless thousands fill,
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Whose hearts with love of Réma thrilh—
The world’s delight, so rich and fair,—
Grieved for the king, his death will share.
The hopes he fondly cherished, crossed,
Ayodhyé’s throne to Rima lost,—
With mourntul cries, Too late, too late!
The king my sire will meet his fate.
And when my sire has passed away,
Most happy in their lot are they,
Allowed, with every pious care,
Part in his funeral rites to bear.
And O, may we with joy at last,—
These years of forest exile past,—
Turn to Ayodhyé’s town to dwell
With him who keeps his promise well
While thus the hero mighty-souled,
In wild lament his sorrow told,
Faint with the load that on him lay,
The hours of darkness passed away.
As thus the prince, impelled by zeal
For his loved brother, prompt to feel
Strong yearnings for the people’s weal,
His words of truth outspake,
King Guba, grieved to see his woe,.
Heart-stricken, gave his tears to flow,.
Tormented by the common blow,
Sad, as a wounded snake.
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CANTO LII.

THE CROSSING OF GANGA.

————a

Soon as the shades of night had fled,
Uprising from his lowly bed,
Réma the famous, broad of chest,
His brother Lakshman thus addressed :
‘ Now swift upsprings the Lord of Light,
And fled is venerable night.
That dark-winged bird the Koufl now
Is calling from the topmost bough,
And sounding from the thicket nigh
Is heard the peacock’s carly cry.
Come, cross the flood that seeks the sea,
The swiftly flowing Jéhnavi."!

King Guha heard his speech, agreed,
And called his minister with speed :
¢ A boat,” he cried,* swift, strong, and fair,
With rudder, oars, and men, prepare,
And place it ready by the shore
To bear the pilgrims quickly o’er.’
Thus Guha spake : his followers all
Bestirred them at their master’s call ;
Then told the king that ready manned
A gay boat waited near the strand.
Then Guha, hand to hand applied,
With reverence thus to Réma cried :
“The boat is ready by the shore:
How, tell me, can I aid thee more ?

! Daughter of Jahnu, a name of the Ganges. See Vol. L. p. 194,
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O lord of men, it waits for thee
To cross the flood that seeks the sca.
O godlike keeper of thy vow,
Embark : the boat is ready now.’
Then Réma, lord of glory high,
Thus to King Guha made reply:
¢ Thanks for thy gracious care, my lord :
Now let the gear be placed on board’
Each bow-armed chief, in mail encased,
Bound sword and quiver to his waist,
And then with Sitd near them hied
Down the broad river’s shelviug side.
Then with raised palms the chariotecr,
In lowly reverence drawing near,
Cried thus to Réma good and true:
‘Now what remains for me to do ?’
With his right hand, while answering,
The hero touched his friend :
‘Go back,” he said, and on the king
With watchful care attend.
Thus far, Sumantra, thou wast guide ;
Now to Ayodhy4 turn,’ he cried :
‘ Hence seek we, leaving steeds and car,
On foot the wood that stretches far.
Sumantra, when, with grieving heart,
He heard the hero bid him part,
Thus to the bravest of the brave,
Ikshviku’s son, his answer gave:
¢ In all the world men tell of naught,
To match thy deed, by heroes wrought—
Thus with thy brother and thy wife
Thrall-like to lead a forest life.
No meet reward of fruit repays
Thy holy lore, thy sainthike days, .
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Thy tender soul, thy love of truth,
If woe like this affliets thy youth.
Thou, roaming under forest boughs
With thy dear brother and thy spouse,
Shalt richer meed of glory gain
Than if three worlds confessed thy reign.
Sad is our fate, O Réma ; we,
Abandoned and rcpelled by thee,
Must serve as thralls Kaikeyf’s will,
Imperious, wicked, born to ill.’

Thus cried the faitbful charioteer,
As Raghu’s son, in rede his peer,
Was fast departing on his 10ad,—
And long his tears of anguish flowed.
But Rima, when those tears were dried,
His lips with water purified,
And in soft accents, sweet and clear,
Again addressed the charioteer:
‘I find no heart, my friend, like thine,
So faithful to Ikshviku’s line.
Still first in view this object keep,
That ne’er for me my sire may weep.
For he, the world’s far-ruling king,
Is old, and wild with sorrow’s sting ;
With love's great burthen worn and weak :
Deem this the cause that thus I speak.
Whate’er the high-souled king decrees
His loved Kaikeyi’s heart to please,
Yea, be his order what it may,
Without demur thou must obey.
For this alone great monarchs reign,
That ne’er a wish be formed in vain.
Then, O Sumantra, well provide
That by no check the king be tried ;
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Nor let his heart in sorrow pine :
This care, my faithful friend, be thine.
The honoured king my father greet,
And thus for me my words repeat

To him whose senses are controlled,
Untried till now by grief, and old :

1, Sit4, Lakshman sorrow not,

O Monarch, for our altered lot :

The same to us, if here we roam,

Or if Ayodhy4 be our home.

The fourteen years will quickly fly,
The happy hour will soon be nigh
When thon, my lord, again shalt see
Lakshman, the Maithil dame, and me.
Thus having soothed, O charioteer,
My father and my mother dear,

Let all the queens my message learn,
But to Kaikeyi chiefly turn.

‘With loving blessings from the three,
From Lakshman, Sitd, and from me,
My mother, Queen KauSaly4, greet
With reverence to her sacred feet,
And add this prayer of mine: ‘O King,
Send quickly fortl: and Bharat bring,
And set him. on the royal throne
Which thy decree has made his own.
When he upon the throne is placed,
When thy fond arms are round him laced,
Thine aged heart will cease to ache
With bitter pangs for Rdma's sake.’
And say to Bharat : ‘See thou treat
The queens with all observance meet :
What care the king receives, the same
Show thou alike to every dame.
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Obedience to thy father's will

Who chooses thee the throne to fill,
Will earn for thee a store of bliss
Both in the world to come and this.’

Thus Réma bade Sumantra go
With thoughtful caie instructed so.
Sumantra all his mesage heaxrd,

And spake agamn, by passion stirred :

* O, should deep feeling mar in aught
The speech by fond devotion taught,
Forgive whate’er I wildly speak :

My love is strong, my tongue is weak
How shall T, if depuived of thee,
Return that mownful town to see ?
Where sick at heat the people are
Because their Rama roams afar.

Woe will be theirs too deep to brook
When on the empty car they look,

As when from hosts, whose chiefs are slain,
One charioteer comes home again.
This very day, I ween, is food
Foisworn by all the wultitude,
Thinking that thou, with hosts to aid,
Art dwelling in the wild wood’s shaule,
The great despair, the shiick of woe
They uttered when they saw thee go,
Will, when I come with none beside,
A hundred-fold be multiplied.

How to KauSalyé can I say:

‘O Queen, I took thy son away,

And with thy brother left him well :
‘Weep not for him ; thy woe dispel’?
So false a tale I cannot frame,

Yet how speak truth and grieve the dame?

Book 11.
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How shall these horses, fleet and bold,
‘Whom not a hand but mine ¢an hold,
Bear others, wont to whirl the car
Wherein Ikshviku's children are?
‘Without thee, Prince, I cannot, no,

I cannot to Ayodhy4 go.

Then deign, O Rima, to relent,

And let me share thy banishment.
But if no prayers can move thy heart,
If thou wilt quit me and depart,

The flames shall end my car and me,
Deserted thus and reft of thee.

In the wild wood when foes are near,
When dangers check thy vows austere,
Borne in my car will I attend, -

All danger and all care to end.

For thy dear sake I love the skill
That guides the steed and curbs his will-
And soon a forest life will be

As pleasant, for my love of thee.

And if these horses near thee dwell,
And serve thee in the forest well,
They, for their service, will not miss
The due reward of highest bliss.
Thine orders, as with thee I stray,
Will I with heart and head obey,
Prepared, for thee, without a sigh,

To lose Ayodhy4 or the sky.

As one defiled with hideous sin,

I never more can pass within
Ayodhys4, city of our king,

Unless beside me thee I bring.

One wish is mine, I ask no more,
That, when thy banishment is o'er, , .
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I in my car may bear my lord,
Triumphant, to his home restored.
The fourteen years, if spent with thee,
Will swift as light-winged moments flee ;
But the same years, without thee told,
Were magnified a hundred-fold.
Do not, kind lord, thy servant leave,
Who to his master’s son would cleave,
And the same path with him pursue,
Devoted, tender, just, and true.’

Again, again Sumantra made
His vaiied plaint, and wept and prayed.
Him Raghu’s son, whose tender breast
Felt for his servants, thus addressed : :
¢ O faithful servant, well my heart
Knows how attached and true thou art.
Hear thou the words I speak, and know
Why to the town I bid thee go.
Soon as Kaikeyi, youngest queen,
Thy coming to the town has seen,
No doubt will then her mind oppress
That Rdma roams the wilderness.
And so the dame, her heart content
With proot of Rd4ma’s banishment,
Will doubt the virtuous king no more
As faithless to the oath he swore.
Chief of my cares is this, that she,
Youngest amid the queens, niay see
Bharat her son securely 1eign
O'er 1ich Ayodhy4’s wide domain,
For mine and for the monareh’s sake
Do thou thy journey homeward take,
And, as T bade, repeat cach word
That from my lips thou here hast heard.’
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Thus spake the priuce; and strove to cheer

The sad heart of the charioteer,

And then to royal Guha said

These words most wise and spirited :
‘ Guba, dear fripyd, it is not meet
*I'ut people thfong my calm retreat:
Ther must live a strict recluse,

-Axd mould my life by hermits’ use.
1 now the ancient rule accept

By good ascetics gladly kept.

1 go: bring fig-tree juice that I

In matted coils ray hair may tie.’

» ick Guha hastened to produce,
To thie king’s son, that sacred juice.
Wher Rima, of his long locks made,
And Lakshman’s too, the hermit braid.
And the two royal brothers there
With coats of bark and matted hair,
Transformned in lovely likeness stood
T'o hermit saints who love the wood.
So Rdma, with his brother bold,

A pious anchorite cnrolled,

Oleyed the vow which hermits take,
And to his friend, King Guha, spake :

* May people, treasute, atny share,

And fenced forts, thy constant care :
Attend to all : supremely haad

The sovercign’s task, to watch and guard.

Ikshviku'’s son, the good and brave,
This last farewell to Guha gave.

And then, with Lakshman and his bride,
Determined, on his way he hied.

Soon ‘as he viewed, upon the shore,

The bark prepared to waft them o’er
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Impetuous Qangf’s rolling tide,
To Lakshman thus the chieftain aried:
¢ Brother, q}nbark; thy hand extend,
Thy gentle aid to Sit4 lend ;
‘@Vith care her trembling fodtsteps guide,
And place the lady by thy side.’
‘When Lakshman heard, prepared to aid,
His brother’s words he swift obeyed.
Within the bark he placed the dame, *
Then to her side the hero came.
Next Lakshman’s elder brother, lord
Of brightest glory, went on board,
Breathing a prayer for blessings, meet
For priest or warrior to repeat.
Then he and car-borne Lakshman bent,
Well-pleased, their heads, most reverent,
Their hands, with Sitf, having dipped,
As Scripture bids, and water sipped,
Farewell to wise Sumantra said,
And Guha, with the train he led.
So Rama took, on board, Hs stand,
And urged ‘the vessel from the land.
Then swift by vigorous arms impelled
Her onward course the vessel held,
And guided by the helmsman through
The dashing waves of Gangé flew,
Half way across the flood they came,
When Sit4, free from spot and blame,
Her rovérent hands together pressed,
The Goddess of the stream addressed :
‘May the great chieftain here who springs
From Dasaratha, best of kings, ~
Protected by thy care, fulfil
His prudent father’s royal will.

Book 1.



Danto LII. THE RAMAYAN,

When in the forest he has*spant
His fourteen yoars of banishment,
‘With his dear brother and with me
His home again my lord shall see.
Returning on that blissful day,
1 will to thee mine offerings pay,
Dear Queen, whose waters gently flow,
Who canst all blessed gifts bestow.
For, three-pathed Queen, though wandering here,
Thy waves descend from Brahmé’s sphere,
Spouse of the God o’er floods supreme,
Though rolling here thy glorious stream.
To thee, fair Queen, my head shall bend,
To thee shall hymnus of praise ascend,
When my brave loiwd shall turn again,
And, joyful, o’er his kingdom reign.
To win thy grace, O Queen divine,
A hundred thousand fairest kine,
And precious robes and finest meal
Among the Bréhmans will I deal.
A hundred jars of wine shall flow,
When to my home, O Queen, I go;
With these, and flesh, and corn, and rice,
Will I, delighted, sacrifice.
Each hallowed spot, cach holy shrine
That stands on these fair shores of thine,
Each fane and altar on thy banks
Shall share my offerings and thanks.
With me and Lakshman, free from harm,
May he the blameless, strong of arm,
Rescek Ayodhys from the wild,
O blameless Lady undefiled !’

As, praying for her husband’s sake,
The faultless dame to Gangé spake,
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To the right bank the vessel flew
With her whose heart was right and true,
Soon as the bark had crossed the wave,
The lion leader of the brave,
Leaving the vessel on the strand,
With wife and brother loapt to land.
Then Rima thus the prince addressed
Who filled with joy Sumitré’s breast :
¢ Be thiue alike to guard and aid
In peopled spot, in lonely shade.
Do thou, Sumitré’s son, precede:
Let Sitd walk where thou shalt lead.
Behind you both my place shall be,
To guard the Maithil dame and thee,
For she, to woe a stranger yet,
No toil or grief till now has met ;
The fair Videhan will assay
The pains of forest hife to-day.
To-day ber tender feet must tread
Rough rocky wilds around her spread :
No tilth 1s there, no gardens grow,
No crowding people come and go.’

The hero ceased : and Lakshman led
Obedient to the words he said :
And Sité followed him, and then
Came Raghu’s pride, the lord of men.
With Sit4 walking o’er the sand
They sought the forest, bow in hand,
But still their lingering glances threw
Where yet Sumantra stood in view,
Sumantra, when his watchful eye
The royal youths no more could spy,
Turned from the spot whereon he stood
Homeward with Guha from the wood.
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Still on the brothers forced their way
Where sweet birds sang on every spray,
Though scarce the eye a path could find
Mid flowering trees where creepers twined,
Far on the princely brothers pressed,
And stayed their feet at length to rest
Beneath a fig-tree’s mighty shade
With countless pendent shoots displayed.
Reclining there a while at ease,
They saw, not far, beneath fair trees
A lake with many a lotus bright
That bore the name of Lovely Sight,
Réma his wife’s attention drew,
And Lakshman’s, to the charming view :
 Look, brother, look how fair the flood
Glows with the lotus, flower and bud !’
They drank the water fresh and clear,
And with their shafts they slew a deer.
A fire of boughs they made in haste,
And in the flame the meat they placed.
So Raghu’s snns with Sit4 shared
The hunter’s meal their hands prepared,
Then counselled that the spreading tree
Their shelter and their home should be,
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When evening rites were duly paid,
Reclined beneath the leafy shade,

To Lakshman thus spake Rdm, best
Of thosc who glad a people’s breast :
‘Now the fitst night has ~losed the day
That saw us from om country stray,
Aund parted fiom the chandteer;

Yet grieve not thou, my brother dear
Henceforth by night, when others sleep,
Must we our careful vigil kecp,
Watching for Sitd's welfare thus,

For her dear life depends on us.

Bring me the leaves that lie around,
And spread thein here upon the ground,
That we on lowly beds way lie,

And let in talk the night go by.’

So on the ground with leaves o’erspread,
He who should press a royal bed,
Raina with Lakshman thus conversed,
And many a pleasant tale rehcarsed :
*'This night the king,” he cried, ‘alas!
In broken sleep will sadly pass.
Kaikeyi now content should be,

For mistress of her wish is she.

So fiercely she for empire yearns,
That when her Bharat home returns,
She in her greed, may even bring
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Destruction on our lord the king.
‘What can he do, in feeble eld,

Reft of all aid and me expelled,

His soul enslaved by love, a thrall
Obedient to Kaikeyi’s call ?

As thus I muse upon his woe

And all his wisdom’s overthrow,

Love is, methinks, of greater might
To stir the heart than gain and right.
For who, in wisdom’s lore untaught,
Could by a beauty’s prayer be bought
To quit his own obedicnt son,

‘Who loves him, as my sire has done?
Bharat, Kaikeyi’s child, alone

‘Will, with his wife, enjoy the throne,
And blissfully his rule maintain

O’er happy Koala’s domain.

To Bharat’s single lot will fall

The kingdom and the power and all,
When fails the king from length of days,
And Réima in the forest strays.
Whoe'er, neglecting right and gain,
Lets conquering love his soul enchain,
To hiw, like Dasaratha’s lot, )
Comes woe with feet that tarry not.
Methinks at last the royal dame,
Dear Lakshman, has secured her aim,
To see at once her husband dead,
Her son enthroned, and Riama fled.
Ah me! T fear, lest borne away

By frenzy of success, she slay
Kau§aly4, through her wicked hate
Of me, bereft, disconsolate ;

Or her who aye for me has striven,
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Sumitré, to devotion given.

Hence, Lakshman, to Ayodhy4 speed, *
Returning in the hour of need.

With Sitf I my steps will bend
Where Dandak’s mighty woods extend.
No gpardian has KauSalyf now:  °
O, be her friend and guardian thou.
Strong hate may vile Kaikeyi lead

To many a base unrighteous deed,
Treading my mother 'neath her feet
When Bharat holds the royal seat.
Sure in some antenatal time

Were children, by Kaudalyd’s erime,
Torn from their mothers’ arms away,
And hence she mourns this evil day.
She for her child no toil would spare,
Tending me long with pain and care ;
Now in the hour of fruitage she

Has lost that son, ah, woe is me.

O Lakshman, may no matron e’er

A son so doomed to sorrow bear

As I, my mother’s heart who rend
‘With anguish that can never end.

The Sérikd,' methinks, possessed
More love than glows in Rdma’s breast,
Who, as the tale is told to us,
Addressed the stricken parrot thus :

¢ Parrot, the capturer’s talons tear,
While yet alone thou flutterest there,
Before his mouth has closed on me’:
So cried the bird, berself to free,

Reft of her son, in childless woe,

'wlf:o Maing or Gracula religiosa, a favourite cage-bird, eanily taught
to talk. '
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My mother’s tears for ever flow :
Ill-fated, doomed with grief to strive,
What aid can she from me derive ?
Pressed down by care, she cannot rise
From sorrow’s flood wherein she lies.
In righteous wrath my single arm
Could, with my bow, protect from harm
Ayodhy4’s town and all the earth:

But what is hero prowess worth ?

Lest breaking duty’s law I sin,  #*
And lose the heaven T strive to win,
The forest life to-day I choose,

And kingly state and power refuse.’

Thus mourning in that lonely spot

The troubled chief bewailed his lot,
And filled with tears, his eyes ran o’er;
Then silent sat, and spake no more.
To him, when ceased his loud lament,
Like fire whose brilliant might is speat,
Or the great sea when sleeps the wave,
Thus Lakshman consolation gave:

¢ Chief of the brave who bear the bow,
E’en now Ayodhyd, sunk in woe,

By thy departure reft of light

Is gloomy as the moonless night.
Unfit it seems that thou, O ehief,
Shouldst so afflict thy soul with grief ::
So wilt thoun Sit4’s heart consign

To deep despair as well as mine.

Not I, O Raghu’s son, nor she

Could live one hour deprived of thee:
‘We were, without thine arm to save,
Like fish deserted by the wave.
Although my mother dear to meet,
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Satrughna, and thae king, were sweet,
" On them, or heaven, to feed mine eye
Were nothing, if thou wert not by.’
Sitting at ease, their glances fell
Upon the beds, constructed well,
Atid there the sons of virtue laid
. Their limbs beneath the fig-tree’s shade.
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So there that night the heroes spent
Under the boughs that o’er them bent,
And when the sun his glory spread,
Upstarting, from the place they sped.
On to that spot they made their way,
Through the dense wood that round them lay,
Where Yamund’s! swift waters glide
To blend with Gangé’s holy tide.
Charmed with the prospect ever new
The glorious heroes wandered through
Full many a spot of pleasant ground,
Rejoicing as they gazed around,

With eager eye and heart at case,

On countless sorts of flowery trees.
And now the day was half-way sped
When thus to Lakshman Réma said :
‘There. there, dear brother, turn thine eyes;
See near Praydg?® that smoke arise :
The banner of our Lord of Flames
The dwelling of some saint proclaims.
Near to the place our steps we bend
Where Yamuné and Gangé blend.

T hear and mark the deafening roar
When chafing floods together pour.
See, near us on the ground are left

! The Jurmna.
* The Hindu name of Allahabad.
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Dry logs, by labouring woodmen cleft, :
And the tall trees, that blossom near
Saint Bharadvéja's home, appear.’

The bow-armed princes onward passed,
And as the sun was sinking fast
They reached the hermit’s dwelling, set
Near where the rushing waters met.
The presence of the warrior scared
The deer and birds as on he fared,
And struck them with unwonted awe:
Theu Bharadvija's cot they saw.
The high-souled hermit soon they found
Girt by his dear disciples round :
Calm saint, whose vows had well been wrought,
‘Whose fervent rites keen sight had bought.
Duly had flames of worship blazed
‘When Réma on the hermit gazed ;
His suppliant hands the hero raised,
Drew nearer to the holy man
With his companions, and began,
Declaring both his name aund race
And why they sought that distant place :
¢Saint, Da$aratha’s children we,
Réma and Lakshman, come to thee.
This my good wife from Janak springs,
T'he best of fair Videba’s kings;
Through lonely wilds, a faultless dame,
To this pure grove with me she came.
My younger brother follows still
Me banished by my father’s will :
Sumitré’s son, bound by a vow,—
He roams the wood beside me now.
Sent by my father forth te rove,
We seek, O Saint, some holy grove,
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Where lives of hermits we may lead,

And upon fruits and berries feed.’
When Bharadv4ja, prudent-souled,

Had heard the priace his tale unfold,

Water he bade them bring, a bull,

And honour-gifts in dishes full,

And drink and food of varied taste,

Berries and roots, before him placed,

And then the great ascetic showed

A cottage for the guests’ abode.

The saint these honours gladly paid

To Rédma who had thither strayed,

Then compassed sat by birds and deer

And many a hermit resting near.

The prince received the service kind,

And sat him down rejoiced in mind.

Then Bharadvdja silence broke,

And thus the words of duty spoke :

¢ Kakutstha's royal son, that thou

Hadst sought this grove I knew ere now.

Mine ears have heard thy story, sent
Without a sin to banishment.
Beliold, O Prince, this ample space .

Near where the mingling floods embrace,

Holy, and beautiful, and clear :

Dwell with us, and be happy here.’
By Bharadvéja thus addressed,

Réma whose kind and tender breast

All living things would bless and save,

In gracious words his answer gave:

‘ My honoured lord, this tranquil spot,

Fair home of hermits, suits me not :
For all the neighbouring people here
Will seek us when they know me near:
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With eager wish to look on me,

And the Videhan dame to see,

A crowd of rustics will intrude

Upon the holy solitude,

Provide, O gracious lord, I pray,
Some quiet home that lies ayay,
Where my Videhan spouse may dwell
Tasting the bliss deserved so well.’

The hermit heard the prayer he made :
A while in carnest thought he stayed,
And then in words like these expressed
His answer to the chief’s 1equest :

‘Ten leagues away there stands a hill
Where thou mayst live, if such thy will:
A holy wmount, cxceeding fain ;

Great saints hatve made their dwelling there :
There great Langiis' n thousands play,
And b'eari amid the thickets stray ;
Wide-known by Chitrahdta’s name,

It rivals Gandbamédan’s? tame.

Long as the man that hill who seeks
Gazes upon its sacred peaks,

To holy things his soul ke gives

And pure from thought of evil lives
There, while a hundied autumns fled,
Has many a saint with hoary head
Spent bhis pure life, and won the prize,
By deep devotion, in the skies:

Best home, I ween, if such retreat,

Far from the ways of men, be sweet :
Or let thy years of exile flee

Here in this hermitage with me.’

! The Langir is a large monkey.
? A mountsin said to lie to the east of Meru
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Thus Bharadvéja spake, and trained
In lore of duty, entertained
‘I'he princes and the dame, and pressed
His friendly gifts on every guest.

Thus to Praydg the hero went,
Thus saw the saint preéminent,
And varied speeches heard and said :
Then holy night o’er heaven was spread.
And Réma took, by toil oppressed,
With Sft4 aud his brother, rest ;
And so the night, with sweet content,
In Bharadvédja's grove was spent.
But when the dawn dispelled the night,
Réama approached the anchorite,
And thus addressed the holy sire
Whose glory shone like kindled fire :
‘Well have we spent, O truthful Sage,
The night within thy hermitage :
Now let my lord his guests permit
For their new home his grove to quit.’

Then, as he saw the morning break,
In answer Bharadvija spake:
* Go forth to Chitrakidta’s hill, -
Where berries grow, and sweets distil :
Full well, I decm, that home will suit
Thee, Rdma, strong and resolute.
Go forth, and Chitrakiita seek,
Famed mountain of the Varied Peak.
In the wild woods that gird him round
All creatures of the chase are found :
Thou in the glades shalt see appear
Vast herds of elephants and deer.
With Sit4 there shalt thou delight
To gaze upon the woody Leight ;
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There with expanding heart to look

On river, table-land, and brook,

And see the foaming torrent rave

Impetuous from the mountain cave.

Auspicious hill { where all day long

The lapwing’s cry, the Koil's song
Make all who listen gay :

Where all is fresh and fair to see,

Where elephants and deer roam free,
There, as a hermit, stay.’

Book 11.
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The princely tamers of their foes

Thus passed the night in calm repose,
Then to the hermit having bent

With reverence, on their way they went.
High favour Bharadvéja showed,

And blessed them ready for the road,
With such fond looks as fathers throw
On their own sons before they go.

Then spake the saint with glory bright
To Rdma peerless in his might :

¢ First, lords of men, direct your feet
Where Yamun4 and Gangd meet ;

Then to the swift Kélindi' go,

Whose westward waves to Gangd flow,
When thou shalt see her lovely shore
Worn by their feet who hasten oer,.
Then, Raghu’s son, a raft prepare,

And cross the Sun-born river there,
Upon her farther bank a tree,

Near to the landing, wilt thou see.

The blessed source of varied gifts,

There her green boughs that Fig-trce lifts :
A tree where countless birds abide,

By éyﬁma's name known far and wide.
Sit4, revere that holy shade:

There be thy prayers for blessing prayed.

d— n me - — e e =~ -

1 Another uame of the Jumna, daughter of the Sun.
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Thence for a league your way pursue,
And a datk wood shall meet your view,
Where tall bamboos their foliage show,
The Gum-tree and the Jujube grow.
To Chitrakita have I oft
Trodden that path so smooth and soft,
Where burning woods no traveller scare,
But all is pleasant, green, and fair.’

When thus the guests their road bad learned,
Back to his cot the bermit turned,
And Rama, Lakshman, Siti paid
Their reverent thanks for courteous aid.
Thus Réma spake to Lakshman, when
The saint had left the lords of men :
¢ Great store of blis 10 svoth is ours
On whom his+ovs the hermit showers.’
As each to other wisely talked,
The lion lotds together walked
On to Kilindi’s woody shore ;
And gentle Sitd went before.
They reached that flovd, whose waters flee
With rapid current to the sea ;
Their minds a while to thought they gave,
And counselled how to cross the wave,
At length, with logs together lad,
A mighty raft the brothers wade.
Then dry bamnboos actoss were tied,
Aud grass was spread fiom side to side,
And the great hero Lakshman brought
Cane and Rose-Apple boughs, and wrought,
Trimmiug the branches smooth and neat,
For Sitd’s use a pleasant scat.
And Réima placed thereon his dame
Touched with a momentary shame,
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Resembling in her glorious mien

All-thought-surpassing Fortune’s Queen.

Then Rima hastened to dispose,

Each in its place, the skins and bows,

And by the fair Videhan laid

The coats, the ornaments, and spade,

When Sitd thus was set on board,

Anud all their gear was duly stored,

The heroes, each with vigorous hand,

Pushed off the raft and left the land.

When half its way the raft had made,

Thus Sitd to Kélindi prayed :

“ Goddess, whose flood I traverse now,

Grant that my lord may keep his vow.

My gift shall be a thousaud kine,

A huudred jars shall pour their wine,

When Rédma sees that town again :

Where old Ikshviku’s children reign.’
Thus to Kiélindi’s stream she sued

And prayed in suppliant attitude.

Then to the river’s bank the dame,

Fervent in supplication, came.

They left the raft that brought them o'er,

And the thick wood that clothed the shore,

And to the Fig-trec éyﬁma. made

Their way, so cool with verdant shade.

Then Sitd viewed that best of trecs,

And reverent spake in words like these :

¢ Hail, hail, O mighty tree ! Allow

My husband to complete his vow ;

Let us returning, I entreat,

Kau$alyé and Sumitrd meet.’

Then with her hands together placed

Around the tree she duly paced,
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When Réima saw his blameless spouse

A suppliant under holy boughs,

The gentle darling of his heart,

He thus to Lakshman spake apart :

¢ Brother, by thee our way be led ;

Let Sité close behind thee tread :

I, best of men, will grasp my bow,

And hindmost of the three will go.

What fruits soe’or her fancy take,

Or flowers half hidden in the brake,

For Janak’s child forget not thoun

To gather from the biale or bough
Thus on they fared, The tender dame

Asked Rdma, as they walked, the name

Of every shrub that blossoms bove,

Crecper, and tre: unseen b fore :

And Lakshman tetched, at Sitd’s prayer,

Bougls of each tice with clusters fawr.

Then Janak’s daughter joyed to see

The sand-discoloured river flee,

Where the glad cry of many a bird,

The siras and the swan, was heard,

A league the brothers travelled through

The fore~t: noble game they slew:

Beneath the trees their meal they dressed,

And sat them down to cat and rest.

A while in that delightful shade

Where elephants unnumnbered strayed,

Where peacocks scre amed and monkeys played
They wandered with delight.

Then by the river’s side they found

A pleasant spot of level gronnd,

Where all was smooth and fair around,
Their lodging for the night,
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Then Rima, when the morning rose,
Called Lakshman gently from repose :
¢ Awake, the pleasant voices bear

Of forest birds that warble near.
Scourge of thy foes, no longer stay ;
The hour is come to speed away.’

The slumbering prince unclosed his eyes
‘When thus his brother bade him rise,
Compelling, at the timely cry,

Fatigue, and sleep, and rest to fly.

The brothers rose and Sitd too ;

Pure water fromn the stream they drew,
Paid morning rites, then followed still

The road to Chitrakita’s hill.
Then Réima as he took the road
‘With Lakshman, while the morning glowed,
To the Videhan lady cried,

Sitd the fair, the lotus-eyed :

¢ Look round thee, dear ; each flowery tree
Touched with the fire of morning see:

The KinSuk, now the Frosts are fled,—
How glorious with his wreaths of red!

The Bel-trees see, so loved of men,
Hanging their boughs in every glen,
O’erburthened with their fruit and flowers:
A plenteous store of food 1s ours, d
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8ee, Lakshman, in the leafy trees,
Where’er they make their home,

Down hangs, the work of labouring bees,
The ponderous honeycomb.

In the fair wood before us spread
The startled wild-cock cries:

Hark, where the flowers are soft to tread,
The peacock’s voice replies.

Where elephants are roaming free,
And sweet birds’ songs are loud,

The glorious Chitrakita see:
His peaks are in the cloud.

On fair smooth ground he stands displayed,

Begirt by many a tree:
O brother, in that holy shade
How happy shall we be!’!
Then Rdima, Lakshman, Sita, each
Spoke raising suppliant hands this speech
To him, in woodland dwelling met,
Valmiki, ancient anchoret :
<O Saint, this mountain takes the mind,
With creepers, trees of every kind,
With fruit and roots abounding thus,
A pleasant life it offers us :
Here for a while we fain would stay,
And pass a season blithe and gay.’
Them the great saint, in.duty trained,
With honour gladly entertamed

Book 11.

1¢ We have often looked on tlmt green hxll : it is the holiest spot of
that sect of the Hindu faith who devote themselves to this incarnation of
Vishpn. The whole neighbourhaod is Rima’s country. Every head-land
has sotne legend, every cavern is conneeted with his name; some of
the wild fruits are still’ ealled Sitéphal, being the repnted food of
, the exiles. Thousauds aud thousands annually visit the spot, and round
" the hill is & mw‘ed foot- path, on which the devotee, with naked feet,

reads full of pious awe.” Culoutta Review, Vol. XXIII,
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He gave his guests a welcome fair,

And bade them sit and rest them there,

Réma of mighty arm and chest

His faithful Lakshman then addressed :

¢ Brother, bring hither from the wood

Selected timber strong and good,

And build therewith a little cot:

My heart rejoices in the spot

That lies beneath the mountain’s side,

Remote, with water well supplied.’
Sumitrd’s son his words obeyed,

Brought many a tree, and deftly made,

‘With branches in the forest cut,

As Rdma bade, a leafy hut.

Then Rdma, when the cottage stood

Fair, firmly built, and walled with wood,

To Lakshman spake, whose cager mind

To do his brother’s will inclined :

¢ Now, Lakshman, as our cot is made,

Must sacrifice be duly paid

By us, for lengthened life who hope,

With venison of the antelope.

Away, O bright-eyed Lakshman, speed :

Struck by thy bow a deer must bleed :

As Scripture bids, we must not slight

The duty that commands the rite.”

Lakshman, the chief whose arrows laid

His foemen low, his word obeyed ;
And Réma thus again addressed

The swift performer of his hest:

¢ Prepare the venison thou hast shot,
To sacrifice for this our cot.

Haste, brother dear, for this the hour,
And this the day of certain power.’
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Then glorious Lakshman took the buck
His arrow in the wood had struck ;
Bearing his mighty load he came,
And laid it in the kindled flame.
Soon as he saw the meat was done,
And that the juices ceased to run

. From the broiled carcass, Lakshman then
Spoke thus to Rdma best of men :
‘The carcass of the buck, entirc,
Is ready dressed upon the fire,
Now be the sacred rites begun
To please the Gods, thou godlike one.’

Réma the good, in ritual trained,
Pure from the bath, with thoughts restrained,
Hasted those verses to repeat
Which make the sacrifice complete.
The hosts celestial came in view,
And Rdma to the cot withdrew,
While a sweet sense of rapture stole
Through the unequalled hero’s soul.
He paid the Visvedevas’* due,
And Rudra’s right, and Vishnu’s too,
Nor wonted blessings, to protect
Their new-built home, did he neglect.
With voice repressed he breathed the prayer,
Bathed duly in the river fair,
And gave good offerings that remove ,
The stain of sin, as texts approve.
And many an altar there he made,
And shrines, to suit the holy shade,
All decked with woodland chaplets sweet,

) Deities of a particular claws in which five or ten are enumnerated.
They are worshipped particulurly at the funcral obsequicy in honour of
-eceased: progeuitors.
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And fruit and roots- and roasted meat,

With muttered prayer, a8 texts require,

Water, and grass and wood and fire.

So Rima, Lakshman, Sit4 paid

Their offerings to each God and shade,

And entered then their pleasant cot

That bore fair signs of happy lot.

They entered, the illustrious three,

The well-set cottage, fair to see,

Roofed with the Jeaves of many a tree,
And fenced from wind and rain :

So, at their Father Brahm4'’s call,

The Gods of heaven, assembling all,

To their own glorious council hall
Advance in shining train.

So, resting on that lovely hill,

Near the fair lily-covered rill,

The happy prince forgot,
Surrounded by the birds and deer,
The woe, the longing, and the fear

Tnat gloom the exile’s lot.
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* SUMANTRA'S RETURN.

When Réama reached the southern bank,
King Guha’s heart with sorrow sank:
He with Sumantra talked, and spent
With his deep sorrow, homeward went.
Sumantra, as the king lecreed,

Yoked to the car each noble steed,
And to Ayodbyd’s city sped

With his sad heart disquieted.

On lake and brook and scented grove
His glances fell, as on he drove:

City and village came in view

As o’er the road bis coursers flew.

On the third day the charioteer,

‘When now the hour of night was near,
Came to Ayodhyi’s gate, aund found
The city all in sorrow drowned.

To him, in spirit quate cast down,
Forsaken seemed the silent town,

And by the rush of grief oppressed
He pondered in his mournful breast:
‘Is all Ayodby4 burnt with grief,
Steed, elephant, and man, and chief?
Does her loved Rima’s exile so

Afflict her with the fires of woe ?’

~ Thus as he mused, his steeds flew fast,
And swiftly through the gate he passecd.
. On drove the charioteer, and then
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In hundreds, yea in thousands, men

Ran to the car from every side,

And, ‘Rdma, where is Rdma ?’ cried.

Sumantra said : ‘ My chariot bore

The duteous prince to Gangd’s shore ;

I left him there at his behest,

And homeward to Ayodhy4 pressed.

Soon as the anxious people knew

That he was o’er the flood, they drew

Deep sighs, and crying, Rama ! all

Wailed, and big tears began to fall.

He heard the mournful words prolonged,

As here and there the people thronged :

 Woe, woe for us, forlorn, undone,

No more to look on Raghu’s son!

His like again we ne'er shall see,

Of heart so true, of hand so free,

In gifts, in gatherings for debate,

When marriage pomps we celebrate.

What should we do? What earthly thing

Cau yest, or hope, or pleasure bring %’
Thus the sad town, which Rdma kept

As a kind father, wailed and wept. -

Each mansion, as tlLe car went by,

Sent forth a loud and bitter cry,

As to the window every dame,

Mourning for banished. Réma, came.

As his sad eyes with tears o’erflowed,

He sped along the royal road

To Dasaratha’s high abode.

There leaping down his car he stayed ;

Within the gates his way he made ;

Through seven broad courts he onward hied, .

Where people thronged on cvery side.
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From each high terrace, wild with woe,
The royal ladies flocked below :

He heard them talk in gentle tone,
As each for Rdma made her moan :

¢ What will the charioteer reply

To Queen Kau$alyd's eager cry?
With Réma from the gates he went ;
Homeward alone, his steps are bent.
Hard is a life with woe distressed,
But difficult to win is rest,

If, when her son is banished, still '
She lives beneath her load of ill.’

Such was the speech-Sumantra heard
From them whowmn grief unfeigned had stirred.
As fires of anguish burnt him through,
Swift to the monarch’s hall he drew,
Past the eighth court: there met his sight
The sovereign in his palace bright,

Still weeping for his son, forlorn,

Pale, faint, and all with sorrow ‘worn.,

As there he sat, Sumantra bent

And did obeisance reverent,

And to the king repeated o'er

The message he from Réma bore.

The monarch heard, and well-nigh brake
His heart, but yet no word he spake:
Fainting to earth he fell, and dumb,

By grief for Rima overcome.

Rang through the hall a startling cry,
And women’s arms were tossed oun high,
When, with his senses all astray,

Upon the ground the monarch lay.
Kausalyé, with Sumitré’s aid,

. Raised from the ground her lord dismayed :
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«Sire, of high fate,’ she cried, ‘O, why
Dost thou no single word reply
To Rima’s messenger who brings
News of his painful wanderings ?
The great injustice done, art thou
Shame-stricken for thy conduct now ?
Risc up, and do thy part: bestow
Comfort and help in this our woe.
Speak freely, King ; dismiss thy fear,
For Queen Kaikeyi stands not near,
Afraid of whom thou wouldst not seek
Tidings of Rdma: frecly speak.’
When the sad queen had ended so,
She sank, insatiate in her woe,
And prostrate lay upon the ground,

While her faint voice by sobs was drowned.

When all the ladies in despair

Saw Quecn Kau$alyd wailing there,
And the poor king oppressed with pain,
They flocked around and wept again.
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The king a while had senseless lain,
When care brought memory back again.
Then straight he called, the news to hear
Of Rama, for the charioteer.

With reverent hand to hand applied

He waited by the old man’s side,

‘Whose mind with angnish was distraught
Like a great elephant newly caught.

The king with bitter pgin distressed

The faithful charioteer addressed,

Who, sad of micn, with flooded eye,

And dust upon his limbs, stood by :

‘ Where will be Rama’s dwelling now

At some tree’s foot, beneath the bough ?
Ah, what will be the exile’s food, '
Bred up with kind solicitude ?

Can he, long lapped in pleasant rest,
Unmeet for pain, by pain oppressed,

Son of earth’s king, his sad night spend
Earth-couched, as one that has no friend ?
Behiud him, when abroad he sped,

Cars, elephant, and foot were led :

Thén how shall Rima dwell afar

In the wild woods where no men are ?
How, tell me, did the princes there,
With Sitd good and-eoft and fair,
Alighting from the chariot, tread
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The forest wilds around them spread ?

A happy lot is thine, I ween,

Whose eyes my two dear sons have seen
Seeking on foot the forest shade,

Like the bright Twins to view displayed,
The heavenly A$vins, when they seek
The woods that hang ‘neath Mandar’s peak.
What words, Sumantra, quickly tell,
From Rdma, Lakshman, Sitd, fell ?

How in the wood did Réma eat?

‘What was his bed, and what his seat ?
Full answer to my questions give,

For T on thy replies shall live,

As with the saints Yayati held

Sweet converse, from the skics expelled.’

Urged by the lord of men to speak,
Whose sobbing voice came faint and weak,
Thus he, while tears his utterance broke,
In answer to the monarch spoke :

‘Hear then the words that Rdma said,
Resolved in duty’s path to tread.
Joining his hands, his head he bent,
And gave this message, reverent :
‘Sumantra, to my father go,

Whose lofty mind all people know :
Bow down before him, as is meet,

Mnd in my stead salute his feet.

Then to the queen my mother bend,
Aud give the greeting that I send :
Ne'er may her steps from duty err,
And may it still be well with her.

And add this word : O Queen, pursue
Thy vows with faithful heart and trye; -
And ever at due season turn
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Where holy fires of worship burn,
And, lady, on our lord bestow
Such honour as to Gods we owe,
Be kind to every queen: let pride
And thought of self be cast aside.
In the king’s fond opinion raise
Kaikeyf, by respect and praise.
Let the young Bharat ever be
Loved, honoured as the king by thee :
Thy king-ward duty nc’er forget :
High over all are monarchs set.’

And Bharat, too, for me address :
Pray that all health his life may bless.
Let every royal lady share,

As justice bids, his love and care.

Say to the strong-armed chief who brings

Joy to Ikshvéiku’s line of kings:

¢ As ruling prince thy care be shown
Of him, our sire, who hol 1s the throne.
Stricken in years he feels their weight ;
But leave him in his royal state.

As regent heir content thee still,
Submissive to thy father’s will’

Réma again his charge renewed,

As the hot flood his cheek bedewed :
‘Hold as thine own my mother dear
Who drops for me tho longing tear.’
Then Lakshman, with his soul on fire,
Spake breathing fast these words of ire:
* Say, for what sin, for what offence
‘Was royal Rdma banished thence ?

He is the cause, the king ; poor slave
To the light charge Kaikeyi gave.

Let right or wrong the motive be,

Book I1,



Cante LVIII. THE RAMAYAN.

The author of our woe is he.
Whether the exile were decreed
Through foolish faith or guilty greed,
For promises or empire, still
The king has wrought a grievous ill.
Grant that the Lord of all saw fit
To prompt the deed and sanction it,
In Réima’s life no cause I see
For which the king should bid him flee.
His blinded eyes refused to scan
The guilt and folly of the plan,
And from the weakness of the king
Here and hereafter woe shall spring.
No more my sire : the ties that used
To bind me to the king are loosed.
My brother Rima, Raghu’s son,
To me is lord, friend, sire in one.
The love of men how can he win,
Deserting, by this cruel sin,
Their joy, whose heart is swift to feel
A pleasure in the people’s weal ?
Shall he whose mandate could expel
The virtuous Réma, loved so well, -
To whom his subjects’ fond hLearts cling—
Shall he in spite of them be king ?’

But Janak’s child, my lord, stood by,
And oft the votaress heaved a sigh.
She seemed with dull and waundering sense,
Beneath a spirit’s influence,
The noble princess, pained with woe .
Which till that hour she ne’er could know,
Tears in her heavy trouble shed,
But not a word to me she said.

She raised her face which gief had dried, . . . .
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And tenderly her husband eyed,
Gazed on him as he turned to go,
While tear chased tear in rapid flow.’
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As thus Sumantra, best of peers,

Told bis sad tale with many tears,

The monarch cried, ‘I pray thee, tell
At length again what there befell’
Sumantra, at the king’s behest,
Striving with sobs he scarce repressed,
His trembling voice at last controlled,
And thas his farther tidings told :

¢ Their locks in votive coils they wound,
Their coats of bark upon them bound,
To Gang4’s farther shore they went,
Thence to Prayég their steps were bent,
I saw that Lakshman walked ahead

To guard the path the two should tread.
So far I saw, no more could learn,
Forced by the hero to return.
Retracing slow my homeward eourse,
Scarce could I move each stubborn horse :
Shedding hot tears of grief he stood
When Réma turned him to the wood. !

1 8o in Homer the horses of Achilles lamented with many bitter
tears the death of Patroclus slain by Hector :
“Irmor S Alakidao, paxne dmévevley ivrec,
Ko, iredy mpara mubésln duidyoo
*Ev xoviyot weadvrac U9’ "Exropog &%poq;éuom.' o
' Iutap. XVII. 426,
Ancient poesy frequently associated nature with the joys-and sortows
of man," GoBRESIO. o

4

"o



226 THE RAMAYAN. Book 11

As the two princes parted thence

I raised my hands in reverence,
Mounted my ready car, and bare

The grief that stung me to the core,
With Guha all that day I stayed,

Still by the earnest hope delayed

That Rdma, ere the time should end,
Some message from the wood might send.
Thy realms, great Monarch, mourn the blow,
And sympathize with Rima’s woe.

Each withering tree hangs low his head,
And shoot, and bud, and flower are dead,
Dried are the floods that wont to fill
The lake, the river, and the rill.

Drear is each grove and garden now,
Dry every blossom on the Lough.

Each beast is still, no serpents crawl ;

A lethargy of woe on all.

The very wood is silent ; crushed

With grief for Rima, all is hushed.
Fair blossoms from the watoer born,

Gay garlands that the earth adorn,

And every fruit that gleams like gold,
Have lost the scent that charmed of old.
Empty is every grove I see,

Or birds sit pensive on the tree.
Where'er T look, its beauty o’er,

The pleasauce charms nat as before.

I drove through fair Ayodhyé4's street ;
None flew with joy the car to meet,
They saw that Réma was nat there,
And turned them sighing in despair.
The people in the royal way

'Wept tears of bitter grief, when they



Canto LIX. THE RAMAYAN. 227

Beheld me coming, from afar,

No Réma with me in the car.

From palace roof and turret high

Each woman bent her eager eye;

She looked for R4ma, but in vain ;

Gazed on the car and shrieked for pain.

Their long clear eyes with sorrow drowned,

They, when this common grief was found,

Looked each on other, friend and foe,

In sympathy of levelling woe :

No shade of difference between

Foe, friend, or neutral, there was scen.

Without a joy, her bosom rent

With grief for R4ma’s banishment,

Ayodhy4 like the quecn appears

Who mourns her son with many tears.’
Hec ended: and the king, distressed,

With sobbing voice that lord addressed =

¢ Ah me, by false Kaikeyi led,

Of evil race, to evil bred,

I took no counsel of the sage,

Nor sought advice from skill and age.

I asked no lord his aid to lend, .

I called no citizen or friend.

Rash was my deed, bereft of sense,

Slave to a woman’s influence.

Surely, my lord, a woe so great

Falls on us by the will of Fate:

It lays the house of Raghu low,

For Destinytwill have it®so.

I pray thee, if I e’er have done

An act to please thee, yea, but one,

Fly, fly, and Réma homeward lead :

My life, departing, counsels speed.
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Fly, ere the power to bid I lack,

Fly to the wood : bring Réma back.
I cannot live for even one

Short hour bereaved of my son.

But ah, the prince, whose arms are strong,
Has journeyed far; the way is long :
Me, me upon the chariot place,

And let me look on Rédma’s face.

Ah me, my son, mine eldest-born,
‘Where roams he in the wood forlorn,
The wielder of the mighty bow,
‘Whose shoulders like the lion’s show ?
Q, ere the light of life be dim,

Take me to Sitd and to him.

O Rama, Lakshman, and O thou
Dear Sit4, constant to thy vow,
Beloved ones, you cannot know

That I am dying of my woe.’

" The king to bitter grief a prey,
That drove each wandering sense away,
Sunk in affliction’s sea, too wide
To traverse, in his anguish, cried :
¢ Hard, hard to pass, my Queen, this sea
Of sorrow raging over me:

No Réma near to soothe mine eye,
Plunged in its lowest deeps I lLie.
Sorrow for Réma swells the tide,
And Sitd’s absence makes it wide:
My tears its foamy flood distain,
Made billowy by my sighs of pain:
My cries its roar, the arms I throw
Abaout me are the fish below.
./ Kaikeyf is the fire that feeds

. Péueath : my hair the tangled weeds ;
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Tts source the' tetirs fof Rdma shed :
The hump-back’s words its monsters dread :
The boon I gave the wretch its shore,
Till Réma’s banishment be o’er. !
Ah me, that I should long to set
My eager cyes to-day
On Raghu’s son, and he be yet
With Lakshman far away !’
Thus he of lofty glory wailed,
And sank upon the bed.
Beneath the woe his spirit failed,
And all bis senses fled.

! The lines containing this heap of forced metaphors are marked as
spurious by Schlegel.
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As Queen Kaufaly4, trembling much,
As blighted by a goblin’s touch,

Still lying prostrate, half awoke

To consciousness, 'twas thus she spoke:
¢ Bear me away, Sumantra, far,
Where Réama, Sit4, Lakshman are.
Bereft of them I have no power

To linger on a single hour.

Again, I pray, thy steps retrace,

And me in Dandak forest place.

For after them I needs must go,

Or sink to Yama’s realms below.’

His utterance choked by tears that rolled
Down from their fountains uncontrolled,
With suppliant hands the charioteer
Thus spake, the lady’s heart to cheer :
¢ Dismiss thy grief, despair, and dread
That fills thy soul, of sorrow bred,

For pain and anguish thrown aside,
Will Rama in the wood abide.
And Lakshman, with unfailing care
Will guard the feet of Rama there,
Earning, with governed sense, the prize
That waits on duty in the skies,
" And Sit4 in the wild as well

. Asin her own dear homie will dwell ;
- 1'¢ Réma all her heart she gives,
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And free from doubt and terror lives.
No faintest sign of care or woe

The features of the lady show :
Methinks Videha's pride was made

For exile in the forest shade.

E'en as of old she used to rove
Delighted in the city’s grove,

Thus, even thus she joys to tread

The woodlands uninhabited.

Like a young child, her face as fair

As the young moon, she wanders there.
What though in lonely woods she stray
Still Rdma is her joy and stay :

All his the heart no sorrow bends,

Her very life on him depends.

For, if her lord she might not see,
Ayodhyi like the wood would be.

She bids him, as she roams, declare
The names of towns and hatnlets there,
Marks various trees that meet her eye,
And many a brook that hurries by.
And Janak’s danghter seems to roam
One little league away from home -
When Réma or his brother speaks
And gives the answer that she seeks.
This, Lady, I remember well ;

Nor angry words have I to tell :
Reproaches at Kaikeyi shot,

Such, Queen, iny mind remembers not.’
The speech when Sitd’s wrath was high,
Sumantra passed in silence by,

"That so bis pleasant words might cheer
With sweet report Kau$alyé’s ear.

¢ Her moonlike beauty suffers not
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Though winds be rude and suns be hot

The way, the danger, and the toil

Her gentle lustre may not soil.

Like the red lily’s leafy crown

Or as the fair full moon looks down,

So the Videhan lady’s face

Still shines with undiminished grace.

‘What if the borrowed colours throw

O'er her fine fect no rosy glow,

Still with their natural tints they spread

A lotus glory where they tread.

In sportive grace she walks the ground,

And sweet her chiming anklets sound.

No jewels clasp the faultless limb:

She leaves them all for love of him.

If in the woods her gentle cye

A lion sees, or tiger nigh,

Or elephant, she fears no ill,

For Rdma’s arm supports her still.

No longer be their fate deplored,

Nor thine, nor that of Ko$al’s lord,

For conduct such as theirs shall buy

Wide glory that can never die.

For casting grief and care away,

Delighting in the fovest, they

With joyful spirits, blithe and gay,

Set forward on the ancient way
Where mighty saints have led ;

Their highest aim, their dearest carc

To keep their father’s honour fair,

Observing still the oath he sware,

- They roam, on wild fruit fed.”

. Thus with persuasive art he tried

- Fo turn her from her grief aside,
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By soothing fancies won,
But still she gave her sorrow vent :
‘An wimal,’ was her shrill lament,
‘ My love, my son, my son!’
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‘When, best of all who give delight,
Her Rdma wau {ered far from sight,
KauS$alyd weeping, sore distresed,
The king her husband thus addresed :
‘ Thy name, O Monarch, far and wide
Through the three worlds is glorified :
Yet Rima's is the pitying mind,
His speech is true, his heart is kind.
How will thy sons, good lord, sustain
With Sit4 all their care and pain 2
How in the wild endure distress,
Nursed in the lap of tenderness ?
How will the dear Videhan bear
The heat and cold when wandering there,
Bred in the bliss of princely state,
So young and fair and delicate ?
The large-eyed lady, wont to eat
The best of finely seasoned meat—
How will she now her life sustain
With woodlaund fare of self-sown grain?
Will she, with joys encompassed long,
Who loved the music and the song,
In the wild wood endure to hear
The ravening lion’s voice of fear?
‘Where sleeps my strong-armed hern, Where,

* Like Lord ‘Mahendra’s staudard, fair?

;& “Where is, by Lakshmag’s side, his bed,
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His club-like arm beneath his head ?
When shall I see his flower-like eyes,
And face that with the lotus vies,

Feel his sweet lily breath, and view
His glorions hair and lotus hue?

The heart within my breast, I feel,

Is adamant or hardest steel,

Or, in a thousand fragments split,

The loss of him had shattered it,

When those I love, who should be blest,
Are wandering in the wood distressed,
Condemned their wretched lives to lead
In cxile, by thy ruthless deed.

If, when the fourteen ye:.rs are past,
Rédma reseeks his home at last,

I think not Bharat will consent

To yield the wealth and government.
At funeral feasts some mourners deal
To kith and kin the solemn meal,

And having duly fed them all

Some Brdahmans to the banquet call.
The best of Brihmans, good and wise,
The tardy summoning despise,

And, equal to the Gods, disdain

Cups, €'en of Amrit, thus to drain.
Nay ¢’en when Brahmans first have fed,
They loathe the meal for others spread,
And from the leavings turn with scorn,
As bulls avoid a fractured horn.

So Rémna, sovereign lord of men,

Will spurn the sullied kingship then :
He, born the eldest and the best,

His younger's leavings will detest,
Turning from tasted food away,
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As tigers scorn another’s prey,

The sacred post is used not twice,

Nor elements, in sacrifice.

But once the sacred grass is spread,
But once with oil the flame is fed:

So Réma’s pride will ne’er receive

The royal power which others lcave,
Like wine when tasteless dregs are lefi,
Or rites of Soma juice bereft.

Be sure the pride of Raghu’s race

Will never stoop to such disgrace:

The lordly lion will not bear

That man should beard him in his lair.
Were all the worlds against him ranged
His dauntless soul were still unchanged :
He, dutiful, in duty strong,

Would purge the impious world from wrong.
Could not the hero, brave and bold,
The archer, with his shafts of gold,
Burn up the very seas, as doom

Will in the end all lifc consume ¢

Of lion’s might, eyed like a bull,

A prince so brave and beautiful,

Thon hast with wicked hate pursued,
Like sea-born tribes who eat their brood.
If thou, O Monarch, hadst but known
The duty all the Twice-born own,

If the good laws had touched thy mind,
Which sages in the Scripturcs find,
Thou ne’er hadst driven forth to pine
This brave, this duteous son of thine.
First on her lord the wife depends,
Next on her son and last on friends :
These three supports in life has she,
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And not a fourth for her may be.

Thy heart, O King, I have not won;
In wild woods roams my banished son ;
Far are my friends: ah, hapless me,
Quite ryincd and destroyed by thee,™
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DASARATHA CONSOLED.

The queen’s stern speech the monarch heard,
As rage and grief her bosom stirred,
And by his anguish sore oppressed
Reflected in his secret breast.

Fainting and sad, with woe distraught,
He wandered in a maze ot thought;

At length the queller of the foe

Grew conscious, rallying from his woe.
‘When consciousness returned anew
Long burning sighs the monarch drew.
Again immersed in thought he eyed
KauSalya standing by his side.

Back to his pondering soul was brought
The direful deed his band had wrought,
‘When, guiltless of the wrong intent,
His arrow at a sound was sent.
Distracted by his memory’s sting,

And mourning for his son, the king

To two consuming griefs a prey,

A miserable victim lay.

The double woe devoured him fast,

As on the ground his eyes ho cast,
Joined suppliant hands, her heart to touch,
And spake in answer, trembling much:
‘Kaufalyd, for thy grace I sue,

Joining these hands as suppliants do.
Thou e’en to focs hast evor been
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A gentle, good, and loving queen.

Her lord, with noble virtues graced,

Her lord, by lack of all debased,

Is still a God in womau’s eyes,

If duty’s lvw she hold and prize.

Thou, who the right hast aye pursued,

Life’s changes and its chances viewed,
Shouldst never launch, though sorrow-stirred,
At me distressed, one bitter word.

She listened, as with sorrow faint
He murmured forth his sad comnplaint:
Her brimming eyes with tears ran o’er,
As spouts the new-fallen water pour,
His suppliant hands, with fear dismayed
She gently clasped in hers, and laid,
Like a fair lotus, on her head,

And faltering in her trouble said :
‘Forgive me ; at thy feet I lie,

With low bent head to thee I ery.

By thee besought, thy guilty dame
Pardon from thee can scarcely claim.,
She morits not the name of wife

Who cherishes perpetual strife

With her own husband good and wise,
Her lord both here and in the skies,

I know the olaims of duty well,

I know thy lips the truth must tell.
All the wild words I rashly spoke,
Forth from my heart, through anguish, broke ;
For sorrow bonds the stoutest soul,
And cancels Scripture’s gh control,
Yea, sorrow’s might all else o’erthrows,
The strongest and the worst of foes.
'Tis thus with all . we keenly feel,
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Yet bear the blows our foemen deal,
But when a slender woe assails
‘The manliest spirit bends and quails.
The fifth long night has now begun
Since the wild woods have lodged my son
To me whose joy is drowned in tears,

. Each day a dreary year appears.
While all my thoughts on him are set
Grief at my heart swells wilder yet :
With doubled might thus Ocean raves
When rushing floods increase his waves.’

As from Kau$aly4 reasoning well

The gentle words of wisdom fell,
The sun went down with dying flame,
And darkness o’er the landscape came.
His lady’s soothing words in part
Relieved the monarch’s aching heart,
Who, wearied out by all his wocs,
Yielded to sleep and took repose.

Book I1.



241

CANTO LXIII.

THE HERMITS SON.
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But soon by rankling grief oppressed
The kg awoke from troubled rest,

And his sad heart was tried again

With anxious thought where all was pain.
Rdma and Lakshman’s mournful fate
On Dafumatha, good and great

As Indra, pressed with crushing weight,
As when the demon’s might assails

The Sun-God, and his glory pales.

Ere yet the sixth long night was spent,
Since Réma to the woods was sent,

The king at midnight sadly thought

Of the old crime his hand had wrought,
And thus to Queen KauSalys cried
Who still for Rima moaned and sighed :
¢If thou art waking, give, I pray,
Attention to the words I say.

Whate’er the conduct men pursue,

Be good or ill the acts they do,

Be sure, dear Queen, they find the meed
Of wicked or of virtuous deed.

A heedless child we call the man
Whose feeble judgment fails to scan
The weight of what his hands may do,
Its lightness, fault, and mert too.

Ouse lays the Mango garden low,

And bids the gay Paléas grow :
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Longing for fruit their bloom he sees,

But grieves when fruit should bend the trees.
Cut by my hand, my fruit-trees fell,
PaléSa trees I watered well,

My hopes this foolish heart deceive,

And for my banished son I grieve.
Kaudaly4, in my youthful prime

Armed with my bow I wrought the crime,
Proud of my skill, my name renowned,
An archer prince who shoots by sound.
The deed this hand unwitting wrought
This misery on my soul has brought,

As children seize the deadly cup

And blindly drink the poison up.

As the unreasoning man may be

Charmed with the gay Pald§a tree,

T unaware have reaped the fruit

Of joying at a sound to shoot.

As regent prince I shared the throne,
Thou wast a maid to me unknown.

The early Rain-time duly came,

And strengthened love’s delicious flame.
The sun had diained the earth that lay
All glowing neath the summer day,

And to the gloomy clime had fled

Where dwell the spirits of the dead.!

The fervent heat that moment ceased,

The darkening clouds each hour increased,
And frogs and deer and peacocks all
Rejoiced to see the torrents fall.

Their bright wings heavy from the shower,
The birds, new-bathed, had scarce the power

} The southern region is the abode of Yama the Indian Pluto, and
of devarted spirits,
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To reach the branches of the trees
Whose high tops swayed beneath the breeze.
The fallen rain, and falling still,

Hung like a sheet ou every hill,

Till, with giad deer, each flooded steep
Showed glorious as the mighty deep.

The torrents down its wooded side
Poured, some unstained, while others dyed
Gold, ashy, silver, ochre, bore

'Fhe tints of every mountain ore.

In that sweet time, when all are pleased,
My arrows and my bow I seized ;

Keen for the chase, in field or grove,
Down Sarjii’s bank my car I drove.

I longed with all my lawless will

Some elcphant by night to kill,

Some buffalo that came to drink,

Or tiger, at the river’s brink.

‘When all around was dark and still,

I heard a pitcher slowly fill,

And thought, obscured in deepest shade,,
An elephant the sound had made. .

I drew a shaft that glittered bright,

Fell as a serpeut’s venomed bite ;

I longed to lay the monster dead,

And to the mark my arrow sped.

Then in the calm of morning, clear

A hermit’s wailing smote my ear:

¢ Ah me, ali me,” he cried, and sauk,
Pierced by my arrow, on the bank.

E'en as the weapon smote his sids,

I heard & human voice that cried =

* Why lights this shaft on one like me,

A poor and harmless devoteet B
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I came by night to fill my jar

From this lone stream where no men are,
Ah, who this deadly shaft has shot ?
‘Whom have I wronged, and knew it not?
Why should a boy so harmless feel

The vengeance of the winged steel ?

Or who should slay the guiltless son

Of hermit sire who injures none,

Who dwells retired in woods, and there
Supports his life on woodland fare?

Ah me, ah me, why am I slain,

What booty will the murdever gain ?

In hermit coils T bind my hair,

Coats made of skin and bark I wear.

Ab, who the crucl deed can praise
Whose idle toil no fruit repays,

As impious as the wretch’s crime

Who dares his master’s bed to climb?
Nor does my parting spirit grieve

But for the life which thus I leave:
Alas, my mother and my sire,—

I mourn for them when I expire.

Ah me, that aged, helpless pair,

Long cherished by my watchful care,
How will it be with them this day
‘When to the Five! I pass away?

Pierced by the self-same dart we die,
Mine aged motbher, sire, and I.

Whose mighty hand, whose lawless mind
Has all the three to death consigned ¥’

‘When I, by love of duty stirred,
That touching lamentation heard,

Book 11

' The five elements of which the hody consists, and to which

returns,
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‘Pier¢ed to the heart by sudden woe,
I.threw to earth my shafts and bow.

My heart was full of grief and dread

As swiftly to the place I sped,

Where, by my arrow wounded sore,

A hermit lay on Sarjid’s shore,

His matted hair was all unbound,

His pitcher empty on the ground,

And by the fatal arrow pained,

He lay with dust and gore distained.

I stood confounded and amazed :

His dying eyes to mine he raised,

And spoke this speech in accents stern,
As though his light my soul would bLurn:
‘How have I wronged thee, King, that I
Struck by thy mortal arrow die?

The wood my home, this jar I brought,
And water for my parents sought.

This one keen sbaft that strikes me through
Slays sire and aged mother too.

Feeble and blind, in helpless pain,

They wait for me and thirst in vain.
They with parched lips their pangs must bear,
And hope will end in blank despair.

Abh me, there seems no fruit in store

For holy zeal or Scripture lore,

Or else ere now my sire would know
That his dear son is lying low.

Yet, if my mournful fate he knew,
What could his arm so feeble do ¢

The tree, firm-rooted, ne’er may be

The guardian of & stricken tree.

Haste to my father, and relate

While time alléws, my sudden fate,
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Lest he consume thee, as the fire

Burns up the forest, in his ire.

This little path, O King, pursue :

My father’s cot thou svon wilt view,

There sue for pardon to the sage

Lest he should curse thee in his rage.

First from the wound extract the dart

That kills me with its deadly smart,

E’en as the flushed impetuous tide

Eats through the river’s yielding side,’
I feared to draw the arrow out,

And pondered thus in painful doubt :

‘Now tortured by the shaft he lies,

But if I draw it forth he dies.’

Helpless I stood, faint, sorvely grieved :

The hermit’s son my thought perceived ;

As one o’ercome by direst pain

He scarce had strength to speak again,

With writhing limb and struggling breath,

Nearer and ever nearer death :

¢ My senses undisturbed remain,

And fortitude has conquered pain :

Now from oue fear thy soul be freed,

Thy band has made no Brahman bleed.

Let not this pang thy bosom wring :

No twice-born youth am I, O Kiug,

For of a Vaidya sire I came,

Who wedded with a Sadré dame.’
These words the boy could scarcely say,

As tortured by the shaft he lay,

T'wisting his helpless body round,

Then trembling senseless on the ground.

Then from his bleeding side I drew

The rankling shaft that pierced him through,

Book I1.
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With death’s last fear my face he eyed,
And, rich in store of penance, died.’
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CANTO LXIV.

DASARATHA'S DEATH.

———e

The son of Raghu to his queen

Thus far described the nunequalled scene,
And, as the hermit's death Le rued,

The mournful story thus renewed :

‘ The deed my heedless hund had wrought
Perplexed me with remorseful thought,
And all alone I pondered still

How kindly deed might salve the ill.

The pitcher from the giound I took,

And filled it from that fairest brook,
Then, by the path the hermit showed,

I reached his sainted size’s abode.

I came, I saw: the aged pair,

Feeble and blind, were sitting there,

Like birds with clipped wings, side by side,
‘With none their helpless steps to guide.
Their idle hours the twain beguiled

With talk of their returning child,

And still the cheering hope enjoyed,

The hope, alas, by me destroyed.

Then spoke the sage, as drawing near
The sound of footsteps reached his ear:

« Dear son, the water quickly bring ;
‘Why hast thou made this tarrying?

Thy mother thirsts, and thou hast played,
And bathing in the brook delayed.

She weeps because thou camest not ;
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Haste, O my son, within the cot.

If she or I have ever done

A thing to pain thee, dcarest son,
Dismiss the memory from thy mind :
A hermit thou, be good and kind.

On thee our lives, our all, depend :
Thou art thy friendless parents’ friend.
The eyeless couple’s eye art thou :
Then why so cold and silent now 3’

With sobbing voice and bosom wrung
I scarce could move my faltering tongue,
And with my spirit filled with dread
I looked upon the sage, and said,
While mind, and sense, and nerve I strung
To fortify my trembling tongue,
And let the aged hermit know
His son’s sad fate, my fear and woe:
‘ High-minded Saint, not I thy child,
A warrior, DaSaratha styled.
I bear a grievous sorrow’s weight
Born of a deed which good men hate.
My lord, I came to Sarji’s shore,”
And in my hand my bow I bore
For elephant or beast of chase
That seeks by night his drinking place,
There from the stream a sound I heard
As if a jar the water stirred.
An elephant, I thought, was nigh:
I aimed, and let an arrow fly.
Swift to the place I made wy way,
And there a wounded hermit lay
Gasping for breath : the deadly dart
Stood quivering in hig youthful heart.
I hastened near with pain oppressed :
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He faltered out his last behest,
And quickly, as he bade me do, -
From his pierced side the shaft I drew.
I drew the arrow from the rent,
:And up to heaven the hermit went,
Lamenting, as from earth he passed,
His aged parents to the last.
Thas, unaware, the deed was done :
My hand, unwitting, killed thy son.
JFor what remains, O, let me win
Thy pardon for my heedless sin.’

As the sad tale of siu [ told,
The hermit’s grief was uncontrolled ;
With flooded eyes, and sorrow-faint,
Thus spake the venerable saint :
I stood with hand to hand applied,
And listened as he spoke and sighed :
<If thou, O King, hadst left unsaid
By thine own tongue this tale of dread,
Thy head for hideous guilt accursed
Had in a thousand pieces burst.
A hermit’s blood by warrior spilt,
In such a case, with purposed guilt,
Down from his high estate would bring
Even the thunder's mighty King.
And he a dart who conscious sends
Against the devotee who spends
His pure life by the law of Heaven—
That sinnexr’s head will split in seven.
Thou livest, for thy heedless hand

Has wrought a deed thou hast not planned,

Else thou and all of Raghu’s line
Had perished by this act of thine.
Now guide us, thus the hermit said,

Book I1.
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¢ Forth to the spot where he lies dead.

Guide us, this day, O Monarch, we

For the last time our son would see:

The hermit dress of skin he wore

Rent from his limbs distained with gore;

His senseless body lying slain,

His soul in Yama's dark domain.’
Alone the mourning pair I led,

Their souls with woe disquieted,

And let the dame and hermit lay

Their hands upon the breathless clay.

The father touched his son, and pressed

The body to his aged breast ;

Then falling by the dead boy’s side,

He lifted up his voice, and cried :

‘ Hast thou no word, my child, to say ?

No greeting for thy sire to-day ?

Why art thou angry, darling ? why

‘Wilt thou upon the cold eaith lie?

I¢ thou, my son, art wroth with me,

Here, duteous child, thy mother see.

What ! no embrace for me, my son ?

Ne¢ word of tender love—not one ?

Whose gentle voice, so soft and clear,

Soothing my spirit, shall I hear

When evening comes, with accents sweet

Scripture or ancient lore repeat ?

Who, having fed the sacred fire,

And duly bathed, as texts require,

Will cheer, when evening rites are done,

The father mourning for his son ?

Who will the daily meal provide

For the poor wretch who lacks a guidq,

Feeding the helpless with;the best
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Berries and roots, like some dear guest 3
How can these hands subsistence find
For thy poor mother, old and blind ¢
The wretched votaress how sustain,

. Who mourns her child in ceaseless pain ?

Stay yet a while, my darling, stay,
Nor fly to Yama’s realm to-day.
To-morrow I thy sire and she

Who bare thee, child, will go with thee. *
Then when I look on Yama, I

To great Vivasvat's son will cry:
 Hear, King of justice, and restore
Our child to feed us, I implore. .
Lord of the world, of mighty fame,
Faithful and just, admit my claim,
And grant this single boon, to free
My soul from fear, to one like me.’
Because, my son, untouched by staiu,
By sinful hands thou fallest slain,

Win, through thy truth, the sphere where those

Who die by hostile darts repose.

Secek the blest home prepared for all
The valiant who in battle fall,

Who face the foe and scorn to yield,

In glory dying on the field.

Rise to the heaven where Dhundhumér
And Nahush, mighty heroes, are,
‘Where Janamejay and the blest

Dilipa, Sagar, Saivya, rest:

, Home of all virtuous spirits, earned

! 8o dying York cries over the body of Suffolk :
: ‘an,durmn&uﬂolkl .

l!y soul shall thine keep company to heayen :

'I‘an'y. ﬂuat wul, for mine, M fiy abrmt.

A".‘ _a
R, oo
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By fervent rites and Scriptare learned :
By those whose sacred fires have glowed,
Whose liberal hands have fields bestowed :
By givers of a thousand cows,

By lovers of one faithful spouse:

By those who serve their masters well,
And cast away this earthy shell

None of my race can ever know

The bitter pain of lasting woe.

But doomed to that dire fate is he
Whose guilty hand has slaughtered thee.
Thus with wild tears the aged saint

Made many a time his piteous plaint,

Then with his wife began to shed

The funeral water for the dead.

But in a shape celestial clad,

Won by the merits of the lad,

The spirit from the body brake

And to the mourning parents spake :

* A glorious home in realms above

Rewards my care and filial love.

You, honoured parents, soon shall-be

Partakers of that home with me.
He spake, and swiftly mounting high,

With Indra near him, to the sky

On a bright car, with flame that glowed,

Sublime the duteous hermit rode.
The father, with his consort’s aid,

The funeral rites with waser paid,

And thus his speech to me renewed

Who stood in suppliant attitude:

‘Slay me this day, O, slay me, King,

For death no longer has a sting.

Childless am I: thy dart has done
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To death my dear, my only son.
Because the boy I loved so well

Slain by thy heedless arrow fell,

My curse upon thy soul shall press
 With bitter woe and heaviness.

1 mourn a slaughtered child, and thou
Shalt feel the pangs that kill me now.
Bereft and suffering e’en as I,

So shalt thou mourn thy son, and die.
Thy hand unwitting dealt the blow
That laid a holy hermit low,

And distant, therefore, is the time
‘When thou shalt suffer for the crime.
The hour shall come when, crushed by woes:
Like these I feel, thy life shall close:
A debt to payin after days

Like his the priestly fee who pays.’

This curse on me the hermit laid,
Nor yet his tears and groans were stayed.
Then on the pyre their bodies cast
The pair ; and straight to heaven they passed.
As in sad thought I pondered long
Back to my memory came the wrong
Done in wild youth, O lady dear,

When ’twas my boast to shoot by ear.
The deed has borne the fruit, which now
Hangs ripe upon the bending bough :
Thus dainty meats the palate please,
And lure the weak to swift disease.
Now on my soul return with dread:

The words that noble hermit said,

That I for a dear son should grieve,
And of the woe my life should leave.’

"+ Thus spake the king with many a tear;
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Then to his wife he cried in fear:

‘I cannot see thee, love ; but lay

Thy gentle hand in mine, I pray.

Ah we, if Rima touched me thus,

If once, returning home to us,

He bade me wealth and lordship give,
Then, so I think, my soul would live,
Unlike myself, unjust and mean

Have been my ways with him, my Queen,
But like himself is all that he,

My noble son, has done to me,

His son, though far from right he stray,
What prudent sire would cast away ?
What banished son would check his ire,
Nor speak reproaches of his sire?

I see thee not : these eyes grow blind,
And memory quits my troubled mind.
Angels of Death are round me: they
Summon my soul with speed uway.
What woe more grievous can there be,
That, when from light and life I flee,

I may not, ere I part, behold

My virtuous Réma, true and bold ?
Grief for my son, the brave and true,
Whose joy it was my will to do,

Dries up my breath, as summer dries
The last drop in the pool that lies,
Not men, but blessed Gods, are they
Whose eyes shall see his face that day ;
See him, when fourteen years are past,
With earrings decked return at last.
My fainting mind forgets to think :
Low and more low my spirits sink.
Each from its seat, my senses steal :
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1 cannot hear, or taste, or feel.

This lethargy of soul o’ercomes

Each organ, and its function numbs :
So when the oil begins to fail,

The torch’s rays grow faint and pale,
This flood of woe caused by this hand
Destroys me helpless and unmanned,
Resistless as the floods that bore

A passage through the river shore.

Ah Raghu’s son, ah mighty-armed,
By whom my cares were soothed and charmed,
My son in whom I took delight,

Now vanished from thy father’s sight !
KausSaly4, ah, I cannot see;

Sumitré, geutle devotee !

Alas, Kaikeyi, cruel dame,

My bitter foe, thy father's shame !’

Kau$aly4 and Sumitré kept
Their watch beside him as he wept.
And Da$aratha moaned and sighed,
And grieving for his darling died.
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And now the night had past away,

And brightly dawned another day ;

The minstrels, trained to play and sing,
Flocked to the chamber of the king:
Bards, who their gayest raiment wore,
And heralds famed for ancient lore :
And singers, with their songs of praise,
Made musie in their several wavs

There as they poured their blessings choice,
And haied their king with hand and voice,
Their praises with a swelling 10ar
Echoed through court and corridor.
Then as tho baids his giory sang,

From beaten palms loud answer rang,
As glad applauders clapped their hands,
And told his deeas in distint lands,
The swelling concert woke a throng

Of slecping birds to hife and song:
Some in the bianches of the trees,
Some caged i halls and galleties.

Nor was the soft string music mute ;
The gentle whisper of the lute,

And blessings sung by singers skilled
The palace of the monarch filled.
Eunuchs and dames of life uustained,
Each in the arts of waiting trained,
Drew near attentive as before,
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And crowded to the chamber door :
These skilful when and how to shed

The lustral stream o'er limb and head,
Others with golden ewers stood

Of water stained with sandal wood.

And many a maid, pure, young, and fair,
Her load of early offerings bare,

Cups of the flood which all revere,

And sacred things, and toilet gear.
Each several thing was duly brought

As rule of old observance taught,

And lucky sigus on each impressed
Stamped it the fairest and the best.
There anxious, in their long array,

All waited till the shine of day:

But when the king uor rose nor spoke,
Doubt and alarm within them woke.
Forthwith the dames, by duty led,
Attendants on the monarch’s bed,
Withiu the royal chamber pressed

To wake their mnaster from his rest.
Skilled in the lore of dreaming, they
First touched the bed on which he lay.
But noune replied : no sound was heard,
Nor band, nor head, nor body stirred.
They trembled, and their dread increased,
Fearing his breath of life had ceased,
And bending low their heads, they shook
Like the tall reeds that fringe the brook,
In doubt and terror down they knelt,
Looked on his face, his cold hand felt,
Aud then the gloomy truth appeared

Of all their hearts had darkly feared.
Kausalyé and Sumitrd, worn

Book 11.
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With weeping for their sons, forlorn,
Woke not, but lay in slumber deep.

And still as death’s unending sleep.
Bowed down by grief, her colour fled,
Her wonted lustre dull and dead,
Kau$alyd shone not, like a star
©Obscured behind a cloudy bar.

Beside the king’s her couch was spread,
And next was Queen Sumitrd’s bed,
Who shone no more with beauty’s glow,
Her face bedewed with tears of woe.
There lapped in sleep each wearied queen,.
There as in sleep, the king was seen ;
And swift the troubling thought came o’er
Their spirits that he breathed no more.
At once with wailing loud and high

The matrons shrieked a bitter ery,

As widowed elephants bewail

Their dead lord in the woody vale.

At the loud shrick that round them rang,
Kau$aly4 and Sumitra sprang
Awakened from their beds, with eyes
Wide open in their first surprise.

Quick to the monarch’s side they came,
And saw and touched his lifeless frame ;
One cry, O husband ! forth they sent,
And prostrate to the ground they went.
The king of KoSal's daughter' there
Writhed, with the dust on limb and bair,
Lustreless, as a star might lie

Hurled downward from the glorious sky.
When the king's voice in death was stilled,
The women who the chamber filled,

! Kaudalys, daughter of the king of another Kosal.,
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8aw, like a widow elephant slain,
Kanéaly4d prostrate in her pain.

Then all the monarch’s ladies led

By Queen Kaikeyf at their head,
Poured forth their tears, and, weeping so,
Sank on the ground, consumed by woe.
The cry of grief so long and loud
Went up from all the royal crowd,
That, doubled by the matron train,

It made the palace ring again.

Filled with dark fear and eager eyes,
Anxiety and wild surmise ;

Echoing with the cries of grief

Of sorrowing friends who mourned their chief,

Dejected, pale with deep distress,
Hurled from their height of happiness:
Such was the look the palace wore

Where lay the king who breathed no more,

Book 11,
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THE EMBALMING.

KauSalys’s eyes with tears o’erflowed,
Weighed down by varied sorrows’ load ;
On ber dead lord her gaze she bent,
Who lay like fire whose might is spent;
Like the great deep with waters dry,
Or like the clouded sun on high.

Then on her lap she laid his Lead,
And on Kaikeyf looked and said :
*Triumphant now enjoy thy reign
Without a thorn thy side to pain.
Thou hast pursued thy single aim,
And killed the king, O wicked dame.
Far from my sight my Rima flies,

My perished lord has sovght the skies.
No friend, no hope my life to cheer,

I cannot tread the dark path here.
Who would forsake her husband, who
That God to whom her love is due,
And wish to live one hour, but she
‘Whose heart no duty owns, like thee 2
The ravenous sees no fault : his greed
‘Will e’en on poison blindly feed.
Kaikeyi, thfough a hump-back maid,
This royal house in death has laid.
King Janak, with his queen, will hear
Heart-rent like me the tidings drear
Of Réma banished by the king,
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Urged by her impious counselling.
No son has he, his age is great,

And sinking with the double weight,
He for his darling child will pine,
And pierced with woe his life resign.
Sprung from Videha’s monarch, she
A sad and lovely devotee,

Roaming the wood, unmeet for woe,
Will toil and trouble undergo.

She in the gloomy night with fear
The cries of beast and bird will hear,
And trembling in her wild alarm
Will cling to Rdma’s sheltering arm.
Ah, little koows my duteous son
That T am widowed and uudone—
My Réma of the lotus cye,

Gone hence, gone heuce, alas, to die.
Now, as a loving wife and true,

I, ¢’en this day, will perish too:

Around his furim these arms will throw,

And to the fire with him will go.’
Clasping her husband’s lifeless clay

A while the weeping votaress lay,

Till chamberlains removed her thence

Q’ercome by sorrow’s violence.

Then in a cask of oil they Inid

Him who in life the world had swayed,

And finished, as the lords desired,
All rites for parted souls required.
The lords, all-wise, refused to burn
The monarch ere his son's return ;
So for a while the corpse they set
Emhalmed in oil, and waited yet.

The women heard : no doubt remained,

Book II.
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And wildly for the kinggthey plained.
With gushing tears that drowned each eye
Wildly they waved their arms on high,
And each her mangling nails impressed
Deep in her head and knee and breast :
*Of Rima reft,—who ever spake
The sweetest words the heart to take,
Who firmly to the truth would cling,—
Why dost thou leave us, mighty King ?
How can the consorts thou hast left
Widowed, of Raghu’s son bereft,
Live with our foe Kaikeyi near,
The wicked queen we hate and fear ?
She threw away the king, her spite
Drove Rdma forth and Lakshman's might,
And gentle Sitd : how will she
Spare any, whosoc'er it be?’
Oppressed with sorrow, tear-distained,
The royal women thus compiained.
L'ke night when not a star appears,
Like a sad widow drowned in tears,
Ayodhy#’s city, dark and dim, -
Reft of her lord was sad for him.
When thus for woe the king to heaven had fled,
And still on earth his lovely wives remained,
With dying light the sun to rest had sped,
And night triumphant o’er the landscape reigned.
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THE PRAISE OF KINGS.

el —

That night of sorrow passed away,

And rose again the God of Day.

Then all the twice-born peers of state
Together met for high dcbate.

Javiali, lord of mighty fame,

And Gautam, and Kityiyan came,

And Miéirkandeya's reverend age,

And Vimadeva, glorious sage:

Sprung from Mudgalya’s seed the one,
The other ancicnt KaSyap’s son.

‘With lesser lords thuse Brialunans each
Spoke in his turn his several speech,
And turning to VaSishtha, best

Of household priests, him thus addressed :
¢ The night of bitter woe has past,
‘Which seemed a hundred years to last,
Our king, in sorrow for his son,
Reunion with the Five has won.

His soul is where the Blessed are,
‘While Rdma roams in woods afar,

And Lakshman, bright in glorious deeds,
Goes where his well-loved brother leads.
And Bharat and éatrughna, they

Who smite their foes in battle fray,

Far in the realm of Kekaya stay,
. Where their maternal grandsire’s care

- Keops Réjagriha’s city fair.
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Let one of old Tkshvéku’s race

Obtain this day the sovereign’s place,
Or havoc and destruction straight

Our kingless land will devastate.

In kingless lands no thunder’s voice,
No lightning wreaths the heart rejoice,
Nor does Parjanya’s heavenly rain
Descend upon the burning plain,
Where none is king, the sower’s hand
Casts not the sced upon the land ;
The son against the father strives,
And husbands fail to rule their wives.
In kingless realms no princes call
Their friends to mect in crowded hall ;
No joyful citizens resort

To garden trim or sacred court.

In kingless realms no Twice-born care
To sacrifice with text and prayer,

Nor Brihmans, who their vows maintain,
Tle great solemnities ordain.

The joys of happier days have ceased :
No gathering, festival, or feast -
Together calls the merry throng
Delighted with the play and song.

In kingless lands it ne'er is well

With sons of trade who buy and sell :
No men who pleasant tales repeat
Delight the crowd with stories sweet,
In kingless realms we ne’er behold
Young maidens decked with gems and gold,
Flock to the gardens blithe aud gay
To spend their evening hours in play.
No lover in the flying car

Rides with his love to woods afar.

265
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In kingless lands no wealthy swain
Who keeps the herd and reaps the grain,
Lies sleeping, blest with ample store,
Securely near his open door.

Upon the royal roads we see

No tusked elephant roaming free,

Of three-score years, whose head and neck
Sweet tinkling bells of silver deck.
We hear no more the glad applause
When his strong bow cach rival draws,
No clap of hands, no eager cries

That cheer each martial exercise.

In kingless realms no merchant bands
Who travel forth to distant lands,
With precin 1s wares their wagons load,
And fear no danger on the road.

No sage secure in self-control,
Brooding on God with mmd and soul,
In lonely wanderings finds his home
Where’er at eve his feet may 1oam.

In kingless realms no man is sure

He holds his life and wealth secure.

In kingless lands no warriois smite
The toeman’s host 1n glorious fight.

In kingless lands the wise no more,
Well trained in Scriptme’s holy lore,
In shady groves and gardens meet

To argue in their calin retreat.

No longer, in religious fear,

Do they who pious vows revere,

Bring daiaty cates and wreaths of flowars
As offerings to the heavenly powers.
No longer, bright as trees in spring,
Shine forth the children of the king
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Respleudent in the people’s eyes

With aloe wood and sandal dyes.

A brook where water once has been,
A grove where grass no more is green,
Kine with no herdsman’s guiding hand—
So wretched is a kingless Jand.

The car its waving banner rears,
Banner of fire the smoke appears:

Our king, the banner of our pride,

A God with Gods is glorified.

In kingless lands no law is known,
And none may call his wealth his own,
Each preys on each from hour to hour,
As fish the weaker fish devour.

Then, fearless, atheists overleap

The hounds of right the godly keep,
And when no royal powers restrain,
Preéminence and lordship gain.

As in the frame of man the eye
Keceps watch and ward, a careful spy,
The monarch in his wide domains
Protects the truth, the right maintains,
He is the right, the truth is he,

Their hopes in him the well-born see.
On him his people’s lives depend,
Mother is he, and sire, and friend.

The world were veiled in blinding night,
And none could see or know aright,
Ruled there no king in any state

The good and ill to separate.

We will obey thy word and will

As if our king were living still :

As keeps his bouuds-the faithful sea,
So we observe thy high decree,
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O best of Brihmans, first in place,
Our kingless land lies desolate :
Some scion of Ikshviku’s race
Do thou as monarch consecrate.’
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— P

THE ENVOYS.

e ]

Va$ishtha heard their speech and prayer,

And thus addressed the concourse there,

Friends, Brahmans, counsellors, and all

Assembled in the palace hall :

‘Ye know that Bharat, free from care,

Still lives in Rdjagriha' where

The father of his mother reigns:

Satrughua by his side remains.

Let active envoys, good at nced,

Thither ou flectest horses speed,

To bring the hero youths away:

Why waste the time in dull delay 2’
Quick came from all the glad reply:

‘ Va§ishtha, let the envoys fly.

He heard their speech, and thus rénewed

His charge before the multitude:

* Nandan, A$ok, Siddharth, attend,

Your ears, Jayanta, Vijay, lend :

Be yours, what need requires, to do:

I speak these words to all of you.

With coursers of the fleetest breed

To Réjagriha’s city speed.

Then rid your bosoms of distress,

And Bharat thus from me address:

‘The household priest and peers by us

" Rajagrilia, or (Hirivrajn was the capital of Asvapati, mat’g m.m.]
grandfuther. .
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Send health to thee and greet thee thus:
‘Come to thy father's home with haste:
Thine absent time no longer waste.
But speak no word of Réma fled,

Tell not the prince his sire is dead,
Nor to the royal youth the fate

That ruins Raghu’s race relate.

Go quickly hence, and with you bear
Fine silken vestures rich and rare,

And gems and many a precious thing
As gifts to Bharat and the king’

With ample stores of food supplied,
Each to his home the enveys hied,
Prepared, with steeds of swiftest race,
To Kekayu's land' their way to trace.
They made all due provision there,
And every need arranged with care,
Then ordered by VaS$ishtha, they
Went forth with speed upon their way.
Then northward of Pralamba, west
Of Apartéla, on they pressed,

Crossing the Mélini that flowed

With gentle strearn athwart the road.
They traversed Gangd's holy waves
Where she Héstinapura® laves,

Thence to Panchila® westward fast
Through Kum_]angalf-; land‘ they passed.

———t et e et e e A e n———————

! The Kekayas or hmkayas in the Punjal; appear amongat the chief’
nations in the war of the Mabdbhdrata; their king being & kinsman of
Krishpa. N

¥ Histinapura wnrs the capital of the kingdom of Kuru, near the
modern Delhi.

* The Panchdlas occupied the upper part of the Doab,

¢ ‘Kurujéngala and its inhabitants are frequently mentioned in the
Mahibhirata, a8 in the Adi-parv. 3789, 4387, etal’ WiLson's Vishwu
Purina. Vol, IL P. 176, Dn, Harv's Note.
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On, on their course the envoys held

By urgency of task impelled,

Quick glancing at each lucid flood

And sweet lake gay with flower and bud.
Beyond, they passed unwearied o’er,
Where glad birds fill the flood and shore
Of Saradandé racing fleet

With heavenly waters clear and sweet.
Thereby a tree celestial grows

Which every boon on prayer bestows:
To its blest shade they humbly bent,
Then to Kulingd's town they went.
Then, having passed the Warrior's Wood,
In Abhikéila next they stood,

O’er sacred Ikshumati' came,

Their ancient kings' ancestral claim.
They saw the learned Brdhmans stand,
Each drinking from his hollowed hand,
And through Béhika* journeying still
They reached at length Suddman’s hill :
There Vishou's footstep turned to see,
Vipds§a® viewed, and S’:i]mali, .
And many a lake and river met,

Tank, pool, and pond, and rivulet.

And lions saw, and tigers near,

And elephants and herds of deer,

And still, by prompt obedience led,
Along the ample road they sped.

——

! ¢The 'OZbuaric of Arrian. Sece ds. Res. Vol. XV., p- 420, 421,
also Indische Alterthumskunde, Vol. L p. 602, first foot-not:." Wirson's
Vishnu Purana. Vol. L. p, 421. Dr. HaLr's edition. The Ikshumati
was a river in Kurukshetra. )

.' ‘The Bibikas are described in the Mahdbbirata, Karns Parvan,
with sowe detail, and comprehend the different nations of the Punjab
from the Sutlej to the Indus." WiLsoN's Vishuu Purana, Vol. 1, plﬂ?.

3 The Beas, Hyphasis or, Bibasis.
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Then when their course so swift and long,

Had worn their steeds though fleet and strong,

To Girivraja’s splendid town

They came by night, and lighted down.

To please their master, and to guard

The royal race, the lineal right,

The envoys, spent with riding bard,

To that fair city came by night.!

J It would be last 1t onrto ittempt to verity all the townsand streams
mentioned m Cwtos LXVIII aud LXXIL Professor Wilson observes
( Voshnu Purane, p 139 Di Hall's Edhiwon) *8tates, and tribes, and
cities have disapjeved, even from rewollection ; und some of the natural
featutes of the country, especially the rivers, have undergone a total
alteration . . o eee e eerereees seenns e e e .-
Notwithetanding these iwjediments, however, we should be able to
identify at least mountuins and rivets, to a much grexter extent than
isnow pract ible, if ow moaps wete nob no micaably ditective m
theit nomencliture Noue of owr surveyors or gevgraphers buwe been
ortental scholirs, It v be doutted 1t my ot them hanve ben
conveisant with the sporhen languige of the countiy. They have,
conseguently put down nmamesat randonm, according to their own
fvaccurate ajpreeiation of sounds carelesly, vulguly, and conuptly
uttered | and tuenr maps of ludw ate crowded with appellations which
bear no rimilitude whatover cithier to past or present denominations.
We need not wonder that we cnnot disrover Sanvkrit names in Eng-
lish maps, when, n the mnmediste viciuity of (‘deutte, Barnagore
represente Birfhanagar, Dakshmednar is metame 1phosed mto Duckin.
sore, and Tilubaria mto Willoughbmy .. ... There is scarcely
a name 10 our Indian maps that does not alord proof of extreme in-
difference to accuracy 1n nomenclature, and of an ncorrectuess in
estimating sonuds. which is, i «ome degtee, perhaps, a national defect.’

For further information regarding tho road from Ayodl 34 to Raja-
griha, see Additwnal Not.s.
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BHARAT'S DREAM.
D e

The night those messengers of state

Had past within the city’s gate,

In dreawms the slumbering Bharat saw

A sight that chilled his soul with awe.
The dream that dire events foretold

Left Bharat’s heart with horror cold,
And with consumiug woes distraught,
Upon his aged sire he thought.

His dear companions, swift to trace

The signs of anguish on his face,

Drew ncar, his sorrow to expel,

And pleasant tales began to tell.

Sume woke sweet music’s cheering sound,
And others danced in lively round.

With joke and jest they strove to raise
His spirits, quoting ancient plays ;

But Bharat still, the lofty-souled,

Deaf to sweet tales his fellows told,
Unmoved by music, dance, and jest,

Sat silent, by his woe oppressed.

To him, begirt by comrades near,

Thus spoke the friend he held most dear:
¢ Why ringed around by friends, art thou
So silent and so mournful now ?’

¢ Hear thou,’ thus Bharat made reply,

¢ What chills my heart and dims mine eye.
I dreamt I saw the king my sire
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Sink headlong in a lake of mire

Down from a mountain high in air,

His body soiled, and loose his hair,

Upon the mity lake he seemed

To lie and welter, as I dreamed;

With hollowed hands full many a draught
Of oil he took, and loudly laughed.

‘With head cast down I saw him make

A meal on sesammum and cake;

The oil from every member diuipped,

And m its clammy flood he dipped.

The ocean’s bed was bare and diy,

The moon had fallen from the sky,

And all the world ley still and dead,

With whelnung darkness overspread.

The earth was rent and opened wide,

The leafy tices were scorched, and died ;

I saw the seated mountans split,

And wieaths of 1ising smoke emit.

The stately beast the monaich rode

His long tusks tent and sphintered showed ;
And flamnes that quenched and cold had lain
Blazed forth with kindled hght again.,

I lovked, and many a handsome dame,
Anayed in brown and sable came,

And bote about the monaich, diessed,
On 1ron stool, in sable vest

And then the king, of virtuous mind,

A blood-red wieath around ki twined,
Forth on an ass-drawn chariot sped,

As gouthward still he bent his headl.
Then, erimson-clad, a dame appeared
Who at the monarch laughed and jeeted ;
Aund & sﬂe-monster, dire to view,

Book 11
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Her hand upon his body threw.
Such is the dream I dreamt by night,
Which chills me yet with wild affright :
Either the king or Réma, I
Or Lakshman now must surely die.
For when an ass-drawn chariot seems
To bear away a man in dreams,
Be sure above his funeral pyre
The smoke soon rears its cloudy spire.
This makes my spirit low and weak,
My tongue ig slow and loth to speak:
My lips and throat are dry for dread,
And all my soul disquieted.
My lips, relaxed, can hardly speak,
And chilling dreal has changed my cheek.
I blame myself in aimless fears,
Aud still no cause of blame appears.
I dwell upon this dream of ill
Whose changing scenes I viewed,
And on the startling horror still
My troubled thoughts will brood.
Still to iny sonl these terrors cliug,
Reluctant to depart,
Aud the strange vision of the king
Still weighs upon my heart.
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BHARAT'S DEPARTURE.

While thus he spoke, the envoys borne
On horses faint and travel-worn

Had gained the city fenced around

With a deep moat’s pretecting bound.
An audience of the king they gained,
And honours from the prince obtained ;
The monarch’s feet they humbly pressed,
To Bharat next these words addressed :

< The household priest and peers by us
Send health to thee and grect thee thus:
¢ Come to thy fether’s house with haste :
Thine absent time no longer waste.
Receive these vestures rich and rare,
These costly gems and jewels fair,

And to thy uncle here present

Each precious robe and ornament.

These for the king and him suffice—
Two hundred illions is their price—
These, worth a hundred millions, be
Reserved, O large-eyed Prince, for thee.’

Loving his friends with heart and soul,
The joyful prince received the whole,
Due honour to the envoys paid,

And thus in turn his answer made :
¢ Of DaSaratha tidings tell :

Is the old king my father well ?

Is Riéma, and is Lakshman, he
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Of the high-soul, from sickness free ?
And she who walks where duty leads,
KauS$aly4, known for gracious deeds,
Mother of Rama, loving sponse,
Bound to her lord by well kept vows ?
And Lakshman’s mother too, the dame
Sumitré skilled in duty’s claim,

Who brave Satrughna also bare,
Second in age,—her health declare.
And she, in self-conceit most sage,
With selfish heart most prone to rage,
My mother, fares she well 2 has she
Sent message or command to me?’

Thus Bharat spake, the mighty-souled,
And they in brief their tidings told :
¢ All they of whom thou askest dwell,
O lion lord, seccure and well :
Thine all the smiles of fortune are:
Make ready : let them yoke the car.’
‘I'hus by the royal envoys pressed,
Bharat again the band addressed :
¢TI go with you: no long delay,
A single hour I bid you stay.’
Thus Bharat, son of him who swayed
Ayodhy4's realm, his answer made,
And then bespoke, his heart to please,
His mother’s sire in words like these :
¢I go to see my father, King,
Urged by the envoys’ summoning ;
And when thy soul desires to see
Thy grandson, will'return to thee’
The king his grandsire kissed his head,
And in reply to Bharat said :
¢ Go forth, dear child ; how blest is she,
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The mother of a son like thee!

Greet well thy sire, thy mother greet,

O thou whose arms the foe defeat ;

The household priest, and all the rest

Amid the Twice-born chief and best ;

And Ré4ma and brave Lakshman, who

Shoot the long shaft with aim so true.’
To him the king high honour showed,

And store of wealth and gifts bestowed,

The choicest elephants to ride,

And skins and blankets deftly dyed,

A thousand strings of golden beads,

And sixteen hundred mettled steeds ;

And boundless wealth before him piled

Gave Kckaya to Kaikeyi's child.

And men of counsel, good and tried,

On whose firm truth be aye relied,

King Aévapati gave with speed

Prince Bharat on his way to lead.

And noble elephants, strong and young,

From sires of Indrasira sprung,

And others tall and fair to view

Of great Airdvat's lineage true:

And well yoked asses fleet of limb

The prince his uncle gave to him.

And dogs within the palace bred,

Of body vast and massive head,

With mighty fangs for battle, brave,

The tiger’s match in strength, he gave,

Yet Bharat's bosom bardly glowed

To see the wealth the king bestowed ;

For he would speed that hour away,

Such care upon his bosom lay :

Those eager envoys wrged him thence,

Book 11,
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And that sad vision’s influence.
He left his court-yard, crowded then
With elephants and steeds and men,
And, peerless in immortal fame,
To the great royal street he came.
He saw, as farther still he went,
The inner rooms most excellent,
And passed the doors, to him unclosed,
Where check nor bar his way opposed.
Therc Bharat stayed to bid adieu
To grandsire and to uncle too,
Then, with Satrughna by his side,
Mounting his car, away he hied.
The strong-wheeled cars were yoked, and they,
More than a hundred, rolled away :
Servants, with horses, asses, kine,
Followed their lord in endless line.
So, guarded by his own right hand,
Forth high-souled Bharat hied,
Surrounded by a lordly band
On whom the king relied.
Boside him sat Satrughna deur, -
The scourge of trembling foes:
Thus from the light of Indra’s sphere
A saint made perfect goes.
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BHARAT'S RETURN.

L

Then Bharat's face was eastward bent
As from the royal town he went.

He reached Sudédmd’s farther side,
And glorious, gazed upon the tide;
Passed Hlddini, and saw her toss

Her westering billows hard to cross.
Then old Tkshviku’s famous son

O'er Satadri’® his passago won,

Near Ailadhfina on the strand,

And came to Aparparyat’s Jand.

O'er Sil#’s flood he hurried fast,
Akurvati’s fair stream he passed,
Crossed o’'cr Agneya's rapid rill,

And S’alyakartan onward still.
Sildvahé's switt stream he eyed,

True to his vows and purified,

Then crossed the lofty hills, and stood
In Chaitraratha's mighty wood.

He reached the confluence where meet
Sarasvati? and Gangé fleet,

And through Bhérunda forest, spread
Northward of Viramatsya, sped.

He sought Kalinda’s child, who fills

! ¢The Satadrd, ¢ the hundred.channelled’ - the Zaradrus of Ptolemy,
Hesydrus of Pliny —is the Sutlej” Wirsow's Vishnu Purdpa. Vol. IL
P 180

2 The Sarasvati or Sursooty is a tributary of the Caggar or Guggar
in Sirhivd,
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The soul with joy, begirt by hills,
Reached Yamuné, and passing o'er,
Rested his army on the shore:

He gave his horses food and rest,
Bathed reeking limb and drooping crest.
They drank their fill and bathed them there,
And water for their journey bare.
Thence through a mighty wood he sped
All wild and uninhabited,

As in fair charict through the skies,
Most fair in shape a Storm-God flies.
At AnSudbéna Gangi, hard

To cross, his onward journey barred,

So turning quickly thence he came

To Pragvat’s city dear to fame.

There having gained the farther side
To Kutikoshtiké he hied :

The stream he crossed, and onward then
To Dharmavardhan brought his men.
Thence, leaving Toran on the north,

To Jambuprastha journeyed forth.
Then onward to a pleasant grove

By fair Vanitha’s town he drove,

And when a while he there had stayed,
Went castward from the friendly shade.
Eastward of Ujjihdn4, where

The Priyak trces are tall and fair,

He passed, and rested there each steed
Exhausted with the journey’s speed.
There orders to his men addressed,
With quickened pace he onward pressed,
A while at Sarvatirtha spent,

Then o’er Utténikd he went.

O’er many a stream beside he sped
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With coursers on the mountains bred,
And passing Hastiprishthak, took

The road o’er Kutik4’s fair brook.
Then, at Lohitya’s village, he

Crossed o'er the swift Kapivati,

Then passed, where Ekaséla stands,
The Sthanumati’s flood and sands,
And Gomati of fair renown

By Vinata’s delightful town.

When to Kalinga near he drew,

A wood of S4l trees charmed the view;
That passed, the sun began to rise,
And Bharat saw with happy eyes,
Ayodhyd’s city, built and planuned

By ancient Manu’s royal hand.

Seven nights upon the road had passed,
And when he saw the town at last
Before him in her beauty spread,

Thus Bharat to the driver said:

‘This glorious city from afar,

Wherein pure groves and gardens are,
Seems to my eager eyes to-day

A lifeless pile of yellow clay.

Through all her streets where erst a throng
Of men and women streamed along,
Uprose the multitudinous roar:
To-day I hear that sound no more.

No longer do mine eyes behold

The leading people, as of old,

On clephants, cars, horses, go

Abroad and homeward, to and fro.

The brilliant gardens where we heard
The wild note of each rapturous bird,
Where men and women loved to meet,

Book I1.
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In pleasant shades, for pastime sweet,—
These to my eyes this day appear
Joyless, and desolate, and drear:

Each tree that graced the garden grieves,
And every path is spread with leaves.
The merry cry of bird and beast,

That spake aloud their joy, has ceased :
Still is the long melodious note

That charmed us from each warbling throat.

Why blows the blessed air no more,

The incense-breathing air that bore

Its sweet incomparable scent

Of sandal and of aloe blent?

Why are the drum and tabour mute?

Why is the music of the lute

That woke responsive to the quill,

Loved by the happy, hushed and still ?

My boding spirit gathers hence

Dire sins of awful cousequence,

Aud omens, crowding on my sight,

Weigh down my soul with wild affright.

Scarce shall T find my friends whao dwell

Here in Ayodhy4 safe and well :

For surely not without a cause

This crushing dread my soul o’erawes.’
Heart-sick, dejected, every sense

Confused by terror’s intluence,

On to the town he quickly swept

Which King Ikshvdku’s children kept.

He passed through Vaijayanta’s gate,

With weary steeds, disconsolate,

And all who near their station held,

His escort, erying Victory, swelled.

With heart distracted still he bowed
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Farewell to all the following crowd,
Turned to the driver and began
To question thus the weary man:
‘Why was I brought, O free from blame,
So fa;;t, unknown for what I came ?
Yet fear of ill my heart appals,
And all my wonted courage falls.
For I have heard in days gone by
The changes seen when monarchs die ;
And all those signs, O charioteer,
I see to-day surround me here :
Each kinsman’s Louse looks dark and grim,
No hand delights o keep it trim :
The beauty vanished, and the pride,
The doors, unkept, stand open wide.
No morning rites are offered there,
No grateful incense loads the air,
And all therein, with brows o’ercast,
Sit joyless on the ground and fast.
Their lovely chaplets dry and dead,
Their courts unswept, with dust o’erspread,
The temples of the Gods to-day
No more look beautiful and gay.
Neglected stands each holy shrine,
Each image of a Lord divine.
No shop where flowery wreaths are sold
Is bright and busy as of old.
The women and the men I mark
Absorbed in fancies dull and dark,
Their gloomy eyes with tears bedewed,
A poor afflicted multitude.’
His mind oppressed with woe and dread,
‘Thus Bharat to his driver said,
~Viewed the dire signs Ayodhyé shoWed
" And onward to the palace rode.
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BHARAT'S INQUIRY.

He ertered in, he looked around,
Nor in the house his father found ;
Then to his mother’s dwelling, bent
To see her face, he quickly went.
She saw her son, so long away,
Returning after many a day,
And from her golden seat in joy
Sprang forward to her darling boy.
Within the bower, no longer bright,
Came Bharat lover of the right,
And bending with observance sweet
Clasped his dear mother’s lovely feet.
Long kisses on his brow she pressed,
And held her hero to her breast,
Then fondly drew him to her knees,
And questioned him in words like these:
‘ How many nights have fled, since thou
Leftest thy grandsire’s home, till now ?
By flying steeds so swiftly borne,
Art thou not weak and travel-worn ?
How fares the king my father, tell ;
Is Yudhdjit thine uncle well 2
And now, my son, at length declare
The pleasures of thy visit there.’

Thus to the offspring of the king

She spake with tender questioning,
And to his mother made reply
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Young Bharat of the lotus eye:

‘The seventh night has come and fled
Since from my grandsire’s home I sped :
My mother’s sire is well, and he,

Y udb4jit, from all trouble free.

The gold and every precious thing
Presented by the conqueror king,

The slower guards behind convey :

I left them weary on the way.

Urged by the men my father sent,

My hasty course I hither bent:

Now, I implore, an answer deign,
And all I wish to know, explain.
Unoccupied I now behold

This couch of thiue adorned with gold,
And each of King Lkshviku’s race
Appears with dark and gloomy face.
The king is aye, my mother dear,
Most constant in his visits here.

To meet my sire I sought this spot :
How is it that I find him not ?

I long to clasp my father’s feet :

Say where he lingers, I entreat.
Perchance the mouarch may be seen
Where dwells Kau$aly4, eldest queen.’

His father’s fate, from him concealed,
Kaikeyi to her son revealed :
Told as glad news the story sad,
For lust of sway had made her mad:
‘Thy father, O my darling, know,
Has gone the way all life must go:
Devout and famed, of lofty thought,
In whom the good their refuge sought.’
. When Bharat pious, pure, and true,
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Heard the sad words which pierced him through,

Grieved for the sire he loved so well.

Prostrate upon the ground he fell :

Down fell the strong-armed hero, high

Tossing his arms, and a sad cry,

¢ Ah, woe is me, unhappy, slain !’

Burst from his lips again, again,

Afflicted for his father’s fate

By grief’s intolerable weight,

With every sense amazed and cowed

The splendid hero wailed aloud :

‘Ah me, my royal father’s bed

Of old a gentle radiance shed,

Like the pure sky when clouds are past,

And the moon’s light is o’er it cast :

Ah, of its wiscst lord bereft,

It shows to-day faint radiance left,

As when the moon has left the sky,

Or mighty Ocean’s depths are dry.’
With choking sobs, with many a tear,

Picrced to the heart with grief sincere,

The best of conquerors poured his sighs,

And with his robe veiled face and eyes.

Kaikeyi saw him fallen there,

Godlike, afflicted, in despair,

Used every art to move him thence,

And tried him thus with eloquence :

¢ Arise, arise, my dearest ; why

Wilt thou, famed Prince, so lowly lie?

Not by such grief as this are moved

Good men like thee, by all approved.

The earth thy father nobly swayed,

Aud rites to Heaven he duly paid.

At length his race of life was run:
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Thou shouldst not mourn for him, my son.
Long on the ground he wept, and rolled

From side to side, still unconsoled,

And then, with bitter grief oppressed,

His mother with these words addressed :

This joyful hope my bosom fed

When from my grandsire’s halls I sped—

‘The king will throne his eldest son,

And sacrifice, as should be done.’

But all is changed, my hope was vain,

And this sad heart is rent in twain,

For my dear father’s face I miss,

‘Who ever sought his loved ones’ bliss,

But in my absenece, mother, say,

What sickness took my sire away ?

Ah, happy Réma, happy they

Allowed his funeral rites to pay!

The glorious monarch has not learned

That I his darling have returned,

Or quickly had he hither sped,

And pressed his kisses on my head.

Where is that hand whose gentle touch,

Most suft and kind I loved so much,

‘The hand that loved to brush away

The dust that on his darling lay?

Quick, bear the aews to Rama’s ear;

Tell the great chicf that I am here:

Brother, and sirep and friend, and all

Is he, and I his trusty thrall.

For noble hearts, to virtue true,

Their sires in elder brothers view.

To clasp his feet I fain would bow:

He is my hope and refuge now.

What said my glorious sire, who knew
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Virtue and vice, so brave and true?
Firm in his vows, dear lady, say,
What said he ere he passed away ?
What was his rede to me? I crave
To hear th< last advice he gave.’
Thus closely questioned by the youth,
Kaikeyi spoke the mournful truth :
‘The high-souled monarch wept and sighed,
For Rima, Sit4, Lakshman, cricd,
Then, best of all who go to bliss,
Passed to the woild which follows this.
¢ Ah, blessed are the people who
Shall Rdma and his Sit4 view,
And Lakshman of the mighty arm,
Returning frec fiom scathe and harm.’
Such were the words, the last of all,
Thy father, ere he died, let fall,
By Fate and Death’s dread coils enwound,
As some great clephant is bound.’
He heard, yet decper in despail,
Her lips this double woe declare,
And with sad brow that showed hig pain
Questioned his mother thus again :
‘But where is he, of virtue tried,
Who fills Kau$alyé’s heart with pride,
Where is the noble Rama ? where
Is Lakshman brave, and Sitd fair ¢
Thus pressed, the queen began to tell
The story as each thing befell,
And gave her son in words like these,
The mournful news she meant to please :
‘The prince is gone io hermit dress
To Dandak’s mighty wilderness,
And Lakshman brave and Sité share
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The wanderings of the exile there.’
Then Bharat’s soul with fear was stirred

Lest Rdma from the right had erred,

And jealous for ancestral fame,

He put this question to the dame:

*Has Réma grasped with lawless hold

A Brihman’s house, or land, or gold ?

Has Rima harmed with ill intent

Soine poor or wealthy innocent ?

Was Réma, faithless to his vows,

Enamoured of another’s spouse ?

Why was he sent to Dandak’s wild,

Like one who kills an unborn child 2’
He questioned thus: and she began

To tell her deeds and crafty plan,

Deceitful-hearted, fond, and blind

As is the way of womankind :

¢ No Brihman’s wealth has Rama seized,

No dame his wandering fancy pleased :

His very eyes he ne'er allows

To gaze upon a neighbour’s spouse.

But when I heard the monarch planued

To give the realm to Rdma’s hand,

I prayed that R4ma hence might flee,

And claimed the throne, my son, for thee,

The king maintained the name he bare,

And did according to my prayer,

And Réma, with his brother, sent,

And Sité, forth to banishment.

When his dear son was seen no more,

The lord of earth was troubled sore :

Too feeble with his grief ta strive,

He joined the elemental Five,

Up then, most dutiful ! maintain

Book II.
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Thy royal state, arise, and reign.
For thee, my darling son, for thee
All this was planned and wrought by me,
Come, cast thy grief and pain aside,
With manly courage fortified.
This town and realm are all thine own, °
And fear and grief are here unknown.
Come, with Va$ishtha’s guiding aid,

And priests in ritual skilled
Let the king’s funeral dues be paid,

Aud every claim fulfilled.
Perform his obsequies with all

That suits his rank and worth,
Then give the mandate to install

Thyself as lord of earth.
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RAIKEY! RERPROACHED.

But when he heard the queen relate

His brothers’ doom, his father’s fate,
Thus Bharat to his mother said

With burning grief disquieted: - |

¢ Alas, what boots it now to 1¢ign,
Struck down by grief and well-nigh slain ?
Ah, both are gone, my sire, and he
Who was a secund sire to me.

Giief upon grief thy hand has made,
And salt upon my gashes laid :

For my dear sire bas died through thee,
And Rima roams a devotce.

Thou camest like the night of Fate
This royal house to devastate.
Ubnwitting 1]l, my hapless sie

Placed in his bosom eoals of flie,

And through thy ciimes his death he met,
O thou whose keart on sin is set.

Bhame of thy house! thy senseless deed
. Has reft all j Joy fiom Raghu’s sced

The trythfhl manarch, dear to faine,
Received thee as his wodded dane,

And by thy ‘act to misery doomed

Hag died by flames of grief consumed.
Kaufaly4 and ﬁumi.trﬁ too

The cominy of my mother rue,

And of they live oppressed by woe,
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For their dear sons their sad tears flow.
Was he not ever good and kind,—

That hero of the duteous mind ¢

Bkilled in all filial duties, he

As a dear mother treated thee.
KauSalyd too, the eldest queen,

Who far foresces with insight keen,

Did she not ever show thee all

A sister’s love at duty’s call 7,

And hast thon from the kingdom chased
Her son, with bark around his waist,

To *he wild wood, to dwell therein,

And dost not sorrow for thy sin ¢

The love T bare to Raghu’s'son

Thou knewest not, ambitious onc, .
If thou hast wrought this impious’deed
For royal sway, in lawless greed.

With him and Lakshman far away,
What power have I the realm to sway?
What hope will fire my bosom, when - *
I sce no more those lords of men ?

The holy king who loved the right
Relied on Réma’s power and might,

His guardian and his glory : so

Joys Meru in his woods below.

How can I bear, a steer untrained,

The load his mightier strength sustained ?
What power have L to brook alone

This weight on feeble shoulders thrownl
But if the needful power were bought

By strength of mind and brooding thought,

No triumph shall attend the deme
Who dooms her son to lasting shame.
Now should no doubt that son prevént
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From quitting thee on evil bent,

But Rdma’s love o’erpowers my will, -
Who holds thee as his mother still.
Whence did the thought, O thou whose eyes
Are turned to sinful deeds, arise—

A plan our ancient sires would hate,
O fallen from thy virtuous state ?

For in the line from which we spring
The eldest is anointed king :

No monarchs from the rule decline,
And, least of all, Ikshvédku’s line.

Our holy sires, to virtue true,

Upon our race a lustre threw,

But with subversive frenzy thou

Hast marred our lineal honour now.
Of lofty birth, a noble line

Of previous kings is also thine:

Then whence this hated folly ? whence
This sudden change that steals thy sense 2
Thou shalt not gain thine impions will,
O thou whose thoughts are bent on ill,
Thou from whose guilty hand descend
These sinful blows my life to end.
Now to the forest will'I go,

Thy cherished plans to overthrow,
And bring my brother, free from stain,
His people’s darling, home again.

And Rémna, when again he turns,
Whese glory like a bedcon burns,

In me a faithful slave shall find

"To serve him with contented mind.’
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‘When Bharat’s anger-sharpened tongue
Reproaches on the queen had flung,
Again, with mighty rage possessed,

The guilty dame he thus addressed :

¢ Flee, cruel, wicked sinner, flee,

Let not this kingdom harbour thee.
Thou who hast thrown all right aside,
Weep thou for me when I have died.
Canst thou one charge against the king,
Or the most duteous Rdma, bring ?

Tne one thy sin to death has sent,

The other chased to banishment.

Our line’s destroyer, sin-defiled

Lil-e onc who kills an unborn child,
Ne'er with thy Jord in heaven to-dwell,
Thy portion shall be down in hell.
Because thy hand, that stayed for naught,
This awfn! wickedness has wrought,
And ruined him whom all held dear,
My bosom too is stirred with fear.

My father by thy sin is dead,

And Rima to the wood is fled ;

And of thy deed I bear the stain,”

And fameless in the world remain.
Ambitious, evil-souled, in show

My mother, yet my direst foe,

My throning ne‘er thine eyes shall bless,
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Thy husband’s wicked murderess,
Thou art not A§vapati’s child,
That righteous king, most sage and mild,
But thou wast born a fiend, a foe

. My father’s house to overthrow.
Thou who bast made Kausalyé, pure,
Gentle, affectionate, endure
The loss of him who was her bliss,—
What worlds await thee, Queen, for this?
Was it not patent to thy sense
That Réma was his friends’ defence,
KauSalyd's own true child most dear,
The eldest and his father’s peer?
Men in the son not only trace
The father’s figure, form, and face,
But in his heart they also find
The offspring of the father’s mind ;
And hence, though dear their kinsmen are,
To mothers sons are dearer far.
There goes an ancient legend how
Good Surabhi, the God-loved cow,
Saw two of her dear chﬁdren strain,
Drawing a plough and faint with pain.
She saw them on the carth outworn,
Toiling till noon from early morn,
And as she viewed her children’s woe,
A flood of tears began to flow.
As through the air beneath her‘swept
The Lord of Gods, the drops she wept,
Fine, laden with delicious smell,
Utpon his heavenly body fell.
And Indra lifted up his eyes
And saw her standing in the skies,
Afflicted with her sorrow’s weight,
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Sad, weeping, all disconsolate.
The Lord of Gods in anxious mood
Thus spoke in suppliant attitude :
‘No fear disturbs our rest, and how
Comes this great dread upon thee now %
Whence can this woe upon thee fall,
Say, gentle one who lovest all?’

Thus spake the God who rules the skies,
Indra, the Lord supremely wise ;
And gentle Surabhi, well learned
In eloquence, this speech returned :
¢ Not thine the fault, great God, naot thine,
And guiltless are the Lords divine :
T mourn two children faint with toil,
Labouring hard in stubborn soil
Wasted and sad I see them now,
While the sun beats on neck and brow,
Still goaded by the cruel hind,—
No pity in his savage mind.
O Indra, from this body sprang
These children, worn with many,a pang.
For this sad sight T mourn, for none
Is to the mother like her son.’

He saw her weep whose offspring feed
In thousands over hill and mead,
And knew that in a mother’s eye
Naught with a son, for love, can vie.
He deemed her, when the tears that came
From her sad eyes bedewed his frame,
Laden with their celestial scent,
Of living things most excellent.
If she these tears of sorrow shed -
Who many a thousand children bred,
Think what a life of woe is left .
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KauSalys, of her Réma reft.
An only son was hers, and she
Is rendered childless now by thee.
Here and hereafter, for thy crime,
Woe is thy lot through endless time.
. And now, O Queen, without delay,
With all due honour will I pay
Both to my brother and my sire
The rites their several fates require,
Back to Ayodhy4 will I bring
The long-armed chief, her lord and king,
And to the wood myself betake
Where hermit saints their dwelling make.
For, sinner both in deed and thought !
This hideous crime which thou hast wrought
I cannot bear, or live to see
The people’s sad eyes bent on me.
Begone, to Dandak wood retire,
Or cast thy body to the fire,
Or bind around thy neck the rope:
No other refuge mayst thou hope,
When Ridma, lord of valour true,
Has gained the earth, his right and due,
Then, free from duty’s binding debt,
My vanished sin shall I forget.’

Thus like an elephant forced to brook
The goading of the driver’s hook,
Quick panting like a serpent maimed,
He fell to earth with rage inflamed.

Book I1.
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———

A while he lay : he rose at length,

And slowly gathering sense and strength,

‘With angry eyes which tears bedewed,

The miserable queen he viewed,

And spake with keen reproach to her

Before each lord and minister:

¢ No lust have I for kingly sway,

My mother I no more obey :

Naught of this consecration knew

Which Dasaratha kept in view.

I with Satrughna all the time

Was dwelling in a distant clime :

I knew of Riama’s exile naught,

That hero of the noble thought :

I knew not how fair Sit4 went, " -

And Lakshman, forth to banishment.’
Thus high-souled Bharat, mid the crowd,

Lifted his voice and cried aloud.

Kaudalys heard, she raised her head,

And quickly to Sumitri said :

¢ Bharat, Kaikeyi’s son, is here,—

Hers whose fell deeds I loathe and fear:

That youth of foresight keen I fain

Would meet and see his face again.’

Thus to Sumitrda spake the dame,

And straight to Bharat’s presence came

With altered micn, neglected dress,
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Trembling and faint with sore distress,

Bharat, Satrughna by his side,

To meet her, toward her palace hied.

And when the royal dame they viewed

Distressed with dire solicitude,

Sad, fallen senseless on the ground,

About her neck their arms they wound.

The noble matron prostrate there,

Embraced, with tears, the weeping pair,

And with her load of grief oppressed,

To Bharat then these words addressed :

‘Now all is thine, without a foe,

This realm for which thou longest so.

Ah, soon Kaikeri’s ruthless hand

Has won the empire of the land,

And made my guiltless Réma flee

Dressed like some lonely devotec.

Herein what profit has the queen,

Whose eye delights in havoe, seen §

Me also, me "twere surely good

To banish to the distant wood,

To dwell amid the shades that hold

My famous son with limbs like gold.

Nay, with the sacred fire to guide,

Will I, Sumitrd by my side,

Myself to the drear wood repair

And seek the son of Raghu theie.

This land which rice and golden corn

And wealth of every kind adorn,

Car, elephant, and steed, and gem,—

She makes thee lord of it and them.”
With taunts like these her bitter tongue

The beart of blameless Bharat wrung,

And direr pangs his bosom tore
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Than when the lancet probes a sore,
With troubled senses all astray

Prone at her feet he fell and lay.

With loud lament a while he plained,
And slowly strength and sense regained.
With suppliant hand to hand applied
He turned to her who wept and sighed,
And thus bespake the queen, whose breast
With sundry woes was sore distressed :
¢ Why thesc reproaches, noble dame ?

1, knowing naught, am free from blame.
Thou knowest well what love was mine
For Rama, chief of Raghu’s line.

0, never be his darkened mind

To Scripture’s guiding lore inclined,
By whose consent the prince who led
The good, the truthful hero, fled.

May he obey the vilest lord,

Offend the sun with act abhorred,*
And strike a sleeping cow, who lent
His voice to Rdma’s banishment.

May the good king who all befriends,
And, like his sons, the poople tends,
Be wronged by him who gave consent
To noble Rdma’s banishment.

On him that king’s injustice fall,

Who tukes, as lord, a sixth of all,

Nor guards, neglectful of his trust,

His people, as a ruler must.

The crime of those who swear to fee,
At holy rites, somo devoteo,

And then the promised gift deny,

! Siryamcha pratimehaty, adversus solem mingat., An offepce
exprossly forbidden by the Laws of Manu,
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Be his who willed the prince should fly.
When weapons clash and heroes bleed,
With elephant and harnessed steed, .
Ne'er, liké the good, be his to fight
Whose heart allowed the prince’s flight.
"Though taught with care by one expert
May he the Veda’s text pervert,
With impious mind orr evil bent,
Whose voice approved the banishment.
May he with traitor lips reveal
Whate'er he promised to conceal,
Anund bruit abroad his friend’s offence,
Betrayed by generous confidence.
No wife of equal lineage born
The wretch’s joyless home adorn :
Ne'er may he do one virtuous deed,
And dying see no child succeed.
When in the battle’s awful day
Fierce warriors stand in dread array,
Let the base coward turn and fly,
And smitten by the foeman, die.
Long may he wander, rags his wear,
Doomed in his hand a skull to bear,
And like an idiot beg his bread,
Who gave consent when Réma fled.
His sin who holy rites forgets,
Asleep when shows the sun and sets,
A load upon his soul shall lie
Whose will allowed the prince to fly.
His sin who loves his Master’s dame,
His, kindler of destructive flame,
His who betrays his trusting friend
S_hall, mingled all, on bim descend.
- By him ne reverence due be paid

Book 1I.
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To blessed God or parted shade:

May sire and mother’s sacred name

In vain from him obedience claira.

Ne'er may he go where dwell the good,

Nor win their fame and neighbourhood,

But lose all hopes of bliss to-day,

Who willed the prince should flee away.

May he deceive the poor and weak

‘Who look to him and comfort seek,

Betray the suppliants who complain,

And make the hopeful hope in vain.

Long may his wife his kiss expect,

And pine away in cold neglect. .

May he his lawful love despise,

And turn on other dames his eyes,

Fool, on forbidden joys intent.

Whose will allowed the banishment.

His sin who deadly poison throws

To spoil the water as it flows,

Lay on the wretch its burden dread

Who gave consent when Rdma fled.”!
Thus with his words he undeceived

KauS$alyd's troubled heart, who g}ieved

For son and husband reft away ;

Then prostrate on the ground he lay.

Him as he lay half-senseless there,

Freed by the mighty oaths he sware,

Kau$aly4, by her woe distressed,

With melancholy words addressed :

‘Ancw, my son, this sorrow springs

To rend my heart with kecner stings;

These awful oaths which thou hast sworn

! Bharat does not intend these cursea for any particular person : he
merely wishes to prove his own innocence by invoking l:hem on Hl
own head if he had any share in banishing Rima.
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My breast with double grief have torn.
Thy soul, and faithful Lakshman's too,
Are still, thank Heaven ! to virtue true.
True to thy promise, thou shalt gain
~ The mansions which the good obtain.’
" Then to her breast that youth she drew,
Whose sweet fraternal love she knew,
And there in strict embraces held
The hero, as her tears outwelled.
And Bharat’s heart grew sick and faint
With grief and oft-renewed complaint,
And all his senses were distraught
By the great woe that iu him wrought.
Thus as he lay and still bewailed
With sighs and loud lament
Till all his strength and reason failed,
The hours of night were spent.
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CANTO LXXVI.

THE FUNERAL.

The saint Vasishtha, best of all
Whose words with moving wisdom fall,
Bharat, Kaikeyi’s son, addressed,
‘Whom bmining fires of grief distiessed :
¢ O Prince, whose fame is widely spread,
Enough of grief: be comforted.
The time is come: arise, and lay
Upon the pyre the monarch’s clay.’

He heard the words Vaishtha spoke,
And slumbering resolution woke.
Then skilled in all the laws declare,
He bade his friends the rites prepare.
They raised the body from the oil,
And placed it, dripping, on the soil ;
Then laid it on a bed, whereon -

Wrought gold and precious jewels shone.

There, pallor_o’er his features spread,
The monarch, as iu sleep, lay dead.
Then Blarat sought his father's side,
And lifted up his voice and cried :
‘O King, and has thy heart designed
To part and leave thy son behind 2
Make Rama flee, who loves the right,
And Lakshman ‘of the arm of might ?
Whither, great Monarch, wilt thou go,
And leave this people in their woe,
Mourning their hero, wild with grief,

"!
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Of Réma reft, their lion chief?

AlL, who will guard the people well

Who in Ayodhy#’s city dwell,

When thou, my sire, hast sought the sky,
And Réma has been forced to fly ?

In widowed woe, bereft of thee,

The land no more is fair to see:

The city, to my aching sight,

Is gloomy as a moonless night.’

Thus, with o’erwhelming sorrow pained,
Sad Bharat by the bed complained :
And thus Va$ishtha, holy sage,

Spoke his deep anguish to assuage:
€O Lord of men, no longer stay ;
The last remaining duties pay :
Haste, mighty-armed, as I advise,
The funeral rites to solemnize.’

And Bharat heard Va$ishtha’s rede
With due attention, and agreed.

He summoned straight from every side
Chaplain, and priest, and holy guide.
The sacred fires he bade them bring
Forth from the chapel of the king,
Wherein the priests in order due,

And ministers, the offerings threw.
Distraught in mind, with sob and tear,
They laid the body on a bier,

And servants, while their eyes brimmed o'er,
The mounarch from the palace bore.
Another band of mourners led

The long procession of the dead :

Bich garments in the way they cast,
And gold and silver, as they passed.
Then other hands the corse bedewed
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With fragrant juices that exude
From sandal, cedar, aloe, pine,
And every perfume rare and fine:
Then priestly hands the mighty dead
Upon the pyre deposited.
The sacred fires they tended next,
And muttered low each funeral text;
And priestly singers who rehearse
The Séman' sang their holy verse.
Forth from the town in litters came,
Or chariots, many a royal dame,
And honoured so. the funeral ground,
With aged followers ringed around.
With steps in inverse order bent, ?
The pricsts in sad procession went
Around the monarch’s burning pyre
Who well had nursed each sacred fire :
With Queen Kau$alyd and the rest,
Their tender hearts with woe distressed.
The voice of women, shrill and clear
As screaming curlews, smote the ear,
As from a thousand voices rose
The shriek that tells of woman’s woes.
Then weeping, faint, with loud lament,
Down Sarji’s shelving bank they went.
There standing on the river side
With Bharat, priest, and peer,
Their lips the women purified
With water fresh and clear.
Returning to the royal town,
Their eyes with tear-drops filled,

Ten days on earth they laid them down,

And wept till grief was stilled,

! The Sima-veda, the bywmns of which are chanted nloud,

* Walking from right to left. -
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CANTO LXXVII.

THE GATHERING OF THE ASHES.

r——

The tenth day passed : the prince aguin
Was free fiom every legal stain.

He bade them on the twelfth the great
Remaining bonour celebrate.

Much gold he gave, and gems, and food,
To all the Brahman multitude,

And goats whose hair was white and fine,
And many a thousand head of kine:
Slaves, men and damscls, he bestowed,
And many a cu and fair abode :

Such gifts he gave the Bidhman 1ace,
His father’s obsequies to grace.

Then when the morning’s earliest ray
Appeared upon the thirteenth day,
Agqin the hero wept and sighed
Distranght and sorrow-stupe~fied ;

Drew, sobbing in his anguish, near,

The last remainmg debt to clear,

And at the bottom of the pyre,

He thus bespake his royal sire:

* O father, hast thou left me so,
Deserted in my friendless woe,

When he to whom thoe charge was given
To keep me, to the wood is driven ?
Her only son is forced away

‘Wheo was his helpless mother’s stay :
Ab, whither, father, art thou fled,
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Leaving the queen uncomforted ¢’

He looked upon the pile where lay
The bones half-burnt and ashes grey,
And uttering a piteous moan,

Gave way, by anguish overthrown.
Then as his tears began to well,
Prostrate to earth the hero fell ;

So from its seat the staff they drag,
And caststo earth some glorious flag.
The ministers approached again
The prince whom rites had freed from stain :
So when Yayiti fell, each seer,

In pity for his fate, drew near.
Satrughna saw him lying low
Q’erwhelmed beneath the rush of woe,
And as upon the king he thought,

He fell upon the earth distraught.
When to his loving memory came
Those noble gifts, that kingly frame,

He sorrowed, by his woe distressed,

As one by frenzied rage possessed :

¢ Ah me, this surging sea of woe .

Has drowned us with its overflow :

The source is Manthars, dire and dark,
Kaikeyi is the ravening shark :

And the great boous the monarch gave
Lend conquering might to every wave.
Ah, whither wilt thou go, and leave
Thy Bharat in his woe to grieve,

Whom ever 'twas thy greatest joy

To fondle as a tender boy?

Didst thou not give with thoughtful care
Our food, our drink, our robes to wear ?
Whose love will now for us provide,
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When thou, our king and sire, hast died ¢
At such a time bereft, forlorn,

Why is net earth in sander torn,
Missing her monarch’s firm control,

. His love of right, his lefty soul?

Ah me, for Rima roams afar,

My sire is where the Blessed are :
How can I live deserted ? I

Will pass into the fire and die.
Abandoned thus, I will not brook
Upon Ayodhyé's town to look,

Once guarded by lkshvédku’s race :
The wood shall be my dwelling-place.’

Then when the princes’ mournful train
Heard the sad brothers thus complain,
And saw their miscry, at the view
Their grief burst wilder out anew.

Faint with lamenting, sad and worn,
Each like a bull with broken horn,

The brothers in their wild despair

Lay rolling, mad with miscry, there.
Then old VaSishtha good and true,

Their father’s priest, all lore who knew,
Raised weeping Bharat on his feet,

And thus bespake with counsel meet :

‘ Twelve days, my lord, have past away
Since flames consumed thy father’s clay :
Delay no more : as rules ordain,

" QGather what bones may yet remain,
Three constant pairs are ever found

To hem all mortal creatures round : !
Then mourn not thus, O Priuce, for none
Their close companionship may shun.’

¢ Birth sud death, pleasure and pain, loss and gain.
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Sumantra bade Satrughna, rise,
And soothed his soul with counsel wise,
And skilled in truth, his hearer taught
How all things are and come to naught.
When rose each hero from the ground,
A lion lord of men, renowned,
He showed like Indra’s flag,! whereon
Fierce rains have dashed and suns have shone.
They wiped their red and weeping eyes,
And gently made their sad replies ;
Then, urged to haste, the royal pair
Performed the rites that claimed their care.

! Erected upon a tree or high staff in honour of Indra.



312

CANTO LXXVIII.

St Py
MANTHARA PUNISHED.

r—irer—

Satrughna thus to Bharat spake

‘Who longed the forest road to take:
‘He who in woe was wont to give
Strength to himself and all that live—
Dear Rdma, true and pure in heart,

Is banished by a womar's art.

Yet here was Lakshman, brave and strong,
Could not his might prevent the wrong ?
Could not his arm the king restrain,

Or make the banished free again ?

One loving right and fearing crime

Had checked the monarch’s sin in time,
When, vassal of a woman’s will,

His feet approached the path of ill.’

‘While Lakshman’s younger brother, dread
Satrughna, thus to Bharat said,
Came to the fronting door, arrayed
In glittering robes, the hump-back maid.
There she, with sandal-oil besmeared,
In garments meet for queens appeared :
And lustre toher form was lent
By many a gem and ornament.
She gird'ed with her broidered zone,
And many a chain about her thrown,
Showed like a female monkey round
“Whose body many a string is bound.
- When on that cause of evil fell
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The quick eye of the sentinel,

He grasped her in bis ruthless hLold,
And hastening in, éatrughna told :

‘ Here is the wicked pest,’” he cried,

* Through whom the king thy father died,
And Rima wanders in the wood :

Do with her as thou deemest good.’
The warder spoke : and every word
Satrughna’s breast to fury stirred :

He called the servants, all and each,
And spako in wrath his hasty speech :
*This is the wretch my sire who slew,
And miscry on my brothers drew :

Let her this day obtain the meed,

Vile sinner, of her cruel deed.’

He spake ; and moved by fury laid

His mighty hand upon the maid;

Who as her fellows ringed her round,
Made with her cries the hall resound.
Soon as the gathered women viewed
éatrughna. in his angry mood,

Their hearts disturbed by sudden dread,
They turned and from his presence fled.
«His rage,’ they cried, ‘on us will fall,
And ruthless, he will slay us all.

Comne, to Kausalyd let us flce:

Our hope, our sure defence is she,
Approved by all, of virtuous mind,
Compassionate, and good, and kind.’

His eyes with burning wrath aglow,
Satrughna, shatterer of the foe,

Dragged on the ground the hump-back maid
Who shricked aloud and screamed for aid.

This way and that with no remorse
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He dragged her with resistless force,
And chains and glittering trinkets burst
Lay here and there with gems dispersed,
Till like the sky of Antumn shone
The palace floor they sparkled on.
The lord of men, supremely strong,
Haled in his rage the wretch along:
Where Queen Kaikeyi dwelt he came,
And sternly then addressed the dame.
Deep in her heart Kaikeyi felt
The stabs his keen reproaches dealt,
And of Satiughna’s ire afraid,
To Bharat flew and cried for aid.
He looked and saw the prince inflamed
With burning rage, and thus exclaimed :
‘Forgive ! thine angry aim restrain :
A woman never may be slain.
My hand Kaikeyi’s blood would spnll,
The sinner ever bent on ill,
But Rima, long in duty tried,
Would hate the impious matricide :
And if he knew thy vengeful blade
Had slaughtered e’en this hump back muaid,
Never again, be sure, would he
Speak friendly word to thee or me.’

When Bharat’s spcech Satrughna heaid,
He calmed the rage his breast that stirred,
Releasing from her dire constramt
"The trembling wretch with terror faint.
ThLen to Kaikeyi's feet she crept,
And prostrate in her misery wept.
Kaikeyi on the hump-back gazed,

And saw her weep and gasp,
Still quivering, with her senses dazed,

Book I1,
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From fierce Satrughna’s grasp,
With gentle words of pity ehe
Assuaged her wild despair,
E'en as a tender hand might free
A curlew from the snare,
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CANTO LXXIX.

St P Pt
BOARAT'S COMMANDS.

L

Now when the sun’s returning ray

Had ushercd iu the fourteenth day,

The gathered peers of state addiessed

To Bharat's ear their new request :

‘Qur lord to heaven Las parted hence,

Long served with deepest reverence ;

Rima, the eldest, far from home,

And Lakshnuan, in the forest roam.

O Prince, of mighty fame, be thou

Our guardian and our monarch now,

Lest secret plot or foeman’s hate

Assail our unprotected state.

With longing eyes, O Lord of men,

To thee look friend and citizen,

And ready is each sacred thing

To consecrate our chosen king.

Come, Bharat, and accept thine own

Ancicnt hereditary throne.

Thee let the priests this day install

As monarch to preserve us all.’
Around the sacred gear he bent

His circling footsteps reverent,

And, firm to vows he would not break,

Thus to the gathered people spake :

‘The eldest son is ever king :

So rules the house from which we spring

Nor should ye, Lords, like men unwisc,
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With words like these to wrong advise.

Réma is eldest born, and he

The ruler of the land shall be.

Now to the woods will T repair,

Five years and nine to lodge me there.

Assemble straight a mighty force,

Cars, elepbants, and foot and horse,

For I will follow on his track

And bring my eldest brother back.

Whate’er the rites of throning need

Placed on a car the way shall lead :

The sacred vesscls I will take

To the wild wood for Rima’s sake.

1 o'er the lion prince’s head

The sanctifying balm will shed,

And bring him, as the fire they bring

Forth from the shrine, with triumphing.

Nor will T let my mother’s greed

In this her cherished aim succeed :

In pathless wilds will I remain,

And Réama here as king shall reign.

To make the rough ways smooth and clear

Send workman out. and pioneer :

Let skilful men attend beside

Our way through pathless spots to guide.’
As thus the royal Bharat spake,

Ordaining all for Rima’s sake,

The audicence gave with one accord

Auspicious answer to their lord :

‘ Be royal Fortune aye benign

To thee for this good speech of thine,

Who wishest still thine elder’'s band

To rule with kingly sway the land.™

Their glorious speech, their favouring cries
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Made his proud bosora swell ;
And from the prince’s noble eyes
The tears of rapture fell.’

11 follow in this stanza the Bombay edition in preference to
Schlegel’s which gives the tears of joy to the courtiera,
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CANTO LXXX.

THE WAY PREPARED.

All they who knew the joiner’s art,

Or distant ground in every part ;

Each busied in his several trade,

To work machines or ply the spade; <
Deft workmen skilled to frame the wheel,
Or with the ponderous engine deal ;
Guides of the way, and craftsmen skilled
To sink the well, make bricks, and build ;
And those whose hands the tree could hew,
And work with slips of cut bamboo,
Went forward, and to guide them, they
Whose cyes before had seen the way.
Then onward in triumphant mood

Went all the mighty multitude,

Like the grcat sea whose waves leap high
‘When the full moon is in the sky.

Then, in his proper duty skilled,

Each joined him to his several guild,
Aud onward in advance they went

With every tool and implement.

Where bush and tangled creeper lay
With trenchant steel they made the way ;
They felled each stump, removed each stone,
And many a tree was overthrown.

In other spots, on desert lands,

Tall trees were reared by busy hands.
Where’er the line of road they teok,
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They plied the hatchet, axe, and hook.
Others, with all their strengtl applied,
Cast vigorous plants and shrubs aside,

In shelving valleys rooted deep,

And levelled every dale and steep.

Each pit and bole that stupped the way
Thoy filled with stones, and mud, and clay,
And all the ground that rose and fell
With busy care was levelled well
They bridged ravines with ceascless toil,
And pounded fige the flinty soil.

Now here, now there, to 1ight and left,

A passage through the ground they clefs,
And soon the rushing flood was led
Abundant thiough the new-cut bed,
Which by the ruuning sticam supplied
With ocean’s boundless waters vied.

In diy and thirsty spots they sank

Full many a well and ample tank,

Aud altars round about them placed

To deck the station in the waste.

With well-wrought plaster smoothly spread,
With bloomy trees that rose o’crhead,
With banners waving n the air,

And wild birds singing here and there,
With fragrant sandal-watcr wet,

With many a flower beside it set,

Like the Gods’ heavenly pathway showed
That mighty host’s imperial road.

Deft workmen, chosen for their skill

To do the high-souled Bharat’s will,

In every pleasant spot where grew

Trees of sweet fruit and fair to view,

As he commanded, toiled to grace

<

Book I1.
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With all delights his camping-place.
And they who read the stars, and well
Each lucky siga and hour could tell,
Raised carefully the tented shade
‘Wherein high-minded Bharat stayed.
With ample space of level ground,
‘With broad deep moat encompassed round ;
Like Mandar in bhis towering pride,
With strects that ran from side to side;
Enwreathed with many a palace tall
Surrounded by its noble wall ;
With roads by skilful workmen made,
Where many a glorious banner played ;
With stately mansions, where the dove
Sat nestling in her cote above,
Rising aloft supremely fair
Like heavenly cars that float in air,
Each camp in beauty and in bliss
Matched Indra’s own metropolis.

As shines the heaven on some fair night,

With moon and constellations filled,
The prince’s royal road was bright,
Adorned by art of workmen skilled.

LY
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CANTO LXXXI.

THE ASSEMBLY.

Ere yet the dawn had ushered in

The day should sce the march begin,
Herald and bard who rightly knew
Each nice degree of honour due,

Their loud auspicious voices raised,
Anud royal Bharat blessed and praised.
With sticks of gold the drum they smote,
Which thundered out its deafening note,
Blew loud the sounding shell, and blent
Each high and low-toned instrument.
The mingled sound of drum and horn
Through all the air was quickly borne,
And as in Bharat’s ear it rang,

Gave the sad prince another pang.

Then Bharat, starting from repose,
Stilled the glad sounds that round him rose,
‘T am not king : no more mistake:’
Then to Satrughna thus be spake :

‘O see what general wrongs succeed
Sprung from Kaikeyl's evil deed !
The king my sire has died and thrown
Fresh miseries on me alone.
The royal bliss, on duty based,

‘Which our just high-souled father graced,
. Wanders in doubt and sore distress
“"Like a tossed vessel rudderless.

And he who was our lordly stay
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Roams in the forest far away,
Expelled by this my mother, who
To duty’s law is most untrue.’
As royal Bharat thus gave vent
To bitter grief in wild lament,
Gazing upon his face the crowd
Of pitying women wept aloud.
His lamentation scarce was o’er,
‘When Saint VaSishtha, skilled in lore
Of royal duty, dear to fame,
To join the great assembly came.
Girt by disciples ever true
Still nearer to that hall he drew,
Resplendent, heavenly to behold,
Adorned with wealth of gems and gold :
E'en so a man in duty tried
Draws near to meet Lis virtuous bride:
He reached his golden seat o’erlaid
With coverlet of rich brocade,
There sat, in all the Vedas read,
And called the messengers, and said :
¢Go forth, let Brahman, Warrior, peer,
And every captain gather here:
Let all attentive hither throng :
Go, hasten: we delay too long.
Satrughna, glorious Bharat bring,
The noble children of the king, !
Yudhdjit * and Sumantra, all
The trathful and the virtnoas call.’
He ended : soon a mighty sound
Of thickening tumult rose around,

1The commentator says ‘ Satrughna accompanied by the other sons
of the king’

2 Not Bharat's uncle, but some councillor,
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As to the hall they bent their course
With car, and elephant, and borse,
The people all with glad acelaim
Welcomed Prince Bharat as ke cane :
E'en as they loved their king to greet,
Or as the Gods Lord Indra' meet.
The vast assembly shone as fair
With Bharat’s kingly face
As Da$aratha’s self were there
To glorify the place.
It gleamed like some unruffled lake
Where monsters huge of mould
With many a snake their pastime take
O'er shells, sand, gems, and gold.

V atakratu, Lord of a hundred sacrifices, the performance of &
hundred Ajvamedhas or sacrifices of a horse entitling the gacrificer
to this exalted dignity.
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Ot

THE DEPARTURE.

——

The prudent prince the assembly viewed
Thronged with its noble multitude,
Resplendent as a cloudless night

When the full moon is in his height :
While robes of every varied hue

A glory o'er the synod threw.

The priest in lore of duty skilled
Looked on the crowd the hall that filled,
And then in accents soft and grave

To Bharat thus his counsel gave:

‘The king, dear son, so good and wise,
Has gone from earth and gained the skies,
Leaving to thee, her rightful lord,

This rich wide land with foison stored.
And still has faithful Réma stood -
Firm to the duty of the good,

And kept his father’s hest aright,

As the moon keeps its own dear light.
Thus sire and brother yield to thee

This realm from all annoyance free :
Rejoice thy lords: enjoy thine own :
Anointed king, ascend the throne.

Let vassal princes hasten forth

From distant lands west, south, and north,
From Kerala,! from every sea,

Anud bring ten million gems to thee.

! The modern Malabar.
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As thus the sage Va§ishtha spoke,
A storm of grief o’er Bharat broke,
And lenging to bejust and true,
His thoughts to duteous Rima Hew.
With sobs and sighs and broken tones,
E’en as a wounded mallard moans,
He mourned with deepest sorrow moved,
And thus the holy priest reproved :
‘0, how can such as Bharat dare
The power and sway from him to tear,
Wise, and devout, and true, and chaste,
With Seripture lore and virtue graced ?
Can one of DaSaratha’s seed
Be guilty of so vile a deed ?
The realm and T are Rima’s : thou
Shouldst speak the words of justice now.
For he, to claims of virtue true,
Is eldest born and noblest too:
Nahush, Dilipa could not be
More famous in their lives than he.
As Dadaratha ruled of right,
So Rima’s is the power and right.
If I should do this sinful deed,
And forfeit hope of heavenly meed,
My guilty act would dim the shine
Of old Ikshviku’s glorious line.
Nay, as the sin my mother wrought
‘Is grievous to my inmost thought,
1 here, my hands together laid,
Will greet him in the pathless shade.
To Réma shall my steps be beuf,
" My king, of men most excellent,
Raghu’s illustrious son, whose sway
Might hell, and earth, and heaven obey.’
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That righteous speech, whose every word
Bore virtue’s stamp, the audience heard ;
On Réima every thought was set,

And with glad tears each eye was wet.
“Then, if the power I still should lack
To bring my noble brother back,

T in the wood will dwell, and share
His banishment with Lakshman there.
By every art persuasive I

To bring him from the wood will try,
And sliow him to your loving eyes,

O Bréhmans noble, good, and wise.
E’en now, the road to make and clear,
Each labourer pressed, and pioneer
Have I sent forward to precede

The army I resolve to lead.

Thus, by fraternal love possessed,

His firm resolve the prince expressed,
Then to Sumantra, deeply read

In holy texts, he turned and said :

¢ Sumantra, rise without delay,

And as I bid my words obey. -
Give orders for the march with speed,
And all the army hither lead.’

The wise Sumantra, thus addressed,
Obeyed the high-souled chief’s behest,
He hurried forth with joy inspired
And gave the orders he desired.

Delight each soldier’s bosom filled,

And through each chief and captain thrilled,
To hear that march proclaimed, to bring
Dear Rama back from wandering.

From house to house the tidings flew :

Each soldier’s wife the order know,
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And as she listened blithe and gay .
Her husband urged to speed away.
Captain and soldier soon declared
The host equipped and all prepared
With chariots matching thought for speed,
And wagons drawn by ox and steed. :
‘When Bharat by Vasishtha's side
His ready host of warriors eyed,
Thus in Sumantra’s ear he spoke :
‘ My car and horses quickly yoke.”
Sumantra hastened to fulfil
With ready joy his master’s will,
And quickly with the chariot sped
Drawn by flcet horses nobly bred.
Then glorious Bharat, true, devout,
Whose genuine valour none could doubt,
Gave in fit words his order out ;

For he would seek the shade
Of the great distant wood, and there'
Win his dear brother with his prayer:
‘Sumantra, haste ! my will declare

The host be all arrayed.
I to the wood my way will take,
To Rdma supplication make,
And for the world’s advantage sake

Will lead him home again.’
Then, ordered thus, the charioteer
Who listened with delighted ear,
Went forth and gave his orders clear

To captains of the train.
He gave the popular chiefs the word,
And with the news his friends he stirred,
And not a single man deferred

- - Preparing. for the road.

’

Book A1,



Canto LXXXII. THE RAMATAN.

"Then Brahman, Warrior, Merchant, thrall,
Obedient to Sumantra’s call,
Each in his house arose, and all
Yoked elephant or camel tall,
Or ass or noble steed in stall,
And full appointed showed.
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THE JOURNKY BEGUN.

Then Bharat rose at early morn,

And in his noble chariot borne

Drove forward at a rapid pace

Eager to look on Rima’s face.

The priests and lords, a fair array,

In sun-bright chaviots led the way.
Behind, a well appointed throng,

Niuve thousand elephants streamed along.
Then sixty thousand cars, and then,
With various arms, came fighting men.
A hundred thousaud archers showed

In lengthened line the steeds they rode—
A mighty host, the march to grace

Of Bharat, pride of Raghu’s race.
Kaikeyi and Sumitri came,

And good KauSaly4, dear to fame:

By hopes of Rima’s coming cheered
They in a radiant car appcared.

On fared the noble host to see

Réma and Lakshmap, wild with glee,
And still each other’s ear to please,

Of Rama spoke in words like these :
‘When shall our happy eyes behold

Our hero true, and pure, and bold,

So lustrous dark, so strong of arm,

Who keeps the world from woe and harm ?
The tears that now our eyeballs dim
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Will vanish at the sight of him,

As the whole world’s black shadows fly

When the bright sun ascends the sky.’
Conversing thus their way pursued

The city’s joyous multitude,

And each in mutnal rapture pressed

A friend or neighbour to his breast.

Thus every man of high renown,

And every merchant of the town,

And leading subjects, joyous went

Toward Réma in his banishment.

And those who worked the potter’s wheel,

And artists skilled in gems to deal ;

And masters of the weaver’s art,

And those who shaped the sword and dart;

And they who golden trinkets made,

And those who plied the fuller’s trade ;

And servants trained the bath to heat,

And they who dealt in incense sweet ;

Physicians in their business skilled,

And those who wine and mead distilled ;

And workmen deft in glass who wrought,

And those whose snares the peacock caught ;

With them who bored the ear for rings,

Or sawed, or fashioned ivory things;

And those who knew to mix cement,

Or lived by sale of precious scent ;

And men who washed, and men who sewed,

Aud thralls who mid the herds abode ;

And fishers of the flood, and they

Who played and sang, and women gay ;

And virtuous Brihmans, Scripture-wise,

Of life approved in all meu’s eyes ;

These swelled the prince’s lengthened train,
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Borne each in car or bullock wain.

" Fair were the robes they wore upon
Their limbs where red-hued unguents shone.
These all in various medes conveyed
Their journey after Bharat made;

The soldiers’ hearts with rapture glowed,
Following Bharat on his road,

Their chief whose tender love would fain
Bring his dear brother home again.
With elephant, and herse, and car,

The vast procession travelled far,
And came where Gangi’s waves below
The town of S'ringavem' flow.

There, with his friends and kinsmen nigh,

Dwelt Guha, Réma's dear ally,

Heroic guardian of the land

With dauntless heart and ready hand.
There for a while the mighty force

That followed Bharat stayed its course,
Gazing on Gangé’s bosom stirred

By many a graceful water-bird.

When Bharat viewed his followers there,

And Gangéd's water, blest and fair,

The prince, who lore of words possessed,
His councillors and lords addressed :

* The captains of the army call :
Proclaim this day a halt for all,

That s6 to-morrow, rested, we

May cross this flood that secks the sea.
Meanwhile, descending to the shore,
The funeral stream I fain would pour
From Gang#’s fair auspicious tide
“To him, my father glorified”’

Book II.

‘1 Now Bunm, in the Allahabad district.
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Thus Bharat spoke : each peer and lord
Approved his words with one accord,
And bade the weary troops repose
In separate spots where'er they chose.
There by the mighty stream that day,
Most glorious in its vast array
The prince’s wearied army lay

In various groups reclined.
There Bharat’s hours of night were spent,
While every eager thought he bent
On bringing home from banishment

His brother, great of mind,
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GUHA'S ANGER.

King Guha saw the host spread o’er
The wide expanse of Gangf’s shore,
With waving flag and pennon graced,
And to his followers spoke in haste :

¢ A mighty ariny meets my eyes,
That rivals Ocean’s self in size :
Where'er I look my very mind

No limit to the host can find.

Sure Bharat with some cvil thought
His army to our,land has brought.
See, huge of form, his flag he rears,
That like an Ebony-tree appears.

He comes with bonds to take and chain,
Or triumph o’er our people slain:
And after, Rama will he slay,—

Him whom his father drove away :
The power completc he longs to gain,
And—task too hard—usurp the reign.
So Bharat comes with wicked will
His brother Rima’s blood to spill.
Bnt Rama’s slave and friend am I ;
He js my lord and dear ally.

Keep here your watch in arms arrayed
Near Gangéd’s flood to lend him aid,
And let my gathered servants stand
And line with troops the river sirand.
Here ley the river keepers meet,
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Who flesh and roots and berries eat ;

A hundred fishers man each boat

Of the five hundred here afloat,

And let the youthful and the strong
Assemble in defensive throng.

But yet, if, free from guilty thought
’Gainst Rima, he this land have sought,
The prince’s happy host to-day

Across the flood shall make its way.’

He spoke : then bearing in a dish
A gift of honey, meat, and fish,
The king of the NishAdas drew
Toward Bharat for an interview.
When Bharat’s noble charioteer
Observed the monarch hastening near,
He duly, skilled in courteous lore,
The tidings to his master bore :
*This aged prince who hither bends
His footsteps with a thousand friends,
Knows, firm ally of Réma, all
That may in Dandak wood befall :
Therefore, Kakutstha's son, admit _
The monarch, as is right and fit:
For doubtless he can clearly tell
Where Rdma now and Lakshman dwell.’

When Bharat heard Sumantra’s rede,
To his fair words the prince agreed :
Qo quickly forth,” he cried, ‘and bring
Before my face the aged king.’
King Guha, with his kinsmen near,
Rejoiced the summoning to hear:
He nearer drew, bowed low his head,
And thus to royal Bharat said :
‘ No mansions cap our country boast,
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And unexpected comes thy hest, :

But what we have I give thee all :
Rest in the lodging of thy thrall.

See, the Nishddas here bave brought
The fruit and roots their hands have sought :
And we have woodland fare beside,
And store of meat both fresh and dried.
To rest their weary limbs, I pray

This night at least thy host may stay :
Then cheered with all we can bestow
To-morrow thou with it mayst go.’
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GUHA AND BHARAT.

——eee—.

Thus the Nishddas’ king besought :
The prince with spirit wisdom-fraught
Replied in seemly words that blent
Deep matter with the argument :
*Thou, fricnd of him whom I revere,
With honours high hast met me here,
For thou alone wouldst entertain
And feed to-day so vast a train.’
In such fair words the prince replied,
Then, pointing to the path he ericd :
‘ Which way aright will lead my feet
To Bharadvéija's calm retreat ;
For all this land ncar Gangé’s strcams
Pathless and hard to traverse scems 2’

Thus spoke the prince : King Guha heard
Delighted every prudent word,
And gazing on that forest wide,
Raised suppliant hands, and thus replied :
‘My servants, all the ground who know,
O glorious Prince, with thee shall go
With constant care thy way to guide,
And I will journey by thy side.
But this thy host so wide dispread
Wakes in my heart one doubt and dread,
Lest, threatening Réma good and great,
111 thoughts thy journcy stimulate.’

But when King Gube, ill at ease,



338 THE RAMAYAN. . . Book 11.

Declared his fear in words like these,
As pure as is the cloudless sky ‘
With soft voice Bharat made reply :
«Suspect me not : ne’er come the time
For me to plot so foul acrime!
'He is my eldest brother, he

Is like a father dear to me.

T go to lead my brother thence

Who makes the wood his residence.

No thought but this thy heart should frame:
This simple truth my lips proclaim.’

Then with glad cheer King Gubha cried,

With Bharat’s answer gratified :

¢ Blessed art thou : on earth I see

None who may vie, O Prince, with thce,
Who canst of thy free will resign

The kingdom which unsought is thine.
For this, a name that ne’er shall die,
Thy glory through the worlds shall fly,
Who fain wouldst balm thy brother’s pain
And lead the exile home again.’

As Guha thus, and Bharat, each

To other spoke in friendly speech,

The Day-God sank with glory dead,
And night o’er all the sky was spread.
Soon as King Guha’s thoughtful care
Had quartered all the army there,
‘Well honoured, Bharat laid his head
Beside Sétrughna on a bed.

But grief for Rima yet oppressed
High-minded Bharat’s faithful breast—
* Such torment little was deserved

By him who ne’er from duty swerved,
The fever raged through every vein



Canto LXXXV. THE RAMAYAN.,

And burat him with its inward pain :
So when in woods the flames leap free
The fire within consumes the tree.
From heat of burning anguish sprung
The sweat upon his body hung,
As when the sun with fervid glow
On high Himaélaya melts the snow.
As, banished from the herd, a bull
Wanders alone and sorrowful,

Thus sighing and distressed,
In misery and bitter grief,
‘With fevered heart that mocked relief,
Distracted in his mind, the chief

Still mourned and found no rest,
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GUHA'S SPEECH.

Guha the king, acquainted well

With all that in the wood befell,

To Bharat the unequalled told

The tale of Lakshman mighty-souled :
¢ With many an earnest word I spake
To Lakshman as he stayed awake,
And with his bow and shaft in hand
To guard his brother kept his stand :
‘Now sleep a little, Lakshman, see
This pleasant bed is strewn for thee:
Hereon thy weary body lay,

And strengthen thee with rest, I pray.
Inured to toil are men like these,

But thou hast aye been nursed in ease.
Rest, duteous-minded ! I will keep

My watch while Rama lies asleep :
For in the whole wide world is none
Dearer to me than Raghu’s son.
Harbour no doubt or jealous fear :

I speak the truth with heart sincere:
For from the grace which he has shown
‘Will glory on my name be thrown :
Great store of merit shall I gain,

And duteous, forrm no wish-in vain.
Let me enforced by many a row

.©Of followers, armed with shaft and bow,
~Jor well-loved Rdma’s weal provide
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Who lies asleep by Sit4’s side.

For through this woad I often go,

And all its shades conceal, I know:
And we with conquering arms can meet
A four-fold host arrayed complete.’

* With words like these I spoke, designed
To move the high-souled Bharat’s mind,
But he upon his duty bent,

Plied his persuasive argument :

‘O, how can slumber close mine eyes
When lowly couched with Sft4 lies

The royal Rima? can I give

My heart to joy, or even live?

He whom no mighty demon, no,

Nor heavenly God can overthrow,

See, Guha, how he lies, alas,

With Sitd couched on gathered grass,
By varied labours, long, severe,

By many a prayer and rite austere,

He, Dafaratha’s cherished son,

By Fortune stamped, from Heaven was won.
Now as his son is forced to fly, .

The king ere long will surely die:

Reft of his guardian hand, forlorn

In widowed grief this land will mourn.
E'en now perhaps, with toil o’erspent,
The women ccase their loud lament,
And cries of woe no longer ring
Throughout the palace of the king.

But ah for sad KauSaly4! how

Fare she and mine own mother now?
How fares the king? this night, I think,
Some of the three in death will sink.
With hopes upon Satrughna set
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My mother may survive as yet,
But the sad queen will die who bore
The hero, for her grief is sore.
His cherished wish that would have made
Dear Rima king, so long delayed,
‘Too late! too late !’ the king will cry,
And conquered by his misery die.
When Fate has bronght the mournful day
Which sees my father pass away,
How happy in their lives are they
Allowed s funeral rites to pay.
Qur exile o’er, with hin who ne’er
Turns from the oath his Lips may swear,
May we retwining safe and well
Again in fair Ayodhyd dwell.
¢Thus Bharat stoud with many a sigh
Lamenting, and the night went by.
Soon as the morning hght shone fair
Iu votive cotls both bound their hair.
And then I sent them safely o’er
And left them on the farther shore.
With Sitd then they onward passed,
Thent coats of bark about them cast,
Their locks hke hermits’ bound,
The nughty tamers of the foe,
Fach with his arrows and lus bow,
Went o’er the rugged ground,
Proud in their strength and undeterred
Like elephants that lead the herd,
And gazing oft alound.
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GUHA'S STORY.

—— e

That speech of Guha Bharat heard
With grief and tender pity stirred,
And as his ears the story drank,

Deep in his thoughtful heart it sank.
His large full eyes in anguish rolled,
His trembling limbs grew stiff and cold ;
Then fell he, like a tree uptorn,

In woe too gricvous to be borne.
When Guha saw the long-armed chief
Whose cye was like a lotus leaf,

With lion shoulders strong and fair,
High-mettled, prostrate in despair,—
Pale, bitterly afflicted, he

Reeled as in earthquake reels a tree.
But when Satrughna standing nigh
Saw his dear brother helpless lie,
Distraught with woe his head he bowed,
Embraced him oft and wept aloud.
Then Bharat’s mothers came, forlorn
Of their dear king, with fasting worn,
Aud stood with weeping eyes around
The hero prostrate on the ground.
Kaus$alyd, by her woe oppressed,

The senseless Bharat’s limbs caressed,
As a foud cow in love and fear
Caresses oft her youngling dear :
Then yielding to her woe she said,
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Weeping and sore disquieted :

¢ What torments, O my son; are these
Of sudden pain or swift disease

The lives of us and all the line
Depend, dear child, on only thine.
Réima and Lakshman forced to flee,

I live by naught but secing thee:
For as the king has past away

Thou art my only Lelp to-day.

Hast thou, perchance, heard evil news
Of Lakshmau, which thy soul subdues,
Or Rima dwelling with his spouse—
My all is he—neath forest boughs ?’

Then slowly gathering sense and strength
The weeping hero rose at length,
And words like these to Guha spake,
That bade KauSaly4 comfort take :
¢ Where lodged the prince that night? and where
Lakshman the brave, and Sitd fair?
Show me the couch whereoun he lay,
Tell me the food he ate, I pray.’

Then Guha the N ishddas’ king
Replied to Bharat's questioning :
¢Of all I had 1 brought the best
To serve my good and honoured gnest:
Food of each varied kind I chose,
And every fairest fruit that grows.
Réma the hero truly brave
Declined the gift I humbly gave :
His Warrior part he ne'er forgot,
And what I brought accepted not :
¢ No gifts, my friend, may we accept :
‘Our law is, Give, and maust be kept.
. *The high-souled chief, O Monarch, thns
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With gracious words persuaded us.
Then calm and still, absorbed-in thought,
He drank the water Lakshman brought,
And then, obedient to his vows,
He fasted with his gentle spouse.
So Lakshman too from food abstained,
And sipped the water that remained ;
Then with ruled lips, devoutly staid,
The three' their evening worship paid.
Then Lakshman with unwearied care
Brought heaps of sacred grass, and there
With his own hands he quickly spread,
For Rdwa’s rest, a pleasant bed,
And faithful Sitd’s too, where they
Reclining each by other lay.
Then Lakshman bathed their feet, and drew
A little distance from the two.
Here stands the tree which lent them shade,
Here is the grass beneath it laid,
Where Rima and his consort spent
The night together ere they went.
Lakshman, whose arms the foeman quell,
Watched all the night as sentinel,”
And kept his great bow strung :
His hand was gloved, his arm was braced,
Two well-filled quivers at his waist,
With deadly arrows, hung.
I took my shafts and trusty bow,
And with that tamer of the foe
Stood ever wakeful near,
And with my followers, bow in hand,
Behind me ranged, a ready band,
Kept watch o’er Indra’s peer.’
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CANTO LXXXVIIIL.

THE INGUDI TREE.

‘When Bharat with each friend and peer
Had heard that tale so full and clear,
They went together to the tree

The bed which Réama pressed to see.
Then Bharat to his mothers said :

‘ Behold the bigh-souled hero’s bed :
These tumbled heaps of grass betray
‘Where he that night with Sitd lay :
Unmeet, the heir of fortune high

Thus on the cold bare earth should lie,
The monarch’s son, in counsel sage,

Of old imperial lineage.

That lion-lord whose noble bed

With finest skins of decr was spread,—
How can he now endure to press

The bare earth, cold and comfortless 2
This sudden fall from bliss to grief
Appears untrue, beyond belief :

My senses are distraught : I scem

To view the fancies of a dream.

There is no deity so great,

No power in heaven can master Fate,
If Réma, Dafaratha’s heir,

Lay on the ground and slumbered there ;
And lovely Sitd, she who springs

From fair Videha’s ancient kings,
Rama’s dear wife, by all adored, -
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Lay on the earth beside her lord.

Here was his couch, upon this heap

He tossed and turned in restless sleep :
On the hard soil each manly limb

Has stamped the grass with signs of him,
That night, it seems, fair Sit4 spent
Arrayed in every ornament,

For here and there my eyes behold
Small particles of glistering gold.

She laid her outer garment here,

For still some silken threads appear.
How dear in her devoted eyes

Must be the bed where Rama lies,
Where she so tender could repose

And by his side forget her woes.

Alas, unhappy, guilty me!

For whom the prince was forced to flee,
And chief of Raghu’s sons and best,

A bed like this with Sitd pressed.

Son of a royal sire whose hand

Ruled paramount o’er every land,
Could he who cvery joy bestows,
Whose body like the lotus shows,

The friend of all, who charms the sight,
Whose flashing cyes are darkly bright,
Leave the dear kingdom, his by right,
Unmeet for woe, the heir of bliss,

And lie upon a bed like this?

Great joy and happy fate are thine,

O Lakshman, marked with each fair sign,
Whose faithful footsteps follow still
Thy brother in his hour of ill.

Aud blest is Sit4, nobly good,

Who dwells with Rima in the wood,
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Ours is, alas, a doubtful fate

Of Rama reft and desolate.

My royal sire has gained the skies,

In woods the high-souled hero lies ;
The state is wrecked and tempest-tossed,
+ A vessel with her rudder lost.

Yet none in secret thought has planned
With hostile might to seize the land :
Though forced in distant wilds to dwell,
The hero’s arm protects it well.
Unguarded, with deserted wall,

No elephant or steed in stall,

My father’s royal city shows

Her portals open to her foes,

Of bold protectors reft and bare,
Defenceless in bher dark despair:

Bat still her foes the wish restrain,

As men from poisoned cates refrain.

I from this hour my nights will pass
Couched on the earth or gathered grass,
Eat only fruit and roots, and wear

A coat of bark, and matted hair.

I in the woods will pass, content,

For him the term of banishment ;

So shall I still unbroken save

The promise which the hero gave.
While I remain for Rima there,
Satrughna will my exile share,

And Réma in his home again,

With Lakshman, o’er Ayodhy4 reign,
For him, to rule and guard the state,
The twice-born men shall consecrate.
0, may the Gods I serve incline

To grant this earnest wish of mine !
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If when I bow before his feet

And with all moving arts entreat,
He still deny my prayer,

Then with my brother will I live:

He must, he rmust permission give,
Roaming in forests there.’



350

CANTO LXXXIX.

THE PASSAGE OF GANGA.

P —

That night the son of Raghu lay
On Gangd’'s bank till break ot day :
Then with the earliest light he woke
And thus to brave éatrughna spoke :
‘Rise up, Satrughna, fiom thy bed :
Why sleepest thou ? the night is fled,
See how the sun who chases mght
Wakes every lotus with his light.
Arise, anse, and first of all
The lord of Sringavera call,
For he his friendly aid will lend
Our army o’er the flood to send.’

Thus urged, Satrughna answered . ‘I,
Remembering Rdma, sleepless lie.’
As thus the brothers, each to each,
The lion-mettled, ended speech,
Came Guha, the Nisb4ddas’ king,
And spoke with kindly questioning :
¢«Hast thou in comfort passed,’” he cried,
¢The night upon the river side ?
With thee how fares it ? and are these,
Thy soldiers, healthy and at ease?’
Thus the Nishaddas’ lord inquired
In gentle words which love inspired,
And Bharat, Rdma’s faithful slave,
¢Thus to the king his answer gave:
¢The night has sweetly passed, and we
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Are highly honoured, King, by thee.
Now let thy servants boats prepare,
Our army o’er the stream to bear.’

. The speech of Bharat Guha heard,
And swift to do his bidding stirred.
Within the town the monarch sped
And to his ready kinsmen said :
¢ Awake, each kinsman, rise, each friend !
May every joy your lives attend.
Gather each boat upop the shore
And ferry all the army o’er.’

Thus Guha spoke: nor they delayed,
But, rising quick, their lord obeyed,
And soon, from every side secured,

Five hundred boats were ready moored.
Some reared aloft the mystic sign, !
‘And mighty bells were hung in line:
Of firmest buiid, gay flags they bore,
And sailors for the helm and oar.

One such King Guha chose, whereon,
Of fair white cloth, an awning shone,
And sweet musicians charmed the ear,— .
And bade his servants urge it near.
Then Bharat swiftly sprang on board,
And then S'atrughna., famous lord,

To whom, with many a royal dame,
KauSalyd and Sumitrd came.

The household priest went first in place,
The elders, and the Brahman race,

And after them the monarch’s train

Of women borne in many a wain.

Then high to heaven the shouts of those

o

! The svastika, a littlo cross with a transverse lins at each extromity.
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Who fired the army’s huts, ! arose,
With theirs who bathed along the.shore,
Or to the boats the baggage bore.

Full freighted with that mighty force
The boats sped swiftly on their course,
By royal Guha’s servants manned,

And gentle gales the banners fanned.
Some boats a crowd of dames conveyed,
In"others noble coursers neighed ;

Some chariots and their cattle bore,
Some precious wealth and golden store.
Across the stream each boat was rowed,
There duly disembarked its load,

And then returning on its way,

Sped here and there in merry play.
Then swimming elephants appeared
With flying pennons high upreared,
And as the drivers urged them o’er,
The look of winged mountains wore.
Some men in barges reached the strand,
Others on rafts came safe to land :
Some buoyed with pitchers crossed the tide,
And others on their arms relied.
Thus with the help the monarch gave
The army crossed pure Gangd’s wave :
Then in auspicious hour it stood
Within Prayfiga’s famous wood.

The prince with cheering words addressed
. His weary men, and bade them rest

‘Where'er they chose :-and he,

With priest and deacon by his side,

.To Bharadvéja’s dwelling hied
") ‘That best of saints to see.

e.'When an ariny morched it was customary to burn the huts in
" - which it had spent the night.
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—— e
THE HERMITAGE.

—

The prince of men a league away

Saw where the hermit’s dwelling lay,
Then with bis lords his path pursued,
And left his warrior multitude.

On foot, as duty taught his mind,

He left his warlike gear behind :

Two robes of linen cloth he wore,

And bade Va$ishtha walk before.

Then Bharat from his lords withdrew
When Bharadvija came in view,

And toward the holy hermit went
Behind Va$islitha, reverent.

‘When Bharadvija, saint austere,

Saw good Va$ishtha drawing near,

He cried, upspringing from his seat,
‘The grace-gift bring, my friend to greet.
When Saint Va$ishtha ncar him drew,
And Bharat paid the reverence due,
The glorious hermit was aware

That DaSuratha’s son was there.

The grace-gift, water for their feet

He gave, and offered fruit to eat ;
Then, duty-skilled, with friendly speech
In seemly order questioned each :

‘ How fares it in Ayodhy4 now

With treasury and army? how

With kith and kin and friends most dear,
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With councillor, and prince, and peer?’
But, for he knew the king was dead,
Of DaSaratha naught he said.
Vasishtha and the prince in turn

. Would of the hermit’s welfare learn :
Of holy fires they fain would hear,
Of pupils, trees, and birds, and deer.
The glorious saint his answer made
That all was well in holy shade :
Then love of Rdma moved his breast,
And thus he questioned of his guest :

*Why art thou here, O Prince, whose hand

With kingly sway protccts the land ?
Declare the cause, explain the whole,
For yet some doubt disturbs my soul.
He whom Kau$alyd bare, whose might
The foemen slays, his line’s delight,
He who with wife and brother sent
Afar, now roams in banishment,
Famed prince, to whom his father spake
This order for a woman’s sake :
‘Awé.y! and in the forest spend
Thy life till fourteen vears shall end’—
Hast thou the wish to harm hin, bent
On sin against the innocent ?
‘Wouldst thou thine elder’s realm enjoy
Without a thorn that can annoy 2’

¢ With gobbing voice and tearful eye
Thus Bharat sadly made reply :
¢ Ah, lost am I, if thou, O Saint,
Caust thus in thought my heart attaint :
No warning charge from thee I need ;
Ne'er could such crime from me procced.
The words my guilty mother spake .

Book 11,
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When fondly jealous for my sake
Think not that I, to triumph moved,
Those words approve or e'er approved.
O Hermit, I have sought this place
To win the lordly hero’s grace,

To throw me at my brother’s feet
And lead him to his royal seat.

To this, my journey’s aim and end,
Thou shouldst, O Saint, thy favour lend :
Where is the lord of earth? do thou,
Most holy, say, where roams he now %’

Then, by the saint VaSishtha pressed,
Aud all the gathered priests beside,
To Bharat's dutiful request
The hermit graciously replied :

“Worthy of thee, O Prince, this deed,
True son of Raghu’s ancient seed.
I know thee reverent, well-controlled,
The glory of the good of old.
I grant thy prayer: in this pursuit
I know thy heart is resolute.
*Tis for thy sake those words I said
That wider still thy fame may spread.
I know wherc Réma, duty-tried,
His brother, and his wife abide.
Where Chitrakiita's heights arise
Thy brother Rima’s dwelling lies.
Go thither with the morning’s light,
And stay with all thy lords to-night :
For I would show thee honour high,
And do not thou my wish deny.’



8586

CANTO XCI.

BHARADVAJA'S FEAST.

Soon as he saw the prince’s mind

To rest that day was well inclined,

He sought Kaikeyi’s son to please

With hospitable courtesies.

Then Bharat to the saint replied :

< Qur wants are more than satisfied.

The gifts which honoured strangers greet,

And water for our weary feet

Hast thou bestowed with friendly care,

And every choice of woodland fare.’
Then Bharadvaja spoke, a smile

Playing upon his lips the while :

‘1 know, dear Prince, thy friendly mind

Will any fare sufficient find,

But gladly would I entertain

And banquet all thine armed train :

Such is my earnest wish : do thou

This longing of my heart allow.

Why hast thou hither bent thy way,

And made thy troops behind thee stay ?

Why unattended ? couldst thou not

'With friends and army seek this spot?’
Bharat, with reverent hands raised high,

To that great hermit made reply :

* My troops, for awe of thee, O Sage,

- 1 brought not to thy hermitage :

7 Troops of a king or monarch’s son
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A hermit’s home should ever shun,

Behind me comes a mighty train

Wide spreading o’er the ample plain,

Where every chief and captain leads

Men, elephants, and mettled steeds.

I feared, O reverend Sage, lest these

Might harm the boly ground and trees,
Springs might be marred and cots o’erthrown,
So with the priests I came alone.’

¢ Bring all thy host,’ the hermit cried,
And Bharat, to his joy, complied.
Then to the chapel went the sire,
‘Where ever burnt the sacred fire,
And first, in order due, with sips
Of water purified his lips:
To Visvakarm4 then he prayed,
His hospitable feast to aid:
¢ Let Vi§vakarm4 hear my call,
The God who forms and fashions all :
A mighty banquet I provide,
Be all my wants this day supplied.
Lord Indra at their Lead, the three!
Who guard the worlds I call to me:
A mighty host this day I feed,
Be now supplied my every need.
Let all the streams that eastward go,
And those whose waters westering flow,
Both on the earth and in the sky,
Flow hither and my wants supply.
Be some with ardent liquor filled,
And some with wine from flowers distilled,
While some their fresh cool streams retain
Sweet as the juice of sugar-cane.

! Yama, Varuoa, and Kuvera,
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‘T call the Gods, I call the band

Of minstrels that around them stand:
I call the H#h4 and Huhy,

I call the sweet Visvdvasu.

I call the heavenly wives of these
With all the bright Apsarases,
Alambush4 of beauty rare,

The charmer of the tangled hair,
Ghritdchi and Vi§vdchi fair,

Hem4 and Bhim4 sweet to view,

And lovely Nigadanta too,

And all the sweetest nymphs who stand
By Indra or by Brahmé’s hand—

I summon these with all their train
And Tumburu to lead the strain,
Here let Kuvera’s garden rise

Which far in Northern Kuru'® lies:
For leaves let cloth and gems entwine,
And let its fruit be nymphs divine,
Let Soma * give the noblest food

To fecd the mighty multitude,

Of every kind, for tooth and lip,

To chew, to lick, to suck, and sip.

Let wreaths, where fairest flowers abound,

Spring from the trees that bloom around.
Each sort of wine to woo the taste,
And meats of every kind be placed.’

Book 11,

! A happy land in the remote north where ¢ the inhabitants enjoy a
nataral perfection #ttended with complete happiness obtained withous
exertion. There iy there no vicissitude, nor decrepitude, nor death,
nor fear : no distinction of virtue and vice, none of the inequalities
denoted by the words best, worst, and intermediate, nor any change
resulting from the succession of the four Yugos! See MUIR'S Sung-

krit Texts, Vol, L. p. 492,

2 The Moon.
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Thus spake the hermit self-restrained,
With proper tone by rules ordained,
On deepest meditation bent,
In holy might preéminent.
Then as with hands in reverence raised
Absorbed in thought he eastward gazed,
The deitics he thus addressed
Came each in semblance manifest.
Delicious gales that cooled the frame
From Malaya and Dardar came,
That kissed those scented hills and threw
Auspicious fragrance where they blew.
Then falling fast in swectest showers
Came from the sky immortal flowers,
And all the airy region round
With heavenly drums was made to sound.
Then bireathed a soft celestial brecac,
Then danced the bright Apsarases,
The minstrels and the Gods advanced,
And warbling lutes the soul entranced.
The earth and sky that music filled,
And through each car it softly thrilled,
As from the heavenly quills it fell
With time and tune attempered well.
Soon as the minstrels ceased to play
And airs celestial died away,
The troops of Bharat saw amazed
What Visvakarmd’s art had raised.
On cvery side, five leaguos around,
All smooth and level lay the ground,
With fresh green grass that charmed the sight
Like sapphires blent with lazulite.
There the Wood-apple hung its load,
The Mango and the Citron glowed,
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The Bel and scented Jak were there,
And Aonlé with fruitage fair.

There, brought from Northern Kuru, atood,
Rich in delights, the glorious wood,

And many a stream was seen to glide
With flowering trees along its side.
There mansions rose with four wide halls,
And elephants and chargers’ stalls,

And many a house of royal state,
Triumphal arc and bannered gate

With noble doorways, sought the sky,
Like a pale cloud, a palace high,

Which far and wide rae fragrance shed,
With wreaths of white engarlanded.
Square was its shape, its halls were wide,
With many a seat and couch supplied,
Diink of all kinds, and every weat

Such as celestial (Gods might cat.

Then at the bidding of the seer
Kaikeyf’s strong-armed son drew near,
And passed within that fair abode
Which with the noblest jewels glowed.
Then, as Va$ishtha led the way,

The councillors, in due array,

Followed delighted and amazed

And on the glorious structure gazed.
Then Bharat, Raghu’s son, drew ncar
The kingly throne, with prince and peer,
Whereby the chouri in the shade

Of the white canopy was laid.

Before the throne he humbly bent

And honoured Réma, reverent,

Then in his hand the chouri bore,

And sat where sits a eouneillor.
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His ministers and household priest

Sat by degrees from chief to least,
Then sat the captain of the host

And all the men he honoured most.
Then when the saint his order gave,
Each river with enchanted wave

Rolled milk and curds divincly sweet
Before the princely Bharat’s feet ;

And dwellings fair on either side,

With gay white plaster beautified,
Their Leavenly roofs were seen to lift,
The Brahman Bharadvdja’s gift.

Then straight by Lord Kuvera scnt,
Gay with celestial ornament

Of bright attire and jewels’ shine,
Camc twenty thousand nymphs divine:
The man on whom those beautics glanced
That moment felt his soul entranced.
With them fromn Nandan's blissful shades
Came twenty thousand heavenly maids.
Tumburu, Nirad, Gopa came,

And Sutany, like radiant flame, .
The kings of the Gandharva throng,
And ravished Bharat with their song.
Then spoke the saint, and swift obeyed
Alambush4, the fairest maid,

And Midrake$i bright to view,

Raman4, Pundarika too,

And danced to him with graceful ease
The dances of Apsarases.

All chaplets that by Gods are worn,

Or Chaitraratha’s groves adorn,
Bloomed by the saint’s command arrayed
On branches in Prayiga’s shade.
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When at the saint’s command the breeze
Made music with the Vilva trees,

To wave in rhythmic beat began

The boughs of each Myrobolan,

And holy fig-trees wore the look

Of dancers, as their leaflets shook.

The fair Taméla, palm, and pine,

With trees that tower and plants that twine,
The sweetly varying forms displayed

Of stately dame or bending maid.

Here men the foaming winecup quaffed,
Here drank of milk full many a draught,
And tasted meats of every kind,

Well dressed, whatever plecased their mind.
Then beauteous women, seveu or eight,
Stood ready Ly ench man to wait :

Beside the stream his limbs they stripped
And in the cooling water dipped.

Aud then the fair ones, sparkling-eyed,
With soft hands rnbbed his limbs and dried,
And sitting on the lovely bank

Held up the winecup as he drank.

Nor did the grooms*forget to feed

Camel and mule and ox and steed,

For there were stores of roasted grain,
Of honey and of sugar-cane.

So fast the wild excitement spread
Among the warriors Bhjarat led,

That all the mighty army through

The groom no more his charger knew,
Aud he who drove might seek in vain

To tell his elephant again.

With every joy and rapture fired,
Entranced with all the heart desired,
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The myriads of the host that night
Revelled delirious with delight.

Urged by the damsels at their side

In wild delight the warriors cried :
‘Ne'er will we seek Ayodhy4, no,

Nor yet to Dandak forest go:

Here will we stay : may happy fate

On Bharat and on Réma wait.’

Thus cried the army gay and free
Exultiug in their lawless glee,

Both infantry and those who rode

Ou elephants, or steeds bestrode,

Ten thousand voices shouting, ¢ This

Is heaven indeed for perfect bliss.’
With garlands decked they idly strayed,
And danced and laughed and sang and played.
At length as every soldier eyed,

With food like Amrit satisfied,

Each dainty cate and tempting meat,
No longer had he care to eat.

Thus soldier, servant, dame, and slave
Received whate’er the wish mizht crave,
As each in new-wrounght clothes arrayed
Enjoyed the feast before him laid.

Each man was seen in white attire
Unstained by spot or speck of mire:
None was athirst or hungry there,

And none had dust upon his hair.

On every side in woody dells

Was milky food in bubbling wells,

And there were all-supplying cows

And honey dropping from the boughs,
Nor wanted lakes of flower-made drink
With piles of meat upon the brink,
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Boiled, stewed, and roasted; varied cheer,
Peacbick and jungle-fowl and deer,
There was the flesh of kid and boar,
And dainty sauce in endless store,
With juice of flowers concocted well,
And soup that charmed the taste and smell,
" And pounded fruits of bitter taste,
And many a bath was ready placed.
Down by each river’s shelving side
There stood great basins well supplied,
And laid therein, of dazzling sheen,
White brushes for the teeth were seen,
And many a covered box wherein
‘Was sandal powdered for the skin.
And mirrors bright with constant care,
And piles of new attire were there,
And store of sandals and of shoes,
Thousands of pairs, for all to choose :
Eye-unguents, combs for hair and beard,
Unmbrellas fair and bows appeared.
Lakes gleamed, that lent digestive aid,*
And some for pleasant bathing made,
With waters fair, and smooth incline
For camels, horses, ules, and kine,
There saw they barley heaped on high
The countless cattle to supply :
The golden grain shone fair and bright
As sapphires or the lazulite.
To all the gathered host it seemed
As if that magic scene they dreamed,
And wonder, as they gazed, increased
At Bharadvéja’s glorious feast.

. Thus in the hermié’s grove they spent
BRI ™ puet does not tell-ws what these lakes contained.
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That night in joy and merriment,
Blest as the Gods who take their ease
Under the shade of Nandan’s trees.
Each minstrel bade the saint adieu,
And to his blissful mansion flew,

And every stream and heavenly dame
Returned as swiftly as she came.
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CANTO XCII.

BHARATS FAREWELL.

So Bharat with his army spent
The watches of the night content,
And gladly, with the morning’s light
Drew near his host the anchorite.
‘When Bharadvija saw him stand
With hand in reverence joined to hand,
‘When fires of worship had been fed,
He looked upon the prince and said :
¢ O blameless son, I pray thec tell,
Did the past night content thee well 2
Say if the feast my carce supplied
Thy host of followers gratified.

His hands he joined, his head he bent
And spoke in answer reverent
To the most high and radiant sage
‘Who issued fiom his hermitage :
¢ Well have T passed the night : thy feast
Gave joy to every man and beast ;
And I, great lord, and every peer
Were satisfied with sumptuous cheer.
Thy banquet bhas delighted all
From highest chief to meanest thrall,
And rich attire and drink and meat
Banished the thought of toil and heat.
And now, O Hermit good and great,
A. boon of thee I supplicate.
To Réma’s side my steps I bend :
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Do thou with friendly eye commend.

O tell me how to guide my feet

To virtuous Rama’s lone retreat :

Great Hermit, I entreat thee, say

How far froru here and which the way.’
Thus by fraternal love inspired

The chieftain of the saint inquired :

Then thus replied the glorious seer

Of matchless might, of vows austere :

¢ Ere the fourth league from here be passed,

Amid a forest wild and vast,

Stands Chitrakidta’s mountain tall,

Lovely with wood and waterfall.

North of the mountain thou wilt see

The beauteous stream Mandakini,

Where swarm the waterfowl below,

And gay trees on the margin grow.

Then will a leafy cot between

The river and the hill be seen :

’Tis Rama’s, and the princely pair

Of brothers live for certain there.

Hence to the south thine army lead,

And then more southward still proceed,

So shalt thou find his lone retreat,

And there the son of Raghu meet.’
Soon as the ordered march they knew,

The widows of the monarch flew,

Leaving their cars, most meet to ride,

And flocked to Bharadvija’s side.

There with the good Sumitrd Queen

Kaudaly4, sad and worn, was seen,

Caressing, still with sorrow faing,

The feet of that illustrious saint.

Kaikeyi too, her longings crossed,
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Reproached of all, her object lost,

Before the famous hermit came,

And clasped his feet, oc’erwhelmed with shame.
With circling steps she humbly went
.Around the saint preéminent,

And stood not far from Bharat’s side
With heart oppressed, and heavy-eyed.
Then the great seer, who never broke
One holy vow, to Bharat spoke:

‘Speak, Raghu’s son : I fain would learn
The story of each queen in turn.’

Obedient to the high request

By Bharadvija thus addressed,

His reverent hands together laid,

He, skilled in speech, his answer made :
¢She whom, O Saint, thou seest here

A Goddess in her form appear,

Was the chief consort of the king,

Now worn with fast and sorrowing.

As Aditi in days of yore

The all-preserving Vishpu bore,
Kau$alys bore with happy fate

Lord Réma of the lion’s gait.

She who, transfixed with torturing pangs,
On her left arm so fondly hangs,

As when her withering leaves decay
Droops by the wood the Cassia spray,
Sumitré, pained with woe, is she,

The consort second of the three:

Two princely sons the lady bare,

Fair as the Gods in heaven are fair.

And she, the wicked dame through whom
My brothers’ lives aré wrapped in gloom,
And mourning for his offspring dear,
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The king has sought his heavenly sphere,—
Proud, foolish-learted, swift to ire,
Self-fancied darling of my sire,
Kaikeyi, most ambitious queen,
Unlovely with her lovely mien,
My mother she, whose impious will
Is ever bent on deeds of ill,
In whom the root and spring I see
Of all this woe which crushes me.
Quick breathing like a furious snake,
With tears and sobs the hero spake,
With reddencd eyes aglow with rage.
And Bharadvija, mighty sage,
Supreme in wisdom, calm and grave,
In words like these good counsel gave:
*() Bharat, hear the words T say ;
On her the fault thou must not lay :
For many a blessing vet will spring
From banished Rama’s wandering.’
Aud Bharat, with that promise cheered,
Went circling round that saint revered,
He humbly bade farewell, and then,
Gave orders to collect his wnen.
Prompt at the summons thousands flew
To cars which noble coursers drew,
Bright-gleaming, glorious to behold,
Adorned with wealth of burnished gold.
Then female clephants and male,
Goid-girthed, with flags that wooed the gale,

Marched with their bright bells’ tinkling chime

Like clouds when ends the summer time:
Some cars were huge and some were light,
For heavy draught or rapid flight,

Of costly price, of every kind,
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With clouds of infantry behind.

The dawmes, KauSalyé at their head,
Were in the noblest chariots led,

And every gentle bosom beat

.+ With hope the banished prince to nreet.
The royal Bharat, glory-crowned,

With all his retinue around,

Borne in a beauteous litter rode,

Like the young moon and sun that glowed.

The army as it streamed along,

Cars, elephauts, in endless throng,
Showed, marching on its southward way,
Like autumn clouds in long array.

Book 11,
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CANTO XCIIIL.

CHITRARUTA IN SIGHT.

As through the woods its way pursued
That mighty bannered multitude,

Wild elephants in terror fled

With all the startled herds they led,
And bears and deer were seen on hill,
In forest glade, by every rill.

Wide as the sea from coast to coast,

The high-souled Bharat’s mighty host -
Covered the earth as cloudy trains
Obscure the sky when fall the rains.
The stately elephants he led,

And countless steeds the land o’erspread,
So closely crowded that between

Their serried ranks no ground was seen.
Then when the host had travelled far,
And steeds were woern who drew the car,
The glorious Bharat thus addressed
Vasishtha, of his lords the best :

‘The spot, methinks, we now behold

Of which the holy hermit told,

For, as his words described, I trace
Each several feature of the place:
Before us Chitrakuata shows,

Mandakini beside us flows :

Afar umbrageous woods arise

Like darksome clouds that veil the skies.
Now tread these mountain-beasts of mine
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On Chitrakita's fair incline,

The trees their rain of blossoms shed
On table-lands beneath them spread,
As from black clouds the floods descend
When the hot days of summer end.
éatrughna, look, the mountain see
Where heavenly minstrels wander free,
And horses browse beneath the steep,
Countless as monsters in the deep.
Scared by my host the mountain deer
Starting with tempest speed appear
Like the long lines of cloud that fly
In autumn through the windy sky.
See, every warrior shows his head
With fragiaut blooms engarlanded ;
All look like southern <oldiers who
Lift up their shields of azure hue.
This lonely wood bencath the hill,
That was so dark and drear and »till,
Covered with men in endless streams
Now like Ayodhy#’s city scems.

T'he dust which countless hoofs excite
Obscures the sky and veils the light ;
But see, swift winds those clouds dispel
As if they strove to pleasc me well.
See, guided in their swift career

By many a skilful charioteer,

Those cars by fleetest coursers drawn
Race onward over glade and lawn.
Look, startled as the host comes ncar
The lovely peacocks fly in fear,
Gorgeous as if the fairest blooms

Of earth had glorified their plumes.
Look where the sheltering covert shows
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The trooping deer, both bucks and does,
That occupy in countless herds
This mountain populous with birds,
Most lovely to my mind appears
This place which every charm endears :
Fair as the road where tread the Blest:
Here holy hermits take their rest.
Then let the army onward press
Aund duly search each green recess
For the two lion-lords, till we
Rjuna once more and Lakshman see.’
Thus Bharat spoke : and hero bands
Of men with weapons in their hands
Entered the tangled forest : then
A spire of sioke appeared in ken.
Soon as they saw the rising smoke
To Bharat they returned and spoke :
* No fire where men are not: ’tis clear
That Raghu’s sous are dwelling here.
Or if not here those heroes dwell
Whose mighty arms their foeman quell,
Still other hermits here must be .
Like Réma, true and good as he.’
His ears attentive Bharat lent
To their resistless argument,
Then to his troops the chief who broke
His foe’s embattled armies spoke :
¢ Here let the troops in silence stay :
One step beyond they must not stray.
Come Dhrishti and Sumantra, you
With me alone_the path pursue’
Their leader’s speech the warriors heard,
And from his place no soldier stirred.
And Bharat bent his eager eyes
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Where curling smoke was seen to rise.

" The host his order well obeyed,

And halting there in silence stayed

Watching where from the thicket’s shade
They saw the smoke appear.

And joy through all the army ran,

‘Soon shall we meet,’ thought every man,
‘The prince we hold so dear.’

Book 1I.
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GCUITRAKUTA,

——p———

There long tlie son of Raghu dwelt

And love for hill and wood he felt.
Then his Videhan spouse to please:
And his.own heart of woe to ease,

Like some Immortal-—Indra so.

Might Swarga’s charms to Sachi show—
Drew her sweet eves to each dclight

Of Chitrakuta’s lovely height :

‘ Though reft of power and-kingly sway,
Though friends and home are far away,
I cannot mourn my altered lot,
Enamoured of this charming spot.
Look, darling, on this noble hill

Which sweet birds with their music fill.
Bright with a thousand metal dyes

His lofty summits cleave the skies.

Sce, there a silvery sheen is spread,
And there like bloed: the rocks are red.
There shows a streak of emerald green, .
And pink and yellow glow between.
There where the higher peaks ascend,.
Crystal and-flowers and topaz-blend,.
And others flash their light' afar

Like mercury or some fair star:.

With such a store of metals dyed

The king of hills is glorified.

There through the wild birds’ populous home
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The harmless bear and tiger roam :
Hy®nas range the woody slopes
With herds of deer and antelopes.
See, love, the trees that clothe his side

* All lovely in their summer pride,
In richest wealth of leaves arrayed,
With flower and fruit and light and shade.
Look where the young Rosc-apple glows ;
What loaded boughs the Mango shows ;
See, waving in the western wind
The light leaves of the Tamarind ;
And mark that giant Peepul through
The feathery clump of tall banboo. !
Look, on the level lands above,
Delighting iu suceessful love
In sweet enjoyment many a pair
Of heavenly minstrels revels there,
While overhanging boughs support
Their swords and mantles as they sport :
Then sce that pleasant shelter where
Play the bright Daughters of the Air.?
The mountain scems with bright cascade

! Thess ten lines are o substitntion for, and not a transiation of the
text which Carey aud Marshman thus rensder: ¢ Thi< wonntain adorped
with mango,! jumnboo ¥ wswna’ lodbre,! plale,® provsed dheve,” un-
kotha,? bhavya? tin/sha,'® vilwae,' tindooka, " b ouhoo,'® kashmeree, 1
uristu,”® vuruna,'® maddooka,” vilake,'™ vaduree ¥ anluke,® wips,d
vetra, 22 dhunwuna ® veejakn,® and other trees, affording flowers, and
fruits, and the most delightiul shade, how chavining does it appear

! Mangifers Indien. * Eugeoia Jambolifers, 3 Terminalia alata tomen.
toss. ¢Thiu tree is not ascertaived, * Chironjia 8 pida. ® Artoearpus in-
tegritolis. 7 Grialea tomentasa. ® Alauginwm besapetalum, ? Averrhoa
earitebola. * Dalbergia Qujeinensis. ! (Erle martelos 2 Diospyrus me-
lanoxylon, B Well known. ' Gueliua Arborea.  ® Bapindne Saponaria,
¥ Crutoers tapia. ¥ Baasia latifolia. " Nut yot ascortainad. " Zigyphus
jujuta. ¥ Phyllanthus emblica. ¥ Naucles Qcientalin, @ Calvous rotang.
B Eolijtes antidysenterica. % The citron tree.”

", % Vidyadharis, Spirits of Air, sylpha.
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And sweet rill bursting from the shade,
Like some majestic elephant o’er

Whose burning head the torrents pour.
Where breathes the man who would not feel
Delicious langnor o'er him steal,

As the young morning breeze that springs
From the cool cave with balmy wings,
Breathes round him laden with the scent
Of bud and blossom dew-besprent 2

If many autumns here I spent

With thee, my darling innocent,

And Lakshman, I should never know
The torture of the fires of woe,

This varied scene so charms v sight,
This mount so fills me with delight,
Where flowers in wild profusion spring,
And ripe fruits glow and sweet birds sing.
My beauteous one, a double good
Springs from my dwelling in the wood :
Looscd is the bond my sire that tied,
And Bharat too is gratified.

My darling, dost thou feel with we’
Delight from every charm we see,

Of which the mind and every sense

Fecl the enchauting influence ?

My fathers who have passed away,

‘The royal saints, were wont to say

That life in woodland shades like this
Secures a king immortal bliss.

See, round the hill at random thrown,
Huge masses lie of rugged stouc

Of every shape and many a hue,

Yellow and white aud red and blue.

But all is fairer still by night:
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Each rock reflects a softer light,
When the whole mount from foot to crest
In robes of lambent flame is dressed ;
“When from a million herbs a blaze

Of their own luminous glory plays,
And clothed in fire each deep ravine,
Each pinuacle and erag is seen.

Some parts the look of mansions wear,
Anrd others are as gardens fair,

While others seem a massive block
Of solid undivided rock.

Behold those pleasant beds o'erlaid
With lotus leaves, for lovers made,
Wherc mountain birch and costus throw
Cool shadows on the pair below.

See where the lovers in their play
Have cast their lowery wreaths away,
And fruit and lotus buds that crewned
Their brows lie trodden on the ground.
North Kuru’s realm is fair to see,
Vasvaukasird,! Nalini,?

But rich in fruit and blossom still
More fair is Chitrakita's hill.

Here shall the years appointed glide
With thee, my beauty, by my side,

And Lakshroap ever near ;

Here shall I live in all delight,

Make my ancestral fame more bright,
Tread in their path who walk aright,

. And to my oath adhere.’

P V-

VA lake a;.ii;;ﬁg;ithor, to Amaravati the rosidence of. lulrs, or
Alaka that of Kuvera. ‘ '

! The Ganges of hoaven,




379

CANTO XCV.
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MANDAKINT.
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Then Réma, like the lotns cyed,
Descended from the mountain side,
And to the Maithil lady showed
The lovely stream that softly flowed.
Aud thus Ayodhyd’s lord addressed
His bride, of dames the loveliest,
Child of Vidcha’s king, her face
Bright with the fair moon’s tender grace .
* How sweetly glides, O darling, look,
Mandékini’s delightful broek,

Adorned with islets, blossoms gay,

And sfirases and swans at play !

The trees with which her banks are lined
Show flowers and fruit of every kind :
The match in radiant sheen is she

Of King Kuvera's Nalini. '

My heatt exults with pleasure new

The shelving bank and ford to view,
Wheie gathering herds of thiisty deer
Disturb the wave that ran so clear.
Now look, those holy hermits mnark
In skins of deer and covats of bark;
With twisted coils of matted bair,
The reverend mon are bathing there,
And as they lift their ggms on bigh
The Lord of Day they glorify :

fne mem anrm——

21 Nahni, as hore, may be the nnme of auy lake covered with lotuaes,
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These best of saints, my large-cyed spouse,
Are constant to their sacred vows.

The wmountain dances while the trees
.Bend their proud summits to the breeze,
And scatter many a flower and bud
From branches that o’erhang the flood.
There flows the stream like lucid pearl,
Round islets here the currents whirl,
And perfect saints from middle air

Ave flocking to the waters therc.

See, there lie flowers in many a heap
From boughs the whistling breezes sweep,
And others wafted by the gale

Down the swift current dance and sail.
Now see that pair of wild-fowl rise,
Exulting with their joyful cries:
Hark, darling, wafted from afar

How soft their pleasant voices are.

To gaze on Chitrakiita’s hill,

To look upon this lovely rill,

To bend mine eyes on thee, dear wife,
Is sweeter thun my city life.

Come, bathe we in the pleasant rill
Whose dancing waves are never still,
Stirred by those beings pure frow sin,
The sanctities who bathe thercin:
Come, dearest, to the stream descend,
Approach her as a darling friend,

And dip thee in the silver flood
Which lotuses and lilies stud.

Let this fair hill Ayodhy4 seem,

Its silvan things her people decmn

And let these waters as they flow

Our own beloved Sarji show,
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How blest, mine own dear love, am 1;
Thou, fond and true, art ever nigh,
And duteous, faithful Lakshman stays
Beside me, and my word obeys.
Herc every day I bathe me thrice,
Fruit, honey, roots for food suffice,
And ne’er my thoughts with longing stray
To distant home or royal sway.
For who this charming brook can see
Where herds of roedcer wander free,
And on the flowery-wooded brink
Apes, elephants, and lions drink,

Nor feel all sorrow fly ?
Thus eloquently spoke the pride
Of Raghu’s children to his bride,
And wandered happy Ly her side
Where Chitrakiita azure-dyed

Uprears his peaks on high.
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THE MAGIC SHAFT.
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*Thus Réma showed to Janak’s child

The varied beauties of the wild,

The hill, the brock and each fair spot,
Then turned to seek their leafy cot.
North of the mountain Rima found

A cavern in the sloping ground,
Charming to view, its tloor was strown
With many a mass of ore and stone,

In secret shadow far retired

Where gay birds sang with joy inspired,
And trees their gracetul branches swayed
With loads of blossom downward weighed.
Soon as he saw the cave which took
Each living-heart and chained the look,
Thus Réma spoke to Sita who

(Gazed wondering on the silvan view:
 Does this fair cave bencath the height,
Videhan lady, charm thy sight ?

Then let us resting here a while

The languor of the way beguile.

That block of stone so smooth and square
Was set for thee to rest on there,

And like a thriving Kefar tree

This flowery shrub ¢'crshadows theée’
. Thus Réma spoke, and Ja.nak’s child,

1 his eanto 38 allowed, by Tudinn eommentators, bo be an inter-
lq.m It watinot be clu m»rk ut Vﬁmih.
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By nature cver soft and mild,

In tender words which love betrayed

Her answer to the hero made:

O pride of Raghu’s children, still

My pleasuie is to do thy will.

Euvough for me thy wish to know:

Far hast thou wandered to and fro.’
Tlus Sitd spake in gentle tone,

And went obedient to the stone,

Of perfect face and faultless limb

Prepared to rest a while with him.

And Réma, as she thus replied,

Turned to his sponse again and cried :

‘Thou seest, love, this flowery shade

For silvan ereatures’ pleasure made.

How the gum streams from trees and plants

Toin by the tusks of elephants !

Thiough all the forest clear and high

Resounds the shiill cicala’s ery

Haik how the kite above us moans,

And calls her voung in piteous tones;

So may my hapless mother be

Still mourning in her home for me.

There mounted on that lofty Sil

The loud Bhringrd) ' repeats his call :

How sweetly now he tunes his throat

Responsive to the Koil's note

Or clse the bird that now has sung

May be himself the Koil's young,

Linked with such avinning sweetness are

The notes he pours irregular.

Seo, round the blooming Mango clings

That creeper with her tonder rings,

- -t - - e - -
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So in thy love, when none is near,

Thine arms are thrown round me, my dear.
Thus in his joy he cried ; and she,

Sweet speaker, on her lover’s knee,

: Of faultless limb and perfeet face,
Grew closer to her lord’s embrace.
Reclining in her husbaud’s arms,

A goddess in her wealth of charms,

. She filled his loving breast anew

With mighty joy that thrilled him through.

His finger on the rock he laid,

Which veins of sanguine ore displayed,

Aud painted o’er his darling’s eyes

The holy sign in mineral dyes.

Bright on her brow the metal lay

Like the young suu’s first gleaming ray,

And showed her in her beanty fair

As the soft light of morning’s air.

Then from the Keéar’s laden tree

He picked fair blossoms in his glee,

And as he decked each lovely tress,

His heart o'erflowed with happiness.

So resting on that rocky seat

A while they spent in pastime sweet,

Then onward neath the shady boughs

Went Réama with his Maithil spouse,

She roaming in the forest shade

Where every kind of creature strayed

Observed a moukey wandering near,

And clung to Réma’s arm in fear.

The hero Réma fondly laced

His mighty arms around her waist,

Cousoled his beauty in her dread,

Aud scared the monkey till he fled.

b4
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That holy mark of sanguine ore

That gleamed on Sitd’s brow before,
Shoue by that close embrace impressed
Upon the hero’s ample chest.

Then Sitd, when the beast who led

The mounkey t100p, afur had fled,
Laughed loudly in light-hearted glee
That mark on Rdma’s chest to sce.

A clump of bnight ASokas fired

The forest in therr bloom attired :

The restless blossoms as they gleamed
A host of thicatemng moukeys seuned.
Then Sitd thus 1o Rima ened,

As longingly the flowers she eyed :

‘ Prrde of thy 1ace, now let us go

Where those Advka blossoms grow.’

ife on hisv dulmg’s pleasure bent

With bis fair goddess thither went

And roamed delighted thiough the woud
Where blossoming A$kas stoad,

As Sna with Queen Uit roves
Through Hnnavdu's majestic groves:
Bught with purputeal glow the pair

Of happy lovers poited there,

And each upon the other set

A flower-inwoven coronet.

Thees many o ciown and chain they wove
Of blooms from that ASoka grove,

And in their graceful sport the two .
Fresh beauty o’er the mountain threw.
The lover let his love sutvey

Buach pleasant spot that round them lay,
Then turned they to their greon retreat
Where all was gamished, gay, and neat.
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By brotherly affection led,

Sumitrd’s son to meet them sped,

And showed the labours of the day
Done while his brother was away.
There lay ten black-deer duly slain
With arrows pure of poison stain,

Piled in a mighty heap to dry,

With many another carcass nigh.

And Lakshman’s brother saw, o’erjoved,
The work that had his hands employed,
Then to his consort thus he cried :
“Now be the general gits supplied.’
Then Sit4, fairest beauty, placed

The food for living things to taste,

And set before the brothers meat

And honey that the pair might eat.
They ate the meal her hands supplied,
Their lips with water purified :

Then Janak’s daughter sat at last

And duly made her own repast.

The other venison, to be dried,

Piled up in heaps was sct aside,

And Réima told his wife to stay

And drive the flocking crows away.
Her husband saw her much distressed
By one more bold than all the rest,
Whose wings where’er he chose could fly,
Now pierce the earth, now roam the sky.
Then Rima laughed to see her stirred
To anger by the plaguing bird :

Proud of his love the beanteons dame
With burning rage was all aflame.
Now here, now there, again, again

She chased the crow, but all in vain,

Book 11.
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Enraging her, so quick to strike

With beak and wing and claw alike :
Then how the proud lip quivered, how
The dark frown marked her angry brow !
When Réma saw her cheek aglow
With passion, he rebuked the crow.
But bold in impudence the bird,

With no respect for Rdma’s word,
Fearless again at Sitd flew :

Then Rima’s wrath to fury grew.

The hero of the mighty arm

Spoke o’er a shaft the mystic charm,
Laid the dire weapon on his bow

And launched it at the shameless crow.
The bird, empowered by Gods to spring
Through earth itself on rapid wing,
Through the three worlds in terror fled
Still followed by that arrow dread.
Where'er he flew, now here now there,
A clond of weapons filled the air.
Back to the high-souled prince he fled
And bent at Rama's feet his head, -
And then, as Sitd lonked, hegan

His speech in accents of & man:

* O pardon, and for pity’s sake

Spare, Rdma, spare my life to take!
Wherc'er I turn, where’er T flee,

No sheltor from this shaft I sce’

The chieftain heard the crow entreat
Helpless and prostrate at his feet,
Aud while soft pity moved his breast,
With wisest speech the bird addressed :
‘I took the troubled Sit&'s part,
And furious anger filled my heart.

387
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Then on the string my arrow lay
Charmed with a spell thy life to elay.
Thou seekest now my feet, to crave
Forgiveness and thy life to save.

So shall thy prayer have due respect :
The suppliant T must still protect.
But ne'er in vain this dart may flee:
Yield for thy life a part of thee.
What portion of thy body, say,

Shall this mine arrow rend away ?
Thus far, O bird, thus far alone

On thee my pity may be shown,
Forfeit o part thy hie to buy:

"T'is bettcr so to live than die’

Thus Réima spoke: the bird of air
Pondered his specch with anxions cars,
And wisely deemed it gond to give
One of his eyes that he might live,
To Raghn’s son he made reply :

‘O Ritina, I will yicld an eye,

8o let me in thy graee confide

And live hercafrer single-eyed.

Thea Rimna eharzed the shaft, and lo,
Full in the rye it smota tho ecrow.
And the Videhan lady gazed

Upon the mined eye amazed.

The erow to Réima hnumbly hent,
Then where his faney led he went.
Réma with Lakshman by hia side
With needful work was occupied.

Book IL.
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LAKSHMAN'S ANGER.

Thus Rama showed his love the rill
Whose waters ran beneath the hill,
Then resting on his mountain scat
Refreshed her with the choicest meat,
So thero reposed the happy two:

Then Bharat’s army nearerv drew :

Rousce to the skies a dusty cloud,

The sound of trampling feet was loud.
The swelling roar of marching men
Drove the roused tiger from his den,
And scared amain the serpent race
Flying to hole and hiding-place.

The herds of deor iu terror fled,

The air was filled with birds o’erhaqad,
The bear began to leave his tree,

The monkey to the cave to flee.

Wild elephants were all amazed

As though the wood around them blazed.
The lion oped his ponderous jaw,

The buffalo lovoked round in awe.

The prionce, who heard the deafening sound,
And saw the silvan creatnres round

Fly wildly startled from their rest,

' The glorious Lakshman thus addressed :
¢ Sumitrd’s noble son most dear,

Hark, Lakshman, what & roar I hear,
The tumult of a coming crowd,
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Appalling, deafening, deep, and loud !

The din that yet more fearful grows

Scares elephants and buffaloes,

Or frightened by the lions, deer

Avre flying through the wood in fear,

I fain would know who seeks this place :

Comes prince or mouarch for the chase ?

Or does some mighty beast of prey

Frighten the silvan herds away ?

"Tis hard to reach this mountain height,

Yea, e’en for birds in airy flight.

Then fain, O Lakshman, would I know

What cause disturbs the forest so0.”
Lakshman in baste, the wood to vicew,

Climbed a high Sil that near him grew,

The forest all around he eyed,

First gaziug on the eastern side.

Then northward when his eyes he bent

He saw a mighty armament

Of elephants, and cars, and horse,

And men on foot, a mingled force,

And banners waving in the breeze,

And spoke to Rama words like these :

¢ Quick, quick. my lord, put out the fire,

Let Sit4 to the cave retire.

Thy coat of mail around thee throw,

Prepare thine arrows and thy bow.’

In eager haste thus Lakshman cried,
And Réma, lion lord, replied ;
¢ 8till closer be the army scanned,
And say who leads the warlike band.’
Lakshman his answer thus returned,
As furious rage within him burned,
Bxciting him like kindled firo

Book 11
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To scorch the army in his ire ;

*’Tis Bharat : he has made the throne
By consecrating rites his own:

To gain the whole dominion thus

He comes in arms to slaughter us,

I mark tree-high upon his car

His flagstaff of the Kovidér, !

I see his glittering banner glance,

I see his chivalry advance :

I see his eager warriors shine

On elephants in lengthened line.
Now grasp we each the shafts and bow,
And higher up the mountain go,

Or in this place, O hero, stand

With weapons in each ready hand.
Perhaps beneath our might may fall
This leader of the standard tall,

And Bharat I this day may see

Who brought this mighty woe on thee,
Sit4, and me, who drove away

My brother from the royal sway.
Bharat our foe at length is nigh;

And by this hand shall surely die:
Brother, 1 see no sin at all

If Bharat by my weapon fall.

No fault is his who slays the foe
Whose hand was first to strike the blow :.
With Bharut now the crime begins
Who against thee and duty sins.

The queen athirst for royal sway
Will see her dacling son to-day

Fall by this hand, like some fair tree
Struck by an elephant, slain by me.

! Buuhinea variegata, o apecies of ebony.
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Kaikeyf's self shall perish too

With kith and kin and ratinue,

And earth by my avenging decd

Shall from this mass of sin be freed.
This day my wrath, too long restrained,
Sball fall upon the foe, unchained',

Mad as the kindled flame that speeds

Destroying through the grass and reeds.

This day mine arrows keen and fierce
The bodies of the foe shall pierce :
The woods on Chitrakita’s side

Shail run with torrents crimson-dyed.
The waundering beasts of prey shall feed
On heart-cloft elephant and steed,
And drag to mountaiu caves away
The bodies that my arrows slay.
Doubt not that Bharat and his train
Shall in this mighty wood be slain :
So sball I pay the debt my bow

And these my deadly arrows owe.’

Book 1I.
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LAKSHMAN CALMED.

Then Rima nobly calm allayed

The wrath that Lakshinay’s hosom swayed
‘ Whbat need have we the sword to wield,
To bend the bow or lift the shicld,

If Bharat brave, and wise, and good,
Himsclf has sought this sheltering wood 2
I sware my father’s will to do,

And if I now my brother slew

What gain in kingship should T find,
Despised and scorned by all mankind 2
Believe me, c’en as I would shrink
From poisoned meat or deadly drink,
No powor or treasure would I win

By fall of friend or kith or kin. -
Brother, believe the words I speak :
For your dear sakes alone I seek

Duty and pleasare, wealth and gain,

A holy life, a happy reign.

1f royal sway my beart desires,

My brothers’” weal the wisb inspires -
Their bliss and safety is my care,

By this uplifted how I swear.

* Twere not so hard for me to gain

This broad land girdled by the main,
But even Iundra’s royal might

Should no’er be mine in duty’s spite.

If any bliss my soul can see
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Depriv;d of dear Satrughns, thee,

And Bharat, may the flame destroy

‘With ashy gloom the selfish joy.

Far dearer than this life of mine,

Knowing the custom of our line,

His heart with fond affection fraught,

Bharat Ayodhyé's town resought,

And hearing when he came that I,

‘With thee and Sit4, forced to fly,

With matted bhair and hermit dress

Am wandering in the wilderness,

While grief his troubled senses storms,

Aund tender love his besom warms,

From every thought of evil clear,

Is come to meet his brother here.

Some grievous words perchance he spoke

Kaikeyf’s anger to provoke,

Then won the king, and comes to lay

Before my feet the royal sway.

Hither, methinks, in season due

Comes Bharat for an interview,

Nor in his secret heart has he

One evil thought ’gainst thee or me.

What has he done ere now, reflect !

How failed in love or due respect

To make thee donbt his faith and lay

This evil to his charge to-day ?

Thou shouldst not join with Bharat's name

So harsh a speech and idle blame.

The blows thy tongue at Bharat deals,

My symputhizivg bosom feels,

How, urged by stress of any ill,

. Should sons their father’s life-blood spill,
. "Or’brother slay in impious strife :

Book 11I.
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A brother dearer than his life?
If thou these cruel words hast said
By strong desire of empire led,
My brother Bharat will I pray
To give to thee the kingly sway.
¢ Give him the realm’, my speech shall be,
And Bharat will, methinks, agree.’
Thus spoke the prince whose chief delight
Was duty, and to aid the right:
And Lakshman keenly felt the blame,
And shrank within himself for shame :
And then his answer thus returned,
With downcast eye and cheek that burned :
‘ Brother, 1 ween, to see thy face
Our sire himself has sought this place.’
Thus Lakshman spoke and stood ashamed,
And Rdma saw and thus exclaimed :
¢It is the strong-armed monarch : he
Is come, methinks, his sons to see,
To bid us both the forest quit
For joys for which he deems us fit :
He thiuks oun all our care and pain,
And now would lead us home again.
My glorious father hence will bear
Sit4 who claims all tender care.
I sce two coursers fleet as storms,
Of noble breed and lovely forms.
I see the beast of mountain size
Who bears the king our father wise,
The aged Victor, march this way
In front of all the armed array.
But doubt and fear within me rise,
For when I look with eagor eyes
I see no white umbrella spread,
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World-famous, o’er the royal head.
Now, Lakshman, from the tree descend,
And to my words attention lend.’
Thus spoke the pious prinea : and he
Descended from the lofty tree,
And reverent hand to hand applied,
Stood humbly by his brother’s side.
The host, compelled by Bharat's care,
The wood from trampling feet to spare,
Dense crowding balf a league each way
Encamped around the mountain lay.
Below the tall hill's shelving side
Gleamed the bright arny far and wide
Spread o'er the ample space,
By Bharat led who firmly true
In duty from his bosom threw
All pride, and near his brother drew
To win the hero’s grace.

Book I1.
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CANTO XCIX.

BHARAT'S APPROACH.
D e e

Soon as the warriors took their rest
Obeying Bharat’s high bchest,
Thus Bharat to Satrughna, spake:
< A band of soldiers with thee take,
And with these hunters o’er and o’er
The thickets of the wood explore.
With bow, sword, arrows in their hands
Let Guha with his kindred bands
Within this grove remaining trace
The children of Kakutstha’s race.
And I meanwhile on foot will through
This neighbouring wood my way pursue,
With elders and the twice-born men,
And every lord and citizen.
There is, I feel, no rest for me ~
Till RAma’s face again I sce,
Lakshman, in arms and glory great,
And Sitd born to happy fate:
No rest, until his check as bright
As the fair moon rcjoice my sight,
No rest until I sce the eye
With which the lotus petals vie ;
Till on my head those dear feet rest
With signs of royal rank impressed ;
None, till my kingly brother gain
His old hereditary reign,
Till o’er his limbs and noble head
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The consecrating drops be shed.

How blest is Janak’s daughter, true
To every wifely duty, who

Cleaves faithful to her husband’s side
Whose realm is girt by Ocean’s tide!
This mountain too above the rest
FE'en as the King of Hills is blest,—
Whose shades Kakutstha’s scion hold
As Nandan charms the Lord of Gold.
Yea, happy is this tangled grove
Where savage beasts unnumbered rove,
Where, glory of the Warrior race,
King Réma finds a dwelling-place.’

Thus Bharat, strong-armed hero, spake,
And walked within the pathless brake.
O’er plains where gay trees bloomed he went,
Through boughs in tangled net-work bent,
And then from Réima’s cot appeared
The banner which the flame upreared,
And Bharat joyed with every friend
To mark those smoky wreaths ascend :
‘Here Rdma dwells,” he thought ; *at last
The ocean of our toil is passed’

Then sure that Rima’s hermit cot

Was on the mountain’s side,

He stayed his army on the spot,’

And on with Guha hied.
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THE MEETING.

Then Bharat to Satrughna showed
The spot, and eager onward strode,
First bidding Saint Va$ishtha bring
The widowed consorts of the king.

As by fraternal love impelled

His onward course the hero held,
Sumantra followed close behind
Satrughna with an anxious mind :
Not Bbharat’s self more fain could be
To look on Rama’s fuce than he.

As, speeding on, the spot he neared,
Amid the hermits’ homes appeared
His brother’s cot with leaves o’erspread,
And by its side a lowly shed.

Before the shed great heaps were left
Of gathered flowers and billets cleft,
And on the trees hung grass and bark
Réama and Lakshmanp’s path to mark :
And heaps of fuel to provide

Against the cold stood ready dried.
The long-armed chief, as on he went
In glory’s light preéminent,

With joyous words like these addressed
The brave Satrughna and the rest :

¢ This is the place, I little doubt,
‘Which Bharadvéja pointed out,

Not far from where we stand must be
The woodland stream, Mand4dkini.
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Here on the mountain’s woody side
Roam elephants in tusked piide,
And ever with a roar and ery
Each other, as they meet, defy.
And seo thoso.smoke-wreaths thick and dark :
The presence of the flame they wark,
‘Which hermits in the forest strive
By every art to keep alive,
O happy me! my task is done,
And I shall look on Raghu’s son,
Like some great saint, who loves to treat
His elders with all reverence meet’
Thus Bharat reached that foiest rill,
Thus roamcd on Chitrakita’s hill;
Then pity in his breast awoke,
And to his friends the hero spoke:
¢ Woe, woe upon my hife and birth !
The prince of men, the lord of eaith
Has sought the Joncly wood to dwell
Sequcstered in a hermit’s ecll.
Through me, thiough me these sorrows fall
On him the splendid lod of all:
Through me 1esigning earthly bliss
Ho hides him in a home like this.
Now will I, hy the world abhorred,
Fall at the dear feet of my lord,
And at far Sitd’s too, Lo win
His pardon for my hcinous sin.”
As thus he sadly mourned and sighed,
The son of Da$arathe spied
A Lower of leafy branches made,
Sacred and lovely in the shade,
Of fair proportions laige and tall,
‘Well roofed with boughs of palm and Sél,
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Arranged in order due o’erhead

-Like grass upon an altar spread.

Two glorions bows were gleaming there,
Like Indra’s' in the rainy air,

Terror of foemen, backed with gold,
Meet for the mightiest hand to hold :
And quivered arrows cast a blaze

Bright gleaming like the Day-God’s rays:

Thus serpents with their eyes aglow
Adorn their capital below.?

Great swords adorned the cottage, luid
Each in a case of gold brocade ;

There hung the trusty shields, whereon
With purest gold the bosses shone.

The brace to bind the bowman’s arm,
The glove to shield his hand from harm,
A lustre to the cottage lent

From many a golden ornament :

Safe was the cot from fear of men

As from wild beasts the lion’s den.
The fire upon the altar burned,

That to the north and east was furned.
Bharat his eager glances bent

Aud gazed within the cot intent;

In deerskin dress, with matted hair,
RAma his chief was sitting there :
With lion-shoulders broad and strong,
With lotus eyes, arms thick and long,
The righteous sovereign, who should be
Lord paramount from sea to sea,
High-minded, born to lofty fate,

Like Brahmd’s self supremely great ;

L}
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With Lakshman by his side, and her,

Fair Sit4, for his minister.

And Bharat gazing, overcome

By soriow for a while was dumb,

Then, yielding to lis woe, he 1an

To Rama and with sobs began:

‘He who a royal seat should fill

With subjects round to do his will,

My elder brother,—see him here,

With silvan cieatures waiting near.

The high-souled hero, wout to wear

The costhest robes exceeding fair,

Now bamshed, in a deeiskin dress,

Here keeps the path of 11ghteousness.

How brook« the son of Raghu now

The matted locks which load his brow,

Around whose princely head were twined

Sweet blossoms of the rarest kind 2

The prince whose ments grew, acquired

By nites pettormed as he desned,

Would now a store of ment gan

Bought by his body s toil and pain.

Those limbs to whica pure sandal lent

The fieshness of its fragiant scent,

Exposed to sun, and dust, aud rain,

Are now defiled with many a stain,

And I the wretched cause why this

Falls on the prince whose right is bliss!

Ah me, that ever I was born

To be the people’s bate and scorn !’
Thus Bhirat eried : of anguish aprung,

Great drops upon s forehead hung.

He fell o'erpowered—his grief was such—

Ere he his brother’s feet could touch,
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As on the glorious prince he gazed
In vain his broken voice he raised :
¢ Dear lord’—through tears and sobbing came,
The only words his lips could frame.
And brave Satrughna wept aloud,
As low at Riama's feet he bowed.
Then Rima, while his tears ran fast,
His arms around his brothers cast.
CGuha, Sumantra came to meet
The princes in their wild retreat.
Vrihaspati and Sukra bright
Their greeting thus rejoice to pay
To the dear Lord who brings the night,
And the great God who rules the day.
Then wept the dwellers of the shade,
Whose eyes the princes, meet to ride
On mighty elephants, surveyed ;
And cast all thought of joy aside.
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CANTO CI.

BHARAT QUESTIONED.

.

Then Réma gazed, and scarcely knew
Bharat so worn and changed in hue.
He raised him, kissed him on the head,
Embraced him, and thus kindly said:

‘ Where was thy father, brother dear,
That thou art come to seek me here ?
Unmeet, if he be living yet,

Thy feet within the wood to set.

T pray thee now the cause declare
Why thou hast left the kingdom there,
With matted locks and decrskin dress
To roam the distant wilderuess.’

Thus questioned by the prince, at length
Kaikeyl’s son regained his strength,
And hand to hand in reverence laid,
To Ridma thus his answer made:

‘ The great-armed tonarch, O my lord,
Has dared to do a thing abhorred,

Left us, and grieving for his son,

A home among the Gods has won.

My mother Queen Kaikeyi gave

The order to the king her slave,

And at the bidding of the dame

He wrought the sin which mars his fare.
_.Athirst for sway, her hopes are crossed,
She mourns her son, her husband lost,
And through her impious crime will go
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For punishment to hell below.

Now O my lord, forgive me all ;

Be gracious to thy lowly thrall :
Anointed king, accept to-day

Like Indra’s self, the royal sway.

Be gracious, Prince, to lord and peer,
And widowed queens who seek thee here.
Accept the kingdom thine by right,
And so thy faithful friends delight.
Let the broad land no longer he

All widowed and forlorn of thee:
Let the full moon of autumn reign
Triumphant o’er the night again.
These lords and I before thee bend :
O Rama, to our prayer attend.

0 do not thou this grace deny:

Thy brother, pupil, slave am T.

Look on this venerable ring,
Advisers of our sire the king,

From age to age so honoured : thou
Shouldst grant their supplication now.
As weeping thus the hero prayed,

His head at Rima’s feet he laid.

Like a mad elephant he sighed :

And Réima gazed and thus replied :

‘ How, brother, can a man of worth,
True to his vows, of noble birth—

A man like me, commit a sin

The lordship of the land to win ?

No slightest shade of fault I see,

O tamer of thy foes, in thee.

But ne'er shouldst thou in childish thought
The queen thy mother blame in aught.
O brother wige and sinless, know
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The sacred laws would have it so,
That from good wife and son reguire
Obedience to their lord and sire.
And we are all the king’s, for thus
The virtuous ever reckon us:

Yea brother, be it known to thee,
His wives, and sons, and pupils we.
His is the right, if he deem fit,

To bid me, throned as monarch, sit,
Or in a coat of bark expel,

And deerskin, in the wood to dwell.
And O remember, best of all

Who act as claims of duty call,

As to a virtuous sire is due,

Such honour claims a mother too.

So they whose lives have ever been
By duty led, the king and (iueen,
Said, ¢ Rdma, scek the forest shade’ :
And I (what could T else?) obeyed.
Thou must the royal power retain,
And o’er the famed Ayodhy4 reign :
I dressed in bark my days will spend
Where Dandak’s forest wilds extend.
So DaSaratha spoke, our king,

His share to each apportioning
Before his honoured servants’ eyes :
Then, heir of bliss, he sought the skies.
-The righteoug monarch’s honoured will,

Whoin all revered, must guide thee still,

And thou must still'enjoy the share

Assigned thee by our father’s care,

- 80 I till twice seven years are spent
“Will roam this wood in banishment,

*“Contentsd with the lot which he,

Book II.
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My highgouled sire, has given me,
The charge the monarch gave, endeared
To all mankind, by all revered,
Peer of the Lord Supreme,
Far better, richer far in gain
Of every blessing than to reign
O'er all the worlds, I deem.
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CANTO CII.

_BHARAT'S TIDINGS.

He spoke : and Bharat thus replied :

¢ If, false to every claim beside,

I ne’er in kingly duties fail,

What will my royal life avail ?

Still should the custom be olserved,
From which our line has never swerved,
Which to the younger son ne’er gives
The kingdom while the elder lives.

Now to Ayodhy4 rich and fair

With me, O Raghu’s son, repair,

Aud to protect and gladden all

Our house, thyself as king install.

A king the world’s opinion deems

A man : to me a God he seems,

Whose life in virtuous thoughts and deeds
The lives of other men exceeds.

When I in distant Kekaya stayed,

And thou badst sought the forest shade,
Our father died, the saints’ delight,

So constant in each holy rite.

Scarce with thy wife and Lakshman thou
_Hadst journeyed forth to keep thy vow,
When r_nourning for his son, forspent,
To heavenly rest the monarch went.
Then up, O lord of men, away !

His funeral rites of water pay :

“T'4nd Satrughna, ere we came,
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Neglected not the sacred claim.
But in the spirit-world, they say,
That gift alone is fresh for aye
Which best beloved hands have poured ;
And thou his dearest art, my lord.
For thee he longed, for thec he grieved, -
His every thought on thee was bent,
And crushed by woe, of thee bereaved,
He thought of thee as hence he went.’
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CANTO CIII.

THE FUNERAL LIBATION.

When Rdma heard from Bharat each
Dark sorrow of his mournful speech,
And tidings of his father dead,

His spirits fell, his senses fled.

For the sad words his brother spoke
Struck on him like a thunder stroke,
Fierce as the bolt which Indra throws,
The victor of his Daitya foes.

Raising his arms in anguish, he,

As when the woodman hews a tree
With its fair flowery branches crowned,
Fainted and fell upon the ground.
Lord of the earth to earth he sank,
Helpless, as when a towering bank
With sudden ruin buries deep

An elepbant who lay asleep.

Then swift his wife and brothers flew,
And water, weeping, o’er him threw.
As slowly sense and strength he gained,
Fast from his eyes the tears he rained,
And then in accents sad and weak
Kakutstha’s son hegan to speak,

And mourning for the monarch dead,
With righteons words to Bharat said :
“What calls me home, when he, alas,

- Has gone the way which all must pass?
-Of him, the best of kings, bercft
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What guardian has Ayodhy4 left ?
How may I please his spirit? how
Delight the high-souled monarch now,
‘Who wept for me ‘and went above

By me ungraced with mourning love ?
Ah, happy brothers! you have paid
Due offerings to his parting shade,
E’en when my banishment is o’er,
Back to my home I go no more,

To look upon the widowed state

Reft of her king, disconsolate.

E’en then, O tamer of the foe,

If to Ayodhyd’s town T go,

‘Who will direct me as of old,

Now other worlds our father hold ?
From whom, my brother, shall T hear
Those words which ever charmed mine ear
And filled my bosom with delight
Whene'er he saw me act aright ¢’

Thus Rima spoke: then nearer came
And looking on his moonbright dame,
¢Sit4, the king is gone,’ he said :.
¢ And Lakshmap, know thy sire is dead,
And with the Gods on high enrolled :
This mournful news has Bharat told.’
He spoke : the noble youths with sighs
Rained down the torrents from their eyes.
And then the brothers of the chief
With words of comfort soothed his grief:
¢ Now to the king our sire who swayed
The carth be due libations paid.’ _
Soon as the monarch’s fate she knew,

_Sharp pangs of grief smote Sitd through:
Nor could she look upon her lord
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With eyes from which the torrents poured.

And Réima strove with tender care

To soothe the weeping dame’s despair, -

And then, with piercing woe distressed,

The mournful Lakshman thus addressed :

¢ Brother, I pray thee bring for me

The pressed fruit of the Ingudi,

And a bark mantle fresh and new,

That I may pay this offeriug due.

First of the three shall Sitd go,

Next thou, and I the last : for so

Moves the funereal pomp of woe.""
Sumantra of the noble mind,

Geuntle and modest, meek and kind,

Who, follower of each princely youth,

To Réama clung with constant truth,

Now with the royal brothers’ aid

The grief of Ridma soothed and stayed,

And lent his arm his lord to guide

Down to the river’s holy side.

That lovely stream the heroes found,

With woods that ever blossomed crowned,

And there in bitter sorrow bent

Their footsteps down the fair descent.

Then where the stream that swiftly flowed

A pure pellucid shallow showed,

The funeral drops they duly shed,

And ‘Father, this be thine,’ they said.

;Bm. he, the lord who ruled the land,

! ¢The order of the procession on these occasions is that the children
precede according to age, theu the women and after that the men ac-
cording to age, the youngest firet and the eldest last : when they de-
scend into the water this is reversed, and resumed when they come
out of it

CAREY AND MARSHEMAN,
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Filled froin the stream ‘his hollowed hand,
And turning to the southern side
Stretched out his arm and weeping ecried :
‘ This sacred water clear and pure,

An offering which shall aye endure,

To thee, O lord of kings, I give :

Accept it where the spirits live!’

Then, when the solemn rite was o’er,
Came Rama to the river shore,
And offered, with his brothers’ aid,
Fresh tribute to his father’s shade.
With jujube fruit he mixed the seed
Of Ingudis from moisture freed,
And placed it on a spot o’erspread
With sacred grass, and weeping said :
¢ Enjoy, great King, the cake which we
Thy children eat and offer thee!
For ne’er do blessed Gods refuse
To share the food which mortals use.’

Then Rima turned him to retrace
The path that brought him to the place,
And up the mountain’s pleasant side
Where lovely lawns lay fair, he hied.
Soon as his cottage door he gained,

His brothers to his breast he strained.
From them and Sit4 in their woes

So loud the cry of weeping rose,

That like the roar of lions round

The mountain rolled the echoing sound.
And Bharat's army shook with fear
The weeping of the chiefs to hear.
"¢ Bharat’, the soldiers cried, *’tis plain,
His brother Réma meets again,

And with these cries that round us ring
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They sorrow for their sire the king.’
Then leaving car and wain behind,
One eager thought in every mind,
Swift toward the weeping, every man,
As each could find a passage, ran,
Some thither bent their eager course
With car, and elephant, and horse,
And youthful captains on their feet
With longing sped their lord to meet,

As though the new-come prince had been

An exile for long years unseen.

Earth beaten in their frantic zeal

By clattering hoof and rumbling wheel,
Sent forth a deafening noise as loud

As heaven when black with many a cloud.

Then, with their consorts gathered near,
'Wild elephants in sudden fear

Rushed to a distant wood, and shed
An odour round them as they fled.
And every silvan thing that dwelt
Within those shades the terror felt,
Deer, lion, tiger, boar, and roe,

Bison, wild-cow, and buffalo.

Aud when the tumult wild they heard,
With trembling pinions flew each bird,
From tree, from thicket, and from lake,
Swan, koil, curlew, crane, and drake.
With men the ground was overspread,
With startled birds the sky o’erhead.
Then on his sacrificial ground

The sinless, glorious chief was found,
T.oading with curses deep and loud

The hump-back and the queen, the crowd,
Whose cheeks were wet, whose eyes were dim,

Book I1.
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In fond affection ran to him.
While the big tears their eyes bedewed,
He looked upon the multitude,
And then as sire and mother do, -
His arms about his loved ones threw.
Some to his feet with reverence pressed,
Some in his arms he strained :
Each friend, with kindly words addressed,
. Due share of honour gained.
Then, by their mighty woe o’ercome,
The weeping heroes’ cry
Filled, like the roar of many a drum,
Hill, cavern, earth, and sky.
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CANTO CIV.

— O

THE MEETING WITH THE QUEENS.

Va$ishtha with his soul athirst

To look again on Réma, first

In line the royal widows placed,

And then the way behind them traced.
The ladies moving, faint and slow,

Saw the fair stream before them flow,
And by the bauk their steps were led
Which the two brothers visited.
Kau$aly4 with her faded cheek

Aud weeping eyes began to speak,
And thus in mournful tones addressed
The queen Sumitrd and the rest :

See, in the wood the bank’s descent,
Which the two orphan youths frequent,
Whose noble spirits never fall,

‘I'hough woes surround them, reft of all.
Thy son with love that never tires
Draws water hence which mine requires.
This day, for lowly toil unfit,

His pious task thy son should quit.’

As on the long-eyed lady strayed,
On holy grass, whose points were laid
Directed to the southern sky,

The funeral offering met her eye.
‘When Rama’s humble gift she spied
Thus to the queens Kaualyé cried :
“The gift of Réma’s hand behold,
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His tribute to the king high-souled,
Offered to him, as texts require,
Lord of Ikshviku’s line, his sire !
Not such I deem the funeral food
Of kings with godlike might endued.
Can he who knew all pleasures, he
Who ruled the earth from sea to sea,
The mighty lord of monarchs, feed
On Ingudi’s extracted seed ?
In all the world there cannot be
A woe, [ ween, more sad to see,
Than that my glorious son should make
His funcral gift of such a cake.
The ancient text I oft have heard
This day is true in cvery word :
‘Nc'er do the blessed Gods refuse
To cat the food their children use’

The ladies soothed the weeping dame :
To Ridma’s hermitage they came,
And there the hero met their eyes
Like a God fallen from the skies.
Him joyless, reft of all, they viewed,
And tears their mournful eyes bedewed.
The truthful hero left his seat,.
And clasped the ladies’ lotus feet,
And they with soft hands brushed away
The dust that on his shoulders lay.
Then Lakshman, when he saw each queen
With weeping eyes and troubled mien,
Near to the royal ladies drew
And paid them gentle reverence too.
He, DaSaratha’s offspring, signed  *
The heir of bliss by Fortune kind,
Received from every dame no less

P

17
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Each mark of love and tenderness,

And Sit4 came and bent before .

The widows, while her eyes rano'er,
And pressed their feet with many a tear.
They when they saw the lady dear .
Pale, worn with dwelling in the wild,
Embraced her as a darling child :

* Daughter of royal Janak, bride

Of Dadaratha’s son,” they cried,

« How couldst thou, offspring of & king,
Endure this woe and suffering

In the wild forest ? When I trace

Each sign of trouble on thy face—
That lotus which the sun has dried,
That lily by the tempest tried,

That gold whereon the dust is spread,
That moon whence ali the light is fled—
Sorrow assails my heart, alas !

As fire consumes the wood and grass.’

Then Réma. as she spoke distressed,
The feet of Saint VaSishtha pressed,

Touched them with reverential love,
Then near him took his seat:

Thus Indra clasps in realms above
The Heavenly Teacher’s' feet.

Then with each counsellor and peer,
Bharat of duteous mind,

With citizens and captains near,
Sat humbly down behind.

When with his hands to him uprdised,
In devotee’s attire,

Bhamt upon his brother gazed
Whose glory shone like fire,

.’ Yrihupcﬁ. the preceptor of the Goda,
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As when the pure Mahendra bends
To the great Lord of Life,

Among his noble crowd of friends
This anxious thought was rife :

¢ What words to Raghu’s son to-day
Will royal Bharat speak,

Whose heart has been so prompt to pay
Obeisance fond and meek ?’

Then steadfast Rdma, Lakshman wise,
Bharat for truth renowned,

Shone like three fires that heavenward rise
With holy priests around.
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CANTO CV.

eSO
RAMA’S SPEECH,

Sr——

A while they sat, each lip compressed,
Then Bharat thus his chief addressed :
* My mother here was made content ;
To me was given the government.
This now, my lord, I yield to thee:
Enjoy it, from all trouble free.
Like a great bridge the floods have rent,
Impetuous in their wild descent,
All other hands but thine in vain
Would strive the burthen to maintain,
In vain the ass with steeds would vie,
With Tarkshya,! birds that wing the sky ;
So, lord of men, my power is slight
To rival thine imperial might.
Great joys his happy days attend
On whom the hopes of men depend,
But wretched is the life he leads
Who still the aid of others necds.
And if the seed a man has sowun,
With care and kindly narture grown,
Rear its huge trunk and spring in time
Too bulky for a dwarf to climb,
Yet, with perpetual blossom gay,
-No fruit upon its boughs display,
. Neé'er can that tree, thus nursed in vain,
Approval of the virtdous gain.

¥ Glatud, the king of birds,
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The simile is meant to be
Applied, O mighty-armed, to thee,
Because, our lord and leader, thou
Protectest not thy people now.
O, be the longing wish fulfilled
Of every chief of house and guild,
To see again their sun-bright lord
Victorious to his realm restored !
As thou returnest through the crowd
Let roars of clephants be loud,
And each fair woman lift her voice
And in her new-found king rejoice.’

The people all with longing moved,
The words that Bharat spoke approved,
And crowding near to Rédma pressed
The hero with the same request.
The steadfast Rdma, when he vicwed
His glorious brother’'s mournful mood,
With cach ambitious thought controlled,
Thus the lamenting prince consoled :
«I cannot do the things I will,
For Rdma is but mortal still.
Fate with supreme, resistless law-
This way and that its slave will draw.
All gathered heaps must waste away,
All lofty lore and powers decay.
Death is the end of life, and all,
Now firmly joined, apart must fall.
One fear the ripened fruit must know,
To fall upon the earth below;
So every man who draws his breath
Must fear inevitable death.
The pillared mansion, high, compact,
Must fall by Time's strong hand attacked ;

421
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So mortal men, the gradual prey

Of eld and ruthless death, decay.

The night that flies no more returns:
Yamun4 for the Ocean yearns;

Swift her impetuous waters flee,

But roll not backward from the sea.
The days and nights pass swiftly by
And steal our moments as they fly,
E’cn as the sun’s unpitying rays

Drink up the floods in summer blaze.
Then for thyself lament and leave

For death of other men to grieve,

For if thou go or if thou stay,

Thy life is shorter day by day.

Death travels with us: death attends
Our steps until our journey ends,
Death, when the traveller wins the goal,
Returns with the returning soul.

The flowing hair grows white and thin,
And wrinkles mark the altered skin.
The ills of age man’s strength assail :
Ah, what can mortal power avail ?
Men joy to see the sun arise,

They watch him set with joyful eyes:
But ne'er reflect, too blind to see,
How fast their own brief mowments flee.
With lovely change for ever new

The seasons’ sweet return they view, -
Nor think with heedless hearts the while
That lives decay as seasons smile.

As haply on the boundless main

Meet drifting logs and part again,

So wives and children, friends and gold,
Ours for a little time we hold :

Book 11,
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Soon by resistless laws of fate

To meet no more we separate.

In all this changing world not one

The common lot of all can shun:

Then why with uscless tears deplore
The dead whom tears can bring no more ?
As onc might stand upon the way

And to a troop of travellers say :

‘If ye allow it, sirs, T too

Will travel on the road with you’:

So why should mortal man lament
When on that path his feet are bent
Which all men living needs must tread,
Where sive and ancestors have led ?
Life flies as torreuts downward fall
Speeding away without reeall,

So virtue should our thoughts engage,
For bliss' is mortals’ heritage.

By ceasceless eare and earnest zeal

For «ervants and for people’s weal,

By gifts, by duty nobly doue,

Our glurious sive the skies has won,
Our lord the king, o’er earth who.reigned,
A Dblissful howe in heaven has gained
By wealth in ample largess speut,

Aud wany a rite maguificent ;

With constant joy from first to last

A long and noble life he passed,
Praised by the good, no tears should dim
Our eyes, O bLrother dear, for him.

His human body, worn and tried

By length of days, he cast aside,

And gained the godlike bliss to stray

} To be won by virtue,
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In Brahma'’s heavenly home for aye,
For such the wise as we are, deep

In Veda lore, should never weep.
Those who are firm and ever wise
Spurn vain lament and idle sighs.
Be self-possessed : thy grief restrain :
Go, in that city dwell again.

Return, O best of men, and be
Obedient to our sire’s decree,

While I with every care fulfil

Our holy father’s righteous will,
Observing in the lonely wood

His charge approved by all the good.’

Thus Riama of the lofty mind

To Bharat spoke his righteous speech,
By every argument designed

Obedience to his sire to teach,

-Book 1,
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CANTO CVI.

BIHARAT'S SFPEECH.

Good Bharat, by the river side,

To virtuous Riina’s gpeech replied,
And thus with varied lore addressed
The prince, while nobles round hiin pressed
‘In all this world whom ¢’er can we
Find cqual, scourge of foes, to thee ?
No ill upon thy bosom weighs,

No thoughts of joy thy spirit raise.
Approved art thou of sages old,

To whom thy doubts are ever told.
Alike in death and life, to thee

The same to be and not to be.

The man who such a soul can gain
Can nc’er be crushed by woce or pain.
Pure as the Gods, high-minded, wisc,
Concealed from thee no sceret lies.
Such glorious gitts are all thine own,
And birth and death to thec are known,
That ill can ne’er thy soul depress
With all-subduing bitterness.

O let my prayer, dear brother, win
Thy pardon for iy mother’s sin,
Wrought for my sake who willed it not
When absent in a distant spot.

Duty alone with binding chains

The vengeance due to crime restrains,
Or on the sinner I should lift
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My hand in retribution swift. - ‘
Can I who know the right, and spring -
From DaSaratha, purest king—:
Can I commit a heinous crime,
Abhorred by all through endless time ?
The aged king I dare not blame,
Who died so rich in holy fame,
My honoured sire, my parted lord,
E'en as a present God adored.
Yet who in lore of daty skilled
So foul a crimne has ever willed,
And dared defy both gain and right
To gratify a woman’s spite ¢
When death draws near, so people say,
.The sense of creatures dies away ;
And he has proved the ancient saw
By acting thus in spite of law.
But O my honoured lord, Le kind,
Dismiss the trespass from thy mind,
The sin the king committed, led
By haste, bis consort’s wrath, and dread.
For he who veils his sire’s offence
With tender care and reverence—
His sons approved by all shall live:
Not =0 their fate who ne’er furgive,
Be thou, my lord, the noble son,
And the vile deed my sire has done,
Abhorred by all the virtuous, ne'er
Resent, lest thon the guilt too share.
Preserve us, for on thee we call,
Our sire, Kaikeyi, me, and all
Thy citizens, thy kith and kiu;
Preserve us-and reverse the sin.
1o live iu woods a devotee
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Can scarce with royal tasks agree,
Nor can the hermit's matted hair
Suit fitly with a ruler’s care,

Do not, my brother, do not still
Pursuc thix life that suits thee ill.
Mid duties of a king we count

His consecration paramount,

That he with ready heurt and hand
May keep his people and his land.
What Warrior born to royal sway
From certain good would turn away,
A doubtful duty to pursue,

That mocks him with the distant view?
Thou wouldst to dutv cleave, and gain
The meed that follows toil and pain.

Tn thy great task no labour spare :

Rule the four castes with justest care.
Mid all the four, the wise prefer

The order of the honseholder:!

Canst thou, whose thoughts to duty cleave,
The best of all the orders leave?

My better thou in lore divine,

My birth, my sense must yield to thine :
While thou, my lord, art here to reign,
How shall my hands the rule maintain ?
O faithful lover of the right,

Take with thy friends the royal might,
Let thy sires’ realm, from trouble free,
Obey her rightful king i thee.
Here let the pricsts and lords of state
Our monarch duly conscerate,

With prayer and holy verses blessed

-— - m e te——

! The four religious ordors, referable to different times of life are,
that of the student. that of Jhe householder, that of the anchorite,
and that of the wendicant.
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By Saint Vasishtha and the rest.
Anointed king by us, again
Seek fair Ayodhy4, there to reign,
And like imperial Indra girt
By Gods of Storm, thy might assert.
From the three debts' acquittance earn,
And with thy wrath the wicked burn,
O’er all of us thy rule extend,
And cheer with boons each faithful friend.
Let thine enthrounewetit, lord, this day
Make all thy lovers glad and gay,
And let all those who hate thee flee
To the ten winds for fear of thee.
Dear lord, mny mother’'s words of hate
With thy sweet virtues expiate,
And from the stain of folly clear
The father whoin we both revere.
-Brother, to me compassion show,
I pray thee with my head bent. low,
And to these friends who on thee call,—
As the Great Father pities all.
But if my tears and prayers be vain,
And thou in woods wilt still remain,
I will with thee my path pursue
And make my home in forests too.’
Thus Bharat strove to bend his will
With suppliant head. but he,
Earth’s lord, inexorable still
Would keep his sire’s deeree.
Tlie firmuess of the noble chief
The wondering people moved,
And rapture mingling with their gricf,
All wept and all approved.

“.‘ ' "To, Godﬂ,mu, and Manes.
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‘How firm his steadfast will, they cried,
* Who keeps his promise thus!

Ah, to Ayodhyd’s town,’ they sighed,
¢ He comes not back with us’

The holy priests, the swains who tilled
The earth, the sons of trade,

And e’en the mournful queens, were filled
With joy as Bharat prayed,

And bent their heads, their weeping stilled
A while, his prayers to aid.
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RAMAS SPEECH.

Thus, by his friends encompassed round,
He spoke, and Rama far renowned

To his dear brother thus replied,
‘Whom holy rites had purified :

‘O thou whom Queen Kaikeyi bare
The best ot kings, thy words are fair.
Our royal father, when of yore

He wed her, to her father swore

The best of kingdoms to confer,

A noble dowry meet for her;

Then, grateful, on the decadly day

Of heavenly Gods’ and demons’ fray,
A future boon on her bestowed

To whose sweet care his life he owed.
She to his mind that promise brought,
And then the best of kings besought
To bid me to the forest flee,

And give the rule, O Prince, to thee.
Thus bound by oath, the king our lord
Gave her those boons of free accord,
And bade me, O thou chief of men,
Live in the woods four years and ten.
1 to this lonely wood have hied

With faithful Lakshmanp by my side,
And Sitd by no fears deterred,
Resolved to keep my father’s word.
And thou, my noble brother, tvo
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Shouldst keep our father’s promise true :
Anointed ruler of the state
Maintain his word inviolate.
From his great debt, dear brother, free
Our lord the king for love of me,
Thy mother’s breast with joy inspire,
Aud from all woe preserve thy sire.
" Tis said, near Gayé’s holy town'
Gaya, great saint of high renown,
This text recited when he paid
Due rites to each ancestial shade:

‘A son is born his sire to free

From Put’s infernal pains:
Hence, saviour of his father, he
The name of Puttra gains.’?

Thus numerous sons are sought by prayer,
In Scripture trained, with graces fair,
That of the number one some day
May fuuneral rites at Gay4 pay.
The mighty saints who lived of old
This holy doctrive ever hold.
Then, best of men, our sire release
From pains of bell, and give him peace.
Now Bharat, to Ayodhy4 speed,
The brave Satrughpa with thee lead,
Take with thee all the twice-born men,
And please each lord and citizen.
I now, O King, without delay

— vt m— amta—— = -
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! Gayd is a very holy cil.y' i;_Belmr. Every good Hindu ought
onco iu his Jife to make funeral offerings in Gay4 in honourof bis

ancestors.

2 Put in the namo of that region of hell to which men are doomed
. who leave no son to perform the funeral rites which are necessary to
agsure the happiness of the departed  Putra, the common word fora
son, is raid by the highest authority to Le derived from Put and éra

deliverer,
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To Dapdak wood will bend my way,
And Lakshman and the Maithil dame
Will follow still, our path the same.
Now, Bharat, lord of men be thou,
And o’er Ayodhy4 reign :
The silvan world to me shall bow,
King of the wild domain.
Yea, let thy joyful steps be bent
To that fair town to-day,
And I as happy and content,
To Dandak wood will stray.
The white umbrella o’er thy brow
Its cooling shade shall throw :
I to the shadow of the bough
And leafy trees will go.
Satrughna, for wise plans renowned,
Shall still on thee attend ;
And Lakshman, ever faithful found,
Be my familiar friend.
Let us his sons, O brother dear,
The path of right pursue,
And keep the king we all revere
Still to his promise true.’
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CANTO CVIIL

JAVALI'S SPEECH.

Lammane o

Thus Réma soothed his brother’s gricf :
Then virtuous Jivili, chief

Of twice-born sages, thius replied

In words that virtue’s law defied :

‘ Hail, Raghn’s priucely son, dismiss

A thought so weak and vain as this.
Canst thou, with lofty heart endowed,
Think with ithe dull ignoble erowd 2 -
For what are tics of kindred 2 can

One profit by a Lrother man

Alone the habe first opes his eyes,
And all alone at last he dies.

The man, T ween, has little sense
Who looks with foolish reverence

QOun father’s or on mother’s name :

In others, none a right may clain.
E'en as a man may leave his home
And to a distant village roam,

Then from his lodging turn away

And journey on the following day,
Such brief posscssion mortals hold

In sire and mother, honse and gold,
And never will the good and wise

The brief uncertain lodging prize.
Nor, best uf men, shouldst thou disowu
Thy sire’s hereditary throne,

~ And tread the rough and stony grouud
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Where hardship, danger, woes abound.
Come, let Ayodhya rich and bright
See thee enthroned with every rite :
Her tresses bound in single braid*
She waits thy coming long delayed.

O come, thou royal Prince, and share
The kingly joys that wait thee there,
And live in bliss transcending price
As Indra lives in Paradise.

The parted king is naught to thee,
Nor right in living maua has he:

The king is one, thou, Prince of men,
Another art: be counsclled then.

Thy royal sire, O chief, has sped

On the long path we all must tread.
The commen lot of all is this,

And thou in vain art robbed of bliss.
For those—aund only those—I weep
Who to the path of duty keep ;

For here they suffer ceaseless wog,
And dying to destruction go.

With pious care, each solemn day,
Will men their funeral offerings pay :
See, how the useful food they waste :
He who is dead no more can taste,

If one is fed, his strength renewed
Whene'er his brother takes his food,
Then offerings to the parted pay :
Scarce will they serve him on his way.
, By._¢rafty knaves these rules were framed,
And to enforce men’s gifts proclaimed :
¢Qive, worship, lead a life austere,

oty

! 1% was the custom »f Indnm women when mourning for their ab-
. m& husbands to bind their bair in & long single braid.
.+ Garey aud Marshman translite, ‘the vue-tailed city.’
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Keep lustral rites, quit pleasures here.’
There is no future life : be wise,

And do, O Prince, as I advise,

Enjoy, my lord, the present bliss,

And things unseen from thought dismiss.
Let this advice thy bosom move,

The counsel sage which all approve ;

To Bharat’s earnest prayer incline,

And take the rule so justly thine.’
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CANTO CIX.

THE PRAISES OF TRUUI.

By sage Jdvili thus addressed,

Rama of truthiful hearts the best,

With perfect skill and wisdom hich
Thns to his speceh made fit renly :

‘Thy words that terapt to bliss ue fair,
But virtue’s garb they falsely wear.

For he from duty’s path who strays

To wander in forbidden ways,

Allured by doctiine fulse and vain,
Praise from the goorld can vever i,
Their lives the true and hoastor show,
Pure and impure, anld high and low.
Else were n>y mark t9 judas Letween
Stainless and stiined and high and mean
They to whose lot fair signs may fall
Wore but as they who lack them «ll,
And those to virtuous thonehts nelined
Were but as men of evil iind

If in the sacred name of right

I do this wrong in duty's spite ;

The path of virtuc meauly qut,

And this polluting <in commiit,

What man who marks the bounds hetween
Virtne and vice with insight keen,
Would rank me high in after time,
Stained with this soul-destroying crimo ?
‘Whither could I, the sinncr, turn,
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How hope a seat in heaven to carn,

If 1 my plighted promise break,

And thus the righteons path foisnke ?
This world of ours is cver led

To walk the ways which others {read,
And as their priuces they behold,

The subjects too their lives will mould.
That truth and mercy still mnust he
Beloved of kings, is Heaven'’s decree.
Upheld by truth the monaieh reigns,
And truth the very world sustaing,
Trath evermore has been the love

Of Loly saints and Gods above,

Aud Le whose lips are truthful here
Wine aften death the highest sphere.
As from a serpent’s deadly tooth,

We shrink from him who scorus the truth.
For holy truth is 1oot and spring

Of justice and each holy thing,

A might that every power trauscends,
Linked to hich Uiss that never ends.
Trath 1« all vittw s surest base,
Supreme in worth and fisst in place,
Oblations, ¢ifts meu offer here,

Vows, sacrifice, and 1ites anstere,

And Holy Wiit, on trath depend :

So men mnst still that truth defond,
Truth, only truth protccrs the land,
By truth unharmed our honses stand ;
Negleet of truth makes men distie wd,
And truth in highest he «ven iz bleased,
Then how can I, rebellivus, break
Comwandments which my father spake—
I ever true and faithfu! found,
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And by my word of honour bound ?

My father’s bridge of truth shall stand
Unharmed by my destructive hand :
Not folly, ignorance, or greed

My darkened soul shall thus mislead.
Have we not heard that God and shade
Turn from the hated offerings paid

By him whose false and fickle mind

No pledge can hold, no promise bind ?
TFruth is all duty : as the soul,

It quickens and supports the whole.

The good respect this duty : hence

Its sacred claims I reverence.

The Warrior’s duty 1 despise

That seeks the wrong in virtue's guisec :
Those claims I shrink from, which the base,
Cruel, and covetous embrace.

The heart conceives the guilty thought,
Then by the hand the sin is wrought,
And with the pair is leagued a third,
The tongue that speaks the lying word.
Fortune and land and name and fame
To man’s best care have right and claim ;
The good will aye to truth adhere,

And its high laws must men revere.
Base were the deed thy lips would teach,
Approved as best by subtle speech.
Shall I my plighted promise break,
That 1 these woods my home would make?
Shall I, as Bbarat's words advise,

My father’s solemn charge despise ?
Firm stands the oath which then before
My father’s face I soothly swore,

Which Queen Kaikeyi’s anxious ear

Book 11.
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Rejoiced with highest joy to hear.

Still in the wood will I remain,

With food prescribed my life sustain,
And please with fruit and roots and flowers
Ancestral shades and heavenly powers,
Here every sense contented, still
Heeding the bounds of good and ill,

My settled course will T pursue,

Firm in my faith and ever true.

Here in this wild and far retreat

Will T my noble task complete;

And Fire and Wind aud Moon shall be
Puartakers of its fruit with me.

A hundred offuiings duly wrought

His rank o’er Gods for Indra bought,
And mighty saints their heaven secured
By torturing years on earth endured’

That scoffing plea the hero spurned,
And thus he spake once more,

Chiding, the while his bosom burned,
Jivili’s impious love :

¢ Justice, and courage ne’er dismayed,
Pity for all distressed,

Truth, loving henour duly paid
To Brihman, God, and guest—

In thesc, the true and virtuous say,
Should lives of men be passed :

They form the right and happy way
That leads to heaven at last.

My father’s thoughtless act I chide
That gave thee honoured place,

Whose soul, from virtue turned aside,
Is faithless, dark, and base.
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Wo rank the Buddhist with the thief,!
Aud all the impious crew

Who sharoe his sinful disbelicf,
And hate the right and true.

Hence never should wise kings who seek
To rule their people woll,

Admit, before their face to speak,
The cursed infidel.

But twice-born men in days gone by,
Of other sort than thoy,

Have wrought good deeds, whose glories high
Aro fresh among us now:

This world they conquered, nor in vain
They strove to win the skies:

The twice-horn hence pure lives maintain,
And fires of worship rise.

Thuse who in virtuc's path delight,
And with the virtuous live,~—

Whose flames of holy zcal are bright,
Whose hands are swift to give,

Who injure none, and good aud mild
In every grace excel,

Whose lives by sin are undefiled,
We love and honour well’

Thas Rawa spoke in righteous rago
Jévili’s speech to chide,

When thus again the virtuous <age
In trutbfnl words weplied :

*The atheist’s lore T use no more,

- Not mine s impious ereed :
His words and doctrine I abhor,

— p——

! The verses in a different motre with which some cantos ond are
alt to be regarded with syspicion. Sohlegol regrets that he did not
exelude them all from his edition, These lines are manifestly spuri-
oun. See ddditional Notes.
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. Assumed at time of need.

E'en as I rose to speak with thee,
The fit occasion came

That bade me use the atheist’s plea
To turn thee from thine aim.

The atheist creed I disavow,
Unsay the words of sin,

And use the faithful’s langunge now
Thy favour, Prince, to win.’

441
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CANTO €X.

THE SONS OF IRSHVAKU}

te—
i

Then spake Va$ishtha who perceived
That Rima’s soul was wroth and grieved :
* Well knows the sage Jéavali all

The changes that the world befall ;

And but to lead thes to revoke

Thy purpose were the words he spoke.
Lord of the world, now hear from me
How first this world began to be.

First water was, and naught beside ;
There earth was formed that stretches wide,
Then with the Gods from out the same
The Self-existent Brahma camec.

Then Brahm4® in a boar’s disgnise

Bade from the deep this earth arise;
Then, with his sons of tranqguil soul,

He made the world and framed the whole.
From subtlest ether Brahma rose :

No end, no loss, no change he knows.

A son had he, Marichi styled,

And Ka$yap was Marichi’s child.

From him Vivasvat sprang: from him
Manu, whose fame shall ne’er be dim.
Manu, who life to mortals gave,

Begot Ikshviku good and brave:

e = (i - b~ o bk A e e i Sr o S

! This genealogy is a repetmon “with slight variation of that given
in Book I. Caxto LXX,

* In Gorresio's recovafon identified with Vishpu. See Muir'e Sunakrit
Texts, Vol, IV. pp. 29, 80.
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First of Ayodhyé’s kings was he,
Pride of her famous dynasty.

From him the glorious Kukshi sprang,
Whose fame through all the regions rang.
Rival of Kukshi’s ancient fame,

His heir the great Vikukshi came.

His son was Véna, lord of might,

His Anarapya, strong in fight.

No famine marred his blissful reign,
No drought destroyed the kindly grain;
Amid the sons of virtue chief,

His happy realm ne’er held a thief.
His son was Prithu, glorious name,
From him the wise Trifanku came:
Fmbodied to the skies he went

For love of truth preéminent.

He left a son renowned afar,

Known by the name of Dhundhumar,
His son succeeding bore the name

Of YuvanéSva dear to fame.

He passed away. Him followed then
His son Mandhitd, king of men.

His son was blest in high ewprise,
Susandhi, fortunate and wise.

Two noble sons had he, to wit
Dhruvasandhi and Prasenajit.

Bharat was Dhruvasandhi’s son :

His glorious arm the conquest won.
Against his son King Asit, rose

In fierce array his royal foes,
Haihayas, Tflajanghas styled,

And Sagivindhus fierce and wild.
Long time he strove, but forced to yield
Fled from his kingdom and the field.
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The wives he left had both coticeived—

So is the ancient tale believed :——

One, of her rival’s hopes afraid,

Fell poison in the viande laid.

It chanced that Chyavan, Bhrigu's child,

Had wandered to the pathless wild

Where proud Hiwmdlaya's lovely height

Detained him with a strange dalight.

Then came the other widowed queen

With lotus eyes and beaunteous micn,

Longing a noble son to bear,

And wooed the saint with sarncst prayer.

When thus Kdlindi, fairest dame,

With reverent supplication came,

To her the holy sage replied :

* O royal lady, from thy side

A glorious son shall spring cre long,

Righteous and true and brave and strong ;

He, scourge of foes aml lofty-souled,

His ancient race shall still uphold.’
Then ronnd the sage the lady weunt,

And bade farewell, most reverent.

Back to her home she turned once more.

And there her promised son she bore.

Because her rival mixed the bane

To render ber conception vain,

And her unripencd fruit destroy,

Sagar she called her rescued boy. !

He, when he paid that solemn rite, ?

Filled living creatares with affright :

Obedient to his high decree

His countless sonts dug out the sea.

* 1 From sa with, and gara poison.
3 Bee Book ‘L Casto XL. '
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Prince Asamanj was Bagar's child :
But him with cruel sin defiled

And loaded with the people’s hata
His father banished from the state.
To Asamanj his consort bare

Bright An§umén his valiant heir.
Anfumén’s son, Dilipa famed,

Begot a son Bhagirath named.

From him renowned Kakutstha came :
Thou bearest still the lineal name.
Kakutstha’s son was Raghu: thou
Art siyled the son of Ragha now.
From him came Purushadak bold,
Fierce hero of gigantic moull :
Kalmdshapida’s name he bore,
Beeeuse his feet were spotted o'er.
Sankhan his son, to manhood grown,
Died sadly with his host o’ertheown,
But ere he perished sprang from him
Sudaran, fuir in face and limb.
TFrom beautiful Sudar§an came
Prince Agnivarpy bright as flame.
His son was Sighraga, for speed”
Unmatched ; and Marn was his seed.
Pragugruka was Maruw’s child :

His son was Ambarisha styled.
Nahush was Ambarisha’s heir

With band to strike and heart to dare,
His son . «< good Nibhig, from youih

Renownel for 14w and truth.

From great Ndbhdy prang children two,

Aga and Suvrat pure a ul true. .
From Ajn Dasaratha cone,

.

Whose virtuous life: was free from blame.

440
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L
His eldest son art thou : his throne,
O famous Réma, is thine own.
Accept the sway so justly thine,
And view the world with eyes benign,
For ever in Tkshviku’s race
The eldest takes his father’s place,
And while he lives no son beside
As lord and king is sanctified.
The rule by Raghu’s children kept
Thou must not spurn to-day.
This realm of peerless wealth accept,
And like thy father sway.’
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CANTO CXI.

COUNSEL TO BIHARAT.

Thus said Va$ishtha, and again
To Rama spake in duteous strain:
< All men the light of life who see
With high respect should look on three:
High honour ne’er must be denied
To father, mother, holy guide.
F¥irst to their sires their birth they owe,
Nursed with maternal love they grow:
Their holy guides fair knowledge teach:
So men should love and honour each.
Thy sire and thou have lcarned of me,
The sacred guide of him and thee,
And if my word thou wilt obey
Thou still wilt keep the virtuous way.
See, with the chiefs of every guild
And all thy friends, this place is filled :
All these, as duty bids, protect;
So still the rightcous path respect.
O, for thine aged mother feel,
Nor spurn the virtuous dame’s appeal :
Obey, O Prince, thy mother dear,
And still to virtue’s path adhere.
Yield thou to Bharat’s fond request,
With earnest supplication pressed,
So wilt thou to thysclf be true,
And faith and duty still pursue.’

Thus by his saintly guide addressed
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With pleas in sweetest tones expreased,
The lord of men in turn replied

To wise Va$ishtha by his side:

‘The fondest son’s observance ne'er
Repays the siro and mother’s care:
The coustaut love that food provides,
And dress, and evory need besides:
Their pleasant words still soft and mild,
Their nurture of the helpless child :
The word which Dasaratha spake,

My king and sire, T nc’er will break.’

Then Bharat of the ample chest
The wise Sumantra thus addressed :
‘ Bring sacred grass, O charioteer,
And strew it on the level here,
For I will xit and watch his face
Until T win my brother’s grace.
Like a robbed Brdhman will I lie,!
Nor taste of food nor turn my cye,
In front of Rim~’s leafy cot,
And till he yicld will leave him not.”
When Bharat saw Sumantra’s eye
Looked up to Réma for roply,
The prince himself in cager hasto
The sacred grass in order placed.
Him great and mighty Rima, best
Of royal saints, in turn addressed :
‘What, Bharat, have I done, that thou
Besiogest me,? a suppliant now ? .
Thus stretched, to foree redross for wrongs
To meun of Brahman birth belongsy,

t A practice which bas frequently been desatibed, ander thy vame
of dherna, by European travellers in Inlia.
. ¥ Compare Miltow's *beseeching ar besieging.’
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Not those upon whose kingly head
The consecrating drops are shed.
Up, lord of men! arise, and quit
This fearful vow for thee wnfit.
Go, brother. seck Ayodhyd’s town,
Fair city of supreme renown.’
But Bharat, as his seat he took.
Cast all around an eager look:
<O people, join your prayers with mine,
And =0 his stubborn heart inchue)
Awld all the people anawored thus:
“‘Full well is Riima known 1o u-.
Right is the word he speaks, and hie
Is faithful to his sire’s deeree s
Nor ean we rashly venture now
To turn him from his purposed vow!
Then Rima spoke: <O Bhavat, Ticed
Thy virtuous tricnds, and mark thetre rede.
Mark well what T and these advise,
Aud duty view with clearer eves,
Thy hand on mine, O hero, place,
Tonch water, aud thy ~in efface
Then Bharat vose s bis hand he dipped,
And prarithing wader sippad
“Each citizen,” he eried, * oive om,
Attend, cach counsellor an | peer,
My wother plauned, by wie untaught,
To win the sway I never sought :
Neler Raghu's son eould T despise,
In duty's lore supremely wise.
Now if obedience to our sire
This dwelling in the woods reguire,
I, till the destined years be spent,
Will dwell alone in banishment.
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The virtuous Réma, wonder-stirred,
The faithful speech of Bharat heard,
And thus the hero’s feelings found
Due utterance, as he gazed around :

‘Still to my father’s word I hold,
Whate’er he bought, or pledged, or sold :
Neé'er shall his living promise be
Annulled by Bharat or by me.

Not thus my task will I evade,

My exile on another laid :

Most wise was Queen Kaikeyi's rede,
And just and good my father’s deed.
Dear Bharat's patient soul I know,
How reverence due he loves to show;
In him, high-souled and faithful found,
Must each auspicious grace abound.
When from the woods I turn again

I with his aid shall nobly reign,
With one so good, of peerless worth,
A glorious lord of happy earth.

Her boon Kaikeyi sought and won:
I, as my father swore, have done:
And O, do thou, my brother dear,

The monarch’s name from falsehood clear.’

Book 11.
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CANTO CXIL.

—— s
THE SANDALS.

——

High wonder mingled with delight

Took the great sages at the sight,

Thrilling their breasts who came to view

The meeting of the peerless two.

The saints and sages’ holy train

Departed to their home again,

And high each holy voice was raised,

And thus the glorious brothers praised.
¢ High fate is his, the sire of two

Most virtuous sons, so brave and true :

With wonder and with joy intense

Our ears have heard their couference.

Then the great sages, longing all

To sec the ten-necked tyrant' fall,

To Bharat, bravest of the brave,

Their salutary counsel gave : )

O thou of lofty lincage born,
Whom wisdom, conduct, fame adorn,
Thou for thy honoured father’s sake
Shouldst Rima’s righteous counsel take.
All debts to Queen Kaikeyi paid,

Thy sire his home in heaven has made,
So virtuons Réma we would see

From filial obligation free.’

Thus gave each royal sage advice,

T Ten-headed, ten-necked, ten- hoed, are gommon epitheta ¢ of Bﬁm
tln giant king of Lankd, -
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High saint. and bard of Paradise ;
Then ¢uickly vanishing from view
Bach to his proper home withdiew.
Then Rima’s face his raptire showed,
And his full heart with joy o'cifloned,
While, as the sages parted thenee,

He pud his humble roverence,

Then Bharat shool in every Tiab
As suppliant thus he spadee to lome:
“The duty ot a king rospeat,

Held by owr race m agh v it s

And O, thy giacious car inclime

To heed my motiw’s pros roawd onn,
The mughty realm v vule wad Jund
For me e s ta-h too hin

No power wave L the ove 4o g n

Of noble ertizen, ared swun

Al those who koow thee, wutior fin nd,
On theo ther o 2oy abwnees B nd,

As Libowrineg hun v wno ull toe plun
Look tordly for the Lo Lot Ran,

0 W paent I’Iim'«*, ﬂx_\ ll':llll\ Ny,
And make s fiom tonn crons siu,
Kakatsthe's Son, thy 1o ehity arm

Can keep the nion Lee o hunia
He spoke, and {1l in sorron diownad
At Rima’s feet npon the vronad,

And there the hero sued and <ighod,
And ¢ Hear me, Raght's som” bie el

Then Rénia raised him up, and pres~ced

His brother to his loving bieast,
Aud sweetly as o wild swun cried
To Bharat dark and Jotus-eved :

“So just and true thy geuctous oml,

Book IT
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Thy hand may well this earth control ;

But many a <age his aid will Iond,

With ecounscllor, aud peer, and fiiend :

With these advise : their connsed ask,

And so perform thy auduaons task,

The moon Jis beanty may forgo,

The cold forsale the s of Snow,

And Ocean v'or his hanks may sweep,

But T my fath s wond sill keep

Now whether fove of thee or greed

Thy mother lod t plan the dedd,

Forth fiom thy breast the memoy throw,

And filnd love and 1everenee show’
Thus cpake K wiSalyd’s son : agam

Bhuat rephed i humble drain

To hinm who matchad the sun in might

And Ioncly as the young moon’s hght:

*Pu . noble nothwy, T enticat,

These «urdals on thy blessed foet:

The ~e, lor 1 of naen, wih cold-bedecked,

The 1cahm and people will protoet.
Then Rama a- Tus lanthar prayed,

Poncath hos foct the sameals oid;

And these with foud aftecuon gove

To Bharat's hand, the good and have

Then Bhatat bowed his reverent head

And thus awin to Rama said

“Throush fourteen seasons will I wear

The bermit's diess and wmvttad haiv:

With buit and roots wy hte snstain,

And still beyoud the realn remain,

Longing for thee to come again

The vule and all atfurs of state

1 to these shoes will delegate,
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And if, O tamer of thy foes,
When fourteen years bave reached their close,
T see thee not that day return,
The kindled fire my frame shall butn,’
Then Réma to his bosom drew
Dear Bharat and Satrughna too :
¢ Be, never wroth,’ he cried, ‘ with her,
Kaikeyt's guardian minister :
This, glory of Ikshvdku’s line,
Is Sitd’s earnest prayer and mine.
He spoke, and as the big tears fell,
To his dear brother bade farewell.
Round R4ma, Bharat strong and bold
In humble reverence paced,
When the bright sandals wrought with gold
Above his brows were placed.
The royal elephant who led
The glorious pomp he found,
And on the monster’s mighty head
Those sandals duly bound.
Then noble R4ma, born to swell
The glories of bis race,
To all in order bade farewell
With love and tender grace—
To brothers, counsellors, and peers,—
Still firm, in duty proved,
Firm, as the Lord of Snow uprears
His mountains unremoved.
No queen, for choking sobs and sighs,
Could say her last adieu :
Then Réma bowed, with flooded eyes,
And to his cot withdrew.
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CANTO CXIII.

BHARATS RETURN.

Bearing the sandals on his head
Away triumphant Bharat sped,

And clomb, fatrughna by his side,
The car wherein he wont to ride.
Before the mighty army went

The lords for counsel eminent,
Vasishtha, Vamadeva next,

Javidli, pure with prayer and text.
Then from that lovely river they
Turned eastward on their homeward way
With reverent steps from left to right
They circled Chitrakudta’s height,

And viewed his peaks on every side
With stains of thousand metals dyed.
Then Bharat saw, not far away,
‘Where Bharadvija’s dwelling lay,
And when the chieftain bold and sage
Had reached that holy hermnitage,
Down from the car he sprang to greet
The saint, and bowed before his feet.
High rapture filled the hermit’s breast,
Who thus the royal prince addressed :
¢Say, Bharat, is thy duty doune ?

Hast thou with R4ma met, my son ? ~

The chief whose soul to virtue clave
This answer to the hermit gave:
*1 prayed him with our holy guide :
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But Raghu'’s son our prayer denied,
And long besought by hoth of us
He anwered Suint Vafishtha thus ;
‘ True to my vow, I still will be
Observant of my sire’s decree :
Till fourteen years compiete their conrse
That promise shall remain in force
The saint in highest wisdom tanght,
These solemn words with wisdow feanght,
To him in lore of language learuc |
Most eloquent himself retuined:
¢Obey my rede : iet Bharat hold
This pair of sandals decked with gold :
They in Ayodhyd shall ensare
Our welfure, and our hliss secure.’
When Rd:ua heard the royal priest
He rose, and looking to the east
Consignad the sandals to my hanld
That they for him might gnard the lanl,
Then fromn the high-souled chict’s abode
I turned apon my homoeward road,
Dismissed by him, and now this pair
Of sandals to Ayodhyd bear!

T'o him the herit thus replied,
By Bharat’s tidings gratified :
* No arvel thonghts <o just and trae,
Thou best of all who right pursue,
Should dwell in thee, O Prince of meun,
As waters gather in the glen.
He is not dead : we monrn in vain :
Thy blessed father lives again,
Whose noble son we thus behold
Like Virtue's self in human mould’

‘He ceased : before him Bharat foll
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To clasp his feet, and said farewell :
His reverent steps around him bent,
And onward to Ayodhyd went.

His host of followers stretching far
With many an elephant and ecar,
Waggon and steed, a mighty train,
Traversed their homeward way again.
O'er holy Yumuni they sped,

Fair strean, with waves engarlanded,
And then ouce more the rivers” queen,
The blessed Gangd ’s self was seen.
Then making o’cr that flood his way,
Where crocodiles and monsters lay,
The king to S‘ringavem drew

His host and royal retinue.

Bis ouward way he thenee pursned,
And soou renowued Ayodhyd viewed.
Then burnt by woe and sad of cheer
Bharat addressed the charioteer :

< Al, sce, Ayodhyid dack and sad,
Her glory gone, onee bright and glad :
Of joy aud heauty reft, forlorn,

In silént grief she scems to mourn.’
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CANTO CXIV.

B
BHARATS DEPARTURE.

e —

Deep, pleasant was the chariot's sound
As royal Bharat, far renowned,
Whirled by his mettled coursers fast
Within Ayodhy4's city passed.
There dark and drear was every home
Where cats and owls had space to roam,
As when the shades of midnight fall
With blackest gloom, and cover all:
As Robiui, dear spouse of him
Whomn Réhu hates,' grows faint and dim,
When, as she shines on high alone,
The demon’s shade is o’er her thrown :
As burnt by summer’s heat a rill
Scarce trickling from her parent hill,
yith dying fish in pools balf dried,
And fainting birds upon her side :
As sacrificial flames arise
‘When holy eil their food supplies,
But when no more the fire is fed
Sink lustreless and cold and dead:
Like some brave host that filled the plain,
. With harness rent and captains slain,
When warrior, elephant, and steed
~Mingled in wild confusion bleed :
As when, all spent ber store of worth,

.} Tue spouse of Rohint is the Moon : Rihu is the demon who eauses
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Rocks from her base the lobsened earth :

Like a sad fallen star no more

Wearing the lovely light it wore:

So mournful in her lost estate

Was that sad town disconsolate.

Then car-borne Bharat, good and brave,

Thus spake to him the steeds who drave:

‘Why are Ayodhy4’s streets so mute?

Where is the voice of lyre and lute?

Why sounds not, as of old, to-day

The music of the minstrel’s lay ?

‘Where are the wreaths they used to twine ?

Where are the blossoms and the wine ?

Where is the cool refreshing scent

Of sandal dust with aloe blent ?

The elephant’s impatient roar,

The din of cars, I hear no more:

No more the horse’s pleasant neigh

Rings out to meet me on my way.

Ayodhyd’s youths, since Rdma’s flight,

Have lost their relish for delight :

Her men roam forth no more, nor care

Bright garlands round their necks to wear.

All grieve for banished Rima: feast,

And revelry and song have ceased :

Like a black night when floods pour down,

So dark and gloomy is the town.

When will he come to make them gay

Like some auspicious holiday ?

When will my brother, like a cloud

At summer's close, make glad the crowd ?’
Then through the streets the hero rode,

And passed within his sire’s abode,

~ Like some deserted lion’s den,



480 THE RAMAYAN. Book 1I.

Forsaken by the lord of men.

Then to the inner bowers he came,

Once happy home of mavy a dame,
Now gloomy, sad, and drear,

Dark as of old that sunless day

When wept the Gods in wild dismay :
There poured he many a tear.

1 ¢ Once,” says the Commentdtor Tirtha, ‘in the battle belween the
Cods and demons the Gods were vauquished, and the aun  was over-
thrown by ltibu. At the request of the Gods Atri undertovk the
management of the sun for a week.’
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CANTO CXY.

—tor—
VANDIGRAN
———e
Then when the pious chief had seen
Lodged in her home each widowed queen,
Still with his burning grief oppressed
His holy guiles he thus addressed :
‘1 go to Nandigrim : adien,
This day, my lords to all of you:
I go, my load of grief to Lear,
Reft of the son of Ragchn, there.
The king my sire, alas, is dead,
And Rima to the forest flod ;
There will T wait till Lie, restored,
Shall rule the realm, its rightful lovd’
They heard the high-soulsd prinee’s speech,
And thus with ready ans<wer cach
“Of those great fonds their chief addressed,
With Saint Vadishtha and the rést:
¢ Good are the words which thou hast said,
By bratherly affection lod,
Like thine own self, a faithiul friend,
True to thy brother to the end :
A heart like thive must all approve,
Which naught from virtues path can move.
Soon as the words he loved to hear
Fell upon Bharat’s joyful car,
Thus to the charioteer he spoke:
‘My car with speed. Smuantra, yoke’

B T -

" ¥ Now Nundgaon, in Oudh.
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Then Bharat with delighted mien
Obeisance paid to every queen,

And with Satrughna by his side
Mounting the car away he hied.
With lords, and priests in long array
The brothers hastened on their way,
Anud the great pomp the Brihmans led
With Saint Vagishtha at their head.
Then every face was eastward bent
As on to Nandigrim they went.
Behind the army followed, all
Unsummeoned by their loaders’ call,
Aud steeds and elephants and men
Streamerd forth with every citizen.
As Bharat in his chariot rode

His heart with love fraternal glowed,
And with the sandals on his head
To Nandigrdm he quickly <ped.
Within the town he swiftly pressed,
Alighted, and his guides addiessed :
‘To me in trust my brother’s hand
Consigned the loudship of the land,

When he these gold-wrought sandals gave

A~ emhlems to protect and save.
Then Bharat howed, and from his head
The sacred pledge deposited,
And thus to all the prople eried
'Who ringed him round on every side :
¢ Haste, for these sandals quickly bring
"The canopy that shades the king.
Pay ye to them all reverence meet
As to my elder brothec’s feet,
. For they will right and law maintain
®Wutil King Réma come aguaiu.

Book II.
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My brother with a loving mind

These sandals to my charge consigned :
I till be come will guard with care

The sacred trust for Raghu’s heir.

My watchful task will soon be done,
The pledge restored to Raghu’s son ;
Then shall I see, his wanderings o'er,
These sandals on his feet once more,
My brother I shall meet at last,

_The burthen from my shoulders cast,
To Réma’s hand the realm restore
And serve my elder as before,

. When Riima takes again this pair

Of sandals kept with pious care,

And here his glorious reigu begins,

I shall be cleansed from all my sins,

When the glad people’s voices ring
With welcome to the new-made king,

Joy will be mine four-fold as great

As if supreme I ruled the state.’

Thus humbly spoke in sad lament

The chief in fame preéminent :

Thus, by his reverent lords obeyed,

At Nandigrdm the kingdom swayed,

With hermit’s dress and matted hair

He dwelt with all his army there.

The sandals of his brother’s feet

Installed upon the royal seat,

He, all his powers to them referred,

Affairs of state administered.

Iu every care, in every task,
When golden store was brought,
He first, as though their rede to ask,
Those royal sandais sought.
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CANTO CXVIL.

——— e

THE HERMII'S SPEECH.

When Bharat took his homeward road
Still Rama in the wood abode:
But soon he marked the fear and care
That darkened all the hermits there.
For all who dweltl hefore the hill
Were sad with dread of coming ill :
Each holy brow was lined by thought,
And Rima's side they often songht.
With gatliering frowns the prince they cyed,
And then withdrew and talked aside.
Then Rachu's son with anxions breast
The leader of the saints: addressed :
¢ Can anght that I have dene displease,
O revereud Sage, the devotoees?
Why are their loving looks, O say,
Thus sadly changed or turned away ?
Has Lakshmap throngh his waut of heed
Offended with unscomly deed ¢
Or i3 the gentle Siti, ~he
Who loved to hononr you and me—
Is she the cause of this offence,
Eailing in lowly revercnee 27’
~One sage, o’er whom, exceeding old,
Had many a year of penance rolied,
Trewbling in every aged lunb
Thus for the rest .r‘eplied to Lim :
‘How could we, O beloved, blaiae
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Thy lofty-souled Videhan dame,

Who in the good of all delights,

Aud more than all of anchorites ?

But yet through thee a numbing dread
Of fiends among our band has spreud ;
Obstructed by the demons’ art

The trembling hermits talk apart.

For Ravan’s brother, overbold,
Named Khara, of gigantic mould,
Vexes with fury fierce and fell

All those in Janasthdn ' who dwell.
Resistless in his cruel deeds,

On tlesh of men the monster feeds :
Sinful and arrogant is he,

And looks with special hate on thee.
Since thou, beloved son, hast made
Thy home within this holy shade,
The ficnds have vexed with wilder rage
The dwellers of the hermitage.

In many a wild and dreadful form
Around the trembling saints they swarm,
With hideous shape aud foul disguise
Their terrify our holy eyes. y
They make our leathing sonls endure
Insult and scorn and sights impure,
And flocking round the altars stay
The holy rites we love to pay.

In every spot throughout the grove
With evil thoughts the mousters rove,
Assailing with their secret might
Each unasuspecting anchorite.

Ladle and dish away they fling,

Our fires with floods u‘&tm"‘mshl g,

B R ks et ——

i A part of the ;,reat Dmd.uk fomst
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And when the sacred flame should burn
They trample on each water-urn.
Now when they sce their sacred wood
Plagued by this impious brotherhood,
The troubled saints away would roam
And seek in other shades a home :
Hence will we fly, O Réma, ere
The cruel fiends our bodies tear.
Not far away a forest lies
Rich in the roots and fruit we prize,
To this will I and all repair
And join the holy hermits there :
Be wise, and with us thither flce
Before this Khara injure thee.
Mighty art thou, O Rama, yet
Each day with peril is beset,
If with thy consort by thy side
Thou in this wood wilt still abide.’
He ceaséll : the words the hero spake
The hermit’s purpose failed to break :
To Raghu’s son farewell he said,
And blessed the chief and comforted ;
Then with the rest the holy sage
Departed from the hermitage.
So from the wocd the saints withdrew,
And Réma bidding all adieu
In lowly revercnce bent :
Instructed by their friendly speech,
Blest with the gracious love of each,
To his pure home he went.
Nor would the son of Raghu stray
A moment from that grove away
From which the saints had ted,
JAnd many a hermit thither came
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Attracted by his saintly fame
And the pure life he led.
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CANTO CXVII.

ANASUYA.

But dwelling in that lonely spot )

Left by the hermits pleased him not.
‘I met the faithfal Bharat here,

The townsmen, and my mother dear :
The paiuful memory lingers yaot,

Anud stings me with a vain regret.

And here the host of Bharat camped,
And mauy a courser herc has stamped,
And elephants with pouderous feet
Have trampled through the calm retreat.
So forth to seek a home he hied,

His spouse and Lakshmanp by his side.
He came to Atri’s pure retreat,

Paid reverence to his holy feet,

And from the saint such welcome won
As a fond father gives his son.

The noble prince with joy unfeigned
As a dear guest he eutertained,

And cheered the glorious Lakshman too
And Sitd with observance due.

Then Anasidy# at the call

Of him who sought the good of all,
His blameless venerable spouse,

" Delighting in her holy vows,

‘Came from her chamber to his side :

_ To her the virtiuous hermit cried :

© *Receive, I pray, with friendly grace -

r
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This dame of Maithil monarchs’ race:
To Réama next made known his wife,
The devotee of saintliest life :
‘*Ten thousand years this votaress Lent
On sternest rites of penance spent ;
She when the clouds withheld their rain,
And drought ten years consumed the plain,
Caused grateful roots and fruit to grow
And ordered Ganga here to flow :
So from their cares the saints she freed,
Not let these checks their rites impede.
She wrought in Heaven’s behalf, and made
Ten nights of one, the Gods to aid :'
Let holy Anasiyé be
An honoured meother, Prince, to thee.
Let thy Vidchan spouse draw near
To her whom all that hive revere,
Stricken in years, whose loving mind
Is slow to wrath and ever kind.’
He ceased : and Rdma gave assent,
And said, with cyes on Sitd bent:
<O Princess, thou hast heard with me
This counsel of the devotee: :
Now that her tonch thy soul may bless,
Approach the saintly votaress :
Come to the venerable dame,
Far known by Anasiyd’s name:
The mighty things that she has done
High glory in the world have won.’
Thus spoke the son of Ragbu: she
Approached the saintly devotee,
Who with her white locks, old and frail,

! When the saint Maadavya liad dovmed som» saint’s wife, who was
A\\ﬁﬁyxi’s friend to breviue a widew an the 1otow,
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Shook like a plantain in the gale.
To that true spouse she bowed her head,
And ‘Lady, I am Sit4,’ said :
Raised suppliant hands and prayed her tell
That all was prosperous and well.

The aged matron, when she saw
Fair Sit4 true to duty’s law,
Addressed her thus: ‘High fate is thine
Whose thoughts to virtue still incline.
Thou, lady of the noble mind,
Hast kin and state and wealth resigned
To follow Rama forced to tread
Where solitary woods are spread.
Those women gain high spheres above
Who still unchanged their husbands love,
Whether they dwell in town or wood,
Whether their hearts be ill or good.
Though wicked, poor, or led away
In love's forbidden paths to stray,
The noble matron still will decn
Her lord a deity supreme,
Regarding kin and friendship, 1
Can sec no better, holier tie,
And every penance-rite is dim
Beside the joy of serving him.
But dark is this to her whose mind
Promptings of idle fancy blind,
Who led by evil thoughts away
Makes him who should command obey.
Such women, O dear Maithil dame,
Their virtue lose and honest, fame,
Enslaved by sin and folly, led
In these unholy paths to trcad.
But they who good and true like thee
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The present and the future see,
Like men by holy deeds will rise
To mansions in the blissful skies.
So keep thee pure from taint of sin,
.Still to thy lord be true,
And fame and merit shalt thou win,
To thy devotion due.’
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CANTO CXVIII.

ANASUYA'S GIFTS.

Thus by the holy dame addressed
Who banished envy from her breast,
Her lowly reverence Sitd paid,

And softly thus her answer made :

‘ No marvel, best of dames, thy speech
The duties of a wife should teach :
Yet I, O lady, also know

Due reverence to my lord to show.
Were he the meanest of the base,
Unhonoured with a single grace,

My husband still T ne’er would leave,
But firm through all to him would cleave
Still rather to a lord like mine
‘Whose virtues high-exalted shine,
Compassionate, of lofty soul,

With every sense in due control,
True in his love, of righteons mind,
Like a dear sire and mother kind.

. Jen am he ever loves to treat
.Kau§aly6 with observance meet,

-Has his behaviour ever been

.To every otherhounoured queen.

Nay, more, a sonlike reverence shows
Th¢ noble R4ma e’en to those

On whom the king his father set

His eyes one moment, to forget,

; Peep in'my heart the words are storcd,
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Said by the mother of my lord,

When from my home I turved away
Iu the lone fearful woods to stray.
The counsel of my mother deep
Impressed upon my soul I keep,
When by the fire I took my stand,
And Réma clasped in his my hand.
And in my bosom cherished yet,

My friends’ advice I ne’er forget :
Woman her holiest oftering pays
When she her husband’s will obeys.
Good Sdvitri her lord obeyed,

And a high saint in heaven was made,
And for the sclf-same virtue thou
Hast heaven in thy possession now.
And she with whom no dame could vie,
Now a bright Goddess in the sky,
Sweet Rohini the Moon’s dear Queen,
Withiout her lord is never seen :

And many a faithful wife beside

For her pure love is glorified.”

Thus Sitd spake : soft rapture stole
Through Anasiyd's saintly soul :»
Kisses on Sitd’s head she pressed,

And thus the Maithil dame addressed :
‘I by long rites and toils endured
Rich store of merit have secured :
From this my wealth will I.bestow

A blessing ere I let thee go.

So right and wise and true each word

That from thy lips mine ears have heard,

I love thee: bo my pleasing task
To grant the boon that thou shalt ask.’
Then Sit4 marvelled much, and while
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Played o'er her lips a gentle smile,-. .. -
¢ All bas been done, O Saint,” shecried,
And naught remains to wish beside.

She spake ; the lady’s meek reply
Swelled Anasdy4’s rapture high :
¢Sit4,” she said, ‘my gift to-day
Thy sweet contentment shall repay.
Accept this precious robe to wear,

Of heavenly fabric, rich and rare,
These gems thy limbs to ornament,
This precious balsam sweet of scent.
O Maithil dame, this gift of mine
Shall make thy limbs with beauty shine,
And breathing o’er thy frame dispense
Its pure and lasting influence.

This balsam on thy fair limbs spread
New radiance on thy lord shall shed,
As Lakshmi’s beauty lends a grace
To Vishnu’s own celestial face.

Then Sitd took the gift the dame
Bestowed on her in friendship’s name,
The balsam, gems, and robe divine,
And garlands wreathed of bloomy twine;
Then sat her down, with reverence meet,
At saintly Anasiyd’s feet.

The matron rich in rites and vows
Turned her to Rdma’s Maithil spouse,
And questioned thus in turn to hear
A pleasant tale to charm her ear:
«Sit4, 'tis said that Raghu’s son

- Thy hand, mid gathered suitors, won.

"+ T fain would hear thee, lady, tell

" The atory as it all befell :

‘o ;!)'g:yh@u,“rqp_eat,each thing that passed,

N
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Reviewing all from first to last.’

Thus spake the dame to Sit4: she
Replying to the devotee,
‘Then, lady, thy attention lend,’
Rehearsed the story to the end :
‘King Janak, just and brave and strong,
‘Who loves the right and hates the wrong,
Well skilled in what the law ordains
For Warriors, o'er Videha reigns.
Guiding one morn the plough, his hand
Marked out for rites the sacred land,
When, as the ploughshare cleft the earth,
Child of the king I leapt to birth.
Then as the ground he smoothed and cleared,
He saw me all with dust besmeared,
And on the new-found babe, amazed
The ruler of Videha gazed.
In childless love the monarch pressed
The welcome infant to his breast :
‘My daughter,” thus he cried, ‘is she:’
And as his child he cared for me.
Forth from the sky was heard o’erhead
As 'twere a human voice that said :
*Yea, even so: great King, this child
Henceforth thine own be justly styled.
Videha's monarch, virtuous-souled,
Rejoiced o’er me with joy untold,
Delighting in his new-won prize,
The darling of his heart and eyes.
To his chief queen of saintly mind
The precious treasure he consigned,
And by her side she saw me grow,
Nursed with the love which mothers know.
Then as he saw the scasons fly,
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And knew my marriage-time was nigh,
My sire was vexed with care, as sad

As one who mourns the wealth he had :
‘Scorn on the maiden’s sire must wait
From men of high and low estate :
The virgin’s father all despise,

Though Indra’s peer, who rules the skies.’
More near he saw, and still more near,
The scorn that filled his soul with fear,
On trouble’s hillowy ocean tossed,

Like one whose shattered bark is lost.
My father knowing how I came,

No daughter of a mortal dame,

In all the regious failed to see

A bridegroom meet to match with me.
Each way with anxious thonght he scanncd.
And thus at length the monarch planned :
‘ The Bride’s Election will 1 hold,
With every rite preseribed of old.’

It pleased King Vainn to hestow
Quiver and shafts and heavenly bow
Upon my father's »ire who reigned,
When Dak<ha his great rite ordained.
Where was the man might bend or lift
With utmost toil that woudrous gift 2
Not e’en in dreams could mortal king
Strain the great bow or draw the string
Of this tremendous bow poscessed,

My truthful father thus addressed

The lords of many a region, all
Assembled at the monarch’s call :

¢ Whoe'er this bow can manage, he
The husband of my child shall be.
The suitors viewed with hopeless oves

Book II.
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That wondrous bow of mountain size,

Then to my sire they bade adieu,

And all with humbled hearts withdrew.

At length with Vi§vamitra came

This son of Raghu, dear to fame ;

The royal sacrifice to view

Near to my father’s home he drew,

His brother Lakshman by his side,

Réma, in deeds heroic tried.

My sire with honour entertained

The saint in lore of duty trained,

Who thus in turn addressed the king :

‘ Rama and Lakshman here who spring

From royal DaSaratha, Jong

To sce thy bow so passing strong.”
Before the prince’s eyes was laid

That marvel, as the Brihman prayed.

One moment on the bow he gazed,

Quick to the notch the string he raised,

Then, in the wondering people’s view,

The cord with mighty force he drew.

Then with an awful crash as loud

As thunderbolts’ that cleave thé clond,

The bow beneath the matchless strain

Of arms heroic snapped in twain.

Thus, giving purest water, he,

My sire, to Rdma offered me.

The prince the offered gift declined

Till he should learn his father’s mind ;

So horsemen swift Ayodhyd sought

'And back her aged monarch brought.

Me then my sire to Rima gave,

Self-ruled, the bravest of the brave.

And Urmilé, the next to me,
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Graced with all gifts, most fair to see,
My sire with Raghu’s house allied,
And gave her to be Lakshmap’s bride.
Thus from the princes of the land
Lord Réma won my maiden hand,
And him exalted high above

Heroic chiefs I truly love.
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CANTO CXIX.

THE FOREST.

When Anasdy4, virtuous-souled,

Had heard the tale by Sita told,

She kissed the lady’s brow and laced
Her loving arms around her waist.

¢ With sweet-toned words distinct and clear
Thy plcasant tale has charmed mine ear,
How the great king thy father held
That Maiden’s Choice unparalleled.

But now the sun has sunk from sight,
And left the world to holy Night.
Hark ! how the leafy thickets sound
With gathering birds that twitter round :
They sought their food by day, and all
Flock homeward when the shadows fall.
See, hither comes the hermit band,
Each with his pitcher in his hand :
Fresh from the bath, their locks are wet,
Their coats of bark are dripping yet.
Here saints their fires of worship tend,
Angd curling wreaths of smoke ascend :
Borne on the flames they mount above,
Dark as the brown wings of the dove.
The distant trees, though well-nigh bare,
Gloom thickened by the evening air,
And in the faint uncertain light

Shut the horizon from our sight.

The beasts that prowl in darkness rove
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On every side about the grove,

And the tame deer, at ease reclined
Their shelter near the altars find.
The night o’er all the sky is spiead,
With lunar stars engarlanded,

And risen in his robes of light

The moon is beautifully bright.
Now to thy lord I bid thee go:

Thy pleasant tale has charmed me so :
One thing aloue I needs must pray,
Before me first thyself array :

Here in thy heavenly raiment <hine,
And glad, dear love, these eyes of mine)
Then like a heavenly Goddess shone

Fair Sitd with that raiment on.
She bowed her to the matron’s fect,
Then turned away her lord to ment,
The hero prince with joy surveyed
His Sit4 in Ler robes arrayed,
As glorivus to his arms she came
With love-gifts of the saintly dame.
She told hitn how the saint to show
Her fond affection would bestow
That garland of eelestial twine,
Those ornaments and robes divine.
Then Réama’s heart, nor Lakshman’s less,
Was filled with pride and happiness,
For honours high had Sitd gained,
Which mortal dames have scarce obtained.
There honoured by cach pious sage
Who dwelt within the hermitage,
Beside his darling well content
That sacred night the hero spent.
The princes, when the night bad fled,



Canto CXIX. THE RAMAYAN. 481

Farewell to all the hermits said,

Who gaze 1 upon the distant shade,

Their lustral 1ites and offerings paid

The saints who mad  their dwelling there

In words Iike these addiessed the par:

<O Princes, monsters ficrce and fell

Around that distant forest dwell

On blood from human veins they feed,

And various forms assume at need,

With «avage beasts of fearful power

That hutnan flesh and blood devour.

Our hely saints they rend and tear

When met alone or unaware,

And cat them in their eruel joy ¢

These chase, O R una, or di <troy.

By this one parh our hermits go

To tetel the finits that yonder grow :

3v this O Pnnee, thy feet should stiay

Through puthless torcsrs tar anway’
Thus by the tever nt saints addressed,

And 1 v thaw ptavers auspicious blessed,
He lcit the holy crowd :

His wite and biother by his <ide, *

Withn the nirghty wood be hied.

So swmiks the Doy-tGod m bis pride
Bencath a bank of cloud.
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G
PAGE 4.

Suivvu, a king whom earth obeyed,
Once to a hawk a promise made.

The following is a free version of this very ancient
story which occars more than once in the Mahdbhdrat :

THE SUPPLIANT DOVE.

Chased by a hawk there came a dove
With worn and weary wing,

And took her stand upon the hand
Of Kési’s mighty king.

The monarch smoothed her ruffled plumes
And laid her on his breast,

And cried, ¢ No fear shall vex thee here,
Rest, pretty egg-born, rest !

Fair Ka${'s realm is rich and wide,
With golden harvests gay,

But all that’s mine will I resign-
Ere I my guest betray’.

But panting for his half won spoil
The hawk was close behind,

And with wild cry and eager eye
Came swooping down the wind :

¢ This bird’, he cried, * my destined. prize,
"Tis not for thee to shield::;

"Tis mine by right and toilsome- Sighit
Q’er hill and dale and fields.

Hunger and thirst oppress me- gone;,
And I am faint with toil:
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Thou shouldst not stay a bird of prey
Who claims his rightful spoil.
They say thou art a glorious king,
And justice is thy care:
Then justly reign in thy domain,
Nor rob the birds of air’.
Then cried the king: ‘A cow or deer
For thee shall straightway bleed,
Or let a ram or tender lamb
Be slain, for thee to feed.
Mine oath forbids me to betray
My little twice-born guest :
See how she clings with trembling wings
To her protector’s breast.’
‘ No flesh of lambs, the hawk replied,
¢ No blood of deer for me ;
The falcon loves to feed on doves,
And such is Heaven’s decree.
But if affection for the dove
Thy pitying heart has stirred,
Let thine own flesh my maw refresh,
Weighed down against the bird.”
He carved the flesh from off his side,
And threw it in the scale,
While women’s cries smote on the skies
With loud lament and wail.
He hacked the flesh from side and arm,
From chest and back and thigh,
Bat still abeve the little dove
" The monarch’s scale stood high.
He heaped the scale with piles of flesh,
With sinews, blood, and skin,
Aud when alone was left him bone
.He threw himself therein.
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Then thundered voices through the air ;
The sky grew black as night ;
And fever took the carth that shook
To sce that wondrous sight.
The blessed Gods, from every sphere,
By Iudra led, came nigh j
While drum and fAute and shell and lute
Made music in the sky.
They rained immortal chaplots down,
Which hands celestial twine,
And softly shed upon his head
Pure Arrit, drink divine.
Then God and Seraph, Bard and Nymph
Their heavenly voices raised,
And a glad throng with dance and song
The glorious monarch praised.
They set him on a golden car
That blazed with many a gem ;
Then swiftly through the air they flew,
And bore him home with them.
Thus Kasi’s lord, by noble deed,
Won heaven and deathless fame
And when the weak protection seek
From thee, do thou the same.
Scenes from the Ramayan, de.
e
PAGE 12,
The twice-born chiefs, with zealous heed,
Made ready what the vite would necd.

PAGE 7.

The ceremonios that attended the consecration of a king
( Ablikshepa, lit. Sprinkling over) are fully described
in Goldstiicker’s Dictionary, from which the following
‘extract is made: “The type of the inauguration ceremo-
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ny as practised at the Kpic period may probably be
recognized in the history of the inaugmation of Réma,
as told in the Rémdyana, and in that of the inauguration
of Yudhishthira, as told in the Mahdbhdrata. Neither
ceremony is described in these poems with the full detail
* which is given of the vaidik rite in the Aitwreya-Brdh-
manam ; but the allusion that Rdma was inaugurated by
Vadishtha and the other Brahmnapas in the same manuer
as Indra by the Vasus...... and the observation which
is made in some passages that a ceitin rite of the inau-
guration was perfoimed ‘according to the sacied
"veerenseadmit of the conclusion that the ceremony
was supposed to have taken place in ecomformity with
the vaidik,injunction ...... As the inaugwmation of Rdma
was intcaded and the necessary preparations for it were
made when hi« father Da$aratha was still alive, but as
the ceremony itself, through the intngnes of his step mo-
ther Kaikeyi, did not take place then, but fourtcen years
later, after the death of Duseratha, an account of the
preparatory ceremonmics is given m the Ayordh ydh dndu
(Book II) as well as in the Yuddha-Kdndie (Bouk VI.)
of the Rémiyana, but an acconnt of the complete cere-
mony in the latter book alone. According to the
Ayodhydkinda, on the day preceding the intended
inauguration Bdma and his wife Sitd held a fast, and 1n
the night they performed this preliminary 1ite: Rdma
having made his ablutions, approached the idol of
Ndrdyana, took a cup of clacified butter, as the reli-
gious law prescribes, made a libation of it into the
kindled fire, and drank the remainder while wishing
what was agreeable to his heart. Then, with his mind
fixed on the divinity, he lay, silent and composed,
together with Sitd, on a bed of Kusu-grass, which
,'®ps spread  before the altar of Vishgu, until the last
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watch of the night, when he a%oke and ordered the
palace to be prepared for the solemnity. At day-break
rominded of the time by the voices of the bards, he
performed the usual moruing devotion and praised the
divinity. In the meantime the town Ayodhy4d had
assumed a festive appearance and the inauguration
implemeats had been arranged ............ golden water-
jars, an ornamented throne-seat, a chariot covered
with a splendid tiger-skin, water taken frow the con-
fluence of the Gauges and Jumna, as well as from
other sacred rivers, tanks, wells, lakes, and from all
oceans, honey, ecurd, clurificd butter, fried grain,
Ku$a-grass, flowers, milk ; besides, eight beautiful
damsels, and a splendid turions elephant ; golden and
silver jars, filled with water, covered with Udumbera
branches and various Jotus flowers, besides a white
jewelled chourie, a white splendid parasol, a white bull,
a white borse, all manuer of musical instruments and
baids...... In the preceding chapter. ... there are
mentioned two white chouries instead of one, and all
kinds of secds, perfumes and jewcls, a scimitar, a bow,
a litter, a golden vase, and a Dblazing fire, and
amongst the living implements of the pageant, instead
of the bards, gaudy courtesans, and besides the eight
dansels, professors of diviniL:v, Brihmagas, cows and
pure kinds of wild beasts and birds, the chiefs of
town and country-people and the citizens with their
train.’

Pagr 12.
Then with. the royal chaplaing they
Toak cach his place in long array.
“Now abont the office of a Purohita (house-priest).
The gods do not eat the food offered by a king, who bas
no house-priest (Purohita). "Thence the king even when
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(not) intending to bri-n% a sacrifice, should appoint a
Bréhman to the office of house-priest.” HAua's Ai-
tureya Brdhmanam. Vol. 11. p. 528,

PacGE 15.
There by the gate the Saras sereamed.

The Siras or Indian Crane is a magnificent bird, easi-
ly domesticated and specdily coustituting himself the
watechman of his master’s house and garden. Unfortu-
nately he soon becomes a troublesome and even danger-
ous dependent, attacking strangers with his long bill
and powerful wings, and warring especially upon ¢small
infantry’ with unrclenting ferocity.

. T'Aae 3.
My mothers or my sive the king.

All the wives of the king his father are regarded and
spoken of by Réma as his mothers,

PAGE 70.
Such blessings as the Gods o'crjoyed
Poured forth vhen Viitra was destroyed.

* Mythology regards Vritra as a demon or Asur, the
implacable cnemy of India, but this is not the primi-
tive idea contained in the name of Vriitra. In the
hymns of the Veda Viitra appears to be the thick dark
cloud which Indra the God of the firmamecut attacks
and disperses with his thunderbolt.” GoRRESIO.

‘In that class of Rig-veda hymns which there is rea-
son to look upon as the oldest portion of Vedic poctry,
the character of Indra is that of a mighty ruler of the
firmament, aud his priucipal feat is that of conquering
the demon V7itra, a symbolical personification of tho
cloud which obstructs the clearness of the sky, and with-
holds the fractifying rain from the earth. In hisbattles
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with Vritra he is thercefore described as “ opening the re-
ceptacles of the waters,’ as ‘cleaving the cloud’ with
his “fur-whirling thunderbolt,” as ‘casting the waters
down to earth,’ and ‘restoring the sun to the sky.” He
18 1n consequence ‘ the upholder of heaven, eath, and
firmament,” and the god ‘who has cngendered the sun
and the dawn.’
CuamsiRs’s CycrLorEDIA. Indra.

‘Throughout these hymns two images stand out be-
fore us with overpowering distinctness On one side is
the biight god of the heaven, as beneficent as he 13
iresistible s on the other the demon of night and of
darkness, as false and tiecacherous as he is malignant...
The latter (as lus name Vitia, from  var, to veil, indi-
ates) is pre-eminently the thief who bides away the
raiu-clouds.........But the mythis yet mn too carly a
state to allow of the defimte designations which ate
brought before us in the confhiets of Zeus with Ty phon
and his monstions progeny, of Apolldn with the Python,
of Bellerophdn with Chimana, of Oidipous with the
Sphiny, of Hereules with Cheus, of Sigurd with the
dragon Fafnir; and thus not only is Viitia known by
many names, but he is opposed <somctimes by India,
sometimes by Agui the fire-god, sometimes by Thnta,
Buhaspaty, or other deities; or rather these aie all
names ot one and the same god :

woAAGV dvoudrwv popdy pia.

Cox’s Mythology of the Lrywn Nations. Vol. I1. p.

320.

Paar 71,
Aud th ot proed herb whose sorereiqu power
Praor ves pron da ko masportune’s hour.

* And yet wore med'omil 15 16 thn that Moly,
That Heimes onec to wise Ulywees gare,
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He called it Hemony, and gave it me,
And bade me keep it as of sovercign use
* Gtainst alt enchantmeont, mildow, blast, or damp,
Or ghastly fui s’ apparition,” Comus.
The Moly of Homer, which Dierbach considers to
have been the Mundrake, is probably a coriuption of
the Sanskrit Miila a root.

PaGE 116.

True is the ancient saw  the Neem
Cun ne'er distil a honeyed st rcam.

The Neen: tree, especially in the Ruins, emits a
strong unpleasant smell ike that of onions.  Its leaves
however make an exeellent cooling ponltice, and the
Extract of Neem is an admnable remedy for cutaneous
disorders.

Pace 178.
Who of Nwhdda lincage came.

The following account of the oiigin of the Nishddas
is taken fiom Wilson's Vishnu Pridna, Book 1. Chap.
15. ¢ Afterwards the Munis beheld & great dust 'mise,
and they smd to the people who were nigh: “ What
is this?”  And the people answered and said : “ Now
that the kingdom is without a king, the dishonest
men have begun to scize the property of their neigh-
bours, The great dust that you behold, excellent
Munis, is raised by troops of clustering robbers, has-
tening to fall upon their prey”. The sages, hearing
this, consulted, and together rubbed the thigh of the
king (Venna), who had lefi no offspiing, to produce a
son. From the thigh, thus rabbed, came forth a being
of the complexion of a charied stake, with flattened
foatures (like a negro), and of dwarfish stature.
“ What amp I to do”, cried he eagerly to the Munis
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“8it down (nishida),” said they. And thence his name
was Nishdda. His descendants, the inhabitants of the.
Vindhy4 mountain, great Muni, are still called Nish4-
das, and are characterized by the exterior tokens
of depravity.” Professor Wilson adds, in his note on the
passage: ‘The Matsya says that there were born out-
cast or barbarous races, Mlechchhas, as black ascollyrium,
The Bhigavata describes an individual of dwarfish
stature, with short arms and legs, of a complexion as
black as a crow, with projecting chin, broad flat nose,
red eyes, and tawny hair, whose descendants were
mountainecrs and foresters. The Padma (Bhémi
Khanda) has a similar description ; adding to the dwarf-
ish stature and black complexion, a wide mouth, large
ears, and a protuberant belly. It also particularizes
his posterity as Nishddas, Kirdtas, Bhillas, and other
barbarians and Mlechchhas, living in woods and on
mountains. Thesc passages intend, and do not much
exaggerate, the uncouth appearance of the Gonds,
Koles, Bhils, and other unrcivilized tribes, scattered
along the forests and mountains of central India from
Behar to Khandesh, and who are, not improbably, the
predecessors of the present occupants of the cultivated
portions of the country. They are always very black,
ill-shapen, and dwarfish, and have countenances of a
very African character.’

Manu gives a different origin of the Nishddas as the
offspring of a Bréhman father and a Sidra mother,
See Muir’s Sanskrit Texts, Vol. I. P. 481,

PAacE 195.
Beneath o fig-trec’s mighty shade,
Witk countless pendent shoots displayed.
¢ So counwselled he, and both together went
Into the thickest wood ; there soon they chose .
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The fig-tea: not that kind for fruit renowned,
But such as at this day, to Indians known,

In Malabar or Deccan spreads her arms
Branching so broad and long, that in the ground
The bended twigs take root, and daughters grow
About the mother tree, a pillared shade

High overarched, and echoing walks between.’

Paradise Lost, Book IX,

PacE 218.
Now, Lakshman, as our cot is made,
Must sacrifice be duly paid.
The rites performed in India on the completion of a
house are represented in modern Europe by the familiar
‘ house-wurming.’

PAace 243.
I longed with all my lawless will
Rome elephant by night to Rill.
One of the regal or military caste was forbidden to
kill an elephant except in battle.

PAGE 246,
Thy hand has made no Brdlman bleed,

‘The punishment which the Code of Manu awaxds to
the slayer of a Brahman was to be branded in the fore-
head with the mark of a headlers corpse, and cutirely
bauished from society ; this being apparently commut-
able for a fine. The poem is thercfore in accordauce
with the Code 1egarding the peculiar guilt of killing
Brahmans; but in allowing a hermit who was not a
Dwija (twice-born) to go to heaven, the poem is far in
advance of the Code. The youth in the poem is allow-
ed to read the Veda, and to acenmalate merit by his
own as well us his father's pious acts ; whereas the ex-
oclusive Code reserves all such privileges to Dwijas, in-
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vested with the sacred cord” Mrs. SPEIR’S Life in An-
cient India, p. 107,

Y

PAGE 264.
THE PRAISE OF KINGS.

¢ Comparo this magnificont eulogium of kings and
kingly government with what Samuel says of the king
and his authority : And Samuel told all the words of
the LORD unto the people that asked of him a king.

And he said, This will be the manner of the king
that shall reign over you: He will take your sons, and
appoint them for himself, for his chariots, and to be
his horsemen ; and some shall run before his chariots.

And he will appoint him captains over thousands, and
captains over fifties, and will set them to ear his
ground, and to reap his harvest, and to make his in-
struments of war, and instruments of his chariots.

And he will take your daughters to be confection-
aries, and to be cooks , and to be bakers.

And he will take your fields, and your vineyards,
and your oliveyards, even the best of them, and give
them to his servants,

And he will take the tenth of your seed, and of
your vineyards, and give to his officers, and to his
servants.

And he will take your menservants, and your maid-
servants, and your goodliest young men, and your
asses, and put them to his work.

He will take the tenth of your sheep:and ye shall
be his servants.

And ye shall ery out in that day because of your
king which ye shall have chosen you.

1. Samuel. VIII,
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In Hudin kingly government was aneient and conse-
crated by tradition ; whence to change it secemed disor-
derly and revolutionary: in Judwa theocracy was
ancient and consecrated by tradition, and therefore
the innovation which would substitute a king was re-
presented as full of dangers.’

GORRESIO.

PAGE 271.
SATLMALY.

According to the Bengal recension Sélmalf appears
to have been another name of the Vipdsa. $almali
may be an epithet signifying 1ich in Bombax heptaphyl-
lon. The commentator makes another river out of the
word.

PAGE 280.
BHARAT'S RETURN,

‘Two routes from Ayodhvé to Rijagiiha or Girivraja
are described That taken by the envoys appears to
have been the shorter one, and weale not told why
Bharat retuined by a different road The capital of
the Kekayas lay to the west of the Vipisi. Between
it and the Satdrd stietched the country of the Bihikas.
Upon the remainiug portion of the road the two
recensions differ. According to that of Bengal there
follow towards the east the tiver Indamati, then the
town Ajakéla belonging to the Bodhi, then Bhilingé,
then the river Saradaudd According to the other
instead of the firsb river comes the Ikshumati......
instead of the first town Abhik4la, instead of ther
second Kulingd, then the second river. According to
the direction of the route both the above-mentioned
ivars usk be tributarics of the Satadri ...... The road
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then crossed the Yamund (Jumna), led beyond that
river through the country of the Panchélas, and reached
the Ganges at Héstinapura, where the ferry was.
Thence it led over the Rimagangd and its eastern
tiibutaries, then over the Gomati, and then ina
southern direction along the Mdlini, beyond which
it reached Ayodhyd  In Bhatat’s jouiney the
following 11vers are passed fiom west to east: Kufi-
kosh{uhd, Uttdnild, Kutikd, Kupiviti, Gomatf accor-
ding to Schlegel, and Hiranyavati, Uttdrikd, Kutild,
Kapivati, Gomati according to Goriesito  As these n-
vers are to be looked for on the east of the Ganges, the
first must be the modein Kobh, a small affluent of the
Ramagangd, over which the highway cannot have gone
ag it bends too far to the north. The Uttdmka or
Uttankd must be the Rdmagangd, the Kutikd or Ku-
til4 1ts eastern tnbutary KoSild, the Kapivati the next
tributary which on the maps has different names, Gurra
or above Kailas, lower down Bhaigu. The Gomati
(Goomtee) retains its old nime. The Malini, mentioned
only 1n the envoys’ journey, must have been the western
tributary of the Sarayd now called Chuki’ LASSEN’S
Indische Alterthumskunde.,, Vol. II. p. 524.

Pace 296.
What worlds awast thee, Queen, for this ?

‘Indian behef divided the universe into several worlds
(lokdh). The three principal worlds were heaven, earth,
and hell But according to another division there were
seven : Bhdtloka or the carth, Bhuvarloka or the space
between the earth and the sun, the seat of the Munis,
Siddhas &c, Svarloka or the heaven of India between
the sun and the polar star, and the seventh Brahmaloka
or the wotld of Biahma. Spirits which reached the

last were exempt from being born again’ GORREsIO.
Fw
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PAgGE 378.
When from & million herbs a blaze
Of their own luminous glovy plays.

This mention of lambent flames emitted by herbs at
night may be compared with Lucan’s description of
a similar phenomenon in the Druidical forest near
Maurseilles, (Pharsalic, IT1. 420).

Non ardentis fulgere incendia silvae.

Scncca, speaking of Argolis, (Thyestes, Act 1V),
8ays :—

Tota solet
Micare flamma silva, et oxcelsae trabes
Avrdent gine igni.

Thus also the bush at Horeb (Exod. IL) flamed,
but was not consumed.

The Indian explanation of the phenomenon is, that
the sun before he sets deposits his rays for the night
with the deciduous plants.

See Journul of R. As. 8. Bengal. Vol. II. p. 339.

PAGE 440,
We rank the Buddhist with the thief.

Schlegel says in his Preface : ‘ Lubrico vestigio insistit
V. OL Heerenius, prof. Gottingensis, in libro suo de
commerciis veterum populorum (Oep. Vol. Hisr. XIT,
pag. 129,) dum putat, ex mentione sectatorum Buddhae
secundo libro Rameidos iniecta de tempore, quo totum
carmen sit conditum, quicquam legitime concludi posse
eeeees oo Sunt versus spurii, reiecti a Bengalis in sola
commentatorum rccensione leguntur. Buddhas quidem
mille fere anunis ante Christum natun, vixit: sed post
malts demum secula, odio internecivo inter Brachmanoset
Buddhae sectatores orto, his denique ex India pulsis, fingi



ADDITIONAL NOTES. 499

potuit iniquissima criminatio, eos animiimmortalitatcm
poeuasque et praemia in vila futura negare. Praeterea
metram, quo concinnati sunt hi versus, de quo metro
mox disseram, recentiorem actatem atguit.......oecueuuenss
«eervs Poenitet me nunc mei counsilii, quod non statim
ab initio,......elecerim cuncta disticha diversis a sloco
vulgari metris composita. Metra sunt duo: pariter
ambo constant quatuor hemustichils inter se aequalibus,
alternmn undenarum syllabarum, alterum duodenarum,
hune in modum :

- —m e = | —e e = ]| < ==
- ——w — | — v < - | -« = <C
Cuius generis versus in primo et secundo Rameidos

libro nusquam nisi ad finem capitum apposita inveni-

untur, ot huic loco unice sunt accommodata, quasi
peroratio, lyricis numeris assuargens, quo magis canorae
cadant clausulae : sicut muasici in concentibus extre-
mis omnimn vocum instrumentorungue ictu fortiore
aures percellere amant. Igitur disticha illa non ante
divisionem per capita illatam addi potuerunt: hane
autem grammaticis deberi argumento est ipse recensio-
num dissensus, maonifesto inde ortus, quod singuli edi-
tores in ea constitnenda suo quisque iulicio usi sunt
practerquam quo 1 non eredibile 3-t, poetam artis suae
peritum narrationem continuam in membra tam minuta
dissecuisse.  Porro discolor est dictio: magniloquentia
affectatur, sed nimis twrgida illa atque etfusa, nec sen-
tentiarum pondere satis suffulta. Denique nihil fere
novi affertur : amplificantur prins dicta, rarius aliquid
ex capite sequente anticipatur. Si quis appendices
hosce legendo transiliat, sentiet slocum ultimum cum

primo capitis proximi apte coagmentatum, nec sine *

quadam iude avigum. Eiusmodi versus exhibet utrp4®

recensio, sed modo haec modo illa plures paucis®sve
numero, et lectio interdum maguopere variat',
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Pland, 68, Puypariké, 361,
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