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SECTION.

THE RAMAYAN.

BOOK 1I.

———

CANTO XIII.
DASARATHA'S DISIRESS.
Unworthy of his mournful fate,
The mighty king, unfortunate,
Lay prostrate in unseemly guiss,
As, banished from the blissful ekies,
Yayéti, in his evil day,
Hie merit all exhausted, lay.
The queen, triumphant in the power
‘Won by her beauty's fatal dower,
Btill terrible and unsubdued,
Her dire demend again renewed :
* Great 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 I
King Dafaratha, thus addressed,
With anger raging in his breast,
Sank for a while beneath the pain,
Then to Kaikeyi spoke again:

' Only &he highest marit obfains & bome in heaven for sver. Miner
degrese of merit procure only leases of heavenly munsioos termioable
after periods proportioned to the fund which hrys them. King Yayditi
weat to hearen, sod when his term upm:dwau uuceremontously sjoct-

ed, and thrown down to sarth,



2 THE RAMATANX.

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

A scholar wise, a hero bold,

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

My darling of the lotus eye ?

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

To hear the Godg 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 grief his heart aseailed,
The sun had sought his resting-place,
And night was closing round apace.

But yet the moon-crowned night eould bring
No comfort to the wretched king,

As still he mourned with burning sighs
-And fixed his gaze upon the skiea:

‘O Night whom starry fires adorn,

I long not for the coming morn.

Be kind and show some mergy : see,

My suppliant hands are raised to thes.

Nay, rather fly with swifter pace;

No longer would I see the face

Of Queen Kaikey!, 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 well-nigh fled, who cling

Book II.



Canto XI1I, 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 geod at heart.
Hear, lady of the s.?mff__'{)“lac}_gze,
And win a name that ne'er shall die:
Let Réma rule this glorious land,
The gift of thine imperial hand.
O lady of the dainty waist,
With eyes and Tips of 'bea.uty graced, |
Please Réma, me, each 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 eyes 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 XI1V.

RAMA SUMMONED,

—ter

"The wickeld guesn her speech renewed,
When relling on the earth she viewed
Ikahvdkw's son, Ayodhyd's king,

For his dear Réma sorrowing:

‘ Why,'by a-aimple promise bound,
Liest thou prostrate on the ground,

As though a grievous sin dismayed
Thy spirit? Why so sore afraid ?

Keop still thy word. The righteous deem
That truth, mid duties, in suprems;

And now in truth and honour's name
I bid thee own the binding claim.
‘Saivya, alking whom earth obeyed,
Once te a hawk a promise made,

(ave to the bird his flesh and bons,
And 'y Iis sruth meade heaven his ewn®
Alarks, when o Brihman famned
For Scripture lere bis promise claimed,
Tore frem his head his biesding eyes
And wnreluctaut gave the prize.

His narrow bounds preseribed restrain
The Riwers' Lord, the mighty meain,
‘Who, though his waters boil and reve,
Keeps faithful te the word be gave,
Truth a}l religion conrprehends,
Through all the weorld its might extends :

LA

2 Bev ddddionu! Notw, THE SUFPLIANT BQVE.



Canto X1V. THE RAMATAN.

In truth alone ia 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 earnest claim—
Thrice I repeat it—send thy child,
Thy Rima, to the forest wild.

But if the boon thou still deny,

Before thy face, forlorn, 1 die’

Thus was the helpless monarch stong
By Queen Kaikeyi's fearless tongue,
As Bali strove in vain to locse
Hia limbs from Indra's fatal noose,
Dismayed in soul and pale with fear,
The nonarch, like & trembling 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 I took, thou sinfill dame,
‘With texts, before the sacred flame,
Thee and thy son, ¥ secorn and hate,
And all at once repudiate.

The night is fled : the dawn is near :
Soon will the holy priests be here
To bid me for the rite prepare

That with my son the throne will share,
The preparation made to grace

My Réma ic his royal place—
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With this, e'en this, my darling for

My death the funeral flood shall pour.

Thou and thy son at least forbear

In offerings tc my shade to share,

For by the plot thy guile bas luid

His consecration will e stayed.

This very day how shball I brook

To meet each subjeot’s altered look 1

To mark each gloomy joyless brow

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

To the stern queen, the moming broke,

And holy night bad slowly fled,

With moon and stars engarlanded,

Yet onca again the cruel queen

Spoke words in anewer flerce and keen,

8till on her evil purpose bent,

Wild with her rage and eloguent :

* What speech is this? Such words as these

Seem sprung from poison-sown disease.

Quick to thy noble Réma send

And bid him on hia sire attend.

When to my son the rule ie given ;

‘When Réma to the woods is driven §

‘When not a rival copes with me,

From chaina of duty thou art free.'
Thus goaded, like & generous ateed
Urged by sharp spurs to double speed,

* My senses are astray,’ he cried,
* And duty's-bonds my hands have tied,
I long to see mine eldest son,
My virtuous, my beloved one.’

And now the night had past away ;
Ogt shong the Maker of the day, .
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Bringing the planetary hour

And moment of auspicioua power.
Vadishtha, 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 ehow

As hin 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 guarde with truncheons in their hands,
Begirt by many a sage, olate,

Vafightha reached the royal gate,

And standing by the door he found
Sumanptra, for his form renowned,

The king’s illustrious charioteer

And noble counsellor and peer.

To him well skilled in every part

Of his hereditary art

Vafishtha said : © O charioteer,

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 Gangé and each distant main.
Here for installing I have brought

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

Grain, sacred grass, the garden's spoil,

i Indrn, called also Purandara, Town-Jesbraysr,
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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 wmbrella bright and fair

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

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 austain ;

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, Brihmans, 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 merchante 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 comse, the lucky day;
Go 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,

Hina lord with praises honouring,
And none of all the warders checked

Book IL,



Canto XIV. THE RAMAYAN.

Hig entrance for their great respect
Of him well krown, in place so high,
Still fain their king to gratify.

He atood beside the royal chief,
Unwitting 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 aparkling sea delights our eyes,
Wake, calm with gentle soul, and thus
Give rapture, mighty King, to us.
As Métali' this gelfsame hour

Sang lauds of old to Indra’s power,
When he the Titan hosts o'erthrew,
So hymn 1 thes with praises due.
The Vedes, with their kindred lore,
Brahma4 their soul-born Lord adore,
With all the doctrines of the wise,
And bid him, as I bid thee, rise.

As, with the moon, the Lord of Day
Wakes with the splendour of his ray
Prolific Earth, who neath him les,
So, mighty King, I bid thee rise.
‘With blissful words, O Lord of men,
Rise, radiant in thy form, as when
The sun ascanding darte his }ight
From Merut's everlasting height.
May Siva, Agni, San, and Moon
Bestow on thee each choioest boon,
Kuvera, Varup, Indra bless
Kakutstha's son with all success.
Awake, the holy night is fled,

The happy light abroad is spread ;

! Indra's charloteer,



0 ' THE RAMAYAN.

Awake, O beet of kings, and share
The glorious task that claims thy care.
The holy sage VaSishths waits,

With all bis Brdbmans, at the gates.
QGive 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

Without a king and desolate.’

Auch were the words the bard addressed,
With weight of sage advice impressed ;
And, as he heard, the hapless king
Felt decper yet his sorrow's sting.

At length, all joy and comfort fled,

He raised his eyes with weeping red,

And, mournful for his Rima's sake,

The good and glorious monarch spake:

* Why seek with idle praise to greet

The wretch for, whom no praise is mest ?

Thy words mine aching bosom tear,

And plunge me deeper in despair.’
Sumantra heard the aad 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 spesk,

Kaikey!, skilled in plot and plan,

To zage Sumantra thus began :

* The king, absorbed in joyful thought

For hia dear son, no rest has sought ;

Sleepless to him the night has peat,

And now o’erwatched he sinks at last,

Book I1.
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Then go, Sumantra, and with speed
‘The glorious Rima 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 declara 2
‘Fain would I see him,’ cried the king,
* Quick, quick, my besuteous R4ma bring’
Then rose the happy 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 crowded ocean, took his wey,
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 roen of every class,
Who, parting as he came, allowed
The charioteer to pass.
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CANTO- XV.

THE PREPARATIONS.

There slept the Brihmans, deeply read:
In Beripture, il 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 anspicious day,

And Cancer with benignant power
Looked down or Rima’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 Jumné's waves with Gangé's tide,
From many & holy flood beside,

From brook and foantain far and. near,
Erom pool and river, ssa and mers-

And there were honey, owrd, and oil,.
Parched rice and grass, the garden’s spoil,
Fresh milk, eight givle in brighs attire,..



Canto XV, TRE RAMAYAN, 13

An elephant with eyes of fire;
And urns of gold and eilver made,
‘With wmilky branches overlaid,
All brimming from each sacred flood,
And decked with many a lotus bud.
And daacing-women fair and free,
Gay with their gems, were there to see,
Whe stood in bright apperel by
With lovely brow snd witching eye.
White flashed the jewelled chouri there,
And shone like moonbearus through the air ;
‘The white umbrells. 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 hig ancient line
With every rite Ayodhyé&'s state
©Ohbeerved, her kings to consecrste.

Then, summoned by the king's behest,
The multitudes together pressed,
And, missing etill the royal sire,
Began, impatient, to inquire:
“Whe to our lord will tidings bear
"That all his people throng the square?-
Where is the king 7 the sen iz bright,
And all is ready for the rite.

As thus they spoke, Sumantra, tried
In counsel, to the chiefs replied,
Gathered from lands on every side: |
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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 delaya.’
Thus spoke the peer in Seripture read,

And to the ladies’ bower he apad.
Quick through the gates Sumantra hied,
Which access ne'er to him dended,
Behind the curtained acreen he drew,
Which veiled the chamber from the view.
In benediction loud he rajsed
Hie voice, and thus the monarch praised ;
‘Bun, Moon, Kuvera, Siva bloss
Kakutetha's son with high suoccess !
The Lords of air, floed, fire decree
The victory, my Kiug, 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 captaing, chiefs of trade,
All wait in festive garb arrayed ;
For thee they look with eager eyes:
O Raghu's son, awake | arise f

* To him in holy Scripture read,
‘Who hsiled him thus, the monarch said,
Uprsising from his sleep his head :
“Go, R4ma hither lead as thou
Waat ordered by the queen but now.
Come, toll me why my mandate laid
Upon thee thus is disobeyed.
Away! and Réma hither bring ;



Canto XV, THE RAMAYAN.

I sleep not : make no tarrying.’
Thus gave the king command anew:

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 ponnon to the air,

And, as with joy the car he drove,

He let his eyes delighted rove.

On every gide, where'er he came,

He heard glad words, their theme the same,
Ag in their joy the gathered folk

Of Réma and the throning spoke.

Then saw he Rdma’s palace bright

And vast as Mount Kaildsa’s height,
That glorious 1 ite beauty showed

As Indra’s own supreme abode:

With folding doors both high and wide;
With hundred porches beautified :
Where golden statues towering rose

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 mragled riches of their scent ;

With all the odorous sweete that fill
The breezy heights of Dardar’s hill.
There by the gate the Sdras screamed,

And shrill-toned peacocks’ plumaga gleamed.

Ita floors with deftest art inlaid,

Iis sculptured welves in gold arrayed,
With ita bright sheen the palace took

13
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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 stood in reverent attitude,
‘With throngs of countrymen who sought
Acoeptance of the gifts they brought.
The elephant was utationed there,
Appointed Réma's self to bear;
Adorned with pearls, his brow and cheek
Were gandal-dyed in many a strenk,
‘While he, in atature, bulk, and pride,
With Indre’s own Airdvat! vied.
Sumantrs, borne by coursers fleet,
Flashing & radiance o'er the street,
To Rima’s palace flew,
And all who lined the royal read,
Or thronged the prince’s rich abode,
Rejoiced as near he drew.
And with delight his bosom swelled
As onward still his conrmse he held
Through many a sumptuous court
Like Indre’s palace nobly made,
Where peacocks revelled in the shade,
And beasta of silvan mort.
Through many a hall and chamber wide,
Thet with Kailfsa’s aplendour vied,
Or mansions of the Blest,
While Réma’s friends, beloved and tried,
Before his coming slepped aside,
Still on Sumantra pressad.
He reached the chamber door, where stood
Around his followers young and good,

1 Theo elephant of ludra



Canto XV. THE RAMAYAN. 17

Bard, minstzel, charioteer,
‘Well akilled the tuneful chords to sweep,
‘With soothing strain to lull to sleep,
Or laud their master dear.
Then, Like & dolphin darting through
Unfathomed depths of ocean’s blue
With stare of jewels decked,
Through crowded halls that rock-like rose,
Or as proud hills where clouds repose,
Humantra sped unchecked—
Halls like the glittering domes on high
Reared for the dwellers of the sky
By heavenly architect.
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CANTO XVI.

RAMA SUMMONED.

So through the crowded inner door
Sumantra, skilled in ancient lore,

On to the private chambers pressed
‘Which stood apart from all the rest.
There youthful warriors, true and bold,
‘Wheosae ears were ringed with polished gold,
All armed with trusty bows and darts,
‘Waitched with devoted eyes and hearts.
And hoary men, a faithful train,
‘Whose aged handa 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 cried

The skilled Sumantra, void of pride:

‘ Tell Rima that the charioteer
Sumantra waits for audience here.’
The ancient men with one accord
Beeking the pleasure of their lord,
Passing with speed the chamber door
To RAmsa's ear the message bore.
Forthwith the prince with duteous heed
Called in the messengér with speed,

For "twas his sire’s command, he knew,
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That sent him for the interview.

Like Lord Kuvers, well arrayed,
He-pressod & couch of goid,

Wherefrom a covering of brocade
Hung down in many s fold.

©il and the sandal's fragrant dust
Had tinged his body o'er

Dark as the stream the spearman’s thruat
Draina from the wounded boar,

Him 8it4 watched with tender care,
A chouri in her hand,

As Ohitrd,' ever fond and fair,
Beside the Moon will stand.
Him glorious with unborrowed light,

A liberal lord of eunlike might,

Sumantra hailed in words like these,

Woll skilled in gentle courtesies,

Asg, with joined hands in reverence raised,.

Upon the beauteous prince he gazed :

‘ Happy Kauéalyd! Blest is she,

The mother of a son like thee.

Now rise, O- Réma, speed away,

Go to thy sire without delay ;

For he and Queen Kaikeyi soek

An interview with thee to speak.’
The lion-lord of men, the best

©Of splendid heroes, thus addressed,

To Sit4 spake with joyful cheer:

‘ The king and queen, my lady deax,

Touching the throning, for my sake

SBome salutary counsel take.

The lady of the full black eye

' A sbar in the spike of Virgo : henoe the name of the month Cheitra.
o Chiai.
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‘Would fain her hushand gratify,

And, ali his purpose understood,

Coungela the monarch to my good,

A happy fate is mine, I ween,

When he, capsulting with his queen,

Sumantra on this charge, intent

Upon my gain and good, has sent.

Axn envoy of so noble sprt

Waell suits the splendour of the court,

The oonsecration rite this day

‘Will join me in imperial ¥way.

To meet the lord of earth, for sa

His arder hids me, I will go,

Thou, lady, here in comfort stay,;

And with thy maidens rest or play.’
Thus Réima spake. For mest 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 haly Brahmans venerate,

The consecration and the rite

Which ganctifies 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 kingehip gave to Indra's hand,

Then shall mine oyes my king adore

‘When lustral rites and fast are o’er,

And black deer’s skin and roebuck’s horn

Thy lordly limhs and hand adorn.

May He whoee hands the thunder wield

Be in the east thy guard and shield ;

May Yama's care the south befriend,

Boak 11,



Canto XVl PHE RAMATAN.

And Varup's arm the weat defend §

And let Kuvers, Lord of Gold,

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

And hailed the bleesings as they fell

From Bitf's gentle lips; and then,

As o young lion from his den

Descends the mountain's stony side,

Se 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

Ho gave kind looks and greeting fair.

On to the lofty car that glowed

Like fire the royal tiger strode.

Bright as himself its gilver shone:

A tiger's skin was laid thereon.

‘With cloudlike thunder, as it rolled,

1t flashed with gems and burnished gold,

And, like the sun’s meridian blaze,

Blinded the eye that none could gase.

Like youthful elephants, tall and strong,

Fleet coursers whirled the car along:

In such a car the Thousand-syed

Borne by swift horees loves to ride,

8o like Parjanya,' when he flies

Thundering through the autumn skies,

The hero from the palace sped,

As leaves the moon some cloud o’erhead.

Siill close t0 Rima Lakshman kept,

Behind him to the car he leapt,

21
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And, watching with fraternal care,
Waved the long chouri’s silver hair,
Ag from the palace gate he came
Up veeo the tumult of acclaim,
While loud huzza and jubilant shout
Pealed from the gathered myriads out.
Then elephants, like mountains vaat,
And steeds who all their kind sarpassed,
Followed their lord by hundreds, nay
By thousends, led in long array.
First marched a band of warriors trained,
‘With sandal dust and alce staimed ;
‘Well armed was each with sword and bow,
And every bresst with hope aglow.
And ever, ag they onward went,
Shouts from the warrior train,
And every aweet-toned mstrument
Prolonged the minstrel strain.
On passed the tamer of his foes,
While well-clad dames, in erowded rows,
Each chamber lattice thronged to view,
And chaplets on the hero threw.
Then all, of peerless face and limb,
Sang Réma's praise for love of him,
And blent their voiose, soft and sweet,
From palace high and crowded street:
¢ Now, sure, Kaufaly#’s heart must swell
To see the son she loves so well,
Thee, R&ma, thee, her joy and pride,
Triumphant o'er the realm preside.’
Then—fer they knew his bride most fair
Of all who part the soft dark hair,
His love, his life, possessed the whole
Of her young herc's heart and soul :—
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‘ Be sure the lady’s fate repays
Bome mighty vow of ancient days,;!
For blest with Rima's love ie she
As, with the Moon’s, sweet, Rohipi’*

Such were the witching worda that came
From lips of many a peerless dame
Crowding the palace roofs to greet
The hero as he gained the strest.

1 In a formaer life,

T One of the lunar mterisms, represented aa the favourite wife of
the Mooa. Ses Vol 1. p. §, note, .
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CANTO XVII.

RAMA'S APPROACH.

i —

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 palaces, 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’erhead
‘Which feet of Gods celeatial 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 joyful people cried,

* Be thou our guardian, lord, and guide,
Throned and anocinted king to-day,
Thy feet aot 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 Réma's reign. °
No more of dainty fare we need,
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And but one cherished object head,
That we may see our prince to-day
Tnvested with imperial sway.’

Such were the words and pleasant speech
Fhat Réma heard, unmoved, from each
Of the dear friends around him spread,
As onward through the street he sped.
For none eould 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 R4ma nigh,
Nor caught a lock from Rima’s eye,
A mark for scorn and general blame,
Reproached himseH in bitter shame.
For to each class his equal mind
With sympathy and love inclined
Most fully of the princely four,

Bo greatest love to him they bore.

His circling course the hero bent
Round ehrine and altar, reverent,
Round homes of Gods, where cross-roads met,
Where many a sacred tree was set.
Near to his father’s house he drew
Like Indra's beautiful to view,

And with the light his glory gave
Within the royal palace drave.

Through three broad courts, where bowmen 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,

25
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And left without his retinue.

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

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

And his return with eager eyes
Expected at the gates,

As for his darling moon to rise
The King of Rivers' waita.
! The Bea.
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CANTO XVIII.

THE SENTENCE.

‘With hopeless eye and pallid mien
There at the monarch with the queen,
His father's feet with reverence due
He clasped, and touched Kaikeyf'a too,
The king, with eyes still briraming o'er,
Cried Réma ! and could do no more.
His voice was choked, his eye was dim,
He could not speak or look on him,
Then sudden fear made R4ma shakoe -
As though his foot had roused a snake,
Socn as hie eyes had seen the change
So mournful, terrible, and strange.

For there, his reason well-nigh fled,
Sighing, with soul diequieted,

To torturing panga a prey,
Dismayed, despairing, and distraught,
In a fierce whirl of wildering thought

The hapless monarch lay,
Like Ocean wave-engarlanded
Storm-driven from his tranquil bed,
The Sun-God in eclipse,
Or like a holy seer, heart-stirred
With anguish, when a lying word
Hes passed his heedless lips.
The sight of his dear father, pained
With woe and misery unexplained,
Filled Réma with unrcat,



28 THE RAMATYAN.

As Ocean's pulses rise and swell

When the great moon he loves so well
Bhines full upon his breast.

So grieving for his father's sake,

To his own heart the hero spake:

* 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

T'o 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 paid ;

* 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 éatrulghm fall,

Or consorts, for he loves them all ?

Agninst his words when I rebel,

Or fail 1o 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

Shonld be his deity on earth.

Hast thou, by pride and folly moved,

With bitter taunt the king reproved ?

Has scorn of thine or cruel jest

To passion stirred hiz gentle hreast ?

Speak truly, Queen, that I may know

‘What cause bas changed the monarch so.’
Thus by the high-souled prince addressed,

Of Raghu's sons the chief and best,

She cast all mth and shame aside,

And bold with greedy words replied :

‘ Not wrath, O Réma, stirs the king,

Nor misery stabs with sudden sting;

One thought thet fills his poul has he,

But dares not speak for fear of thee.

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 sira fulfil

He whe to me in days gone by

Vouchsafed a boon with honours high,

Dares now, s king, his word regret,

And caitiff-like disowna 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 coased to flow.

His faith the monarch must not break

In wrath, or ¢'en for thy dear sake.

From faith, ag well the righteous know,
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Cur virtue and our merits flow..

Now, be they good er be they ill, .

Do thou thy father's words fulfil :
Swear that his promise -shall not fail,
And I will tell thee ail the tala.

Yes, Réma, when I hear that thou
Haat bound thee by thy father’s vow,
Then, not till then, my lips shall speak,
Nor will he tell what booa ¥ seek.’

He heard, and with a troubled breast
This answer to the queen addressed :
*Ah me, dear lady, canst thou deem
That words like theee thy lips beseem.?
1, at the bidding of my sire, -

Would cast my body to the fire,

A deadly draught of poison drink,

Or in the waves of ocean mink:

If he command, it shall be done,—

My father and my kieg in one.

Then speek and let me know the thing
8o longed for by my lord the king.

It shall be done: let this suffice;

Réma ne’er makes a promise twice.”

. He ended. To the princely youth

‘Who loved the right and apoke the truth,
Cruel, abominable came

The answer of the ruthless dame:

‘When Gods and Titans fought of yore,
Transfized with darts and bathed in gore .
Two boons to me thy father gave

For the dear life "twas mine to save:

Of him I claim the ancient debt,

"That Bharat on the throne be set,

And thou, O Bima, go this day.

Boak IL.
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To Dandak foreat far away.
Now, Réma, if thou wilt maintain
Thy father's faith without a stain,
And thine own truth &and honoyr clear,
Then, best of men, my bidding hear.
Do thou thy father'’s word obey,
Nor from the pledge he gave me stray.
Thy life in Dapdak forest spend
Till nine long years end five shall end.
Upon my Bharat's princely head
Let consecrating drops be shed,
With all the royal pomp for thee
- Made ready by the king's decree.
Seek 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 hi¢ royal sire’s dornain,
Rich in the fairest gema that shine,
Cars, elophants, and steeds, and kine,
The monarch mourns thy altered fate
And vails his brow compassionate :
Bowed down by hitter grief he lies
And dares not lift to thine hie eyes.
Obey his word: be firm and brave,
And with great truth the monarch save.’
While thus with cruel words she spoke,
No grief the noble youth betrayed ;
But forth the father’s anguish broke,
At his dear Réma'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 gquailed beneath the murderous stroke :
¢ Yea, for my father’s promise sake

I to the woed my way will take,

And dwell a lonely exilc there

In hermit dress with matted hair.

One thing alone I fain would learn,
‘Why is the king this day so stern ?
Why is the scourge of foes so cold,
Nor gives me greeting aa of old ?

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

In hermit's coat with matted hair

To the wild wood will I repair.

How can I fail his will to do,

Friend, master, grateful sovereign too ?
One only pang consumes my breast,
That hia owu lips bave not expressed
His will, nor made his longing known
That Bharat should ascenqd the throne.,
To Bharat I would yield my wife,

My realm and wealth, mine own dear life.
Unsasked I fain would yield them 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 reloase

From the sore shame, and give him peace.

But tell me, O, I pray thee, wh

The lord of men, with downcast eye,

Lies prostrate thus, and one by one

Down hir pals cheek the tear-drope run,

Let oouriers to thy father speed

On horsea of the swiitest hread,

And, by the mandate of the king,

Thy Bharat to his presence bring,

My father's words I will not stay

To question, but this very day

To Dandak’s pathless wild will fare,

For twice seven yeara an exile there,’
‘When Béma thus had made reply

Kaikey{'s heart with joy beat high.

Bhe, trusting to the pledge she held,

The youth's departure thus impelled :

* 'Tis well, Be measengers deapatched

On coursers ne'er for flestness matobed,

To seck my father's home and lead

My Bharat back with all their spead.

And, Rima, as I ween that thou

Wilt searce endure to inger now,

8o surely it were wise and good

This hour to journey to the woeod.

And if, with shame cast down and weak,

No word to thee the king can speak,

Forgive, and from thy mind diemiss

A trifle in an hour like thia -

But till thy feet in rapid baste

Have loft the city for the waste, .

And to the distant forest fled,

Yor. 2
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He will not bathe nor call for bread.’
‘Woe! woe!" from the sad monarch burst,

In murging flcods of grief immersed ;

Then swooning, with his wits astray,

Upon the gold-wrought couch he lay.

And Béma maised the aged king:

But the stern queen, unpitying,

Checked not her needleas words, nor spared

The hero for all speed prepared,

But urged him with her bitier tongue

Like & good horse with lashes stung.

She spoke her shameful speech. Serene

He heard the fury of the queen,

And to her words so vile and dread

Gently, unmoved in mind, he said:

1 would not in this world remain

A grovelling thrall to paltry gain,

But duty’s path would fain pursue,

True as the saints themselves are true.

From death itself I would not fly

My father's wish to gratify.

‘What deed soe’er his loving son

May do to pleass him, think it done.

Amid all duties, Queen, I countr

This duty first and parsmount,

That sons, obedient, aye fulfil -

Their honoured fathers' word and will.

‘Without his word, if thou decree,

Forth to the foreat will I 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 still my lord,
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Hast for this grace the king implored.
This day T go, but, ere we part,

Must cheor my Sitd'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 apeechless woe the father heard,
Wept with loud cries, but epoke no word.
Then Rima touched his senseless feet,
And hera, for honotr most unmeet ;
Round both lig circling steps he bent,
Then from the bower the hero went.
Soon as he reached the gate he found
His dear companiong gathered round.
Bchind him ecame Bumitri's child
With weeping eyea 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 could not dim

" The glory that encompassed him.
S0 will the Lord of Cooling Rays!
On whom the world delights to gaze,
Through the great love of all retain
Sweet splendour in the time of wane.
Now to the exile’s lot resigned
He left: the rule of earth behind :
Ag though all worldly cares ke apurned
No trouble was in him discorned.

} The Moon.
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The chouries that for kings are used,
And white ambrells, he refused,
Dismissed hix chariot and his men,
And eyery friend and citisen.
He ruled hie senses, por hetrayed
The grief that on his bosom weighed,
And thus his mother's mansion sought
To tell the mournful news he brouyght,
Naor could the gay-clad people there
‘Who flocked round Réima true and fair,
One sign of altered fortune trace
Upon the splendid hera’s face.
Nor had the chieftain, mighty-armed,
Lost the bright loak all hearta that charmed,
As ¢'en from autumn magns is thrown
A splendour which is all their own.
With hijs sweet vaioe the hero spoke
Baluting all the gathered folk,
Then rightequs-equled and great in fame
Clgee ta his mother's house he came.
Lakeshmag the brave, his brother’s peer
In princely virtues, followed near,
Sgre traybled, but resalved ta shaw
No token of his secret wqe.
Thus tg the palace Rima went
Where all were gay with hape and joy;
Put well he knew the dire event
That hgpe would mar, that bliss destroy.
9 to his grief he would nat yield ’
Jest the rad change their hearts might rend,
And, the dread tidinge unrevealed,
Spared from the blow each faithful friend.
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CANTO XX.

e
KAUSALYA'S LAMEXNT.

————r—

But in the monarch's palace, when

Sped from the bower that lord of men,

Up from the weepihg women went

" A mighty wail and wild lament ;

¢ Ah; he who ever freely did

His duty ers his sire could bid,

Our refuge and cur stire defence;

This day will go an exile hence.

He on Kaufalyf loves to wait

Most tender and affactionate;

And as he treats his mother, thus

From childhood has he treated us.

On themes that sting he will net speak,

And when reviled is calm and meek.

He soothes the angry, hauls offence

He goes to-day #n exile hence.

Our lord the king is most uhwise;

And looke on life with doting eyes, |

Who in his folly casts away

The world’s protectiott, hope, and atay.
Thus in their woe, like kitie bereaved

Of their young calves; the Iadies grieved, "

! The oomperison 7y tos Europesn roadsr seemi » homely ane,
But Bpenssr likens an infuriafe woman to & 2ow

' That in berokbed of her yetivgling dere” Shakapeare siso akes
King Henry V1. sompare bimpelf to the calfs mother that

*Runs lowing ap aod dowen, Lookiog the wey her barmless young
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And ever as they wept and wailed

With keen reproach the king aeesiled.

Their lamentation, mized 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 searce restrain,

Groaned like an elephant and strode

With Lakehmay to the queen's abode,

A warder there, whose hoary eld

In honour high by all was held,

Guarding the mension, sat before

The portal, girt with many more.

Bwift to their feet the wardere sprang,

And loud the acclamation rang,

Hail, Réma ! s to him they bent,

Of victor chiefs preéminent.

One court he passed, and in the next

Saw, masters of each Veda text,

A crowd of Brihmans, good and sage,

Dear to the king for lore and age.

"To these he howed his reverent head,

Thence to the court beyond he sped.

Old dames and tender girls, their care

To keep the deors, were stationed there,

And all, when Réma came in view,

Delighted, to the chamber flaw,

To bear to Queen Kaufalyf's ear

The tidings that she loved to hear,

oo went.* * Cows,” saye Do Quinoey, * are amonget the gentlest of bres-
thing creatores; noms show more pemdonate temderness to their
mwmwdmmhmlummum
fran & deep love for dhese gentls cresturea,’ ’
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The queen, on rites and preyer intent,
In careful watch the night had spent,
And at the dawn, her son to aid,
To Vishnu holy offerings made.
¥irm in her vows, serenely glad,
In robes of spotless linen clad,
As texts prescribe, with grace implored,
Her offerings in the fire she poured.
Within her splendid bower he came,
And saw her feed the sacred flame,
There oil, and grain, and vases stood,
‘With wreaths, and curds, and cates, and wood,
And mitk, 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 paid.
So long sway, she flew to meet
The darling of her soul:
So runs a mare with eager feet
To welcome back her foal.
He with his firm support upheld
The gueen, as near she drew,
And, by maternal love impelled,
Her arms around him 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-sonled !
Their lengthened days and fame be thine,
And virtue, as bespems thy line !
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The picus king, thy father, sce

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

She spoke. He took the proffered seat,
And as she prassed 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 sore distress
On 864, thee, and Lakehmay presa.
‘What need of seats have snch as 1?2
This day to Dandak wood 1 fly.

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

I must to lonely wilds repair,
Abstain from fleah, and living there
On roota, fruit, honey, hermit’s food,
Pass twice seven years in solitude.
To Bharat's hand the king will yield
The regent power 1 thought to wield,
And me, a hermit, will he send

My days in Dapdak wood to spend.’

As when the woodman's axe has lopped
A 841 branch in the grove, she dropped :
8o from the skies a Goddess falls '
Ejected from her radiant halls.

When Réroa saw her lying low,
Proatrate by too severe a blow,

Around her form his arms he wound
And raised her fainting from the ground,
His hand upheld her like a mare

‘Who feels her load too sore to bear,
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And pinke upon the way o'ertoiled,

And all her Jimbs with dust are soiled.
He soothed her in her wild distress
With loving touch and eoft 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 & tear:

« If, Rima, thou had ne'er been born
My child to make thy mother mourn,
Though reft of joy, a childless queen,
Such woe as thiz I ne'er had seen.
Though to the childless wife there clings
One sorrow armed with keenest stings,

* No child have I: no child have 1,

No second misery prompta the sigh,
‘When long I sought, alas, in vain,

My husband's love and blies to gain,

In Réms all my hopes 1 set

And -dreamed I might be happy yet.

I, of the consorts firet 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 dogmed to pine
In misery more sore than mine,

‘Whose hopeless days must still be spent
In 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 prised,
Kaikey{’s retinue despised

With boundless insolence, though she
Tops not in rank nor equals me.
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And they who do me service yeot,
Nor old allegiance quite forget, -
Whene'er they see Kaikeyi's son,
With silent lips my glanocss shun.
How, O my darling, shall I brook
Each menace of Kaikey(s lock,
And Listen, in my low estsate,
To taunts of one so passionate? -
For seventeen years since thou waet born
1 sat and watched, ah me, forlorn !
Hoping some blessed day to see
Deliverance from my woes by thee.
Now comes thia 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 T pass in dark distress
My long lone days of wretchedness
Without my Rima's face, as bright
As the full moon to cheer my sight ?
Alas, my cares thy steps to train,
And fants, and vows, and prayers are vain,
Heard, herd, I ween, must be this heart
To bear this blow nor burst apart,
As some great river bank, when first
The floods of Rain-time on it burat.
No, Fate that speeds not will not slay,
Nor Yama's halls vouchsafe me 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 lifelees frame had sunk below.
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Death waitg hie hour, nor takes e now:
But this sad thought augments my pain,
That prayer and largess, fast and vow,
Ard Heavenward service are in vain.
Ab me, ah me! with froitless 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.’



CANTO XXI.

e ir—
EAUSALYA CALMED.

While thus Kaugalys wept and sighed,
With timely worda sad Lakshmap cried :
*0 honoured Queen I like it ill

That, subject to & woman’s will,

Réma his royal state should quit

And to an exile's doom submit.

The aged king, fond, changed, and weak,
Will as the queen compels him speak.
But why should Réma thna be sent

To the wild woods in banishment 7

No least offence I find in him,

I see no fanlt his fame to dim.

Not one in all the world I know,

Not outoast wrelch, not secret foe,
‘Whose whispering lips would dare assail
His spotless life with slanderons tale.
Godlike and bounteous, just, sincere,
E'en to his very foomen dear:

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

And if a king such order gave,

In second childhood, passion’s slave,
‘What son within his heart would lay
The senseless order, and obey ¢

Come, Rfima, are this plot be known
Btand by me and secure the throne.
Stand like the King who rules below,
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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 rebels court their fate,
Shall lny 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 Kaikeyis counsel changed,

Our father's heart be thus estranged,

No merey must our arm restrain,

But let the foe be glain, be slain.

For chould the guids, respected long,

No more discerning right and wrong,
Turn in forbidden paths to stray,

* Tis meet that force his sieps 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 mine in war oppose ?
Can he entrust, in our despite,

To Bharat's hand thy royal right ?

I love this brother with the whole
Affection of my faithful soul

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

If Rédma to the forest goes,

Or where the burning farnace glows,
Firet shall my feet the forast 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 sappears.
Do thou, dear Queen, and Réma too
Behold what power like mina can do.’
‘My aged father 1 will kill,

The vassal of Kaikeyi's will,

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

Thus Lakshmay cried, the mighty-souled :

Down her sad cheeks the torrents rolled,
As to her son Kanfalyd spake:
‘ Now thou hast heard thy brother, take

His counsel if thou hold it wise,
And do the thing his worda 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.

If thou, to virtue ever true,

Thy duty's path would still pursue,
The highest duty bids thee stay

And thus thy mother’s voice obey.
Thus Kadyap's great ascetic son

A seat among the lmmortals 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 chiid,
Thou must not. seck the forest wild.
Ah, what to me were life and bliss,
Condemned my darling son to miss?
Bot with my Réma near, to eat

The very grass itself were aweet.

But if thou still wilt go and leave

Bosk 11.
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Thy hapless raother here to grieve,

1 from that hour will food abjure,

Nor life without my son endure,

Then it will be thy fate to dweil

In depth of world-detested hell,

As Ocean in the olden time

Wasg guilty of an implous crime

That marked the lord of each fuir flocd
As one who spills & Brihman’s blood.”!

Thus spake the queen, and wept, and sighed ;

Then righteous Réma thus replied :

I have no power to slight or break
Commandmnents which my father spake.
I bend my head, dear lady, low,
Forgive me, for I needs must go.

Once Kepdu, mighty saint, who made
His dwelling in the forest shade,
A cow—and duty’s claims he knew—
Obedient to his father, slew.

And in the line frora which we spring,
When ordered by their sire the king,
Through earth the sons of Sagar cleft,
And countless things of life bereft.?

So Jamadagni's son” obeyed

Hie sire, when in the wood he laid

His hand upon his axe, and smote
Through Repuké his mother'a throat.
The deeds of these and more beside,
Peers of the Gods, my steps shall guide,
And resolute will 1 fulfil

! The commentators say that, in & former areation, Ocear grisved
his mother and ymffored in consequencs the painn of hell,

¥ Ap described in Rook I. Canto XL,
? Parsjurimas.
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My father's word, my father’s will.

Nor I, O Queen, unsanctionsd tread

This righteous path, by duty led:

The road my footsteps journey o'er

Was traversed by the great of yore.

Thia high command which all accept

Shall faithfully by me be kept,

For duty ne'er will him forsake

‘Who fears hia-sire’s command to break.
Thue to his mother wild with grief:

Then thus to Lakshman spake the chief

Of thoss by whom the bow is bent,

Mid all who speak, most eloquent:

I know what love for me thou hast,

What firm devotion unsurpassed :

Thy valour and thy worth I know,

And glory that appals the foe.

Blest youth, my mother's woe is greaf,

It bends her neath ite matchless weight :

No claima will ehe, with blinded eyes,
Of truth and patience recognize.

For duty is supreme in place,

And wuth is duty’s noblest bass,
Obedient to my sire’s behest

I serve the canse of duty beet.

For man should truly do whate'ar

To mother, Bribman, sire, he sware:
He must in duty’s path remain,

Nor let his word be pledged in vain,
And, O my brother, how can 1
Obedienoce to this oharge deny ?
Kaikeyf's tongue my purpose spurred,
But ‘twsa my sire who gave the word.
Cast these unholy thoughts aside

Book I1.
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‘Which amack of war and Warriors’ pride;
To duty's call, not wrath attend,
And tread the path which I commend.

Réima by fond affection moved
His brother Lakshmay thus reproved ;
Then with joined hands and reverant head
Again to Queen Kaufaly§ said :

‘I needs must go—do thou eonsent—
To the wild wood in banishment.
O give me, by my life I pray,
Thy blessing ere I go away.
I, when the promised years are o'er,
8hell sea Ayodhyi’s town once mors.
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 Videhan, thou, and I,
Lakshmay, Sumitrd, feel this tie,
And must my father's word cbey,
As duty bids that rules for aye,
Thy preparations now forgo,
And look within thy breaet 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 sonse regained,
Looked on her son and made reply :
*If reverence be ihy father's due,
The same by right and love is mina 3
Go not, my charge I thus senew,
Nor leave me here in wos to pine,
‘What were such lonely life to ma,

49






Canioc XX1. THE RAMAYAN, 51

Go forth with me to banishment?
Now, mother, speed thy parting son,
And let 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 Iust of sway I ne'er will slight :
‘What, for the gpan a mortal lives,
Were rule of earth without the right?
He scothed 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.
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CANTO XXII.

ZAKSHMAYN CALMED.

D s ]
8o Réma kept unshaken still
His noble heart with iron will.
To his dear brother next he turned,
‘Whose glaring eyes with fury burned,
Indignant, panting like a snake,
And thus again his counssl spake :
¢ Thine anger and thy grief resatrain,
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,—
These '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 i1l
One hour that tender bosom fill
With agony and dark despair
In grief too great for me to bear,
I cannot, brother, call to mind
One wilful fault or undes:gned
‘When I have pained in anything
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My mothers or my sire the king.

The right my father keeps in viaw,

In promise, word, and action trus;

Let him then all his fear dismiss,

Nor dread the lows of future bliss,

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

And at bis pangs my heart should bleed.
8o now this earnest wish is mins, '
The consecration to resign,

And from this city turn away

To the wild wood with no delay.

My banishment to-day will free

Kaikeyi from her cares, that she,

At last contented and elate,

May Bharat’s throning celebrate.

Then will the lady’s trouble cease,

Then will her heert have joy and pesce,
‘When wandering in the wood T wear
Deerskin, and bark; and matted hair,
Nor shall by me his hoart be grieved
Whoss choice spproved, whose mind conceived
This counsel whick I follow, No,

Forth to the forest will I go.

*Tia Fate, Sumitré’s son, confess;

That sends me to the wilderness,

*Fis Fate alone that gives away

To other hands the toyal eway.

How couid Knikeyi’s purpose bring

On me thie pain and suffering,

Were not her change of heart decreed
By Fate whose will commands the doed
I know my filial love bas been ;
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' The sams thronghout for every gueen,
And with the same affection she

Has treatod both her son and me.

Her shameful words of cruel spite

To stay the consecrating rite,

And drive me baniched from the throne,—
These I ascribe to Fate alone. :
How could she, born of royal race,
‘Whom nature decke with fairest grace,
Speak like a dame of low degree
Before the king to torture me?

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

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

All is the work of none but Fate.

F'en saints, inepired with rigid zeal,
‘When once the stroke of Fate they fael,
In sternest vows no more engage,

And fall enslaved by love and rage.

Bo now the sudden stroke whose weight
Descends unlooked for, comes of Fate,
And with unpitying might destroys
The promise of commencing joya. -
Weigh this trae counsel in thy soul :
With thy firm heari thy heart control ;
Then, brother, thou wilt ceaee to grieve

Book 11
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For hindered rites which now I leave.
Bo cast thy needices grief away,
And etriotly my commands obsy.
Theee preparations check with speed,
Nor lot my throning rites proceed.
These urns that stand prepared to shed
King-making drops upon my head,
Shall with their pure lustrations now
Insngurate my hermit's vow.
Yot what have I to do with things
That tonch the state and pomp of kings 1
These hands of mine shall water fake
To sanctify the vow I make.
Now Lakshman, let thy heart no mora
My fortune changed and lost deplore.
A forest life more joys may bring
Than those that wait upon a king.
Now though her arta successful mar
My coneecrating rite,
Bet not the youngest queen too far
Thy jealous fear excite.
Nor let one thought auggesting ill
Upon cur father fall,
But let thy heart remember still
That Fate is lord of all’

1
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LARSHMANS ANGER,
T'hus Réma to his brother said ;
And Lakshmap bent his drooping héad,
In turna by grief and pride impelied,
A middle conrse 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 frowned,
His eyes o fiercely glanced around,
They made his glare, which none might brook,
Like some infuriate licn's lock,
Like some wild elephant, full oft
Be raised and shook bis hand? aloff,
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 deals,
With sidelong glance his brother eyed,
And thus in burning words replied :
*Thy rash resolve, thy eager haste,
Thy mighty fear, are all misplaced :
No room iz hers for duty’s claim,
No cause to dread the people’s blame,
Can one so brave as thou consent

! The Banskrit word Assts signifien both hand, and the trank of
. *'The beast that bears betwann Lis syen » serpent for & hand.*
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To wse & coward’s argument ?

The glory of the Warrior race

‘With craven speech bis lips debase ?
Can one like thee 8o falsely speak,
Exelting Fate, confessed so weak 1
Canst thou, undoubting 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 agresd,

O Réma, on this treacherous deed,
That promised boon, 8o long retained,
Ha 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:
Themn, O, this passion tolerate,

This vaunted duty which can guide
Thy steps from wisdom’s path aside,
And chavge the counssl of thy breast,
O lofty-hearted, I detest,

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

Thy father’s impions hest fulfil, .

That vassal of Kaikeyi's will§

But if thou atill wil shut thine eyes,
Nor see the guile berein that lies,

My scul is sad, I deeply mourn,

And duty seems a thing to scorn.
Canst thou one moment, think to please
This pair who live for love and anse,
And 'gainst thy peace, as foes, allied,
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With tendsrest names their hatred hide?
Now if thy judgment still refors
To Fate this plot of his and hers,
My mind herein can ne'er agres :
And 0, in this be ruled by me,
Weak, void of manly pride are they
Who bend to Fate's imputed sway :
The choiceet souly, the nobly great
Disdain to bow their heads to Fate.
And he who dares bis Fate control
With vigorous act and manly sonl,
Though thratening Fate his hopes assail,
Unmoved through all nead never quail,
This day mankind shall learn aright
The power of Fate and buman might,
Bo shall the gulf that lies between
A man and Fate ba clearly seen.
The might of Fate aubdued by me
Thies hour the citizens shall see,
Who saw its intervention atay
Thy consecrating ritee to-day.
My power shall turn this Fate agide,
That threatens, as, with furious stride,
An elephant who scornes to feel,
In rage wnchecked, the driver's steel.
Nat the great Lorda whose eleepless might
Protects the worlds, shall stay the rite
Though earth, bell, beaven combine their powars ;
And shall we fear this sire of ours i
Then if their minds are idly bent
To doom thee, King, o banishment,
Through twice seven years of exile they
Shsll in the lonely forest stay.
I wili consume the hopea that fire
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The queen Kaikeyi and our sire,

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

The power of Fate will ne'er withetand
The might that arms my vigorous hand ;
If danper and distress assail,

My fearleas strength will still prevail,
A thousand circling years shall flee
The foreat then thy home shall be,
And thy good gons, succeeding, hold
The empire which their gire controlled,
The royal saints, of old who reigned,
For aged kingn this rest ordained :
Thesa to their sons their realm commit
That they, like sires, may cherigh it

O pious goul, if thou decline

The empire which is justly thine,

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

I,— or no mansion may I find

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

Ag the sea-bank protects the sea.
Then cast thine idle fears agide :

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 bow
Are not for pride of empty show :

For no support these shafis were made ;
And binding up ill suits my blade:
To pieroe 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 eteel is bare,
Flashing its lightwing 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 rman and steed
Crushed in the murderous onslaught bleed,
And legs and heads fall, heap on Leap,
Beneath my sword's tremendous sweep.
Strack by my keen brand’s trenchant blade,
Thine enemies shall fall dismayed,

Like towering mountains rent in twain,

Or lightning clouds that burst in rain.
‘When armed with brace and glove I stand,
And take my trusty bow in hand,

Who then shall vaunt his might t who dare
Count him a man to meet e there ?
Then will I lonse my shafts, and strike
Man, elephant, and eteed alike :

At one shall many an arrow fly,

And many a foe with one shall die.

This day the world my power shall ses,
That nons 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 ernament,

Theeo hands which precions gifts bestow,
Which guard the friend and smite the foe,
A nobler service shall asaay,

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 atrife,
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
8ad 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:
1 follow still, whate'er betida,
The path which duty shows.’

11
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KAUSALYA CALMED.

——
But when Kanfalyi saw that he

Resolved to keep his sire’s decree,

While teara and aoba her utterance broke,
Her very righteous speoch she apoke :
‘Can he, a stranger yet to pain,

Whose pleasant worda all hearts enchain,
Son of the king and me the gueen,

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

The finest cakes of sifted wheat—

Can Réima in the forest live )

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

When the sad story smites his ear,

That one ko dear, so noble held,

Is by the king his sire expelled ?

Now surely none may ¥Fateo resist,

Which orders all as it may list,

If, Rima, in thy strength and grace,

The woods become thy dwelling-placs.

A childlesa mother long I grieved,

And many a sigh for offspring heaved,
With wistfal longing weak and worn

‘Till thou at last, my son, wast born.
Fanned by the storm of that desire
Deep in my soul I falt the fire,

“Whose offerings flowed from weeping eyes,
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With fuel fed of groauns 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 pierce,

As, when the days of spring return,

The sun’s hot beams the foreat 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.’
Réima, the noblest lord of men, ]

Heard his fond mother’s speech, and then

In soothing words like these replied

To the sad queen who wept and sighed :

‘ Nay, by Kaikey('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 & sin.

Long as Kakutatha's son, who reigns

Lord of the earth, in life remains,

Thou must with love his will cbey :

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.

I in the wilds my days will spend

Till twice seven years have reached an end,

‘Then with great joy will come again,
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And faithful to thy hests remain.’
Kavudalys, by her son addressed,

With love and passion sore distressed,

Afflicted, with her eyes bedewed,

To Rima thus her speech renewed :
‘Nay, Réma, but my heart will break

I with these queens my home I make.

Lead me too with thee ; let me go

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

Thus to the weeping queen he said :

¢ 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 thea 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 parted hence, may know,
Grieved for his son, & pang of woe,
Let not this grief his soul distress,
To kill him with the bitterness.
With duteous care, in every thing,
Love, comfort, cheer the aged king.

| Though, beat of womankind, & spotse
Keeps firmly all her fasts and vaws,
Not yet her husband’s will obeys,

Bhe treads in sin’s forbidden ways.
Bhe to her hushand’s will who bends

Book 11,
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{ Goen to high bliss that never ends, /

i Yea, though the Gods have found in her
:No revereniial worshipper.

‘Bent on his weal, a woman still
Must seek to do her husband’s will :
For Scripture, custom, law uphold
T'his duty Heaven revealed of old.
Honour true Bréhmans for my sake;
Aud coustant 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 putrue;
Abgtemious, hnmble, kind, and true.
The highest bliss shalt thou obtain
When I from exile come agnin,
H, hest of those who keep the right,
The king my sire still see the light.’

The gqueen, by Rima thus addressed,

B¢ill with a mother’s grief oppressed,
While her long eyes with tears ware dim,
Bogan once nmrore and answered him :
* Not by my pleadiog may be stayed
The firm resslve thy soul has made,
My hero, thon wilt go ; and none
The sterh commande of Fate may shun.
Go forth, dear child, 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
Heodless of me who hid thee stay.
Go, strong of arm, go forth, my boy,
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 aye,
With matted hair and hermit dress
Returning from the wilderness,
Kaudsalyd's conscious soul approved,
As her proud glance she bent
On Réma constant and unmoved,
Besolved on banishment.
Buch words, with bappy omens franght,
To ber dear son she said,
Invoking with-each eager thought
A blessing on-his head.

iy



RAUSALYA'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.
Meay 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 sainta combine
To keep that precious life of thine.
The arms wise Vifvimitra' 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 mountain, prosper thee.
Let old Viréj,* and Him who made

' Hes Vol. 1. p. 148,
* The first progeny of Brahmg, or Brahmi himgslf.
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The univarse, combine to aid :

Lot Indra and each guardian Lord

‘Who keeps the worlds, their belp afford,
And be thy constant friend the Sun,
Lord Pdshé, Bhags, Aryaman.
Fortnights and seasons, nights and days,
Years, months, and hours, protect thy ways,
Vribaapati shall still be nigh,

The War-God, and the Moon ¢n high,
And Nérad* and the sainted seven *
8hall 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 beaven that glows,
Protect my child where'er he goes,

The twilight hours, the day and night,
Keep in the wood thy steps aright.
‘Watch, minite, instant, as they fles,
Shall all bring happiness to thee.
Colestials and the Titan brood

Protect thee in thy solitude,

And haunt the mighty wood to bless

The wanderer in his hermit dress. .
Fear not, by mightier gnardians screened,
The giant or night-roving fiend ;

Nor let the cruel race who tear

Man's flesh for food thy bosom scare.

1 Thess are threo names of the Sun.
* e Vil I p. B

¥ The sainis who form the constellation of Ures Mafor,
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Far be the ape, the scorpion’s sting,

¥ly, goat, 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 buffaioes.

Each savage thing the forests breed,

That loves on human flesh to feed,

Bhall for my child its rage abate,

‘When thus its wrath I deprecate,

Bleat be thy ways : may aweet 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 stepe who. guide,

May éukm,‘ 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, witd, and smoke, each text and spell

From moutha of holy seers that fall,

Guard Rima when his limhs he dips,

Or with the siream makes pure his lipe |

May the great saints and He, the Lord

Whe made the worlds, by worlds adored,

And every God in heaven beside

My bsnistied Réma keep and guide.’
Thus with due praise the long-eyed dams,

Eannobled by ker spoticas fame,

! The megent of the planet Venus.
? Kuvera. ' -
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With wreaths of flowens and precious soent
Worshipped the Geds, moet veverent,

A high-souled Brihman lit the five,
And offered, at the queen’s desire,

The holy oil ordained to burn

For Rima's weal and safe returs,
Kaufaly4, best of dames, with care

Het oil, wreaths, fuel, mustard, thora,
Then whan the rites of fire had ceased,
For Réme’s bliss and health, the priest,
Btanding without, gave what remained
In general offering,' as ordained,
Denling among the twice-born train
Honey, and curds, and oil, and grain,
He bade each heart and voice unite

To blees the youthful anchorite.

Then Réwa's mother, glorious dame,
Bestowed, to meet the Brihman's claim,
A lordly fee for duty done;

And thus again addreseed her son :

‘Such blessings as the CGods o'erjoyed
Poured forth, when Vritra® was destroyed,
On Indra of the thousand eyes,

Attend, my child, thine enterprise [

Yea, such a¢ Vinatd once gave

To King Buparga? swift and brave,

'Who songht the drink that ¢heers the skies,
Attend, my child, thine snterprise !

Book 11,

' Buil, or the presentation of food toall oreated belngs, in one of the
five groat ascraments of the Hiodu Feligion : It consista In throwing a
small parsel of she offering, Ghes or rios, of the like, into t opea air

at the bask of the bouws,
¥ In mythology, & demon slain by fodra

? Called sino Garud, the King of ‘the bitds, eMpring of m g..

Vol. L p. 188,
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Yea, auch as, when the Arorit, sose, *
And Indra alew his Daitya foes,
The royal Aditi bestowed
On Him whose hand with slaughter glowed
Of that dire brood of monstrous sige,
Attend. my child, thine enterprise !
E'en such as peerless Vishyu graced,
‘When with his triple step he paced,
Outbursting from the dwarfs disguise,”
Attend, my child, thine enterprise!
Floods, isles, and eensons as they fly,
Worlds, Vedas, quarters of the eky,
Combine, O mighty-armed, to: bless
Thee destined heir of happinees I’

The long-eyed lady ceased : ghe shed
Pure ecent and grain npon his head,
And that prized herb whoss sovereign power
Prescrves from dark misfortune'’s hour,
Upon the hero’s arm she set,
Tosbe his faithful amulet,
While holy texts she murmured low,
And spoke glad worde. though crushed by woe,
Concealing with obedient tongus
The pange with which her heart was wrung.
Bhe hent, she kissed his brow, she pressed
Her darling to her troubled breaat:
‘Firm in thy purposs, go,” sha. cried,
‘Go Rima, and may bliss betide.
Again returning safe and well,
Triumphant in Ayodhy§ dwell
Then ehall my happy eyes behold
The empire by thy will eontrolled.

n

t Boe Val. L. p- 105,
* See Vol L p. 151,
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Then grief and eare dhall leave no trace,
Joy shall light up thy mother’s face,
Aund I shall see my darling reign,
Jo moonlike glory aome again,
Theee eyes shall fondly gase on thee
Bo faithfyl 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 choicast blessings ever Jack,
"Fhen fill with rapture ever new
My bosom and thy consort’s too.
To Siva and the heavenly host
My worship has been paid,
" T'o mighty saint, to godlike ghost,
To every wandering shade.
Forth to the forest thon wilt hie,
Therein to dwell 8o long :
Let'all the quarters of the sky
Project my child from wrong,’
Her blessings thus the queen bestowed ;
Then round bim fondly paced,
And ofien, while her eyes o'erflowed,
Her deavest son embraced.
Kaufalyf's honourad feet he pressed,
As rqund her steps she bent,
And radiant with her prayers that blessed,
T'e Bitf's home he went.
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CANTO XXVL

ALONE WITH 8Sfrd.

Ho Réma, to his purpoese truae,

To Queen Kaufalyd bade adieu,
Received the benison she gave,

And to the path of duty clave.

Ag through the crowded street he paased,
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 beard,
The thought of that imperial rite
8iill filled her bosom with delight.
‘With grateful heart and joyful thought
The (Gtods in worahip she had sought,
And, well in royal dutiea learned,

Bat lopging till her lord returned.

Not all upmarked by grief and shame
Within his sumptuous home he came,
And hurried through the happy crowd
‘With eye dejected, gloomy-browed.
Up Sité sprang, and every limb
Trembled with fear at sight of him,
She marked that cheek where anpuish fed,
Those sensea care-disquieted,

For, when he looked on her, no more
Couid Lis heart hide the load it bore,
Nor could the pious chied contrel
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The paleness o’er his cheek that stole.
His altered cheer, his brow bedewed
‘With clammy drope, his grief she viewed,
And cried, consumed. with fires of woe,
‘What, O my lord, has changed thee 80 ?
Vribaspati looks down benign,

And the moon rests in Pushya's sign,

As Brihmans sage this day declare :
Then whenoe, my lord, this grief and care !
‘Why doss no canopy, like foam

For ita white beanty, shade thes home,
Its hundred ribs spread wide to throw
Splendour on thy fair head below ?
'Where are the royal fang, to grace

The lotue 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 bail thee with trinmpbant voice 2

No tuneful heralde love to raise

Loud mugic in their monarch's praise t
'Why do no Brihmans, Seripture-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 guildt
‘Where are the myriads should have filled
The strests, and followed home their king
‘With merry noise and triumphing 1

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

Like a huge hill or thunder cloud, - - _
Marked from his birth for bappy fate, T
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Whom signs anspicions decorate 1
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 1
‘Why, if the consecrating rite
Be ready, why this mournful plight?
Why do I see this sudden change,
This altered mien so sad and strangs ?’
To her, as thus she weeping cried,
Raghu's illustrious son replied :
¢ 31t4, my honoured sire’s decree
Lommands me to ihe woods to flee,
O high-bora lady, nobly bred
In the good paths thy foctsteps tread,
Hear, Janak's daughter, whils ¥ tell
The story as it all befell.
Of old my father true and brave
Two boons to Quoen Kaikeyi gave.
Through these the preparatious made
For me to-day by her are stayed,
For he is bound to disallow
‘This promige 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 1 aeek,
I come once more with: thee to speak.
In Bharat's prasence, 'O my damsa,
Ne'er speak with pride of Rima's name ;
Another’s eulogy to hear _
1s hatefal to & monarch’s ear.
Thou must with love his rule obey
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To whom my father yislds the eway.
With lové and sweet obeervance learn
His grace, and more the king's, to earn.
Now, that my father may not break

The worda of promise that be spake,

To the drear wood my atepe are hent :
Be firm, good Sitd, and content.,
Through all that time, my blamelesa spouss,
Keep well thy fasts and holy vows.

Rise from thy Led 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 Kandalyé show,

My mother, worn with eld and woe:

By duty’s law, O beat of dames,

High worship from thy love she claims.
Nor to the other queens refuse
Olservance, rendeting each her dues:
By love and fond atiention shown

They are my mothers like mine own.
Let Bharat and Satrughna bear

In thy sweet love a special shave :

Dear as my life, O let them be

Like brother aud like sor to thee,

In every word and deed refrain

From aught that Bharat's soul may pain :
He is Ayodhy4’s king and mine,

The hesd 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 springe.
Gireat monarchs from their presence send
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Their lawful sona 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 Jove 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 ;
Seo that thy conduct ne'er offend,
And keep my words, my dear.’



CARTO XXVII.
sir#8 SPERCH.

i e—

Hie sweetly-speaking bride, who best
Deserved her lord, he thus addressed.
Then teoder 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 beat of heroes, I dismiss

With bitter scorn a speech like this :
Unworthy of a warrior’s fama

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

My lord, the mother, aire, and son
Raceive 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 sarth her husband’s fate.
8o now the king’s command which senda
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 hencs,
Her husband is her sole defence.

If, Raghu’s son, thy.steps are led

‘Where Dangdak's pathless wilds are spread,
My feet before thine own: shall pass
Through tangled thorn and matted grasa,
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Dismiss thine anger and thy doubt :

Like refuse water cast thesa out,

And lead me, O my hero, heaco——

I know not sin—with ponfidence.
‘Whate'er his lot, *tis far moze-aweet
To follow atill 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 hids, and traired each thought,
Nor have I now mine ear to furn
The duties of a wife to learn.

"IN seek with thee the woodlznd 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

As in my father’s palace fair.

The worlds shall wake no care in ma;
My only care be truth to thea,

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 honey redolent.

In forest shades thy mighty arm
‘Would keep a stranger’s life from harm,
And bow shall St think of fear

When thou, O glovious lord, st nesr?
Heir of high bliss, my -ehaice is made,
Nor can I from my will be stayed,
Doubt not: the aarth will yield me roots,
These will I eat, and weodland fraits ;
And as with thee T wander there

T will not bring thee griaf.ar caxe.
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I long, when thou, wise lord, art nigh,
All fenrless, with delighted eye
To gaze upon the rocky hiil,
The lake, the fountain, and the rill ;
To sport with thee, my limbe to oool,
¥n some pure lily-covered pool,
‘While the white swan's and mallard’s wings
Are plashing in the water-springs.
8o would a thousand seasons flee
Like one sweat day, if spent with thee,
Without my lord I would not prize
A home with Gods above the skies:
Without my lord, my life to bless,
‘Where could be heaven or happiness?
Forbid me not: with thee I go
The tangled wood to tread.
There will I live with thee, as though
Thie 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 mind :
I heed not all heside.
Thy heart shall neer by me be grieved ;
Do not my prayer deny ;
Take me, dear lord ; of thee bereaved
Thy Sit awears to die.
These words the duteous lady spake,
Nor would he yet consent
Hia faithful wife with him to take
. To share his banishment.
He soothed her with his gentle speech ;
*  To change her will he sirove ;
And much be said the woes to teach
Of those in wilds who rove.
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CANTO XXVIII.

THE DANGERS OF THE WOOD.

Thus Sit4 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,

And then, her firm resolve to shake,

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

‘Whose ateps from virtue ne’er decline,

Remain, thy duties here pursue,

As my fond heart would have thee do.

Now hear me, Sit#, fair and weak,

And do the words that I shall apeak.

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 senseless 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 woa,

The lion in his mountain cave

Answers the torrents as they rave,

And forth his voioe of terror throws :
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The wood, my love, B full of woes.

There mighty monsters fearless play,

And in their maddened onset slay

The bapless wretch who near them goes :
The wobd, my love, is full of woes,

*Tis hard to ford each treacherous flood,
8o thick with erocodiles and mud,

‘Where the wild elephants repose :

The wood, my love, is full of woes.

Or {ar from streams the wanderer strays
Thraogh thorns and creeper-tanglad ways,
‘While round him many a wild-cock crows «
The wood, my love, is full of woes.

On the cold ground upon & heap

Of gathered leaves condemned to sleep,
Toil-wearied, will his eyelida close ;

The wood, my love, is full of woes.

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

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

O Sité, while his strength may last,

The ascetic in the wood must fast,

Coil on his head his matted hair,

And bark must be bis only wear,

To Giods and epirits day by day

The ordered worship he must pay,

And bonour with respectful care

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

At dawn, at noon, at eet of sun,
Obedient to the law be koows :

The wood, my love, is full of woss.

To grace the altar must be brought



Canio XXVill. THE RAMAVAN. B3

The gift of lowers'his hands have sought-= "~ ~ v
The debt each pious hermit owes : '
The wood, my love, is full of woes.

The devotee must be content

To live, severcly 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, ia full of woes,

The snakes that by the rivers hide

In ginuocus course like rivers glide,

And line the path with deadly foes:

The wood, my love, is full of woes.
Scorpions, and grasshoppers, and flies
Digturb the wanderer as he lies,

And wake him from his troubled doze :
The wood, my love, ia full of woesa,

Trees, thorny busbes, intertwined,

Their branches’ ends together bind,

And denpe with graess the thicket grows:
The wood, my dear, is full of woes,

‘With many ilis 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 penancs every thought applied :

No fear muat be of things to fear:
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Hence i the wood for sver drear.
Enough, my love: thy purpose quit;
For forest life thon art not fit.

As thus I think on all, I see

The wild wood is no place for thes.’

Book 11,
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CANTO XXIX.

SITA'S APPRAL.
.

Thus Réma apake. Her lord’s addresa
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 loas 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 Rima, I must go :

My nmive’s command ordains it go.
Beroft 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 gky,
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.

¥n my great love, my lord, I waen,
The truth of this thou mayst have ssen.
In my sire's palace long ago

I heard the chief of those who know,
The truth-declaring Brdhmans, teil
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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 lifo their lips decreed.

Now, mighty Réma, I must share

Thy father’s doom which sends thee there,
In this X will not be denied,

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

Now let the Brihmans’ words be trus,
For this the time they had in view.

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

Their rebel senses well controlled.

In my sire’s balls, ere I was wed,

I heard a dame who begged her bread
Bofore my mother's faca relate

‘What griefs a forest life await.

And many & time in sport I prayed

To soek with thee the greenwood shade,
For O, my heart on this ia sef,

Ta follow thea, dear anchoret,

May bleesings on thy life attend :

I Jong with thee my steps to bend,

For with such hero as thou art

This pilgrimage enchants my heart.
Btill closs, my lord, to thy dear sida,
My epirit will be purified:

Love from all sin my soul will free:
My husband is a God to me. .

S0, love, with thee ahall I Lave blims - -



Canto XXIX. THE RAMATAN.

And share the life that follows this,
I heard a Bribhman, deatto‘fam,
‘This ancient Scripture text proolaim :
‘ The woman whom on earth below
Her parents on a man bestow,
And lawfully their hands unite
With water and each holy rite,
8he 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 dranght, and die.’
8o 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 anawer of the strong-armed chief
Smote the Videhan's soul with grief,
And from ber oye¢ the torrents came
Bathing the bosom of the dame.
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HE TRIVMFPH OF LOVE.

—ei—
The danghter of Videha's king,
‘While Réma strove to soothe the sting
Of her deep anguish, thus began
Once more in furtherance of her plan :
And with her spirit sorely tried
By fear and anger, love and pride,
With keenly taunting words addresssd
Her hero of the stately breast :
‘ Why did the king my sire, who reigns
O'er fair Videha's wide domains,
Hail R4ms son with joy unwise,
A woman in a man’s disguise?
Now falsely wonld the pecple say,
By idle fancies led astray,
That Rema’s own are power and might,
As gloricus as the Lord of Light.
Why sinkest thou in such dismay ¢
What fears upon thy spirit weigh,
That thou, O Rérma, fain wouldst flee
From her who thinks of nanght but thee?
To thy dear will am I resigned
In heart and body, soul and mind,
An Skvitr{ gave all to one,
Batyavéin, Dyumatssna’s son. '

1 The story of Skvited, told in the Mahibherat, has been sdmirably
translated by Rtickert, snd elegantly epitomisad by Mrs. Manning in
India, Anciont and Mediaval. Thare is a fres revderiog of the story
tn Zdglle from the Senshrit.
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Not ¢’en in fancy ean I brook

To any guard save thee to look :

Let meaner wivea their housea shame,
To go with thee is all my claim.

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

Thire own, espoused in maiden youth,
Thy wife so long, unblamed for truth 2
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 forsake,
And to the wood thy journey thake,
‘Whether atern penance, grief, and care,
Or rule or heaven await thee there.
Nor shall fatigue my limbs distreas
‘When wandering in the wilderness:
Each path which near to thee I tread
Shell seem a soft luxurious bed.

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

8oft to my touch aa skins of deer.
‘When the rude wiod in fury blows,
And scattered dust upon me throws,
That dust, beloved Jord, to me

8hall as the precious sandal be.

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

In some green glade upon a bed
‘With sacred grass beneath us spread ?
The root, the leaf, tho fruit which thon
Shalt give me from the earth or bough,
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8canty or plentiful, to eat,

8hall taste to me as Amrit sweet.

As there I live on flowers and roota

And every season’s kindly fruite,

I will not for my mother grieve,

My sire, my home, or all I leave.

My preeence, love, shall never add

One pain to make thy heart more sad ;

I will not cause theo grief or care,

Nor be a burden hard to bear,

‘With thee is heaven, whers'er the spot ;

Each place is hell where thou art not.

Then go with me, O Rima ; thia

Is all my hope and all m¥ blisa;

If thou wilt leavs thy wife who still

Entreats thee with undaunted will,

This very day shall poison close

The life that spurns the rale of foes,

How, after, can my soul sustain

The bitter life of endless pain,

‘When thy dear face, my lord, I miss?

No, death is better far then this,

Not for an hour oould I endure

The deadly grief that knows not cure,

Far less & woe 1 could not shun

For ten long years, and thres, and one.
'While fires of woe consumed her, such

Her nad appesl, lamenting much ;

Then with a wild cry, anguish-wrung, ,

About her husband’a neck she clung.

Like aome she-alephant who bleeds

Struck by the hunter's venomed reeds,

8o in her quivering heart she felt

The rnany wounds his speeches deals.
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Then, aa the spark from wood is gained,’
Down rolled the tear so long restrained :
The erystal moisture, sprung from wos,
From her sweet eyea began to flow,

As runs the water from a pair

Of Iotuses divinely fair. :

And Bité's face with long dark eyea,
Pure ag the moon of sntumn skies,
Faded with weeping, as the buds

Of lotuses when sink the floods.

Around his wife his arme he strained,
Who senseless from her woe remained,
And with sweet words, that bads her wake
To life again, the herd spake: °

‘T wonld not with thy woe, my Queen,
Bay heaven and all its bliseful sheen.
Void of all fear am I az He,

The self-existent God, can be,

I 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 made
To dwell with me in greenwood shade.
And, as a high saint’s tender mind
Olings to its love for all manking,

So I to thea will ever cling,

Sweet daughter of Videha's king.

The good, of old, O soft of frame,
Heonoured this duty’s sovereign claim,
And I its guidance will not ahun, .
True as light's Quaan is to the San. . o

'm&mmhmw&qa&iﬁudm
ploces 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 trutk, all lead me there,
One duty, dear, the same for aye,

Is sire and mother to chey:

Bhould I their orders onoe transgrees
My very life were weariness,

If glad obedience be denied

To father, mother, holy guida,

‘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 seck to pleasa,
Not truth, or gift, or bended knes,

Not honour, worship, lordly fae,

Btorma heaven and wins & blessing thence
Like sonly love and reverence,

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

‘Win worlds where Gods and minstrels ars,
And Brahm#&'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 theo, love, to Dandak’s wild
My heart at length is reconciled,

Book 11,
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For thee such earnest thoughta impel
To follow, and with me o 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 euch noble will,
And thou, dear love, wilt ever be

The glory of thy house and me,

Now, beauteons-armed, begin the taaks
The woodland life of harmits asks,

For me the joys of heaven ahove

Have charms no more without thee, love,
And now, dear Sit4, be not slow:
Food on good mendicants bestow,

And for the holy Brihmans bring

Thy treasures and each precious thing,
Th¥ best attire and gems collest,

The jewels which thy beauty decked,
And every ornament and toy
Prepared for hours of eport 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,
Hagtened within, without delay,
Prepared to give their wealth away,
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CANTO XXXI.

LARSHMAN'S PRAYER.

When Lakshmay, who had joined them thers,

Had heard the converse of the pair,

His mien was changed, his eyes o'erflowed,

¥is breast no more could bear its load.

The son of Raghu, sore distressed,

Hie brother’s feet with fervour pressed,

‘While thus to Sitd he complained,

And bhim 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 hirds and beasts are found,

I heed not homes of Gods on high,

I heed not life that cannot dis,

Nor would I wish, with thee away,

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

Hie brother's woodland life to share.

An Réma still his prayer denied

‘With soothing words, again he eried :

*When leave at first thou didst accord,

‘Why dost thou stay me now, my lord ?

Thou art my refuge : O, be kind,

T.eave me not, dear my lord, behind.

Thou canst not, brother; if thou choose
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That I stil] live, my wish refuee.’

The glorious chief his speech renewed
To faithful Lakshmay a3 he sued,
And on the eyea of Réms gazed
Longing to lead, with hands vpraised :
¢Thou art a hero jyst and dear, :
‘Whoee steps to virtue's path adhere,
Loved aes my life till life shall end,
My faithful brother and my friend.

If to the woods thou take thy vway
With Sit€ and with me to-day,

Who for Kauéalyd will provide,

And guard the good Sumitrd’s aide ?
The lord of earth, 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 Afivapati’s daughter' won,

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

So Bharat, ruler of the land,

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

My honoured mother from neglect.
8o thou, while not to me alone

Thy great affection will be shown,
'To highest duty wilt adhare

By serving those thou shouldst revere.

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

The faithful Lakshman, thus addreased
In gentle words which love expressed,
To him in lore of language learned,
His angwer, eloguent, returned :

*Nay, throngh thy might each queen will share
Attentive Bharat's love and cara,
Bhould Bharat, raised as king to sway
This noblest realm, hig 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 aid,
And the three worlds in league arrayed,
And good Kausalys well ean fee

A thoueand championa like to me,

A thousand hamlets rich in grain

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

Then let me follow thee ; herein * .
Is naught that may resemble sin,

8o shall I in 1ay wish succeed,

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

My hande ghall spade and basket bear,
And for thy feet the way prepate,

Il bring thee roots and berriea sweet,
And woodland fare which hermits eat.
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Thou shalt with thy Videhat spouse

Recline upon the mountain’s brows ;

Be mine ths toil, be mine tb keep

Watch o’er thee wakinjt o ableep.’
Filled by his apeech with joy and pridas,

Rfwa to Lakshmay thus replied :

‘Qo then, my brother, bid adien

To all thy friends and retigue,

And those two bows of fearful might,

Celeatial, which, at that famed rite,

Lord Varup gave to Janak, king

Of fair Videha, with thee bring,

With heavenly coats of sword-proaf mail,

Quivers, whose arrowa never fail,

And golden-hilted swords so keen,

The rivals of the sun in sheen,

Tendad with cars these.arms are afl

Preserved in my preceptor’s hall,

‘With speed, O Lakshmay, go, produce,

Afd bring them hither for our use.’

Bo on a woodland life intent,

To see his faithfal friends he went,

And brought the heavenly arms which lay

By Rama's teacher stored away.

And Raghu's son to Réma showed

Those wondrous arma which gleamed and glowed,

‘Well kept, adorned with many a wreath

Of flowers on case, and hilt, and sheath.

The prudent Réma at the sight

Addreesed his brother with delight:

‘' Well art thou come, my brother dear,

For much I longed to sce thee here.

For with thine aid, before I go,

1 would my gold and wealth bestow
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UpontheBrihmnsaage whoachool
Their lives by stern devotion's rale.
Ang for all those who ever dwell
Within my house and serve me well,.
Devoted pervanis, trus and good,
Will I provide a livelihood.
Quick, go and summon to this place
The good Vafishtha's son,
Suyajna, of the Brhman race
The first and holiest one.
To all the Brihmans wise and good
Will I due reverence pay,
Then to the solitary wood
With thee will take my way.'
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CANTO XXXII.

PHE GIFT OF THE TREASUGRES.

e

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 R4ma’s house return,

‘Who now performse a task most stern.’
He, when his noonday rites were done,
Went forth with fair Sumitré’s son,
And came to Bfma’s bright abode

Rich in the love which Lakshmi showed.
The son of Raghu, with his dame,
‘With joined hands met him as he came,
Bhowing 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 Réma, at his wife’s request,

The wise Suyajna thus addressed :

< Accept a necklace too to deck

‘With golden strings thy spouse’s neck.
And 8Biif hero, my friend, were glad

A girdle to her gift to add.

' The chapel whexe the sacred fire used in worship is kept,
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And many a hracelet wronght with care,
And many an armlet rich and rare,
My wife to thine i# fain to give,
Departing in the wood to live,

A bed by skilful workmen made,
With gold and various gems inlaid—
Thie too, befors she goes, would she
Progent, O gaintly friend, to thee.
Thine be my elephant, sc famed,

My uncle's present, Victor named ;
And let a thousand coins of goid,
Great Bréhman, with the gift be told’
Thus Rimsa spoke: nor he declined
The noble gifts for him designed.

On Réma, Lakshman, Sitk he
Invoked all high felicity.

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

And precious gifts npon them rain,
Like fostering floods upon the grain,
O long-axmed 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, 8o deep in Seripture, who,
To Queen Kaufalyh ever trus,
Serves her with blessing and respoct,
Chief of the Taittiriya sect '—

! The stnsdents and teashers of the Taitthiys portion of the Yajur
Voba, . -
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To him, with women-slaves, presant,

A chariot rich with ornament,

And costly robes of silk beside,

Until the sage be satiefied.

On Chitraratha, tree and dear,

My tuneful bard and charioteer,

(lems, robes, and plentecus wealth confer—

Mine ancient friend and minister.

And these who go with staff in hand,

Grammarians trained, s numerous band,

‘Who their deep study only prize,

Nor think of other exercise,

‘Who toil not, loving dainty fare,

‘Whose praises e’en the good declare—

On these be eighty cars bestowed,

And each with preciour treasurea load,

A thousand bulls for them suffice,

Two hundred elephanta of price,

And let & thousand kine heside

The dainties of each meal provide.

The throng who sacred girdles wear,

And on Kaufaly wait with care—

A thousand golden coins shall please,

Bon of SBumitré, each of these,

Let all, dear Lakshmay, of the train

These special gifts of honour gain :

My mother will rajoice to know

Her Brahmans have been cherighed so.’
Then Raghu's son addreased the crowd

‘Who round him etood 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.’

101
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To all his people sad with grief,

In loving words thus apoke their chief,

Then bade his treasure-keeper bring

Gald, silver, and each precious thing,

Then straight the servants went and bore

Back to their chief the wealth in store,

Before the people’s eyes it shone,

A glorious pile to look upen.

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 Brihmen, long in evil cage,

Named Trijat, born of Garga’s race,

Earned ever toiling in a wood

‘With spade and plough 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 Réma go to-day,

And somewhat of his kindness pray.’
He heard the words she spoke: around

His limba his ragged ¢loth he wound,

And took his journey by the road

That led to Rfima’s fair abode.

To the fifth court he made his way;

Nor met the Bréhman check or atay.

Brighu, Angiras’ could not be

Brighter with saintly light than he.

To Réms's presence on he pregsed,

! Two of the bon divine pursonages called Prajdpotis and Syehmd-
Sikes wha were first qreated by Braluns.
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And thus the noble chief addressed :

‘O Réma, poor and weak am T,

And many children round me ery.

Beant living in the woods I earn:

On me thine eye of pity turn.”

And Réma, bent on aport and jest,

The suppliant Bribman thus addressed :

* O aged man, one thousand kire,

Yet undistributed, are mine.

The cows on thee will I bestow

As far as thou thy staff canst throw.
The Bréhman heard, In effer haste

Ha 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 SBarjd'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 Sarjii's’shore,

At Réma’s word the herdasmen drove

To Trijat’a cotiage in the grove.

He drew the Bréhman to his breast,

And thus with ealming 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 shell be all thy heari can seek.’
Thus Réma spake. And Trijag prayed

For means his sacrifice to aid.

And Réma gave much wealth, required

‘To speed his offering a8 desired.
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CANTO XXXIII.

THE PROPLE'S LAMENT,

Thus Sit4 and the princes brave

Much weaith to all the Brahmans gave.
Then to the monarch’s house the three
Went forth the aged king $o see.

The princes from two servants took

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

By 8itd’s beantifying hand.

On each high house & mournful throng
Had gatherod ere they passed along,
‘Who gazed in pure unselfish woe

From turret, roof, and, portico.

S0 dense the crowd that blocked the ways,
The rest, unable there to gaze,

Woere fain each terrace to ascend,

And thence their eyes on Rima bend.
Then as the gathered multitude _
On foot their well-loved Rma viewed,
No royal shade to screen his head,

Such words, disturbed by grief, they said :
‘0 look, our hero, wont to ride

Leading a host in perfect pride—

Now Lakghman, sole of all his friends,
With Bitd. on his steps attends. -
Though he has known the sweets of power,
And poured hie gifts in liberal shower,
From duty’s path he will not swerve,
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Bust still his father's truth preserve.
And ghe whose form so soft and fajr
‘Waas veiled from spirits of the air,
Now walks unsheltered from the day,
Been by the crowds who thrang the way.
Ah, 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)
Burely some demon has possessed

His sire, and speaks within hie breast,
Or how could one that is & king

Thus send bhis dear son wandering 1

It were a deed unkindly done

To banish ¢’en a worthless son :

But what, when his pure life has gained
The hezris of all, by love enchained ?
8ix sovereign virtues join to grace
Réma the foremost of his race:
Tender and kind and pure is he,
Docile, religious, passion-free.

Honce mirery strikes not him alone:
In bitterest grief the people moan,
Like creatures of the stream, when dry
In the great heat the channela lie.
The world ia mournful with the grief
That falls on its beloved chief,

As, when the root is hewn away,
Tree, fruit, and flowes, and bud decay.
The soul of duty, bright to see,
Hae is the root of you and me;

And all of us, who share his grief,
His branches, blossot, fruit, and leaf.
Now like the faithfu! Lakshmag, we
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Will follow and be true as he;

OQur wives and kinsmen call with speed,
And hasten where.our lord shall lead.
Yes, we will leave each well-loved spot,
The feld, the garden, and the cet, '
And, sharers of his weal and woe,
Behind the pions Béma go.

Qur 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’errun by rats, with dust o’erspread,
Shrines, whence the deities have fled,
Where not a hand the water pours,

Or swoeps the long-neglected floors,

No incense loads the evening air,

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

Ne gift is known, no sacred rite ;

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

And rule o'er homes where we have been.
The wood where Réma’s feet may roam
Shall be our city and our home,

And thiy 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

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

With R&ma will we hence, content
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If, where be is, our days be spent.’

Such were the varied words the crowd
Of all conditions spoke alond.
And Réma heard their speeches, yet
Changed not his purpose firmly get.
His father’s palace soon he neared,
That like Kailasa's hill appeared.
Like a wild elephant be strode
Right onward to the bright abode,
Within the palace court he stepped,
‘Where ordered bands their station kept,
And saw Sumantra standing near

With down-cast eye and gloomy cheer.
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CANTO XXX]1V.

RAMA IN THR PALACE.

Se—ir—

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 al diemayed,

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 sghade,

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 SBumsantra gazed

On him whosae senses woe had dazed,

Qrieving for Réma. Near he drew ‘

‘With hands upraised in reverence due.

With blessing first his king he hailed ;

Then with & voice that well-nigh failed,

In trembling accents soft and low

Addreased the monarch in his woe:

*The prince of men, thy Rima, waits

"To sea thee at the palace gates.

Hirs wealth to Brdhmans he has dealt,

And all who in his home have dwelt.

Admit thy son. Hig friends have heard

His kind farewell and parting word.

He longs to see thee first, and then
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‘Will seek the wilds, QO King of men.
He, with each princely virtue's blage,
Shinea as the sun engirt by rays.’

The truthfal king who loved to kesp
The law, profound as Ocean’s deep,
And stainless aa the dark blue aky,
Thus to Sumantra made reply :

‘Go then, Sumantra, go and call
My wives and ladies one sad all,
Drawn round me shall they fill the piace
‘When I behold my Réma's face.”

Quick to the inmer rooms he sped,
And thus to all the women said,
*Come, at the summons of the king:
Come all, and make no tarrying.’

Their busband’s word, by him conveyed,
Soon as they heard, the dames obeyed,
And following his guidance all
Cane 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 Kaufalys, sped.
They gathered, and the monarch viewed
One moment all the multitude,

Then to Sumantra spoke and said ;
*Now let my son be hither lad.’

Sumantra went. Then Rima care,
And Lakshman, 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

Hia son with raised palms toward him draw,

Girt by his ladies, #ick with woes,

109



110 THE RAMAYAN. Book 11,

Swift from hia royal seat he rose.
With all his strength the aged man
To meet his darling Bma mn,
But trembling, wild with dark despair,
Fell on the ground and fainted thera.
And Lakshman, wont in cars to ride,
And Rfma, threw them by the side
Of the poor miserable king,
Half lifeless with his sarrow’s sting.
Throughout the spacious hall up went
A thousand women's wild lament:.
‘Abh Réma !’ 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 Sit&’s gentle aid,
The king upon & 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 Réma 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 Lakshmay my companion, be,
And Sit£ also follow me.
With truthful plens 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 hia children, so
Let Lokshmag, me, and Sité go.

He stood unmoved, and watched intent
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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 arte enslaved,
I gave the boons Kaikeyi craved,
Unfit to reign, by her misled :
Be ruler in thy father's stead.’

Thua 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, remain
er this our city siill to reigo.
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,
Thua apake the monarch, while the queen
Kaikeyi urged him on unseen :
“Go then, O Réma, and begin
Thy course unvext by fear and sin:
Go, my beloved egon, and earn
Suecess, and joy, and safe return.
8o 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 fortified,
Bat O, a little longer stay,
Nor turn thy steps this night away,
That I one little day—alsx.!.
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One only—with my son may pasa

Me and thy mother do not slight,

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

With every dainty please thy tmste,

And seek to-morrow morn the wasté.

Hard is thy task, O Raghe's son,

Dire ia the tail 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, 1 deeply grieve,

Misguided by the traitress dame

‘With hidden guile like smouldering flame,

Now, by ber wicked counsel atirred,

Thou fain wouldet keep my plighted word,

No marvel that my eidest born

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

His wretched father speak each word,

With Lakehmay standing by his side

Thus, humbly, to the king replied :

*If dainties now my taste regale,

To-morrow must those daintics fail,

This day departure I prefer

To all that wealth can mininter. -

Q'er this fair land, no longer mine,

‘Which I, with all her realms, resign,

Her multitudes of men, her grain,

Her stores of wealth, lot Bharat reign.

And let the promised boon which thou

‘Whaat pleased to grant the quesh ers now, |

Be hers in full. Be true, O King,
Kind giver of each pravious thing.
Thy spoken word I still will heed,

Book I1.
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Obeying all thy lips decreed ;

And fourteen years in woods will dwell
With those who live in giade and deil.
No-hopes of power my heart can touch,
No zelfish joys attract so much

As, son of Raghu, to fulfil

With heart 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 I prize;
Life, hesven, all blessinga T despise ;

¥ wish to see thoo still remain’

Most true, O King, and free from stain.
It muet not, Sire, it raust not be:

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

For naught my rettled will can bend.
I gave a pledge that binds me too,
And to that pledge 1 still am true.
Kaikeyi bade me speed away -

Bhe 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 doer’s peaceful herds,

And voices of a thousand birds,

A father is the God of each,

Yea, e'en of Glods, so Scriptures teach :
And I will keep my sire's decres,

For a8 & (lod I honour thee.

O best of men, the time is nigh,
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The fourteen years will soon pase by

And to thine eyes thy son restore:

Be comforted, and weep no more,

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

Bo troubled, and thy soul cast down ?’
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CANTO XXXV,

KAIREYf REPROACHED.

Wild with the rage he 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
‘Waquld blast her body, thus he apoke:

* Thou, who, of no dread sin afraid,

Hasgt Dagaratha’s self betrayed,

Lord of the world, whose might sustains
Each thing that moves or fixed remains,
‘What direr erime is left thee now ?
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 deep.

Despise not Dafaratha, he

Is & kind lord and friend to thee.

A loving wife in worth cutruns

The mother of ten million sons.

Kings, when their sires have passed away,
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Saceeed by birthright to the sway.
Ikshvfika’s son still rules the state,
Yot thou this rule wouldet viclate,
Yen, let thy son, Kaikeyi, reign,

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

No Brahman, scorning thee, will rest
Within the realm thou governest,
But all will fly indignant henoe :

So great thy trespass and offence,

I marvel, when thy crime I see,

Earth yawns not quick to ewallow thee;

And that the Bribman saints prepare
No burning scourge thy soul to scare,
‘With cries of shame to smite thee, bent
‘Upon onr Réma’s banishment.

The Mango tree with axes fell,

And tend instead the Neem tree weil
8till watered with all care the tree
Will never aweet and pleasant be.
Thy mother’s faults to thee descend,
And with thy borrowed nsature blend,
Troe is the ancient saw : the Neem
Can pe'er distil a honeyed stream.
Taught by the tale of long ago

Thy mother’s hateful sin we know.

A bounteous saint, a8 all have heard,
A boon upon thy sire conferred,

And sll the eloquence revealed

That fills the wood, the flond, the field.
No creature walked, or ewam, or flew,
But he ita 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 roarked its close intent
He laughed aloud in merriment,

Thy mother forious with ker lord,
And fain to perish by the eord,

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

*If T this laughter ehould explain,
This very hour would be my last,
For death, be sure, would foliow fast.’
Again thy mother, flushed with ire,
To Kekaya spake, thy royal sire:
¢Tell me the canse; then live or die:
I will not brook thy laugh, not 1.’
Thus by hie darling wife addressed,

The king whose might all earth confessed,

To that kind saint his story told
Who gave the wondrous gift of old.
Mo 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 pleasurs filled,
Thy mother from his home he sent,
And days like Lord Kuvera’s gpent.
Bo 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 thee iz shown
The ancient saw so widely known.:
The sons their fathers’ worth declare

nz
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And girls their mothers’ nature share.

80 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 atay,

0O, 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 ancinted, Queen.

Remember, Queen, undying shame

‘Will through the world pursue thy name,

If Réma leave the king hia sire,

And, banished, to the wood retire.

Come, from thy breast this fever fling :

Of his own realm be Réma king.

None in this ¢ity e'er can dwell |

To tend and love thee half so well.

‘When Réama 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,
1 It was the custom of the kings of the solar dynasty to resign in

their extreme old age the kingdom to the beir, and spsnd the remainder
of their days in holy meditation in the forest:

 For such through ages In their lifs's decling
Is the good customn of Tkehviku's lipe,”

Raghuvania,
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Striving to move Kaikey's mind,

In vain he prayed, in vain reproved,

Bhe heard unsoftened and unmoved,

Noar could the eyes that watched ber view
One yielding look, one change of hue,
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CANTO XXXVI.

SIDDRARTE'S SPEECH.

L —

Ykshviku’s son with anguish torn

For the great oath his lips had sworn,
With tears and sighs of sharpest pain
Thus to Sumantra gpake again ;

* Prepare thou quick a perfeet force,
Cars, elephants, and foot, and horse,
To follow Raghn’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 arme, 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 deex he slays,
Drinking wood honey as he strays,
And looks om streams each fairer yet,
His kingdom he may chance forget.
Let ail my gold and wealth of corn
With Réma to the wilds be borne ;
For it will soothe the exile's lot

To sacrifice in each pure spot,
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Desl ample largess forth, and mest
Esch hermit in his calm retreat.

The wealth sghall Rima with him bear:
Ayocdhyé shall be Bharat's share,’

As thus Kakutstha's offspring spoke,

Fear in Kaikey{’s bresst 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 searce 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 untonched by sbame.
Then, answering, Dadaratha spoke:

*'Why, 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 first

This hope, vile Queen, so fondly nursed ¥’

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,
Drova forth bis eldest son disgraced,
Called Asamanj, whose fate we know :
Thus should thy gon to exile go.’

* Fie on thee, dame !’ the monarch said ;
Each of her people bent his head,
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And stood in shame snd sorrow maute :
She marked not, bold and resolute.
Then great Siddhfirth, inflamed with rage,
The good old councillor and sage
On whose wise rede the king relied,
To Queen Kaikeyi thna replied :
* But Asamanj the cruel laid
Hip hands on infants as they played,
Cast them to Sarji’s flood, and smiled
For pleasure when he drowned a child,!
The people saw, and, furious, 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 t* the monarch cried ;
And all the people thus replied :
¢In folly, King, he loves to lay
Fierce handa upon our babes at play,
Casts them to Sarji’s flood, and joys
To murder our bewildered boya.’
‘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.
1 See Book L, Caato XXXIX. An Indlan princs in more modern
times appears to have diverted himeelf in a similar way.

T4 Ts wtill roported in Belgavm that Appay Deary was wont to amusa
himealf “by making several young and besutiful women rtand side by
aide on o narrow baleony, without m parapet, overhanging the deep
reservoir ob the new palace in Nipani, Housed dhen to pags along the
line of trembling crestures, and suddenly throsting one of them head-
long inko .the water balow, he usad 0 watoh her drowning, sod derive
plessure fsom her dying agonies,”—~History of the Belgaum District.
By H. J. Stolow, M. 8, (.
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And thug 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 erime,
Sagar, the righteous path who held,

His wicked offspring thus expelled.

But what has Réma 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 & spot.

If thou canst see one fault, e'en one,

To dim the fame of Raghu’s son,

That fault this hour, O lady, show,

And Réimea to the wood shall go..

To drive the guiltless to the wild,
Truth's constant lover, undefiled,

Would, by defianca of the right,

The glory e'en of Indra blight.

Then cease, O lady, and dismiss

Thy hepe to ruin Bdma’s bliss,

Or all thy gain, O fair of face,

Will be men's hatred, and disgrace.’
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CANTO XXXVII.

THE COATS OF BARE,

Thus spake the virtuous sage ; and then
Réma 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 Yive in woods on woodland fare.
‘What, dead to joys, have I to do
With lordly train and retinme 2
‘Who gives his elephant and yet
Upon the girths his heart will set 2
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 reeign -
The hermit’s dress alone be mine,
Beiore 1 go, have here conveyed
A little basket and a spade.
‘With these alone I go, content,

For fourteen yearsa of banishment,’
With her own hands Kaikeyi took
The hermit coats of bark, and, ¢ Look,’

She oried with bold unblushing brow
Before the concourse, ¢ Dress thee now.’
That lion leader of the brave

Took from hexr hand the dress she gave,
Cast hiz fine raiment on the ground,
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And roung his waist the vesture bound,
Then quick the hero Lakshman too

His garment from his shoulders threw,
Ang, in the presenoce of his girs,

Indued the ascetic’s rough attire.

But Sitd, in her silks arrayed,

Threw glances, trembling and afraid,

On the bark coat she had to wear,

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

From the queen’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 ¢’

There stood the pride of Janak’s race
Parplexed, with sad appealing face.
One coat the lady’s fingers grasped,
One round her neck she faebly clasped,
But failed 2gain, again, confused
By the wild garb she ne’er had used.
Then quickly hastening Réma, pride
Of all who clerish virtue, tied
The rough bark mantle on her, o'er
The silken raiment that she wore,

Then the sad women when thy saw
Réma the choice bark round her draw,
Rained water from each tender eye,
And cried aloud with bitter cry:

F O, not on her, beloved, not

On Bit4 falls tby mournful lot,

i, faithful to thy father's will,
Thou must go forth, leave Sitd atill.

! Chitewrutbs, King of the celeatial chorisiers,
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Let Sit4 otill remaining here

Our hearts with her loved presence cheer.

With Lakshman by thy side to aid

Seck thou, dear son, the lonely shade,

Unmeet, one good and fair as she

Should dwell in woods & devotee.

Let not our prayers be prayed in vain :

Let beanteous Sitd yet remain ;

For by thy love of duty tied

Thou wilt not here thyself abide.’
Then the king's venerable guide

Vafishtha, when he saw each coat

Encloge the lady’s waist and threat,

Her zeal with gentle words repressed,

And Queen Kaikey! thus addressed :

“0 evil-bearted sirner, shame

Of royal Kckaya's race and name;

‘Who matchless in thy sin couldst cheat

Thy lord the king with vile deceit ;

Toost to sll senao of duty, know

Sitd to exile shall not go.

8it4 ehall guard, as 'twere her own,

The precious trust of Rima’s throne.

Those joined by wedlock’s sweet control

Have but one self and common soul,

Thus Sit shall cur emapress be,

For Réma's self and soul is she.

Or if sbe still to Réron cleave

Axd for the woode 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,
Reat here alone, and rule thy state
TUnpeopled, barren, desolate;

Bo empress of the land and trees,
Thou sinner whom our sorrows please.
The land which Rfima reigns not o'er

Shall bear the kidgdom'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 thow from the earth arise,
And send thy message from the skies,
To his forefathers’ custom true

No erring course would he pursue.

So hast thou, by thy grievous fault,
Offended him thou wourldst 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 woode in Réma's tzain,

And naught save longing trecs remain.’
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CANTO XXXVIII.

CARE FOR RAUSALYA.

D et

Then when the people wroth and sad
Saw Sit& 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.
Tkshvéiku's son with burning sighs
On Queen. Kaikeyi bent his eyes,
And said : *But Sitd must not flee
In 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 o the wild ?
That she should spend her youthful days
Amid a hermit band,
Like some poor mendicant who strays
Sore troubled, through the land 1
AbL, let the child of Janak throw
' Her dress of bark aside,
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And let the royal lady go
With roysl wealth supplisd.
Not such the pledge I gave before,
Unfit to linger here :
The oath which X the ginner swore
Ig kept, and leaves her clear,
‘Won from her childlike love this teo
My instant death wonid be,
As blossoms on the old bamboo
Dastroy the parent txee.
If aught amiss by Rima done
Offend thee, O thow wicked one,
‘What least transgression canet thou find
In her, thou worst of womaakind t
‘What shade of fault in her appears,
‘Whoee full soft eye is like the deer’s 1
‘What canat thou blame in Janak’s child,
So gentle, modest, true, and mild ?
1a not one erime complete, that zent
My Réma forth to banishment {
And wilt thou other sina commit,
Thouw wicked one, to double it?
This is the pledge and oath I swore,
‘Whet thou hesoughtest, and no more,
Of Béma—for 1 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 limba with hermit dress.’
Thus epake the father in his woe;
And Réma, still prepared io go,
To him who sat with drooping head

120

1 Tt ip sald that the bamboo dien after flowsring.
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Bpake in return these words and maid :
¢ Just King, here stands my mother dear,
Kaufaly£, one whom all revere.
Submissive, gentle, old is she,
And keeps her lips from blame of thee.
For her, kind lord, of me bereft
A sea of whelming woe is left.
O, show her in her new distress
Biill fonder love and tenderness,
Well honoured by thine honocured hand
Her grief for ms 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 ao,
Thsat, when I dwell afar, her life resigned,
She may not pass to Yama’s realm for woe."
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CANTO XXXIX.

COUNSKEL TO SPTA

Scarce had the sire, with each dear queen,.
Heard Réma's. pleading voice, and seen.
His daxiing: in his hermit dress

Fre failed his:senses for distress. :
Convulsed with woe, his soul that shook,.
©n Baghu's son he could not look ;

©r if he-lookad with failing eye

He could not te.the chief reply..

By panggs of bitter grief assailed,

The long-armed monarch. wept and wailed,
Half dead a. while and sore distraught,
While Rima filled his every thought.
“Thie. hand. of mine in days ere now

Haa reft her young from many a cow,.
©Or living things has idly slain ;

Hence: comes, I ween,. this hour of pa.in..
Not till the hour iz come- to. die-

Can from. ita shell the spirit fly.

Denth comes not, and Kaikeyi atill’
Torments- the- wretch she cannot kill;.
‘Who seee his gon before him quit

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

En hermit garb his Jimbe 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’

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

He cried, O Réma, once, then weak
And fainting could no further speak.
Unconscious there he lay : at length
Regathering his sense and etrength,
‘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.

Hpe 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
Thut the light car which gold made fair,
With best of steeds, was standing there,
King Dafaratha called in haste

The lord o'er al] his treasures placed,
And spoke, well gkilled in place and time,
His will to him devoid of crime :

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

To Sitd robes and gema 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 ball.

The Maithil dame of high descent
Reoceived each robe and ornament,

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

8o well adorned, eo 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 Kaudalys spake at last,
‘With loving arms about her cast,
Pressed 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 disobay,

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

‘When some light grief her apirit 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 ons short hour their love estranged.
Not glorious deed or lineage fair,

Not knowledge, gift, or tender care

In chains of lasting love can bind

A woman's light inconstant 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 hushand vies,
Nor let thy lord my son, condemned
_'To-exile, be by thee contemned,
¢ ¥or be he poor or wenlthy, he
Is as & God, dear child, to thes'
When Sitd heard Kaufalys's speech
Her dwty and her gain to teach,
Bhe joined her palms with reverent grace,
And gave her answer Tace to face :
 * All will 1 do, forgetting naught,
- Which thou, O honoured Queen, hast tanght.
¥ know, kave heard, and deep have stored
- "T'he rules of duty to my lord.
Not me, good Queen, shouldst thon include
JAmong the faithless multitude.
Its own aweet light the moon shall leave
Ere I to duty cease to cleave,
‘The stringless lute gives forth no strain,
The wheeliess car is urged in vain :
No joy a Isrdless dame, although
Bleat with a hundred sons, can know,
From father, brother, and from son
A measured share of joy is won :
Who would not hooour, love, and bless
_ Her lord, whose gifts are measureless ¢
. Thus treined to thivk, I hold in awe
Scripture’s command and duty's law,
Him can I bold in slight esteem t
" Her lord is woman’s God, I deem.’
Kaufalyd heard the lady’s speech,
Nor failed thoss words her heart to reach.
‘Thém, pure in mind, she gave to flow
The tear that sprang of joy and woe,
Then dutesus Réma forward came
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And stood before the honoured dame,

And joining teverent hands addressed

"The queen in rank above the rest :

* 0 mother, from these tears refrain ;

Look on my sire and etill thy pain.

To thes my days afar ahall fly

As if sweet slumber closed thine eye,

And fourbeen years of exile seom

'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 hundredtoo,{i

Wives of his sire, paid reverence due.;

Thus Dadaratha’s son addressed

That crowd of matrons sore distressed :

¢If from these lips, while bere I dwelt,

One heedless taunt you e'er have felt,

Forgive me, pray. And now adien,

1 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 royul women wept aloud.

And through the ample hall's extent,

‘Whaere 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 cry,

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

RAMA’'S DEPARTURE.,

Then Réima, 8itd, Lakshman bent

At the king's feet, and sadly went
Round him with slow steps reverent.
‘When Réima of the duteous heart
Had gained his sire’s consent to part,
With 8ft4 by his side he paid

Due reverence to the queen dismayed.
And Lakshman, with affection meet,
Bowed down and clasped his mother's feet.
Sumitrs viewed him as he pressed
Her foot, and thus her son addressed :
‘ Neglect not Rdma 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 Rima Dafaratha be,

Look upon .Sit4 as on me,

And let the cot wherein you dwell

Be thine Ayodhy4. Fare thee well.
Her blessing thus Sumitré gave

To him whose soul to Rdma clave,
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Exclaiming, when her speech was done,
* Qo forth, O Lakshman, go, my son.
Go forth, my son, to win success,

High victory and happiness.

Go forth thy foemen t0 destroy,

And turn again atlast with joy.

Ag Mitali his charioteer
Bpeaks for the Lord of Gods to hear,
Sumantrs, palm to palm applied,

In reverence trained, to Réma eried :
10 famous Prince, ray car ascend,~—
May blessings on thy course stiend,—
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 Kaikeyf cries, Away.'

Then Sits, best of womankind,
Asconded, with a tranquil mind,
Boon'ae her toilet task was done,

That chariot brilliant as the gun,
Réma and Lakshman true and bold
Sprang on the car adorned with gold.
The king those years had counted o'er,
And given Bit4 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 Jeathern basket and a spade,

Soon as Sumantra saw the three

Were seated in the chariot, he

Urged on each horse of ncble breed,
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‘Who matched the rushing wind in speed.
As thus the son of Raghu want

Forth for his dreary banishment,

Chill numbing grief the town assailed,
All ntrength grew weak, all spirit failed.
Ayodhbyé throngh her wide extent

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

Then all the city, young and old,

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

The panting herds to water run,

Before the car, behind, they clung,

And thers as eagerly they hung,

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

¢ Listen, Sunaantra ; draw thy rein;
Drive gently, and thy steeds restrain,
Once more on Réma will we gaza,

Now to be lost for many days.

The queen his mother has, be sure,

A heart of iron, to endure

To ses her godlike Rima go,

Nor foel it shatterad by the blow,

Bité, well dons! Videha's pride,

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

As gunlight cleaves to Meru's hill,

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

‘Whose lipe speak naught but words of Jove.
Thy firm resolve ia nobly great,
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And high success on thee shall wait.
Yeoa, thou shalt win a priceless meed —
Thy path with him fo heaven shall lead.’
As thus they spake, they could net hold
The tears that down their faces rolled,
While still they, followed for a space
"Their darling of Ikshvéku's race,

There stood surrounded by a ring
‘Of mournful wives the mournful king ;
Por,* I will see once mare,’ he eried,

* Mine own dear son,’ and forth he hied,

As he came mear, there rose the sound
‘Of weeping, as the dames stood round.
Bo the she-elephanta complain

‘When their great lord and guide is alain,
Kakutstha's son, the king of men,

The glorious sire, loocked 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 hare?

Utrge on thy homes,” Rima eried,

And ‘Btay, O stay,” the people sighed.
SBumantra, urged to apeed away,

The townsmen's call must disobey,
Forth as the loog-armed hero went,
The dust his chariot, wheels up sent
‘Waa laid by streams that ever flowed
From. their sad eyes who filled the road,
Then, sprung of woe, from ayes of all
The women drops began to fall,

As from each lotus on the lake

130
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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 bewn away.
Then straight a mighty cry from thosa
Who followed Réma’s car arose,

‘Who saw their monarch fainting there
Beneath that grief too great to bear.
Then ' Rima, Réma !’ with the ery

Of * A, his mother !’ sounded high,
An all the people wept aloud '
Around the ladies’ sorrowing erowd.
‘When Rima backward turned his eye,
And saw the king his father lie

With troubled sense and failing limb,
And the sad queen, who followed him,
Like some young cresture in the uet,
That will not, in its misery, let

Its wild eyes on ite mother rest,

So, by the bonds of duty pressed,

His mother's look he could not meest,
He aaw them with their weary feet,
‘Who, used to bliss, ir cars should ride,
‘Who ne'er by sorrow should be tried,
And, a8 cne mournful look he csat,

¢ Drive on,’ he cried, * Sumantra, fast.’
As when the driver’s torturing hook
Goads on an elephant, the look

Of eire and mother in despair

Waa more than Réma's heart could bear,
As mother kine to stalls return

Which hold the calves for whom they yearn,
S0 to the car she tried to ran

Book 11,
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As a cow seeks her little one.
Once and again the hero’s syes
Laoked on his mother, as with cries
Of woe she called and gestures wild,
‘0 Sith, Lakshman, O my child I
¢Stay,” cried the king, ¢ thy chariot stay 7’
‘On on,’ cried Rima, ‘speed away,’
As one between two hosts, inclined
To neither was Sumantra’s mind.
But Réma spake these words again :
¢ A lengthened woe is bitterest pain.
On, on ; and if his wrath grow hot,
Thiue 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 hiz place near Rima kept.
As awift away the horses sped,
His lords to Dafaratha said :
‘ To follow him whom thou again
‘Wouldst see returning home is vain/’
With-failing limb and drooping mien
He heard their counsel wise :
Still on their son the king and qucen
Kept fast their lingering eyes, !

V ¢ Thirty centuries bave passed sinoe he began this memorakle jour-
ney. Evary mop of it is known and is annually traverssd by thoussnds ;
bevo-worship is not extinet. What osn Faith do! How sirong are
the ties of religion when antwined with ths legends of & countey ! How
many & oart; areeps creaking and woary along the road from Ayodiys to

Chitrakdt, It is this thet gives the Riémdyan a stzange Interest : the
story oiill Eves.” Oolowtia Review, Vol. XX 11,
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€ANTO XLI.

THE CITITEENS LAMENT:.

The lion chief with bands 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-
Proteotor of the friendlees poor,

In whom the wretched and the weak
Yefence and aid were wont to eeek ?
Al 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 looked on each of us.

‘Where goes he now 7 His sire’s behest,
By Queen Kaikeyi's guile distressed,
Has hanished to the foreat hence

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

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

Rima the duteous, true, and good 1’
The royal dames, like cows bereaved

©Of their young calves, thus sadly grisved.
The monarch heard them as thy wailed,
And by the fire of grief assailed
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For his dear son, he bowed his head,

And all his sense and meroory flad.
Then ware no fires of worship fed,

Thick darkoess o'er the sun was spread.

The cows their thirsty calves denied,

And elephants flung their food aside,

Trifanku,' 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 planets were no longer bright,

But meteors with their horrid glare,

And dire Vidikhds® lit the air,

As troubled Ocean heaves and raves

‘When Doom's wild tempest aweepa the waves,

Thus all Ayodhyé reeled and bent

‘When Rdma to the forest went.

And chilling grief and dark despair

Foll suddenly on all men there,

Their wonted pastime all forgot,

Nor thought of food, or touched it not,

Crowds in the 'royal street were seon

‘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 eoftly biew,

The moon no more was fair to view,

No more the sun with genial glow

Cherighed the world now plunged in woe,

Bons, brothers, husbands, wedded wives

Forgot the ties that joined their lives ;

1 Ben Vol 1. p. 208,
1 Faur stars of the sixteenth lonar asterism.
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No thought for kith and kin was spared,
But all for only R&ma cared.
And Réma's friends who loved him best,
Their minds disondered and distreased
By the great burthen of their woes
Turned not to slumber or repose.
Like Earth with all her bills bereft

Of Indra’s guiding care,

Ayodhyd in her sorrow left

By him, the high-sonled heir,

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

Sent up the cry of woe.

Book II.
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CANTO XLII.

DASARATIHAS LAMENT.

While yet the dust was seen afar

That marked the ecourse of Ridma’s car,
The glory of Ikshvdkw's race

Turned not away his eager face.

‘While yet his duteous son he saw

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

With eyes that after Réma strained.
But when that dust no mare he viewed,
Fainting he fell by grief subdued.

To his right hand Kaufalyd went,

And ready aid the lady lent,

‘While Bharat’s loving mother tried

To raise him on the other side.

The king, within whose ordered sonl
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;
Neé'er from this day have aught to do
With thee and all thy retinue ;

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

The band I Jaid i mine, O dame,

The ateps we tock areund the flame,!?

And sll that links thy life to mine

Here and hereafter I redign.

If Bharat too, thy darling son,

Joy in the rule thy art has won,

Ne'er may the funeral offerings paid

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

The monarch to Kaufalys clung,

And she with monrnful steps and clow

Turned to the palace, worn with woe.

Ax one whose hand has touched the fire,

Or slain a Brihman in his ire,

He felt his heart with sorrow torn

Still thinking of his son forlorn.

Each step was torture, as the road

The traces of the chariet 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

Beyoud the city, thus he suid :

1T still behold the foot-prints made

By the good horses that conveyad

My son afar: these marks I see,

But high-souled Réma, whers is he?

Ah me, my son ! my first and best,

On pleasant conches wount to rest,

With limba perfumed with sandal, fanned

By many a beanty’s tender hand :

Book I1.

¢ In the marrlage servive,
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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’erapread,
As from the flood with sigh and pant
Comes forth the husband elephant ¢
The men who make the woods their home
8hall see the long-armed hero roam
Rousged from hie bed, though lord of all,
In semblance of a friendiess thrall.
Jaoek’s dear child who ne'er has met
With aught save joy and comfort yet,
Will reach to-day the forest, worn
And wearied with the twakes of thom.
Ah, gentle girl, of woods unskilled,
How wilt her heart with dread be filled
At the wild beasts’ deep roaring there,
‘Whose voices lift the shuddering hair !
Kaikeyi, glory in thy gain,
And, widow queen, begin to reign :
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 orowded ring,
Entered the noble bower like one
New-bathed when funeral rites are done,
Where'er he looked naught met his gaza
But empty houses, courts, and wayw,
(losed were the temples : countless fest
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 op, and wept aloud,
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Within that house no more to be
The dwelling of the banished three,
Brave Rima, his Videhan bride,
And Lakshman by his brother’s side:
Like broad stil! waters, when the king
Of all the birds that ply the wing
Han 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
Bearce could he speak these words of woe:
* My steps to Rma’s mother guide,
And place me by Kaufalyd's side :
There, only there my heart may know
Somae little respite from my woe.'

The warders of the palace led
The monarch, when his words were said,
To Queen Kaubalyd’s bower, and there
Laid him with reverential care,
But while he rested on the bed
8till was his soul disquieted.
In grief he tossed his arms on high
Lameutiog with a piteous ery :
'O Réma, Réma,’ thus said be,
* My eon, thou hast forsaken me,
High blies awaite {hose favoured men
Left, living in Ayodhyé 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 midnight Dakaratha cried
To Queen Kausalyd by bhis side:
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‘T seo thee not, Kaudalyd ; lay

Thy gentle band in mine, I pray,
‘When Béima. left his home my sight
Went with him, nor returns to-night.’



"150

CANTO XLII1I.

KAUSALYA'S LAMENT,

EKausdalyf saw the monarch lie

‘With drooping frame and failing eye,

And for her banished son distressed

‘With these sad words her lord addressed :

' Kaikeyi, cruel, false, and vile

Hns oast the venom of her guile

On Rima lord of men, and she

Will ravage like a anake 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, Kaikeyi's will,

This were a boon, & comfort still,

Bust she, as chose her cruel hate, )

Has hurled him from his high esatate,

As Brihmans when the moon is new

Cast to the ground the demons’ due.!

The long-armed hero, like the lord

Of Négas, with his bow and sword

Begios, I ween, his forest life

With Lakshmax and his faithful wife.

Ah, how will fare the exiles now,

‘Whom, moved by Queen Kaikeyi, thou
! The husks and obaff of the rice offered o the Goda,
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Hast sent in forests to abide,

Bred in delights, by woe untried ?

Faur banivhed when their lives are young,
With the fair frait before them hung,
Deprived of al} their rank that euits,
How wiHl they live on grain and roots?
O, that my years of woe were passed,
And the glad bour were eome at last
‘When I shall see my children dear,
Rima, his wife, and Lakshman here |
‘When shall Ayodhyd, wild with glee,
Again those mighty heroes see,

And decked with wreaths her hanners wava

To welecome home the true and brave?
When will the-beautiful city view
With happy eyes the lordly twe.
Returning, joyful as the main

When the dear moon is full again ?
‘When, like some mighty bull who leads:
The cow exulting throughs the meads,
Will Réma through the city ride,
Stweag-armed, with Sit4 at his side ?
‘When will ten thousand thousand meet
And erowd Ayodh yg's royal street,

And grain in joyous welcome throw
Upon wy sons who tame the foe &
When with delight shall youthful bands.
Of Bréhman maidens in their hands
Baar ftvit.and flowers in goodly show,.
And cireling round Ayodhyé got’

With ripened judgment of a sage,

Ang godlike in his blooming age,.
When shall my virtnous son. appear;
Like kindly rain, our-hearts to cheer ¥/

151
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Ah, in a former life, I ween,

This hand of mins, most base and mean,

Hag dried the udders of the kine

And left the thirsty calves to pine.

Hence, asa the lion robs the cow,

Kaikeyi makea me childless now,

Exulting from her fasbler foe

To rend the son she cherished so.

I had but him, in Seripture 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 dreaxr

If he, my dazling, be not near,

And Lakshmag bLrave, my heart to cheer.

As for my son I mourn and yearn,

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

As in the summer’s noontide blaze

The glorions Day-God with his rays
Consumes the parching plain.’
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CANTO XLIV.

SUMITRA'S SPERECH.

KauSaly ceased her sad lament,
Of heauteouns dames most excellent.
Sumitrd, 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 Rama, leaving royal sway
Has hastened to the woods away,
* Tis for his high-souled father's eake
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 not 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 8itd, bred with tender care,
Well knows what toils await her there,
But in her love she will not part
From Réma of the virtuous heart.
Now has thy son through all the world
The banner of his fame unfurled :

s, 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 snd day.

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

And soothe him with the soft careas

Of a fond parent'’s tenderness.

T'o him, the bravest of the brave,

His heavenly arms the Bréihman gave,
‘When fierce Suvéhu dyed the plain
With his life-blood by Réma slain,

Btill trusting to bie own right arm

Thy hero son will fear no herm :

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 peerless worth
Too weak to keep aud sway the earth?
His sweet pure goul, his beauty’s charm,.
His hero heart, his warlike arm,

‘Will soon redeem his rightful reign
When from the woods he comes again,
The Bréhinans on the prince’s head
King-msaking drops shall quickly shed,
And 8ité, Earth, aud Fortune share
‘The glories which await the beir.

For him, when forth bis chariot swept,

Book I11.
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The erowd that thronged Ayodhyd wept,

With agonizing woe distressed.

With bim in hermit's mantle dressed

In guise of Bit4 Lakshmi went,

And nove his glory may prevent,

Yea, naught to him is high or hard,

Before whose steps, to be his guard,

Lakehman, the best who draws the bow,

With spear, shaft, sword rejoiced to go.

His wanderings in the forest o'er,

Thine eyes shall gee 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 reverencs,

Aud, blest and blameless lady, thou

Shalt see his head to touch them bow.

Yea, thou shalt see thy son made king

‘When he returns with triumphing,

And tow thy happy eyes will brim

With tears of joy to look on him !

Thou, blamelesa lady, shouldst the whole

Of the sad people here console :

Why in thy tender heart allow

This bitter grief to harbour now ?

As the ibng banks of cloud distil ‘i‘*

Their water when they aece the hill, | i

Bo 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 frienda.’
Thus scothing, kindly eloquent,

‘With every hopeful argument

Knufalyd's heart by sorrow rent,

156
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Fair Queen Sumitré ceased.
Kaufialyd heard each pleasant plea,
And grief began to leave her free,
Ag the light clouds of autumn flee,

Their watery stores decreased,
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CANTO XLYV.

THE TAMASA.
—
Their tender love the people drew
To follow Rima brave and true,
The high-souled hero, as he went
Forth from his home to banishment.
The king himself his friends obeyed,
And turned him homeward as they prayed.
But yet the people turned not back,
Still close on Riama’s chariot track,
For they who in Ayodhyd 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 lpve, whoae 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 reverencé shown to me by all
Who dwell within Ayodhyd’s wall,
For he, KaikeyTa darling son,
His virtuous career will run,
And ever bound by duty’s chain
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Consnlt your weal and bliss and gain.

In judgment old, in years a child,

With bero virtues meek and mild,

A fitting lord is he to cheer

Hia people and remove their fear.

1n him sll kingly giftd sbonnd,

More noble than in me are found :

Imperial prince, well proved and tried—

Obey him as your lerd and guide.

And grant, I pray, the boon I ask :

To please the king be still your task,

That his fond heart, while I remain

For 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 him thronged,

For their dear Rima’s empire longed.

Still more attached bis followers grew,

As Rima, with his brother, drew

The people with bis virtues’ ties,

Lamenting sll with tear-dimmed eyes.

The eaintly twice-born, triply old

In glory, knowledge, seasons told,

With hoary heads that shook and bowed,

Their voices raised and spake aloud :

‘O steeds, who best and noblest are,

‘Who whirl g0 swiftly Rima’s car,

Go not, return. : we oall on you ;

Be to your master kind aud true.

For speechless things are swift to hear,

And naught can match a horse's ear.

O generous ateeds, return, when thus

You hear the ory of all of us,

Each vow he keeps mosi firm and sure,
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And duty makes his spirit pure,
Back with our chief! not wood-ward hence ;
Back to his royal residence I’

Soor. as he saw the aged band,
Exclaiming in their misery, stand,
And their sad eries around him rang,
Swift from his chaviot Rima sprang,
Then, still upon hik journey bent,
With Bit4 and with Lakshmay went
The hero by the old men's side,
8Suiting 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 fiy.

When they the steps of Radma viewed
That still his ooward conrse pursued,
Woe shook the troulled heart of each,
Anid burnt with grief they spoke this speech ;
¢ Wijth thee, O Rima, to the wood
All Brahmans go and Brahmanhood :
Borpe on our aged shoullers, see,
QOur fires of worship go with thee.
Bright canopies that lend their shade
In Véjapeya' rites displayed,
In plenteous store are Lorna behind
Like cloudlets iu the autumn wind,
No sheltar from the sun hast thou,
And, lest his fury burn thy brow,
Tlese sacrificial shades we bear
Shall aid thee in the noontide glars.
Our hearts, who ever loved to pors
On sacred text and Vedic lore,

* 1 As Important sacrifice at whicl seventeen viokims were immolated,
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Noy all to thee, beloved, tam,

And for a life in foresta 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, bear us, Réma, as we lay,

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

O, hear us, Rima, we entreat.

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

But finished if thou turn again,

All rooted life and things that move

To thes their deep affection prove.

To them, when, warmed by love, they glow
And sue to thea, some favour show,
Each lowly bush, each towering tree
‘Would follow too for love of thee.

Bound by its root it muet remain ;
But—all it can—1its boughs complain,
As when the wild wind rushes by

It tells its woe in groan and aigh,

No more through air the gay birds i,
But, foodless, melancholy sit

Together on the branch and call

To thee whose kind heart feels for all.’

Book 1L
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As wiiled the sged Brilkmans, bent
To turn him back, with wild lament,
Heemed Tamasé herself to sid,
Checking his progress, as they prayed.
Sumantra from the chariot freed
With ready hand each weary steed ;
He groomed them with the utmoat heed,

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

That fringed the river side.
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CANTO XLVI.

THE HALY.

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

He looked on Sitd first, and then

To Lakshman spake the lord of men ;

¢ Now fiist the shades of night descend
SBince to the wilds our steps we bend,
Joy to thee, brother ! do not grieve

For our dear homie and all we leave,
The woods unpeopled seem to weep
Around us, as their tenants creep

Or fly to lair and den and nest,

Both bird and beast, to seek their rest.
Methinks Ayodhydi’s royal town

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

In fond affection to their king,

And thee and me, O brave and true,
And Bharat and éa.trughna too.

I for my sire and mother feel

Deep sorrow o’er my bosom steal,

Lest mourning us, oppressed with fears,
They blind their eyes with endless tears.
Yet Bharat's duteous love will show
Sweet comfort in their 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 vitiues o’er,

And his kind love and care dispel

The doubts I had, and all is well,

And thou thy duty wouldst not shuw,

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 alake,

Bome water only will I take:

Thus, brother, thus my will decides,

Though varied atore the wood provides.'
Thus having said to Lakshman, be

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 horsee side by side,

Gave stére 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 Réma laid.

To Lakshman Réma 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,

8till with Bumantra there conversed,

And, Réma's varied gifts rehearsed,

All night he watched, nor aought repose,
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Till on the earth the eun arcde :

With him Sumantra stayed awaka,

And still of Réma's virtues spake.

T'hug, near tha river's grassy shore

‘Which herds unnumbered wandered o'er,

Repose, untroubled, Réma found,

And ali 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 :
“Q brother Lakshman, look on these

Reclining at the roote of trees ;

Ali care of houss and home resigned,

Caring for us with heari and mind,

These people of the city yearn

To see us to our home return :

To quit their lives will they consent,

But never leave their firm intent.

Come, while they all unconscious eleep,

Let us upon the chariot leap,

And swiftly on our journey speed

‘Where naught our progrees may impede,

That these fond citizens who roam

Far from Ikshviku's ancient home,

No more may sleap 'neath bush and tree,

Following still for love of me.

A prinoe with tender care should heal

The self-brought woes his people feel,

And never let hia subjects share

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

‘Who stood like Justive by his side :

* Thy reds, O sage, I well commend :

. Book II.
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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 alow.’

Sumantra, urged to utmost speed,
Yoked to the car each generous steed,
And then, with hand to hand applied,
He came before the chief and cried :
¢ Hail, Prince, whom mighty arms adorn,
Hail, bravest of the chariot-borne!
‘With Bitd 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 Tamasé 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 Réma to Sumantra: said :

Speed north a while, then hasten back,
Returning in thy former track,

Thsat so the people may not learn

The course I follow: drive and turn’

Sumantrsa, at the chief’s behest,
Quick to the task himself addresssed ;
Then near to Réma 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,

186
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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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€ANTO XLYVIT.

THE CITIZENS RETURN,
The people, when the morn shone fair,
Arose to find no Rima there..
Then fear and numbing grief subdued
The senses of the multitude.
The woe-born teara were running fast
As all around their eyes they cast,
And sadly looked, but found no trace.
Of Rima, searching every place.
Bereft of Réma good and wise,
With dreoping cheer and weeping eyes;,
Each woe-distracted sage gave vent
To sorrow in hie wild lament :
‘ Woe worth the sleep that stole our sense
With ita heguiling influence,
That now we look in vain for him
Of the broad chest and stalwart limb !
How could the strong-armed hero, thus:
Doceiving all, abandon ne 7
His people so devoted see,,
Yei to the woods, a hermit, flea ¥
How can he, wont our hearta to cheer;,
As a fond sire his children dear,—
How can the pride of Raghu's race
Fly from us t.o'_some desert place ¥
Here lot us all for death prepare,,
Or on the last great journey fare;* |

1mmtya;ﬁmwmmnam-,mo.aumat._mﬂ
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Of Rérn our dear lord bereft,
What profit in our lives is left ?
Huge trunks of trees around us lis,
With roots and branches sere and dry,
Come let us set these logs on fire
And throw our bodies on the pyre.
What shall wo speak # How can we say
We followed Réma on his way,
The mighty chief whose arm is strong,
‘Who swestly speaks, who thinks no wrong ?
Ayodhyf’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 peerleas chief we came,
Whose mighty heart 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 grief were wrung,
Like cows who sorrow for their young.
A while they followed ob the road
‘Which traces of his chariot showed,
But when at length those traces failed,
A deop 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 ia o'er.’
With wearied hearta, in grief and shame
They took the road by which they came,
And reached Ayodby#'s city, where
From side to side was nanght but care,

Book 11,
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With troubled apirits quite cast down
They looked upon the royal town,
And from their eyes, oppressed with woe,
Their tears again hegan to flow.

Of Réma reft, the city ware

No look of beauty as befors,

Like a dull river or s lake

By Garuq robbed of every snake.
Dark, dismal as the moonless eky,

Or as a ses whose bed is dry,

8o ead, to every pleasure dead,

They saw the town, disquieted,

On to their houses, high and vast,

‘Where stores of pracious wealth were massed,

The melancholy Brihmans passed,
Their hearta with anguish cleft :

Aloof from all, they came not near

To stranger or to kinsman dear,

Bhowing in faces blank and drear
That, not one joy was left.
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CANTO XLVIIL

THE WOMEN'S LAMENT

When those who forth with Réma 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 eame;
And girt by children and hia 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 ita brilliant look,
Each houscholder forbore to cook.
No hand with joy its earnings told,
None cared to win a wealth of gold,
And scarce the youtbful mother smiled
To see her first, her new-born child.
In every house a woman wailed,
And her returning lord assailed
With keen taunt piercing like the steel
That bids the tnsked monster kneel : -
' What now to them is wedded dame,
‘What house and home and dearest aim,
Or son, or bliss, or gathered astore,
‘Whose eyes on Réma look no more 7
There is but one in all the earth,
One man slone of real worth,
" Lakshmag, who follows, true and good,
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Réma, with Sitd, through the wood.
Made holy for all time we deem

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

Each foreat, dark with lovely trees,
Shall yearn Kakutstha's son to pleass ;
Each mountain peak and woody hill,
Each mighty flcod and mazy rill,

Each rocky height, each shady grove
Where the blest feet of Rima rove,
S8hall gladly welcome with the best

Of all they have their honoured guest,
The trees that clustering blossoms bear,
And bright-hued buds te gem their hair,
The heart of Réma 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 earth-upholding hili

Its crystal water shall diatil,

And all its floods shall be displayed

In many a thousand-hued cascade.
‘Where Rima stands is naught 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 s0 great,
We will attend on Sitd there;
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Be Raghu's son 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 blisa
In a poor soulless town like this ?

If Queen Kaikeyis treacherous sin,
Our lord expelled, the kingdom win,
‘We heed not sons or golden store,

Our life itself we prize no more.

If ghe, seduced by lust of sway,

Her lord and son could cest 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,

‘Weo 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 from home to fly,
The king his sire will surely die,

And when the king has breathed his last
Ruin will doubtleas follow faat.

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 ker not.
No resson, but a false pretence

Book A1,
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Drove Réma, Sitd, Lakehman hence,
And we to Bkarat have been given
Like cattle to the shambles driven.’

‘While in each house the women, pained
At loss of Réma, still corplained,
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 & son or husband fled,
For Réma tears, disquisted :
No child was loved aa he.
And all Ayodhy#, where the fenat,
Musie, and song, and dance had oeased
And merriment and glee,
Where every merchant's store was closed

That erst its glittering wares exposed,
‘Waas like & dried up sea.
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CANTO XLIX.

THE CROSSING OF THK RIVERS.

Now Réima, ere the night was fled,
.O'er many & league of road had sped,
Till, as his course he onward held,

The morn the shadea of night dispelled.
The rites of holy dawn ke paid,

And all the country round surveyed.

He saw, as stiil he hurried through
With steeds which swift as arrows flew,
Hamleta and groves with blossoms fair,
And fielde which showed the tillers' care,
While from the clustered 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 dame,

‘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 Réma parta,

The darling of the people’s hearta.’

These words he heard the peasanta say,

Who dwelt in hamlets by the way,

And, lord of all the realm by right,
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Through Kofala pursued his flight.

Through the auspicious flood, at last,

Of Vedafruti's stream he passed,

And onward to the place he sped

By Saint Agastya tenanted.

Still on for mmny 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 Syandikd's, whose swan-loved sircam

Resounded with the peacock’s scream.,

Then as he journeyed on his road

To his Videban bride he showed

The populous land which Manu old

To King Ikshvéku gave to hold.

The glorious prince, the lord of men

Looked on the charioteer, and then

Voiced like a wild swan, loud and clear,

He spake these words and bade him hear:

‘When shall T, with returning feet

My father and my mother meet

‘When shall I lead the hunt once more

In bloomy waods on Sarjd’s shore ?

Most eagerly I long to ride

Utzging the chase on Barji'’s aide,

For royal saints have seen no blame

In this, the monarch’s matchless game,’
Thus speeding on,—no rest or stay,—

Ikshviku's son pursued his way.

Oft his sweet voice the silence broke,

And thus on varied themes he spoke.

! Enowu to Eurup ub the G
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CANTO L.

THE HALT UNDER THE INGUDI)

8o through the wide and fair extent

Of Kofala the hero went.

Then toward Ayodhy4 back he gared,
And cried, with eappliant hands upraised 2
‘ Farewell, dear city, firet in place,
Protected by Kakutstha's race !

And Gods, who in 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 burbing grief inflamed his eye,

As his right arm be raised on high,
And, while hot tears hia cheek bedewed,
Addressed the mournful multitade :

‘ 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 around him went, ' \
And then with bitter wailing, they
Departed each his several way.

Like the great sun engulfed by night,
The hero sped beyond their sight,

1 A tree, sommonly caHed Fagun.
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While still the people mourned his fate
And wept aloud disconsolate.

The car-borne chieftain passad the hound
Of Kofala’s delightful gronnd,

Where grain and richea blesa the land,
And people give with liberal hand :

A lovely realm unvexed by fear,

Where countless shrines and stakea' appear:
Where mango-groves and gardens grow,
And streams of pleasant water flow:
Where dwells content a well-fed race,

And countlees kine the meadows grace :
Filled with the voice of praise and prayer :
Each hamlet worth a monarch’s care.
Before him three-pathed Gtangé rolled

Her heavenly waters bright and cold ;

(Yer her pure breast no weeds were apread,
Her banks were hermit-vigited.

The car-borne hero saw the tide

Thatrran with eddies multiplied,

And thus the charioteer addressed :

* Here on the bank to-day we rest.

Not distant from the river, zee [

There grows a lofty Ingudi

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

I on the queen of floods will gaze,

‘Whose holy streamn has highest praise,
‘Where deer, and bird, and glittering snake,
God, Daitya, bard their pastime take.’

Bumantra, Lakshman gave assent,
And with the steeds they thither went.

! Sacrifiolal poats to whioh the victiza were tied,
: L
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When Réroa reached the lovely tree,
With Sitd and with Lakshmsag, he
Alighted from ‘the car: with speed
Surpantra loosed each weary steed,
And, hand to hand in reverence laid,
Btoed near to Rima in the shade.
Réma’s dear friend, renowned by fame,
Who of Nishdda lineage came,

Gukba, the mighty chief, adored
Threugh all the land as sovereign lord,
Soon a8 he heard that prince renowned
‘Waas resting on Nishdda ground,
Begirt by couneellor and peer

And many an honoured friend drew near.
Soon as the monarch came in view, .
Réma and Lakehman toward him flew.
Then Guha, at the sight distressed,
His arms around the hero pressed,
Linid both his handa upon his head,
Bowed to those lotus feet, and said :
0 Rama, make thy wishes known,
And be this kingdom as thine own,
‘Who, mighty-armed, will aver see

A guest g0 dear as thou to me }'

He placed before bim dainty fare
Of every flavour, rich and rare,
Brought forth the gift for honoured guest,
And thus again the chief addressed :
‘ Weleome, dear Prince, whose arms are atrong ;
These lands and all to thee belong.
Thy servants we, our lord art thou ;
Begin, good King, thine emnpire now.
Soe, various food before thee placed,
And cups to drink and sweots to tuste,
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For thee soft beds are hither borne,
And for thy horses grass and corn.’

To Quhs as be pressed and prayed,
Thus Raghu’s son his anawer made :
**T'wae aye thy care my heart to please
‘With honour, love, and courtesies,

And friendship brings thee now to greet
Thy guest thus humbly on thy feet.’

Again the hero spake, as round
The king his shapely arms he wound :
¢Guha, 1 see that all is well
With thee and those who with thee dwell ;
That health and blies and wealth attend
Thy realm, thyself, and every friend.
But all these friendly gifts of thine,
Bound to refuse, I must decline.

Grass, bark, and hide my only wear,
And woodland roots and freit my fare,
On duty all my heart is set ;

I seek the woods, an auclhoret,

A little grass and corn to feed

The horses—thiz is all I need.

8o by this favour, King, alone

Sbhall bonour due to me be shown. .
For these good steeds who brought me here
Are to my sire supremely dear ;

And kiud attention paid to these

Will honour me and highly please.’

Then Guha quickly bade his train
Qive water to the steeds, and grain.
And Réma, ere the night grew dark,
Paid evening rites in dreas of bark,
And tasted water, on the strand,
Drawa from the stream by Lakshmag’s hand.
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And Lakshman with observance mest
Bathed his beloved brother's feet,
Who rested with his Maithil apouse ;
Then sat him down ‘neath distant boughs,
And Guha with his bow sat near
To Lakshman and the charioteer,
And with the prioce eonversing kept
His faithful watch while Bima slept.
Ag Dagaratha’s glorions heir, .
Of lofty soul and wisdom rare,
Reclining with his Bitd there
Beside the river lay—
He who no troubles ¢’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.

LARKSHMAN'S LAMENT.

et if—

As Lakshmang still his vigil held

By unaffected love impelled,

Guha, whose beart 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 eyelids close,
And heal fatigne with sweet repose.

My men are all to labour trained,

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

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

The worde I speak, heroic youth,

Are true : I swear it by my truth..
Through hie dear grace supreme renown
‘Will, so I trust, my wishes crown.

80 shall my life rich stors obtain

Of merit, blest with joy and gain.
‘While Raghu’s son and Sitd lie
Entranced in happy slumber, I

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 as guardian nigh,

‘Whose faithful soul regards the right, .

Fearleds we well might rest to-night.

But how, when Rfma lays his head

With Sitd 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 8itd now he rests hiz 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 menarch's life will be

Now his dear son is forced to flee;

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 iz dumb.,

This first sad night of grief, I ween,

Will do to death each sorrowing queen :

Scarce is Kausalyd left alive ;

My mother, too, can scarce survive,

If when her heart is fain to break,

She lingers for Satrughna’s sake,

Kaufalyd, mother of the chief,

Mast sink beneath the chilling grief.

That, town which countless thousands 11,

Book 11,
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‘Whose hearts: with love of Rima thrill,—
The world’s delight, eo rich and fair,—
Qrieved for the king, his death will share
The: hopes he fondly cherished, crossed,
Ayodhyd’s throne to Rima lost,—
With mournful: eries, Too late, too.Iate !
The king my sire will meet his fata,
And when my sire has. presed 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 Ayodhyf’s town to dwell
‘With bim who keeps his promise well I'
While thus the hero mighty-souled,
In wild lament his sorrow toid,
Faint with the load that on him lay,
The hours of darkness passed away.
As thuts the prince, impelled by zeal
For his loved brother, prompt to feel
Strong yearnings for the people’s weal,.
His words of truth cutspake,
King Guha, grieved to see his woe,
Heart-stricken, gave his tears to flow,,
Tormented by the common blow,
Sad, ae a wounded snake.
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CANTO LIIL

THE CROSIING OF GANGA.

bttt

Soon as the shades of night had fled,
Uprising from his lowly bed,
Réima the famous, broad of chest,
Hia broiher Lakshman thus addressed :
* Now swift upsprings the Lord of Light,
And fled is venerable night.
That dark-winged bird the Kofl now
Is culling from the topmost bough,
And spunding from the thicket nigh
Is heard the peacock’s early cry.
Come, cross the flood that secks the ssa,
The swiftly flowing Jadhnavi''

King Guha heard his speech, agreed,
And called his minister with speed :
¢ A boat,” he eried,* 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 Guba spake : his followers all
Bestirred them at thejr master’s call ;
Then told the king that ready manned
A gay boat waited near the strand.
Then Guha, hand to hand apphied,
‘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. Bee Vol L. p. 184,
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O lord of men, it waita for thee
"To cross the flood that secks the sea.
O godlike keeper of thy vow,
Embark : the boat is ready now.’
_ Then Réima, lord of glory high,
Thus to King Guha made reply:
¢ Thanks for thy gracious care, my lord :
Now let the goar be placed on board.
Each bow-armed chief, in mail entased,
Bound sword and quiver to his waist,
And then with Sit4 near them hied
Down the broad river's shelving side,
Then with raised palms the charioteer,
In lowly reverence drawing near,
Cried thus to Rima good and true:
‘Now what remains for me to do ?’
With his right hand, while anawering,
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 Ayodhyé 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 sop, 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 saintlike days,
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Thy tender soul, thy love of truth,

If woe like this afflicts thy youth.
Thou, roaming under forest boughs
With thy dear brother and ‘thy spouse,
8halt richer meed of glory gain

‘Than if three worlds confessed thy reign.
8ad is our fate, O Réma ; we,
Abandoned and repelled by thee,
Must serve as thralls Kaikeyis will,
Imperious, wicked, born to ilL'

" Thua cried the faithful charioteer,
As Raghu's son, in rede his peer,

‘Was fast deperting on his road,—
And long his tears of anguish flowed.
But Réma, when those tears were dried,.
His lipe with water purified,

And in soft accents, sweet and clear,
Again addreesed the charioteer:

1 find no heart, my friend, like thine,,
8o faithful to Ikshvéikn’s Line.

Btill 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 pleage,
Yea, be his order what it may,
‘Without demur thou must cbey.

¥or this alone great monarchs reign,
That ne'er & 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 bonoured king my father greet,
And tbus for me my words repeat

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

+J, Sitd, Lakshman sorrow not,

O Monarch, for our altered lot :

The same to us, if hera we roam,

Or if Ayodhyd be our home.

The fourteen years will quickly iy,
The happy hour will soon be nigh
‘When thou, my lord, again shalt see
Lakshmap, 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,
Froth Lakshmany, Sitd, and from me,
My mother, Queen Kaufalys, greot
With reverence to her sacred feet,
And add this prayer of mine : ‘O King,
Send quickly forth and Bharat bring,
And set him on the royal throne
‘Which thy decree has made his own,
‘When be upon the throne is placed,
‘When tby fond arme are round him laced,
Thine aged heart will cease to ache
With bitter pangs for Rima'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 & store of bliss
Both in the world to come and this’

Thus Réma bade Sumantra go
‘With thoughtful care instructed so.
Sumantra all his message heard,

And spake again, by passion stirred :

' 0, should deep feeling mar in aught
The speech by fond devotion taught,
Forgive whate'er T wildly spesk :

My love is etrong, my tongue is weak,
How shall I, if deprived of thee,
Return that mournful town to see ?
‘Where sick at heart the people are
Because their Réma roame afar,

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

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

How to Kaufalys can I say :

* O Queen, I took thy son away,

And with thy brother left him well :
‘Weep not for him ; thy woe dispel’? |
8o false o tale 1 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 ean hold,
Bear others, wont to whirl the car
Wherein Ikshvéka's children are?
‘Withoat thee, Prince, I cannot, no,

I cannot to Ayodhyd go.

Then deign, O Rims, 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 auatere,
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 wil] :

And soon o forest life will be

As pleasant, for my love of thee.
And if these horses near thea dwell,
And serve thee in the foreat well,
They, for their service, will not miss
The due reward of highest blisa,
Thine orders, as with thea I stray,
Will I with heart and head obey,
Prepared, for thee, without & sigh,
To lose Ayodhydi or the sky.

As one defiled with hideous sin,

I never more can pass within
Ayodhys, 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,

189
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I in my car may bear my lord,
Triumphent, to his home restored.
The fourteen years, if spent with thee,
Will ewift as light-winged moments fles;
But the same years, witbout thee told,
Wers magnified a handred-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,’

Agnin, again Sumantra made
His varied plaint, and wept and prayed.
Him. Raghu’s son, whose tender breast
Felt for his gervants, 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 quesn,
Thy coming to the town has seen,
No doubt will then her mind oppress
Thet Réme roams the wilderness,
And so the dame, her heart content
With preof of Réma’s buniehment,
'Will doubt the virtuons king no mora
Ap faithless to the oath he swore.
Chief of my cares is this, that she,
Youngest amid the queens, may see
Bharat her son securely reign
(Yer rich Ayodhyd's wide domain,
For mine and for the monarch’s sake
Do thou thy journey homeward take,
And, as I bade, repeat each word
That from my lipe thou here bast heard.’



Canlo LII, THE RAMAYAN, 191

Thus spake the prince, and strove to chesr
Tho sad heart of the charioteer,
And ther to royal Guhe said
These words most wise and spirited :
* Guba, dear friend, it is not meet
That people throng my calm retreat
For I must live & strict recluse,
And mould my life by hermits’ use.
I now the ancient rule accept
By good ascstics gladly kept.
1 go: bring fig-tree juice that I
In matted coils my hair may tie.’
Quick Guba hastened to produce,
For the king's son, that sacred juice,
Then Rima of his long locks made,
And Lakshman’s too, the hermit Lraid,
And the two royal brothers there
With coats of bark and matied hair,
Transformed in lovely likeness stood
To hermit saints who love the wood.
£o Réma, with his brother bold,
A pious anchorite enrolled,
Oheyed the vow which hermits take,
And to his friend, King Guha, spake:
* May people, treasure, army share,
And fenced forts, thy constait care:
Attend to all ; supremely hard
The sovereign's task, to watch and guard.”
Tkshviku's son, the good and brave,
This last farewell to Guha gave,
And then, with Lakshmay and his bride,
Determined, on hie way he hied,
Soon as he viewed, upon the shore,
The bark prepared to waft them o'er
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Impetuous Gangé's rolling tide,

To Lakshmag thue the chieftain oried:

¢ Brother, embark ; thy hand extend,
Thy gentle aid to Sitd lend ;

‘With care her trembling footsteps guide,
And place the lady by thy side.

‘When Lakshman heard, prepared to aid,
His brother'’s words bhe swift obeyed,
‘Within the bark he placed the dame,
Then to her side the bero came.

Next Lakshmag'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,
Waell-pleased, their heads, most reverent,
Their hands, with Bité, having dipped,
As Seripture bids, and water sipped,
Farewell to wise Sumantra sajd,

And Guha, with the train he led.

So Réma took, on board, his stand,

And urged the vessel from the land.
Then swift by vigoreus armas impelied
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 Bfté, free from spot and blame,
Her reverent bands together preased,
The Goddess of the stream addressed :
‘May the great chieftain here who aprings
From Dafaratha, best of kiogs,
Protected by thy care, fulfil

Hie prudent father's royal will
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‘When in the forest he has epent
His fourteen yests of benishment,
With bis dear brather and with me
His home again my lord shall sew
Returning on that blissful day,
I will to thee mine offeringn pay,
Dear Queen, whose waters gently flow,
Who caust all blessed gifis beatow.
For, thres-pathed Queen, though wandering hers,
Thy waves descend from Brahmé's sphers,
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 hymns of praise ascand,
When my brave lord shall turn agsin,
And, joyful, o'er hie kingdom reign.
To wia thy grace, O Queen divine,
A hundred thouwsand fairest kine,
And precious robes and finest meal
Amon} the Brihmans will T deal
A hundred jars of wine aball fow,
‘When to my home, O Queen, I go;
With these, and _ﬁg_lh: and corn, and rice,
Will 1, delighted, sacrifice.
Each ballowed spot, each holy shrine
That stands on these fair shores of thine,
Each fane and altar on thy banks
8hall share my offerings and. thanks.
With me and Lakshman, free from harm,
May he the blameless, strong of arm,
Reseck Ayodhya from the wild, .
O blameless Lady undefiled I’

As, praying for her husband’s sake,
The faultless dame to Gangd spake,
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To the right bask the veesel flew
With her whose heart was right and true,
Soon ag the bark had ervesed the wave,
The lion leader of the brave,

Leaving the vessel on the strand,

With wife and brother leapt to land
Then Réma thus the prinoe addressed -
‘Who filled with joy Sumitrd’s breast :

‘ Be thine alike o guard and aid

In peopled apot, in lonely shade,

Do thou, Sumitri’s son, precede:

Let Sitd walk where thou shalt lead.
Behind you bothk 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 life to-day.
'To-day ber tender feet must tread
Rough rocky wilds around her spread 3
No tilth is there, no gardens grow,

No crowding people come and go.’

The hero ceased : and Lakshman led

Obedient to the words he eaid :

And Sité followed him, and then

Came Raghu's pride, the lord of mesn.
With Sitd walking o'er the gand

They sought the forest, bow in hand,
But still their lingering glances threw
Where yet Bumantra stood in view,
Sumantra, wben 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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Btill on the brothers forced their way
Where sweet birds sang on every epray,
Though scarce the eye a path could find
Mid flowering trees where creepers twinad.
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 Takshman’s, to the charming view :
* Look, brother, look how fair the flood’
QGlows with the lotus, fower and bud '
They drank the water {resh and clear
And with their shafts they slew a deer.
A fire of bougha they made in haste,
And in the flame the meat they placed.
So Raghu’s snns with Sitd 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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CANTO LIII.

RAMA'S LAMENT,

‘When evening fites were duly paid,
Reclined beneath the leafy shade,
To Lakehman thus spake Rima, beat
Of those who glad a people’s breast :
‘Now the first night hus closed the day
That saw us from our country stray,
And parted fromn the charioteer ;
Yet grieve not thou, my brother dear.
Henceforth by night, when others sleep,
Must we our careful vigil keep,
Watching for Sitd's welfare thus,
For her dear life depends on us.
Bring me the lea¥es that lie around,
And spread them here upon the ground,
That we on lowly beds may lie,
And let in talk the night go by.’

S0 on the ground with leavea o’erapread,
Hoeo who should press a royal bed,
Réma with Lakshman thus conversed,
And many a pleagant tale rehearsed :
¢ This night the king,’ he eried, *alas!
In broken sleep will sadly pass.
Kaikeyf now content should be,
For mistreas of her wish is she,
Bo fiercely she for empire yearns,
That when her Bharat home returns,
She in her greed, may even bring -
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Destraetion on our lord the king.
‘What ean he do, iny 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 hie wisdom’s overthrow,

Lowe is, methinks, of greater might
To stir the heart than gain and right.
For who, in wisdom's lore untanght,
Could by a beanty's prayer be bought
To quit his own obedient son,

'Who loves him, as my sire hax done?
Bharat, Kaikey{'s child, alone

Will, with his wife, enjoy the throne,
And blissfully his rule maintain

Q’er happy Kofala’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 Rdma in the forest strays.
Whoe'er, neglecting right and gain,
Leta conquering love his soul enchain,
To him, like Dagaratha’s lot,

Comes wos with fest that tarry not.
Methinks at last the royal dame,
Dear Lakshmay, has secured her aim,
To see at once her husband dead,
Her son enthroned, and Réma fed.
Ab me! I fear, lest borne away

By frensy of success, ehe slay
Kaufaly4, through her mcked hate
Of me, bereft, disoonsolate ;

Or her ‘who aye for me has striven,



168 THE RAMATYAN, Book I1.

Bumitré, to devotion given.

Hence, Lakshman, to Ayodhy# speed,
Returning in the hour of need.

With Bit4 T my steps will bend
‘Where Dandak’s mighty woods extend.
No guardian has Kaufalyé now :

O, be her friend and guardian thom,
Btrong hate may vile Kaikeyi lead
Fo many & base unrighteous deed,
Treading my mother ‘neath her feot
When Bharat holds the royal seat.
8are in some antenatal time

‘Were children, by KaufialyA's erime,
Torn from their mothers’ arms away,
Aud bence 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 80 doomed to sorrow bear

As I, my mother's heart who rend
‘With angnish that can never end.
The Bérikd, ' methinks, possessed
More love than glows in Réma’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 haa ¢losed on me’:
So eried the bird, herself to free,
Reft of her son, in childless woe,

1 mxdﬁum"wahmﬁhmmwm
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My mother’s tears for ever fow :
11l-fated, doomed with grief to strive,
What aid can she from me derive t
Preesed down by care, she cannot rise
From sorrow’s flood wherein she liea,
In righteous wrath my single arm
Could, with my bow, protect from barm
Ayodhyé's town and all the earth:
But what is hero prowess worth ?
Lest breaking duty’s law I &in,
And lose the heaven I sirive to win,
The forest lifs to-day T choose,.
And kingly atate 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 thie great sos when. sleeps the wave,
Thus Lakshmanp 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 chief,
Bhouldst so afflict thy soul with grief =
8o wilt thou Sitd's heart consign
To deep despair as well a8 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 meot,
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ﬁatmghna, and the king, were sweet,

On them, or heaven, to foed ming eye

Were nothing, if thon wert not by.’
Bitting at ease, their glances fell -

Upon the beds, constructed well,

And there the sons of virtue Iaid

Their limbs beneath the fig-tree’s shade.
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BHARADVAJA'S HERMITAGE.

So there that night the heroes apent
Under the boughs that o’er them bent,
And when the sum 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 Yamuné's' swift waters glide
To blend with (Gangf’s boly 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 ease,

On countless sorts of flowery trees.
And now the day was half-way sped
When thus to Lakshmayn Réma said :
‘There, there, dear brother, turn thine eyes;
See near Prayfg? that smoke arise :
The banner of our Lord of Flames
The dwelling of some saint proclaims.
Near to the place eur steps we bend
‘Where Yamuné and Gangf blend.

I hear and mark the deafening roar
‘When cbafing floods together pour.
Hee, near us on the ground are left

! The Jumna.
% The Hindu name of Allahabad.
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Dry logs, by labouring woodmen cleft,
And the tall trees, that blossom near
Baint Bharadvdja'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 ecared
The deer and birds as on he fared,
And gtruck them with unwonted awe:
Then Bharadvéja's cot they saw.
The bigh-souted hermit soon they found
QGirt by his dear disciples round :
Calm raint, whose vowa had well been wrought,
‘Whose fervent rites keen sight bad bought.
Duly had flames of worship blazed
‘When Rdima on the bermit gazed ;
His suppliant hands the hero raised,
Drew nearer to the holy man
‘With his companions, and began,
Declaring both his name and race
And why they sought that distant place :
¢ Baint, Dafaratha’s children we,
Rémsa snd Lakshman, come to thee.
This my good wife from Janak springs,
The 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
Mo banished by my father’s will :
Sumitré’s son, bound by & vow,—
He roams the wood beside me now.
Sent by my father forth to rove,
‘We seek, O Baint, some hely grove,
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‘Where lives of hermits we may lead,
And upon fruits and berries feed.

When Bharadvéja, prudent-souled,
Had heard the prince 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 Réma who bad thither strayed,
Then compassed sat by birds and deer
Apd many a hermit resting near.

The prince received the service kind,
And sat him down rejoiced in mind,
Then Bharadvija silence broke,

Avnd thus the words of duty apoke:

* Kakutstha's royal son, that thou
Hadst sought this grove I knew ere now.
Mine ears have heard thy story, sent
‘Without & ein 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,
Réms whose kind and tender breast
All Jiving things would bleas and save,
In gracious words his answer gave :

¢ My honoured lord, this tranquil spot,
Fair home of bermits, auita me not:
For all the neighbouring people here
‘Will seek us when they know me near:
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'With eager wish to Jook on me,

And the Videhan dame to see,

A arowd of rustics will intrude

Upen the holy solitnde.

Provide, O gracious lord, I pray,
Some quiet home that lies away,
‘Where my Videhan apouse may dwell
Tasting the bliss deserved so well’

The hermit heard the prayer he made :
“A while in earnest thought he stayed,
And then in words like these expressed
His answer to the chief’s request :

*Ten leagues away there stands a hill
‘Where thou mayst live, if such thy will :
A holy mount, exceeding fair ;

Great saints have made their dwelling there :

There great Langira® in thousands play,
And bears amid the thickets atray ;
Wide-known by Chitrakita's name,

Tt rivals Gandhaméidan's! fame.

Long as the man that hill who seeks
Gazes upon its sacred peaks,

To holy things his soul he gives

And pure from thought of evil lives.
There, while a hundred sutomns fled,
Haz many & saint with hoary Lead
Spent his 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 swest :
Or let thy years of exile flee

Here in this bermitage with me.’

! The Langir is a largs monkey.
* A meuntain said to lie'to the eant of Mert,

Book: 11,
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Thus Bharadvéja spake, and trained
In lore of duty, entertained = .
The princes snd the dame, and pressed
His friendly gifte on every guest.

Thus to Prayfg 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-8it4 and his brother, vest;

And so the night, with sweet content,
In Bharadvéja’s grove was spent.

But when the dawn dispelled the night,
R4ma approached the anchorite,

And thus addressed the holy sire
‘Whoee glory ehone 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 quib.’

Then, as he saw the morning break,

In answer Bharadvija spake:

‘ Go forth to Chitrakiita’s hill,

Where berries grow, and aweets distil :
Full well, I deem, that hotne will suit
Thee, Rdma, strong and resolute.

Go forth, and Chitrakidta seek,

Famed mountein 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 Sitd there shalt thou delight

To gase upon the woody height ;
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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 mountsin cave.

Auspicious hill | where all day long

The lapwing's ery, the Koil's song
Make all who listen gay:

‘Where all is fresh and fair to see,

‘Where elephants and deer roam free,
There, a8 a bhermit, stay.’

Book II.
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e
THE PASSAGE OF YAMUNA,

——

The princely tamers of their foea

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 Rima peerless in his might :

“ Firat, lords of men, direct your feet
Where Yamuné and (Gangi meet ;

‘Then to the swift Kalindi* go,

‘Whose westward waves to Gangé flow,
‘When thou shalt see her lovely shora
Worn by their feet who hasten o’er,
Then, Raghu’a son, a raft prepars,

And cross the Sun-born river there,
Upon her farther bank a tree,

Near to the landing, wilt thon see.

The bleased soutree of varied gifts,

There her green boughs that Fig-tree lifts:
A tree where countless birds abide,

By Syéme’s name known far and wide.
Sit4, revere that holy shade :

There be thy prayera for blessing prayed,

¢ Another uame of the Jumnas, dsoghter of the Bun,
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Thence for & league your way pursue,
And a dark wood shall meet your view,

‘Where tall bambooa their foliage show,

The Gum-tree and the Jujube grow.

Te Chitrakita bave I oft

Trodden that path so smooth and »oft,

‘Where burning woods no traveller scare,

But all is pleasant, green, and fair.’
When thus the guests their road had learned,

Back to his cot the hermit turned,

And Réma, Lakshroan, Sitd paid

Their reverent thanks for courteous aid.

Thus Réma spake to Lakshmag, when

The saint had left the lords of men :

¢ Qreat store of bliss in sooth is ours

On whom his love the hermit showers.’

Ag each to other wisely talked,

The lion: lords together walked

On to Kélindi's woody shore ;

And gentle 8itd went before.

They reached that flood, whose waters tlee

With rapid current to the sea ;

Their minde a while fo thought they gave,

And counselled how to croes the wave,

At length, with logs together laid,

A mighty raft the brothers made.

Then dry bamboos across were tied,

And grase was spread from side to aide,

And the great hero Lakshman brought

Cane and Rose-Apple boughs, and wrought,

Trimming the branches smooth and neat,

For Sitd’s use & pleasant seat.

And Réma placed thereon his dame

Tonched with a momentary shama,
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Resembling in her glorious mien

All-thought-surpassing Fortune's Queen,

Then Réma hastened to dispose,

Kach in its place, the skins and bows,

And by the fair Videhan laid

The conts, the ornatments, and spade,

‘When S{t4 thus was set on board,

And sll 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 Kilindi prayaed :

< Goddess, whose flood I traverse now,

Grant that my lord may keep lis vow.

My gift shall be a thousaud kine,

A hundred jars shall pour their wine,

‘When Réma sees that town again

Where old Ikshviku’s children reign.'
Thue to Kélindi's stream she sued

And prayed in suppliant attitude.

Then to the river'’s bank the dame,

Fervent in supplication, came,

They left the ruft that brought them o'er,

And the thick wooed that clothed the shore,

And to the Fig-tree Syfima made

Their way, so cool with verdant shade,

Then Sitd viewed that best of trees,

And reverent gpake in words like these :

“Hail, bail, O mighty tree ! Allow

My hueband to complete his vow ;

Let us returning, I entreat,

Kanéalyf and Sumitré meet.’

Then with her hands together placed

Areund the tree she duly paced,
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When Rima 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 8it4 close behind thee tread :

1, best of men, will grasp my bow,

And hindmest of the three will go.

‘What fruits soe’er her fancy take,

Or flowers half hidden in the brake,

For Janak’s child forget not thou

To gather from the brake or bough.’
Thus on they fared. The tender dame-

Asked Réma, as they walked, the name

Of every shrub that Llossoms bere,

Creeper, and tree unseen before :

And Lakshman fetched, at Sitd’z prayer,

Boughs of each tree with clusters fajr.

Then Janak's danghter joyed to see

The sand-discoloured river flee,

Where the glad cry of many a bird,

The sires and the swan, was heard.

A league the brothers travelled through

The foregt: noble gane they slew :

Bencath the trees their meal they dressed,

And gat them down to eat and rest.

A while in that delightful shade

‘Where elephants unnumbered strayed,

‘Where peacocks screamed and moukeys played
They wandered with delight.

Then by the river's side they found

A pleasant spot of level ground,

‘Where all was smooth and fair around,
Their lodging for the night.
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‘CANTO LVI.

CHITRAKOTA.

————

Then Rfma, when the morning rose,
Called Lakshman gently from repose :
* Awake, the pleasant voices hear

Of forest birds that warble near.
Scourge of thy foes, no longer stay ;
The hour is come to speed away.’

The slumbering prince unclesed 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 from the stream they drew,
Paid morning rites, then followed still
The road to Chitrakita’s hill.

Then Rdima as he took the road

With Lakshmang, while the morning glowed,
'To the Videban lady eried,

Sitd the fair, the lotus-eyed :

* Look round thee, dear ; each flowery treo
Touched with the fire of morning see:

The Kinfuk, now the Frosta are fled,—
How glorious with his wreaths of red !
The Bel-trees see, so loved of men,
Hanging their boughe in every glen,
O'erburthened with their firuit and flowers :
A plentecus store of food is ours,
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8ee, Lakshmay, in the leafy trees,
‘Where'er they make their home,

Down hangs, the work of labouring bees,
The ponderous honeycomb,

In the fair wood hefore ns spread
The startled wild-cock eries:

Hark, where the flowers are soft o tread,
The peacoci’s voice replies,

Where elephants are roaming free,
And sweet birde’ songs are loud,

The glorious Chitrakiita 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 Réma, Lakshmayp, Sith, each
Spoke raising suppliant hands this speech
To him, in woodland dwelling met,
Vilmiki, ancient anchoret
¢ Saint, this mountain takes the mind,
With creepers, trees of every kind,
With fruit and roots abounding thua,
A pleasant life it offers us :
Hore for a while we fain would stay,
And pass a season blithe and gay.'
Them the great saint, in duty trained,
'With honour gladly entertained :

Book 11.

1¢'We have oftan looked on that green hill: it is the hallest spat of
that saot of the Hindu faith who devate thamaelves to this inexrnation of
Vishpu., The whala neighbonrhood is Rima's country. Every head.land
has some lagend, svery cavern is oconnected with his name; some of
the wild fruits are still called Sttdphal, being the reputed food of
the axiles, Thousands aud thoussnds synoally visit the spot, smd round,
the hill is & raised foot-path, on which the devotes, with baked .talt,

reada foll of piovs swe,’ Culostie Reviee. Yol XXIIL
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He gave his guesia a welcome fair,

Arnd bade them =it and rest them thare,

Réma of mighty arm and chest

His faithful Lakshmayp then addressed :

* Brother, bring hither from the wood

Selected timber strong and good,

And build therewith s litile cof :

My heart rejoices in the spot

That lies beneath the mountain’s side,

Remote, with water well supplied.’
Sumitrd’s son his words cbeyed,

Brought many & tree, and deftly made,

'With branches in the forest cut,

As Rima bade, a leafy hut.

Then Réma, when the cottage stood

Fair, irmly built, and walled with wood,

To Lakshman spake, whose eager mind

To do his brother’s will inclined :

* Now, Lakshmag, as our cot is made,

Muet sacrifice be duly paid

By us, for lengthened life who hope,

‘With venison of the antelope.

Away, O bright-eyed Lakshmag, speed :

Strack by thy bow a deer muat bleed :

As Seripture bids, we must not slight

The duty that commands the rite.
Lakshman, the chief whose arrows Iaid

Hie foemen low, his word obeyed ;

And Réma thus again addressed

The swift performer of his heet :

‘ Prepare the venison thou hast shot,

To sacrifica for this our cot.

Haate, brother dear, for this the hour,

And this the day of certain power.’
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Then glorious Lakshmay took the buock
Hia arrow in the wood had struok ;
Bearing hia mighty load he came,

And laid it in the kindled flame.

Soon as he saw the meat was done,
And that the juices censed to run

From thie broiled carcass; Lakshman then
Spoke thus to Rima best of men :

¢The carcass of the buck, entire,

X6 ready dressed upon the fire.

Now be the sacred rites begun

To please the Gods, thou godlike one.’

Rdms 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 Réma to the cot withdrew,
While a sweet sense of rapture stole
Through the unequalled hero’s soul
He paid the Vifvedovas'' dus,
And Rudra’s right, and Vishgu's too,
Nor wonted blessings, to protect
Theif 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 ehrines, to suit the holy shade,
All decked with woodland chaplets sweet,

Fi

! Daitios of a particular class in which fire or ton are enwinersted.
They are warshippaed partioniarly st the funeral olesguics in honvur of
sosased progeuitors,
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And fruit and roota and roasted meat,
With muttered prayer, aa texts require,
Water, and grass and wood and fire,
80 Réma, Lakehmay, Sitd paid

Their offerings to each God and shade,
And entered then their pleazant cot
That bore fair signs of happy lot.
They entered, the llustrions three,

The well-set cottage, fair to see,
Roofed with the leaves of many a tree,

And fenced from wind and rain ;
50, at their Father Brahmé's call,

The Gods of heaven, assembling all,

To their own glorious conneil hall
Advance in shining train,

8o, resting on that lovely hill,

Near the fair lily-covered rill,

'The happy prince forgot,
Surrounded by the birds and deer,
The woeg, the louging, and the fear

That gloom the exile’s lot,
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CANTO LVII.

SUMANTEA'S RETURN,

When Rima 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 decreed,

Yoked to the car each noble steed,
And to Ayodhy#d’'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 bhis conrsers flew.

On the third day the charioteer,

‘When now the hour of night waa near,
Came to Ayodhyd's gate, and found
The city all in sorrow drowned.

To him, in spirit quite cast down,
Forsaken seemed the silent town,

And by the rush of grief oppressed
He pondered in his mournful breast :
‘Is all Ayodhy& burnt with grief,
Steed, elephant, and maun, sand 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 passed.
On drove the charioteer, and then
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In handreds, yea in thoussnds, men

Ran to the cax from every side,

And, ‘Rfima, where i8¢ Réma 1’ cried.

Sumantra said : “ My chariot bore

The duteous prince to Gangé's shore ;

I left him there at his behest,

And homeward to Ayodhys pressed.’

Boon as the anxions pecple knew

That he waa o'er the flood, they drew

Deep sighs, aud crying, Rima ! afl

‘Wailed, and big tears began to fall,

He beard the mournful worde prolonged,

Az here and thers the people thronged -

* Woe, woe for us, forlorn, undone,

No more to look on Raghu'a son !

His like again we ne'er shall see,

Of heart 8o true, of hand =0 free,

In gifts, in gatherings for debate,

‘When marriage pomps we celebrate.

What should we do? What earthly thing

Can reat, or hope, or pleasure bring ¥’
Thus the sad town, which Réma kept

Ag a kind father, wailed and wept.

Each mansion, as the car went by,

Bent 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 spod along the royal road

To Dagaratha’s high abode.

Thers leaping down his car he atayed ;

‘Within the gates his way he made;

Through seven broad courts he onward hied,

‘Where people thronged on every 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 Rima maode her monn :
¢ What will the charioteer reply
To Queen Kaudalyd's eager cry?

With Rima from the gates he went ;
Homeward alene, his steps are bent.
Hard is a life with woe distressed,

But diffieult to win is rest,

If, when her son is banished, still
Bhe lives beneath her load of ill’

Such was the speech Sumantra heard

From them whom 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 reveroent,

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 Réma overcome.

Rang through the hall a startling cry,
And women’s arms were tosged on high,

When, with his senses all astray,

Upon the ground the monarch lay.
Koualys, with Sumite&'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 Réma’s messenger who brings
News of his painful wanderings 1
The great injustice done, art thou
Shame-stricken for thy conduct now ¢
Rise up, and do thy part: bestow
Comfort and help in this cur woe.
Speak freely, King ; dismiss thy fear,
For Queen Kaikeyi stands not near,
Afraid of whom thou wouldst not seek
Tidinge of Rédma : freely gpeak.
When the sad queen had ended so,
She eank, 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 Queen Kaufalyd weiling there,
And the poor king oppressed with pain,
They flocked around and wept again,
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RAMA'S MESSAGRE.

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 charicteer.

‘With reverent hand to hand applied

He waited by the old man’s side,

Whose mind with anguish was distraught
Like a great elophant newly caught.

The king with bitter pain distressed

The faithful charioteer addressed,

‘Who, sad of mien, with flooded eye,

And dust upon his limbs, stood by :

* Where will be Riéma’s dwelling now

At some tree's foot, beneath the bough 2
Ah, what will be the exile’s food,

Bred up with kind solicitude 2

Can he, long lapped in pleasavt rest,
Unmeet for pain, by pain oppressed,

Son of earth’s king, his sad night apend
Earth-couched, as one that has no friend 7
Behind him, when abroad he aped,

Cars, elephant, and foot were led :

Then how shall Riéma dwell afar

In the wild woods where no men are ?
How, tell me, did the princes there,
With Sitd good and soft and fair,
Alighting from the chariot, tread
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The forest wilde around them apread t

A happy lot ia thine, I ween,

Whoee eyes my two dear sons have seen
Seeking on foot the forest shade,

Like the bright Twins to view displayed,
The heavenly Afvins, when they seek
The woods that hang "neath Mandar's peak.
‘What words, Sumantra, quickly tel,
From Rimsg, Lakehmay, Sit4, fellt
How in the wood did Bimsa eat ?

What was his bed, and what his seat ?
Full ansawer to my questions give,

For I on thy replies shall live,

As with the saints Vaydti held

Sweet converse, from the skies expelled.

Trged by the lord of men to speak,
‘Whose sobbing voice came faint and weak,
Thua he, while tears his utterance broke,
In answer to the monarch spoke :

“ Hear then the words that Bima said,
Resolved in duty’s path to tread.
Joining his hands, his head he bent,
And pave this message, reverent :

‘ Sumantra, to my father go,

Whose lofty mind all people know ;
Bow down before him, as i3 meet,

Apd in my stead salute hie foet.

Then to the queen my mother bend,
Azrnd give the greeting that I send :
Ne'er may her stops from duty err,
And may it still be wel} with her,
Angd add this word : * © Queen, pureue
Thy vows with faithful heart and true;
And ever at due season turn
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‘Where holy fires of worship burn,
And, lady, on our lord bestow
Buch 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 he-
Loved, honoured as the king by thee :
Thy king-ward duty ne'er forget :
High over all are monarchs set.’

And Bharat, oo, 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 Ikshviku's line of kings:

< As mling prince thy care be shown
Of him, our sire, who holds the throne.
Btricken 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,

Ag the hot flood his cheek bedewed :
‘Hold as thine own my mother dear
'Who drops for me the longing tear.’
Then Lakshmas, with his soul on five,
Spake breathing fast these words of ire:
¢ Bay, for what sin, for what offence
‘Was royal Réma banished thence ?

Hae is the cause, the king ; poor slave
To the light charge Kdikeyf gave.

Let right or wrong the motive be,

Book IT.
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The author of our woe is be.
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 aod sanction it,
In Réma's life no canse I see
For which the king should bid him flee,
His blinded eyes refused to scan
The guilt and folly of the plaa,
And from the weakness of the king
Here and hereafter woe shall apring.
No more my sire: the ties that used
To bind me to the king are loosed,
My brother Rima, Raghu's son,
To me iz 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 foel
A pleasure in the people’s weal ?
Shall he whoee mandate could expel
The virtuous Réma, loved so well,
To whom his subjects’ fond hLearis cling—
Shall he in spite of them be king?’

But Janak’s child, my Jord, stood by,
And oft the votaress heaved a sigh,
She seemed with dull and wandering sense,
Beneath a spirit’s influence,
The noble princess, pained with wee
‘Which till that hour she ne'sr could know,
Tears in her heavy tronble shed,
But not a word to me she said.
8he mised her face which grief had dried,
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And tenderly her busband eyed,
Gazed on him as he turned to go;
While tear chased tear in rapid flow.’



CANTO LIX.

DASARATHA'S LAMENT,

——

As thus Sumantra, best of peers,

Told his sad tale with many tears,

The monarch cried, ‘I pray thee, tell
At length again what there befe]l.’
Sumantra, at the king’s bebest,
Striving with sobs he scarce repressed,
Hie trembling voice at last controlled,
And thus hia further tidinga told :

* Their locks in votive coils they wound,
Their coats of bark upon them bound,
To Gangd's farther shore they went,
Thence te Prayfg their steps were bent.
I saw that Lakehmay walked ahead

To guard the path the two should tread,
So far I saw, no more could learn,
Forced by the hero to retura,

Retracing slow my homeward course,
Scarce could I move each stubborn Lorse :
Shedding hot tears of grief he stood
Wher Rimsa turned him to the wood.?

! ‘Bo in Homer the horses of Achilles lamented with many bitier
tears the death of Patroclus slaln by Hector:
“Irwoi & Alaxiao, pdxne ardveulley idvree,
KXtuov, tradp wpara wubéefny fvidyow
*Ev xowiyo: weadvroe D¢’ “Exropoc avdpogivoio.
Inup. XVIL 426,
Ancient possy frequently weeocinted nature with the joys and sorrows
of map.’ GORRERIO. -
O
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As the two princes parted thenoe

I raised my bhands in reverence,
Mounted my ready car, end bore

The grief that stung me to the core.
With Guha all that day I stayed,

8Still by the earnest hope delayed

That Réima, ere the time should end,
Some meesage from the wood might send.
Thy realmas, great Monarch, mourn the blow,
An] gympathize 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 il
The lake, the river, and the rill.

Drear ie each grove and garden now,
Dry every blossom on the tough,

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 water born,

Qay garlands that the earth adorn,

And every fruit that gleams like gold,
Have lost the scent that charmed of oid,
Ewmpty is every grove I see,

Or birds sit pensive on the tree,
‘Where'er I look, its beauty oer,

The pleasance charma not aa befora.

I drové through fair Ayodhyd’s street :
None flew with joy the car to meet.
They saw that Rima was not there,
And turned them sighing in despair,
The people in the royal way

‘Wopt tears of hitter grief, when they



Canto LIX. THE RAMATAN,

Beheld me coming, foom afar,

No Rima with me in the car.

From palace roof and turret high

Each woman bent her eager eyo;

Bhe looked for Rima, but in vain ;

Gazed on the car and shrieked for pain.

Their long ciear 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 seen.

‘Withont a joy, her bosom rent

‘With grief for RAma's banishment,

Ayodhyé like the queen appears

‘Who mourns her son with many tears,’
He ended: and the king, distressed,

‘With sobbing voice that lord addreased :

*Ah me, by falsa 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,

Blave 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 Destiny will have it so.

I pray thee, if I ¢'er have done

An act to please thee, yea, but ore,

Fly, fly, and Réma homeward lead :

My life, departiug, 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 vpon the chariot place,

And let me lock on Réma's face,

Ah me, my son, mine eldest-born,

‘Where roams he in the wood forlorn,

The wielder of the mighty bow,

Whosa sboulders like the lion’s ehow ?

0, ere the light of life be dim,

Take me to Sité and to him,

Q Bama, Lakshman, and O thoun .
Dear Sitd, constant to thy vow,

Boloved ones, you cannot know

That I am dying of my woa.’

Ths king to bitter grief a prey,
That drove each wandering sense away,
Sunk in affliction’s sea, too wide
To traverse, in his angunish cried :

‘ Hard, hard to pass, my Queen, this sea
Of sorrow raging over me:

No Rima near to soothe mine eye,
Plunged in its Iowest deeps I lie.

Sorrow for Bima awells the tide,

And 8itd's absence makes it wide:

My tears its foarny flood istain,

Made billowy by my sighs of pain;

. My cries its roar, the arms I throw
\ About me are the fish below.

| Kaikeyf is the fire that foeds
| Beneath : my hair the tangled weeds:
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1te source the tears for Héma shed : ,
The hump-back’s words its monsters dread s
The boon I gave the wretch its shorg,
Till Réma’s banishment be o’er. !
Ah me, that I should long to set
My eager eyes to-day
On Raghu’s son, and he be yet
Witk Lakshman far away 1’
Thus he of lofty glory wailed,
And sank upon the bed,
Beneath the woe his spirit failed,
And all his senses fled.

! The lines containing thia heap of forced metaphiors sre marked sy
apurious by Schlegel.
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KAUSALYA CONSOLED.

As Queon Kausaly4, trembling much,
As blighted by a goblin’s touch,

Still lying prostrate, half awoke

To cousciousness, *twas thus she spoke :
' Bear me away, Sumantra, far,
Where Rima, Sitd, 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 realme below.’

His utterance choked by tears that rolled
Down from their fountaing uncontrolled,
‘With suppliant hands the charioteer
Thus spuke, the lndy’s heart to cheer :

* Dismiss thy grief, despair, and dread
That fills thy soul, of Borrow bred,
For pain and anguish thrown aside,
Will Réma in the wood abide,

And Lakshman, with unfailing care
Will guard the feet of RAma there,
Esarning, with governed sense, the prize
That waits on duty in the skies,

And Sitd in the wild as well

Asg'in her own dear home will dwell ;
To Li&ma 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 a8 of old she used to rove
Delighted in the city’s grove,

Thus, even thus she joya to tread

The woodlands uninhalited,

Like = young child, her face as fair

As the young moon, she wanders there.
‘What though in lonely woods she stray
Still Réma is her joy and stay:

All his the hesrt no sorrow bends,

Her very life on him depends,

For, if her lord ahe might not see,
Ayodhyd like the wood would be.

Bhe bids him, a¢ she roams, declare
The names of towns and bawlets there,
Marks various trees that mect her eye,
Aud many a brook that hurries by.
And Jarak’s danghter seems to roam
One little league away fiom home
When Réma or his brother speaks

And gives the answer that she secks.
This, Lady, I remember well ;

Nor angry worde have I to tell :
Reproaches at Kaikeyi shot,

Such, Queen, my mind remnembers not.'
The speech when Sit&’s wrath was high,
Sumantra passed in gilence by,

‘I'hat so his pleasant words might cheer
With sweet report Kaufialys'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 a8 the fair full moon looks down,

8o the Videhan lady’s face

8till shines with undiminished grace.

What if the borrowed colours throw

Oer her fine feet no rosy glow,

Btill with their natural tinta they spread

A lotus glory where they tread.

In sportive grace she walks the ground,

And sweet her chiming anklets gound.

No jewels clasp the faultless limb :

She leaves them all for love of him,

If in the woods her gentle eye

A lion sees, or tiger nigh,

Or elephant, she fears no ill,

For Rama's arm supports her still,

No longer be their {ate deplored,

Nor thine, nor that of Kofal’s lord,

For conduct such as theirs shall buy

‘Wide glory that can never die.

For casting grief and care away,

Delighting in the forest, they

With joyful spirits, blithe and gay,

Bot forward on the ancient way
‘Where mighty sainte have led ;

Their highest aim, their dearest care

To keep their father'’s honour fair,

Observing still the oath he sware,
They roam, on wild fruit fed’

Thus with persuagive art he tried

To turn her from her grief aside,

Book 11.
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By soothing fancies won,
But still ehe gave her sorrow vent :
*Ah Réma !, was her shrill lament,
*My love, my son, my son!’

283
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KAUSALYAS LAMENT.

When, best of all who give delight,
Her Réma wandered far from sight,
EKaufalyi 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 7
How in the wild endure distress,
Nursed in the lap of tenderness 7

How will the dear Videhan bear

The heat and cold when wandering there,
Bred in the bliss of princely state,

So yoang 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 woodland fare of self-sown grain
‘Will she, with joys encompassed long,
Who loved the muaic and the soug,.

In the wild wood endure to hear

The ravening lion’s voice of fear?
Where sleeps 1y strong-armed hero, where,
Like Loird Mahendra’s standard, fair?
Where is, by Lakshman’s eide, his bed,
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His club-like arm beneath his head ?
When sball I see his flower-like eyes,
And face that.with the lotus vies,
Feel his swest lily breath, and view
His glorious hair and lotus hue?

The heart within my breast, I feel,

1g adamant or hardest stee),

Or, in a thousand fragments split,

The loas 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 exile, by thy ruthless deed.

If, when the fourteer years are past,
Réma resecks his home at last,

1 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 Brihmans to the banquet eall.
The best of Brdhmans, good and wise,
The tardy summeoening despise,

And, equal to the Gods, disdain

Cups, ¢'en of Awmrit, thus to drain.
Nay e'en when Brihmans first have fed,
They loathe the meal for others spread,
And from the leavings turn with scorn,
Ag bulls avoid a fractured horn.

So Rima, sovercign lord of men,

‘Will spurn. the sullied kingship then :
He, born the eldest snd the best,

His younger’s leavings will detest,
Turning from tasted food away,
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As tigers scorn another’a prey.
The sacred post is used not twice,
Nor elemgnta, in sacrifice.
But once the sacred grass is spread,
But once with oil the fame is fod :
So Réma's pride will ne’er receive
The royal power which others leave,
Like wine when tasteless dregs are left,
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 heard him in bis lair,
‘Were all the worlds againet him ranged
His dauntless soul were still anchanged :
He, dutiful, in duty strong,
Would purge the impiocus world from wrong.
Could not the hero, brave and bold,
The archer, with his shafts of gold,
Bumn up the very seas, as doom
Will in the end all life consume ?

{i Of lion’s might, eyed like a bull,
A prince so brave and beautiful,
Thou hast with wicked hate pursued,
Like sea-born tribes who eat their brood.
If thou, O Monarch, hadst but known
The duty all the T'wice-born own,
If the good laws had touched thy mind,
‘Which sages in the Scriptures find,
Thou ne'er hadst driven forth to pine
Thia brave, this duteous son of thine.

{ First on her lord the wife depends,

¢ Next on her son and last on friends :

t 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 ruined and destroyed by thee/

237
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CANTO LXIL

DASARATHA CONSOLED.

The gueen’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 of thought;

At length the queller of the foe

Grew conscious, rallying from his woe.
‘When consciousness returned anew
Long burning sighs the nionarch drew.
Ageain immersed in thought he eyed
Kaunfalyi standing by his side.

Back to his pondering soul was brought
The direful deed his hand had wrought,
‘When, guiltless of the wrong intent,
His arrow et a sound was sent.
Digtracted 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 he cast,
Joined suppliant hands, her heart to touch,
And spake in answer, trembling much :
‘Kaufalyfi, for thy grace I sue,

Joining these hands as suppliants do.
Thou ¢'en to foss hast ever been
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A gentle, good, and loving queen.

Her lord, with noble viriues graced,

Her lord, by lack of all debased,

It still & God in woman’s eyes,

If duty's law she bold and prize.

Thou, who the right hast mye pursved,

Life's changes and its chances viewed,
Shouldst never launch, though scrrow-stirred,
At me distressed, one bitter word.

She listened, as with sorrow faint
He murmured forth his sad complaint:
Her brimming eyes with tears ran o'er,
Ag gpouts 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 troulle snid :
‘Forgive me ; at thy feet I lie,

‘With low bent head to thee I cry,

By thee besought, thy guilty dame
Pardon from thee can scarcely claim.
She merits 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 claims of duty well,

I know thy Tips the truth must tell,
All the wild words I rashly spoke,
Forth from my heart, through enguish, broke;
For gorrow bends the stoutest soul,
And cancela Soripture’s high control.
Yea, sorrow’s might all else o’erthrows,
The strongest and the worst of foes,
*Tis thue with all : we keenly feel,
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Yet bear the blows our foemen deal,
But when a slender woe asgails

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
QGrief at my heart swells wilder yet :
‘With doubled might thus Ocean raves
‘When rushing floods increase his waves.’
Ag from Kaubalys reasoning well
The gentle words of wisdom fell,
The sun went down with dying flame,
And darkness o’er the landscape came.
Hiy lady’s soothing words in part
Relieved the monarch’s aching heart,
'Who, wearied out by all his woes,
Yielded to sleep and took repose.

Book 11,
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CANTO LXIII.

THE HERMITS SON,

But soon Ly rankling grief oppressed
The king awoke from troubled rest,

And his sad heart was tried again

‘With anxious thought where all was pain.
Réma and Lakshmay’a mournful fate
On Dafaratha, good and great

As Indra, pressed with crushing weight,
As when the demon’s might assails

The Bun-God, and his glory pales.

Ere yet the sixth long night was apent,
BSince Rima to the woods was sent,

The kKing at midnight sadly thought

Of the old crime his hand had wrought,
And thus to Queen Kaufalyd cried
Who still for R&ma 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 acte they do,

Be sure, dear Queen, they find the meed
Of wicked or of virtuous deed.

A heedless child we call the man
‘Whose fechble judgment fails to scan
The weight of what his hande may do,
Ita lightnees, fault, and merit too.

One lays the Mango garden low,

And bids the gay Palidas grow :
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Longing for fruit their bloom he sees,

But grieves when fruit should bend the treea.
Cut by my haud, my fruit-trees fell,
Pulfisa trees T watered well,

My hopes this foolish heart deceive,

And for my banished son I grieve.
Kaudalyé, in my youtbfol prime

Armed with my bow I wrouglt 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 seul has brouglit,

As children seize the deadly cup

And blindly drink the poison ap.

As the unreasoning man may be

Charmed with the gay Palé§u tres,

I unaware have reaped the fruit

Of joying at & sound to shoot.

Ap regent prince I shared the throne,
Thou wast & maid to me unknown,

The early Rain-time duly came,

And streugthened love's delicions flame,
The sun had drained 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 clonds each hour increased,
And froga and deer and peacocks all
Rejoiced to see the torreats fall.

Their bright wings heavy from the shower,”
The birds, new-bathed, had scarce the power

1 The southern region is the abods of Yama the Indian Pluto, sud
of depuried aplrite.
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To reach the branches of the trees
Whose high tope swayed beneath the breeze,
The fallen rain, and falling stili,

Hung like a sheet on every hill,

Till, with glad deer, each flooded ateep
Showed glorious as the miglty deep.
The torrents down its wooded side
Poured, some unstained, while others dyed
Gold, ashy, silver, ochre, bore

The tints of every mountain ore.

In that sweet time, when all are pleared,
My arrows and my bow I seized ;

Keen for the chase, in field or grove,
Down 8arji's bauk my car I drove.

I longed with all my lawless will

Bome elephant by aight to kill,

Some buffalo that eame to drink,

Or tiger, at the river's brink.

When all around waa dark and still,

T heard a pitcher slowly fill,

And thonght, cbscured in deepest ghade,
An olephant the sound had made,

T drew a shaft that glittered bright,

Fell as a serpent’s venomed bite ;

I longed to lay the monster dead,

Aud to the mark my arrow sped.

Then i the calm of morning, clear

A hermit's wailing smote my ear;

* Ah me, ah me;,” he cried, and sauk,
Pierced hy my arrow, on the bhank.

E'en as the weapon smote hia side,

I heard a human voice that cried :

* Why lights this shaft on one like me,
A poor and harmless devotee?
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I came by night to fill my jar
From this lone streama where no men are,
Ab, who this deadly shaft has shot 1
‘Whom have I wronged, avd knew it nott
‘Why should a boy so harmless feel
The vengeance of the winged ateel 1
Or who should slay the gmiltless son
Of hermit sire who injures none,
‘Who dwells retired in woeds, and there
Bupports his life on woodland fare ?
Ah me, ah e, why am I slain,
‘What booty will the murdever gain ?
In hermit coils T bind wy hair,
Coats made of skin and bark I wear.
Ah, who the eruel deed can praise
Whose idle toil no froit repays,
As impions as the wretch’s crime
‘Who dares his master's bed to elimb?
Nor does my parting spirit grieve
But for the life which thus 1 leave :
Alas, my mother and my sire,—
T mourn for them when I expire.
Ah me, that aged, helpless pair,
Long cherished by my watchful care,

i 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 mother, gire, and 1.
Whose mighty hand, whose lawlees mind
Has all the three to death consigned '

When 1, by love of duty stirred,
That touching lamentation heard,

+ The five wu which the body conslete, and to whish it
returos,
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Pierced to the heart by sudden woe,

I threw to earth my shafts and bow.

My hoart was full of grisf and dread

As awiftly to the place I eped,

Where, by my arrow wounded sore,

A bermit lay on Sarjd’s shore,

His matted hair was all unbound,

Hig pitclier empty on the ground,

And by the fatal arrow pained,

He lay with dust snd gore distained.

I stood confounded and amaged ;

His dying eyes to mine he raised,

And spoke this apeech in accents stern,
As though his light my soul would bum:
‘How have I wronged thee, King, that I
Struck by thy mortal arrow die?

The wood my home, this jar I hrought,
And water for my parents sought.

This one keen shaft that strikes me through
Slays sire and aged mother too.

Feeble and blind, in helplesa pain,

They wait for me and thirst in vain.
They with parched lips their pangs must bear,
And hope will end in blank despair.

Ah me, there seems no fiuit in stors

For holy zeal or Scripture lore,

Or elde ere now my eire would know
That his dear son is lying low.

Yet, if my mouraful fate he knew,
‘What could his arm so feeble do?

The tros, firm-rooted, ne'er may be

The guardian of  etricken tree,

Haste to my father, aad relate

‘While time allews, my sudden fate,
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Lesat he conaume thee, an the fire
Burns up the forest, in hia ire, ‘
This little path, O King, pursue:

My father's cot thou svon wilt view.
There sue for pardon to the sage

Lcat he should curse thee in his rage.
First from the wound extract the dart
That kills me with its deadly smart,
FE’en as the flushed impetuous tide
Ents through the river’s yielding side,’

1 fenred to draw the arrow out,

Aud pondered thus in painful doubt :
‘Now tortured by the shaft he lies,

Bat if T draw it furth he dies.’

Helpless I stood, faint, sorely grieved :
The hermit’s son my thonght perceived ;
As oue o’ercome by direst pain

He searce had strength to apeak again,
With writhing limb and struggling breath,
Nearer and ever nearer death :

¢ My senses undisturbed remain,

And fortitnde has conquered pain ;

Now from one fuar thy soul be freed,
Thy band has made vo Bréhman blesd.
Let not this pang thy bosom wring :

No twice-horn yonth am I, O King,

For of a Vaidya sive I came,

Who wedded with a $6dr dame.’

These words the boy could scarcely say,
As tortured by the shaft he lay,
Twisting hia helpless body round,

Then trembling senseless on the ground.
Then from his bleeding side T drew
The rankling shafi that pierced him through,
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With death’s last fear my face be eyed,
And, rich in store of penance, died.’
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CANTO LXIY.

DASARATHA'S DEATH,
——

The son of Raghu to his queen

Thus far described the nneqgualled scene,
And, as the hermit's death he rued,

The mournful story thus renewed :

*The deed my heodless hand had wrought
Perplexed me with remorseful thought,
Aund all alone I pondered atill

How kindly deed might salve the ilL

The pitcher from the ground I took,

And filled it from that fairest brook,
Then, by the path the hermit showed,

I reached his sainted sire’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 helpleas stepa to guide.
Their idls hours the twain beguiled
_With talk of their returning child,

And atill 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 Last thou made this tarryingt
- ¥Thy mother thirsts, and thou hast played,
ahud bathing in the brook delayed. )
Bhe weeps because thou camest it ;
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Haate, O my son, within the oat.

If she or I have ever done

A thing to pain thee, dearest som,
Dismias the memory from thy mind :
A hermit thou, be good and kind.

On thes our lives, oar all, depend :
Thou art thy friendless parents’ friond.
The eyeless couple’s eye art thou :
Then why so cold and silent now?t’

‘With sobbing voice and bosom Wrung
I scarce could move my faltering tongue,
And with my epirit filled with dread
I looked upon the sage, and eaid,
‘While mind, and sense, and nerve I strung
To fortify my trembling tongue,
And let the aged hermit know
His son’s aad fate, my fear and woe:
* High-minded Baint, not I thy child,
A warrfor, DaSaratha styled.
1 bear a grievous sorrow’s weight
Born of a deed which good men hate,
My Jord, I came to Sarji’s shore,
And in my hand my bow I bore
For elephant or beast of chase
That secks by night his drinking plade,
There from the stream a apund I heard
Ag if a jar the water stirred.
An elephant, I thought, was nigh :
1 aimed, and let an arrow fly,
Swift to the place 1 made my way,
And there a wounded hermit lay
Gasping for breath : the deadly dart
8tood quivering in bis youtbful heart.
I hastened near with pain oppressed :

+
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He faltered out his laat behest,
And quickly, as he bade me do,
From his pierced side the shaft I drew.
I drew the arrow from the rent,
And np to heaver the hermit weat,
Lamenting, ae from earth he pased,
His nged parents to the last.
Thus. unaware, the deed was done:
My band, nnwitting, killed thy son.
For what, remains, O, let me win
Thy pardon for my heedless sin,’

As the sad tale of sin T told,
The hermit's grief was urncontrolled ;
With flooded eyes, and rorrow-fuint,
Thus spake the venerable saint :
I stood with hand to hand applied,
And listened as he spoke and sighed :
*1f thou, O King, hadat left unsaid
By thine own tongue this tale of dresd,
Thy head for hideous guilt accursed
Had in a thousand pieces burst.
A hermit’s blood by warrior spilt,
In such & case, with purposed gmilt,
Down from his high estate would bring
Even the thunder’s mighty King.
And he a dart who conscious sends
Ageinst the devotes who spends
His pure life by the law of Heaven—
That sinner’s head will aplit in seven.
Thou livest, for thy heedless hand
Has wrought & deed thou hast not planned,
Else thou and all of Raghu's line
Had perished by this act of thine.
Now guide ug,” thus the hermit said,

Book I1.
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¢ Forth to the spot where he lea dead.

Guide us, this day, O Monarch, we

For the last time our son would see:

The hermit dress of gkin 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 lot the dame and hermit lay

Their hands upon the breathless ¢lay.

The futher touched his son, and pressed

The body to his aged breast ;

Then falling by the dead boy's gide,

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 earth lie?

If thou, iny gon, art wroth with me,

Here, duteous child, thy mother see.

What ! no embrace for me, my son ?

No word of tender love—not one?

‘Whose gentle voice, so soft and clear,

Soothing my spirit, shall T 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 dons,

The father mourning for his son {

‘Who will the daily meal pravide

For the poor wretch who lacks a guide,

Foeding the helpless with the best
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Berriea snd roots, like some dear guest{
How can these hands subeiatence find
For thy poor mother, old and blind 1
The wretched votaress how sustain,
‘Who mourns her child in oeaseless pnin?
Btay yet & while, my darling, stay,
Nor fly to Yama's realm to-day.
To-morrow 1 thy sire and she
‘Who bare thee, ¢hild, will go with thee.*
Then when I look on Yama, I
To great Vivasvat's sop will ery:
‘ Hear, King of justice, and restore
Our child to feed us, I implore.
Lord of the world, of mighty fame, o
Faithful and just, admit my claim,
And graot this single boon, to free
My soul from fear, to one like me.’
Because, my son, untouched by stain,
By sinful hands thou fallest slain,
‘Win, through thy truth, the sphere whera those
Who die by hostile derts repose.
Seek 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 heroeu, are,
‘Where Janamejay and the blest
Dilipa, Sagar, Baivya, reat.
Home of all virtuous spirits, earned

! 8o dyiog York ories over the body of Buffolk ;

¢ Tarry, dear counin Buffolk |

My soul shall thine keep company to haaven :
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly sbreast.”

King Henry ¥, 4ot IV. 6.
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By fervent rites and Scripture learned :
By those whose sacred fires have glowed,
‘Whose liberal Liands have fields bestowed :
By pgivers of a thousand cows,

By lovers of one faithful spouse :

By those who gerve their masters well,
And cast away this earthy shell

None of my race can ever know

The bitter pain of lasting wos.

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 pitecus 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 gpirit from the body brake
And to the mourning parenta spake:
A glorious home in realms above
Rewards my care and filial love.
You, honoured parents, scon shall he
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 water paid,
And thus his spsech to me renewed
‘Who stood in suppliant attitude:
*8lay me this day, O, slay me, King,
For death no longer haa s sting.
Childless am I; thy dart has done
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To death my dear, my only son.
Because the boy I Joved so well
Slain by thy heedlesa arrow fell,
My curse upon thy soul shall press
With bitter woe and heaviness.
I mourn a slaughtered child, and thou
Shalt feel the pangs that kill me now.
Bereft, and guffering e'en as I,
So shalt thou mourn thy son, and die.
Thy band unwitting dealt the blow
That laid a holy hermit low,
Anvd distant, therefore, ia 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 pay in after days
Like his the priestly fee who pays.’

This enrse ob me the hermit laid,
Nor yet his tears and groans were stayed.
Then on the pyre iheir hodies 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 iady dear,
‘When "twas my boasi to shoot by ear.
The deed has horne the fruit, which now
Hangs rips upon the bending bough :
Thus dainty meats the palate please,
And lure the weak to awift disease,
Now on my soul return with dread
The worde that noble hermit said,
That I for a dear son should grieve,
And of the woe my life should leave.’

Tilusapak:ttheking with ma:nya.tea.r;
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Then to his wife he cried in fear:

‘T cannot see thee, love ; but lay

Thy gentle band in mine, I pray.

Ah me, if Réma touched me thus,

If ooce, returning home to us,

He lade me wealth and lordship give,
Then, so I think, my eeul would live,
Unlike myself, unjust and mean

Have been my ways with him, my Queen,

But like himself is all that he,

My poble son, has done to me.

His son, though far from right he stray,

‘What prudent sire would cast away 1

What banished son wounld check his ire,

Nor speak reproaches of his sire {

X see thee not ; these eyes grow blind,

And memory quits my tronbled mind,
_Angels of Death are round me: they

Summon my-soul with speed away.

What woe more grievous can there be,

That, when from light and life I fles,

I may not, ore I part, behold

My virtuous Réma, true and bold ?

Qrief for my son, the brave and troe,

‘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, tut blessed Gods, are they

‘Whoso eyes shall see his face that day;

See him, when fourteen years are past, '

With earrings decked return at laat.

My fainting mind forgeta to think :

Low end more low my spirits sink.

Each from its seat, my senses steal :
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1 cantiot hear, or taste, ar foel.

This lethargy of soul o'ercomes

Each organ, and its fanction nuraba :

So when the oil begine to fail,

The torch's rays grow faint and pale.

This flood of woe cansed by this hand

Destroys me lielpless and unmanned,

Reaistless 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 !

Kaufalyé, ali, T cannot see ;

Sumitrs, gentle devotee!

Alas, Kaikeyl, cruel dame,

My bitter foe, thy father's shame!’
Kausaly4 and Sumitré kept

Their wateh beside him as he wept.

And Dafaratha moaned and sighed,

And grieving for his darling died,
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CANTO LXV.

THE WOMENS LAMENT.

——r——

And now the night had past away,

And brightly dawned another day ;

The minstrels, trained to play and sing,
Fiocked to the chamber of the king :
Bards, who their gayest raiment wore, .
And heralds famed for ancient lore :

And singers, with their aongs of praise,
Made mueic in their several ways.

There aa they poured their blessings choice,
Axnd hailed their king with hand and voice,
Their praises with a swelling roar

Echoed through court and eerridor,

Then as the bards his glory sang,

From beaten palms loud answer rang,
As glad applauders clapped their hands,
And told his deeds in diastant lands.

The swelling concert woke a throng

Of sleeping birds to life and song :

Some in the branches of the trees,

Some caged in halla and galleries.

Nor was the eoft 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 unstained,
Each in the arts of waiting trained,
Drew near attentive as before,
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And erowded 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 & maid, pure, young, and fair,
Hoer load of early offerings bare,

Cups of the flood which all revere,

And sacred thiogs, and toilet gear.
Euch several thing was duly brought

As rule of old observance taught,

And lucky signs 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 nor rose nor spoke,
Doubt and alarm within them woke.
Forthwith the dames, by duty led,
Attendants on the monarch's bed,
Within the royal chamber pressed

To wake their master from his regt,
Bkilled in the lore of dreaming, they
First touched the bed on which be lay,
But none replied : no sound was heard,
Nor haod, 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 koelt,
Looked on his fase, his oold hand felt,
And then the gloomy truth appeared

Of all their hearts had darkly feared.
Kaudaly£ and Sumitré, 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 sleap:
Bowed down by grief, her colour fled,,
Her wonted lustre dull and dead,
Kaufalys shone not, like & star

©Obacured behind a cloudy bar..
Beoside the king's her conch was spread;
And pext was Queen Sumitrs’s bed,

Who shone no.more with beanty'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 awift the troubling thought came o'er:
Their spirits that he breathed no more.
At once with: wailing loud and high

The matrons ehricked a bitter cry,

Az widowed elephants bewnil:

Their dead Jord in the woody vale:

At the loud shriek thut round them rang,,
Kaufalyd and Sumitrd sprang

Awakened from their beds, with eyes.
Wide open in their first surprise:

Quick to. the monarch’s side they eams,;.
And saw and touched hie lifoless frame ;:
One cry, O hosband ! forth they sent,
And prostrate to the ground they went.
The king of Kofal's daughter® there
‘Writhed, with the dust on-limb and hair,
Lustrelees, as a.star might lie

Hurled downward from the glorious sky:
‘When- the king’s woice in death, was stilled;.

The women who the chamber filled,

} Kynialyé, daoghter of the king of ancther Kodal.
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Saw, like a widow elephant slain,

Kausalyé prostrate in her pain.

Then all the monareh’s ladies lad

By Quoen Kaikeyi at their head,

Poured forth their tears, and, weeping sa,
Sank on the ground, consumed by woe,
The cry of grief so long aud loud

Went up from all the xoyal 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 criea of grief

Of sorrowing friends who mourned their chief,
Dejected, pale with deep distress,

Hurled from their height of happiness ;
Buch was the look the palace wore

Whers lay the king who breathed no mare,

Bovk 11,
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CANTO LXVI.

THRE EMBALMING.
Kaufalys’s eyen with tears o’erflowed,
Weighed down by varied sorrows’ load j
On her dead lord her gare 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 head,
And on Kaikeyi looked and said »
*Trinmphant now enjoy thy reign
Without a thom 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 skiea,
No friend, no hope my life to cheer,
I eannot tread the dark path here.
Who wounld forsake her husband, wheo
That God to whom her love is due,
And wish to live one hour, but she
‘Whose heart no duty owns, like thee ¥
‘The ravenous sees no fault : his greed
‘Will e’en on poisont blindly feed.
Kaikeyi, through a hump-back maid,
This royal house in death has laid.
Xing Janak, with his queen, will hear
Heart-rent like me the tidings drear
Of Réma banished by the king,



22 THE RANAYAR., Book 11.

Urged by her impious counselling,
No son has he, his age is great,
And sinking with the double weight,
He for bis darling child will pine,
And pierced with woe his life resign,
Sprung frem Videha's monarch, she
A sad and lovely devotee,
Roaming the wood, unmeet for woe,
Will toil and trouble undergo.
Bhe in the gloomy night with fear
The cries of beast and bird will hear,
And trembling in her wild alarm
Will cling to Réma’s sheltering arm.
A, little knows my duteous son
That I am widowed and uudone—
My Réma of the lotus eye,
Gone hence, goune hence, alas, to die.
Now, az a loving wife aud true,
1, ¢'en this day, will perish too:
Around his form these arms will throw,
And to the fire with him will go.’
Clesping her hueband's lifeless clay
A while the weeping votaress lay,
Till ehamberlains removed her thence
O’ercome by sorrow's violence,
Then in a cask of oil they laid
‘Him who in life the world had swayed,
And fivished, as the lords desired,
All rites for parted souls reguired,
The lords, all-wise, refused to bum
The monarch ere his son's return ;*
So for a while the corpee they set
Embalmed in oil, and waited yet.
The women heard : no doubt remained,
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And wildly for the king they plained.

With gushing tears that drowned each eye

Wildly they waved their arms on high,

And each her mangling nails impressed

Deoep in her bead and knee and breast :

1 Of Rima reft,—who ever spake

The sweetest worda the heart to take,

Who firmly to the truth would cling,-—

‘Why daat thou leave us, mighty King 1

How can the consorte thou hast left

Widowed, of Raghu's son bereft,

Live with our foe Kaikeyi near,

The wicked queen we hate and fear?

Bhe threw away the king, her apite

Drove Réma forth and Lekshmag’s might,

And gentle Sitd: how will she

Spare any, whosoe’er it ba 1’

Oppressed with sorrow, tear-distained,

The reyal women thus complained.

Like 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 haaven 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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CANTO LXVII.

TOE PRAISE OF KINEGS,

——

T'hat night of sorrow passed away,

And rose again the God of Day.

Then all the twice-born peers of state
Together met for high debate.

Jévili, lord of mighty fame,

And Gautam, and K4tydyan came,

And Mérkandeya's reverend age,

And Vamadeva, glorious sage :

Sprung from Mudgalya’s seed the one,
The other ancient Kadyap's son.

With lesser lords these Brahmana each
8Bpoke in his turn hia several speech,
And turning to Vafishtha, beat

Of household priests, him thus addressed :
*The night of bitter woe haa past,
‘Which seemed a hundred years to last,
QOur king, in gorrow for his son,
Reunion with the Five has won.

Hia soul is where the Bleassed are,
While Réma roams in woods afar,

And Lakshman, bright in glorious deeds,
Gloea where his well-loved brother leads,
Axd Bharat and Satrughna, they

‘Who amite their foes in battle fray,

Far in the realm of Kekaya stay,
Whero their maternal grandsire’s care
Keeps Rejagriha's city fair,
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_Let one of old Tkshvfku’s race
Obtain this day the soversign's place,
Or havos and destruction atraight
Our kingless land will devastate.
In kingleas lands no thunder’s voice,
No lightning wreaths the heart rejoice,
Nor does Parjanya’s heavenly rain
Descend vpon the burming plain.
Where none is king, the sower’s hand
Casts not the seed upon the land ;
The son against the father strives,
And hurbands fail to rule their wives.
In kingless realms no princes call
Their friends to meet in crowded ball ;
No joyful citizens resors
To garden trim or sacred court.
In kingless realms no Twice-born care
To sacrifice with text and prayer,
Nor Brdhmans, who their vows maintain,
The 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
| Yonng maidens decked witli gems and gold,
: Flock to the gardens blithe and gay
i-, To spend their evening hours in play.
\ No lover in the flying car
"Rides with his love to woods afir.



L - THE RAMAYAN, Book 11,

In kinglees lands no wealthy swain
‘Who keeps the herd and reaps the grain,
Lies sleeping, bleet with ample store,
Secarely near his open door.

Upon the royal roads we ses

No tusked elepbant 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 each rival draws,
No clap of hands, no eager cries

That cheer each martial exercise,

In kingleas realms no merchant bands
Who travel forth to distant lands,
‘With precious wares their wagons load,
And fear no danger on the road.

No sage secure in self-control,
Brooding on God with mind and soul,
In lonely wanderings finds hin home
Where'er at eve his feet may roam.

In kingless realms no man is sure

He holds his life and wealth secure,

In kingless lands no warriors smite
The foeman’s host in glorious fight.

In kingless lands the wise no more,
Well trained in Secripture’s haly lore,
In shady groves and gardens meet

To argue in their calm retreat.

No longer, in religious fear,

Do they who pious vows revere,

Bring dainty oates and wreaths of flowers
As offerings to the heavenly powers.
No longer, bright as trees in spring,
Shine forth the children of the king
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Resplendent in the peopie’s eyes

With aloe wood and sandal dyes.

A brook where water once has been,

A grove where grazs no more is green,
Kine with no herdsman’s gniding hand—
8o wretched is a kingless land.

The car its waving banner rears,
Banner of fire the smoke appears:

Qur king, the banner of our pride,

A God with Glods is glorified.

It kingless lands no law is known,
Angd 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 bounds of right the godly keep,
And when no royal powers restrain,
Predminence and lordship gain.

Ag in the frame of man the eye
Keeps watch and ward, a careful apy,
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,
Axnd none could see or know aright,
Ruled thera 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 bounda the faithful sen,
So we observe thy high decree.
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O best of Bréhmans, st it place,
Our kingless land lies desalate :
Bome scion of Ykahviku's race
Do thou aa monarely oopsecrate.’
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CARTO LXVIII.

THE ENVOYH.

‘Vafisbtha heard their speech and prayer,
And thus addressed the concourse there,
Friends, Brdhmans, counsellors, and all
Assembled in the palace hall :
*Ye know that Bharat, free from care,
Still lives in Rijagriha' where
The father of his mother reigns:
éatrughna. by his side remains.
Let active envoys, good at need,
Thither on flactest horses speed,
To bring the hero youths away :
Why waste the time in dull delay?’
Quick came from all the glad reply:
¢ Vafishths, let the envoys fly.’
He heard their speech, and thus renewsd
His charge before the multitude:
* Nandan, Afok, Siddhsrth, attend,
Your ears, Juyanta, Vijay, lend :
Be yours, what need requires, to do:
I speak these words to all of you.
With coursers of the fleetest breed
o Rijagriba’s city speed.
Then rid your bosoma of distress,
And Bharat thus from me address:
* The household priest and peers by us
! Rajagriba, or Giriyraja was the capital of Aivapsti, BLarat’s maternal
grapdfather.
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Bend health to thee and greet thee thus:
‘Come to thy father's home with haste:
Thine abgent time no longer waste.’
But speak no word of Rima fled,

Tell not the prince his sire is dead,
Nor to the royal youth the fate

That ruine Raghu's race relate.

Go quickly hence, and with you bear-
Fine silken vestures rich and rare,

And gems and many a precions thing
As gifts to Bharat and the king.'

With ample stores of food supplied,.
RBach to his home the envoys hied,
Prepared, with steeds of swiftest race,.
To Kekaya'n land? their way to trace.
They made all due provision there,
And every need srranged with care,.
Then ordered by Vafishtha, they
Went forth with speed upon their way..
Then northward of Pralamba, west
Of Apeartila, on they preesed,

Crossing the Mdlini that flowed

With gentle stream athwart the road.
They traversed Gangd's holy wawes.
Where she: Higtinapura® laves,

Thence to Panchéla® westward fast
Through Kurujingal's land* they passed..

Book 1L

! The Kokayas or Esikayas itz the Punjsb appesr smongst the ohied
nations in the war of the Mahdhhdrata ; their king Being o kinuman of

Krishpa.

9 Histinapurs was the caplial of the kingdem of Kuro, newr the-

modern Delhi.

* The Pavobiles ootupied the nppar part of ihe Doab,

¢ 'Kurajéogals and its inhabitants are frequertly rentioned i te
Makidhirate, s in the £2iparv. 3100, 4387, et ol” Woson's Phdgw

Puwiga Vol IL P, 176. Dn. Havr'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 Saradands 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 Abhikéla next they stood,

O'er sacred Tkshumsati' came,

Their ancient kings’ anceatral claim.
They saw the learned Brihmans stand,
Each drinking from his hollowed band,
And through Béhiks ' journeying atill
They reached at length Sudéman’s hill :
There Vishgu's footstep turned to see,
Vipéds® viewed, and S84lmali,

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.

271,

! ¢The "OS0paric of Artian. Ses 4r. Re. Vol. XV., p. 420, 431,
also Judische 4 iterihumsbunde, Vol. L p. 602, first foobnote” Wruaax's
VisAsu Puriga. Vol. I p, 431. De, Harc'n editlon, The Ykshueawth

was & river {n Kuorokshetrs,

1 *The Bihiksa nre described in the Mahdbhirsts, Karpa Parvan,
with soma detai], snd camprehend the different nations of the Purjab
from the Sutle] to the Indus’ Wirson's Viekww Pwraga, Vol, I,'p. 187,

3 The Beas, Hyphusis or, Bibaals,
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Then when their contwe se swift and long,
Had worn their steads though fleét and strong,
3 Glirivraja’s splendid town
They came by night, and lighted down.
To please their master, and to guard
The royal raoce, the lineal right,
The envoyw, spent with riding hard,
To that fair city came by night.'

1 Tt would be lowt lubour to sttempt to verify all the townsand streasms
mentioned in Cantos LXVIII and LXXII. Professor Wilson obssrves
{ Visknu Purana, p. 189. Dr. Hall's Edition) 'Btates, and tribos, snd
cities hava disappeared, even from recollection ; and some of the natural
faatures of the country, sapecially the rivers, have undergone a tohl
altaration.,. . R
Nobmthlta.ndmg 'hhau mpadlmanh, hom, we shcmld be l.h]o M
fdentify at least mountains and rivers, to a ruch greater extent than
in now practicable, if our mapa were not so miserably delective in
their nomenclature. Nene of our marvoyors or geographers have been
oriental moholars. It may be doubted if any of them have been
sonvermant with the spoken language of the country. They have,
consequently, put down namee at random, seccording to their own
fonccurate wpprecistion of sounds carelessly, vulgarly, and corruptly
uttered ; and their ronps of India are crowded with appallstions which
bear no mimilituyde whaterer either t¢ past or pressnt denominations.
‘We need not wonder that wa cannot discover Sanakmt names in Eng-
lish maps, when, in the immediste wicinity of Caloutta, Barnagors
reprasents Bardhnnagor, Dakehineswar Is mstamorphosed into Duckin.
sore, snd Ulubaris into Witlonghbury ....ccvviiiineenae There ia scarcely
a nams in our Indist maps that does not afford proof of exbreme in-
diffarence to nconraoy in nomenolpturs, and of an ipecorrectness s
entimating sounds, which is, in some degree, perhaps, & mational defect.”

For further information regarding the road from Ayodbyh to Rije
griba, seo Additional Notes.




CANTO LXIX.

BOARAT'S DREAM,

e ]

The night those messengers of state

Had past within the city’s gate,

In dreams 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 consuming woes distraught,
Upon his aged sire he thought.

His dear companions, swift to trace

The signs of anguish on his face,

Drew near, his sorrow to expel,

And pleasant tales began to tell,

Some 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,
Unwmoved 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 7

¢ Hear thou,’ thua Bhurat made reply,

¢ What chille my heart and dims mine eye.
I dreamt I saw the king my sire’
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Sick headlong in a lake of mire

Down from a mountain high in air,

His body soiled, and loose his hair,

Upon the miry laké he seemed

To lie and welter, as I dreamed ;

With hoBlowed hands full many & draught

Of oil he took, and loudly laughed,

With head cast down I saw him make

A meal on sesamum and eake;

The oil from every member dripped,

And in ite clammy flood he dipped,

The ocean’s bed was bare and dry,

The moon bad fallen from the sky,

And all the world lay still and dead,

‘With whelming darkness overspread.

The earth was rent and opened wide,

The leafy trees were acorched, and died ;

I saw the seated mountaing split,

And wreatha of rising smoke emit.

The stately beast the monarch rode

His long tusks rent and eplintered showed ;

And flames that quenched and cold had lain

Blazed forth with kindled light again,

I looked, and many a handsome dame,

Arrayed in brown and sable cdme,

And bore about the monarch, dressed,

On iron stool, in sable vest,

And then the king, of virtuous mind,

A blood-red wreath around him twined,
\x Forth on an ass-drawn chariot sped,

As sonthward still he bent hia head.

Then, orimson-clad, a dame appeared

Wha at the monarch laughed and jeered ;

And a she-monster, dire to view,
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Her hand upor 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 Lakshmagn now must surely die,
For when an ass-drawn chariot scems
To bear away a man in dreams,
Be sure above his funeral pyre
The smoke soon rears its cloudy epire.
This makes my spirit low and weak,
My tongue is slow and loth to apeak:
My lips and throat are dry for dread,
And all my soul disquieted.
My lips, relaxed, can hardly speak,
And chilling dread has changed my cheek,
I blame myself in aimless fears,
And 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 my soul these terrors cling,
Reluctant to depart,
And the strange vision of the king
Still weighs upon my heart.’



CANTO LXX.

BHARAT'S DEPARTURR.

‘While thue he spoke, the envoys berne
On horses faint and travel-worn

Had gained the oity fenced around

With a deep moat's protecting bounnd.
An audience of the king they gained,
And honours from the prince ebtained ;
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 greet thee thus:
¢ Uome to thy father’s house with haste =
Thine absent time o longer waste,
Receive these vestures rich and rare,
These costly geraa and jewels fair,

And to thy uncle here present

Each precious robe and ornament.

These for the king and him suffce-—
Two hundred millions is their price—
These, worth a hundred milliona, 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 anawer made :
¢ Of Dafaratha tidings tell :

Is the old king my father well 7

Ias Rima, and is Lakshman, he
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Of the high-soul, from sickness free ¢
And ehe who walks where duty leads,
Kaufalyfi; known for gracious deeds,
Mother of Réma, loving spouse,
Bound to her lord by well kept: vows ?
And Lakshmap's mother too, the dame
Bumitrd ekilled in duty’e claim,

Who brave Satrughna also bare,
Becound in age,~~her health declare,
And she, in self-conceit most sage,
'With selfish heart most prone to rage,
My mother, fares she well t 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, secure and well :
Thine all the smiles of fortune are:
Meake ready : let them yoke the car.
Thus by the royal envoys presaed,
Bharat again the band addressed :
1 go with you: no long delay,
A single hour I bid you stay.’
Thus Bharat, son of him who swayed
Ayodhy&'s realm, his answer made,
And then bespoke, his heart to pleass,
His mother’s sire in words like these
I go to see my father, King,
Urged by the envoye’ summoniag ;
And when thy soul desires.to sea
Thy grandson, will return to thee.”
The king his grandsire kissed his hesd,
And in reply to Bharat eaid :
«Qo forth, dear child ; how blest Is she,
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The mother of a son like thee!

Grest well thy sire, thy mother greet,

0 thon whose arma the foo defeat ;

The honsehold priest, and all the rest

Amid the T'wice-born chief and best ;

And Réma and brave Lakshman who

Shoot the long shaft with aim so true.
To him the king high honour showed,

And atore of wealth and gifts bestowed,

The choiceet elephants to ride,

And sking and blankets deftly dyed,

A thousand strings of golden beads,

And sixteen hundred mettled steeds 3

And boundless weslth before him piled

Gave Kekaya to Kaikeyi's child,

And men of counsel, good and tried,

On whose firm truth he aye relied,

King Afvapati gave with speed

Prince Bharat on his way to lead.

And noble elephants, strong and young,

From sires of Indrafira sprung,

And others tall and fair to view

Of great Airfvat’s linesge 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 fanga for battle, brave,

The tiger’s match in atrength, he gave,

Yet Bharat's bosom hardly glowed

To see the wealth the king bestowed ;

For he would speed that hour away,

Such care upon bis bosom lay :

Those eager envoys urged him thenocs,
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And that sad vision’s influence.
He left his court-yard, crowded then
With elephants and steeda and men,
And, peerless in immortal fame,
To the great royal street ha came,
He saw, as farther still he went,
The inner rooma most excellent,
And passed the doors, to him unclosed,
Where check nor bar his way opposed,
There Bharat stayed to bid adiew
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.
8o, guarded by his own right hand,
Forth high-souled Bharat hied,
Surrounded by a lordly band
On whom the king relied,
Beside him sat Satrughna dear,
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,

Pprrmii—

Then Bharat's face was eastward bent
As from the royal town he went.
He reached Suddmé's farther side,
And glorious, gazed upon the tide;
Pagsed Hlddini, and saw her toss
Her westering billows hard to cross.
Then old Ikshviku's famous son
O'er Satadrd' his passage won,
Near Ailadhéina on the strand,
And came to Aparparyat's Jand.
O'er $ilé’s flood he hurried fast,
Akurvaii's fair stream he passed,
Crossed o'er Agneya's rapid rill,
And Salyakartan onward still
§flévah#’s swift 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
Barasvati® and Gangf fleet,
And through Bhérugnda forest, spread
Northward of Viramatsya, sped.
He sought Kalinda's child, who fills
! ¢The fiatadrd, * the bundred.channelled'—the Zaradrus of Piolemy,
Haeydrus of Pliny—is the Sutlej’ Witaox's Viskgu Purénae. Vol. IL.
P 180
¥ This Barasvati or Sursooty is e tributary of the Caggar or Guggur
in Birkind.
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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 chariot through the skias,
Most fair in shape a Storm-God flies.
At Anfudhéna Gangd, hard

To cross, his onward journey barred,

8o turning guickly thence he came

To Prégvat’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 Torap on the north,

To Jembuprastha journeyed forth.
Then onward to a pleassnt grove

By fair Varitha's town he drove,

And when a while he there had stayed,
‘Wont eastward from the friendly shade,
Eastward of Ujjihdn4, whers

The Priyak trees 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 paca be onward preesed,
A while at Sarvatirtha speat,

Then o'er Uttfnikd he went.

O’er many a streata beside he sped

1%l
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With coursers on the mountains bred,
And passing Hastiprishthak, took
The road o’er Kutikd's fair brook.
Then, at Lohitya's village, he

Crossed o'er the-swift Kapivati,

Then passed, whers Ekafdla stands,
The Sthégumati's flood and sands,
And Gomati of fair renown

By Vinata's delightful town.

‘When to Kalinga near he drew,

A wood of B4l trees charmed the view;
That passed, the sun began to rise,
And Bharat saw with bappy eyes,
Ayodhyfi's city, built and planned

By ancient Manu’s royal hand.

Seven nights upon the road had passed,
And wher he saw the town at last
Before him in her beauty spread,
Thus Bharat to the driver =aid:

* This glorious city from afar,
Wherein pure groves and gardens are,
Seerns to my eager eyes to-day

A Tifeless pile of yellow clay.

Through all her streets where erst a throng

Of men and women streamed along,
Uprose the multitudincus roar:
To-day I hear that sound no more.

No longer do mine eyes behold

The leading people, as of old,

On elephants, 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 deeolate, and drear:

Esach tree that graced the garden grieves,

And every path is spread with leavea.

The merry cry of bird and beast,

That spake aloud their joy, has ceased :

8till is the long melodious note

That charmed us from each warbling throat,

‘Why blowe the blessed air no more,

The incense-breathing air that bore

Its sweet incomparable scent

Of sandal and of aloe blent 1

‘Why are the drum and tabour mute

‘Why is the mausic of the lute

That woke responsive to the quill,

Loved by the happy, hushed and still?

My boding spirit gathers hence

Dire eius of awful conseqnence,

And omens, crowding on my sight,

‘Weigh down my soul with wild affright.

Scarce shall I find my friends whe dwell

Here in Ayodhyé4 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 influence,

On to the town he quickly swept

‘Which King Ikshvéku’s children kept.

He passed through Veijayanta’s gate,

‘With weary steads, disconsolate,

And all who near their station held,

His escort, erying Victory, swolled.

With heart distracted still he bowed



284 THEZ RANAYAN, Book 1X:

Farewell to all the following crowd,
Turued to the driver and began
To question thus the weary man:
* Why was I brought, O free from blamme,
8o faat, unknown for what I came ¢
Yet fear of ill my heart appals,
And all my wonted conrage falls.
For I have heard in days gone by
The changes seen when monarchs die ;
And all those signe, O charioteer,
I sce to-day surround me here:
Each kiveman’s house looks dark and grim,
No hand delights to keep it trim:
The beauty vaniched, 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 courtas unswept, with dust o’erspread,
The temples of the Goda to-day
No more look beautiful and gay.
Neglected stands each holy shrine,
Each image of & Lord divine.
No shop where flowery wreaths are sold
Ia bright and busy as of old.
The women and the men I mark
Abeorbed in fancies dull and darck,
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 Ayodhys showed,
And onward to the palace rode,
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BHARATS INQUIRY.

He erleted in, he looked around,

Nor in the house his father found ;
Then to hiz mother’s dwelling, bent
To see her face, he quickly went.

8be 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 ateeds so swiftly borpe,

Art thou not weak and travel-worn ?
How fares the king my father, toll ;
Is Yudh4fjit thine uncle well 7

And now, my son, at length declare
The pleasures of thy visit there.”

Thus to the offspring: of the king
S8he spake with tender questioning,
And to his mother made reply



286 THE RAMAYAN.

Young Bharat of the lotas eye:

*The geventh night hss come and flod
Since from my grandeire’s home I sped =
My mother’s sire in well, and he,
Yudhéjit, 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 basty course I hither bent:

Now, I implore, an anawer deign,
And all 1 wish to know, explain.
Unocoupied I now behold

This eouch of thine adorned with gold,
And each of King Ikshvélu'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 :

Bay where he lingers, I entreat.
Perchance the monarch may be seen
‘Where dwells Kanfalyd, eldest queen.’

His father’s fate, from him concealed,
Kuikeyi to her son revealed :
Told as glad news the story sad,
For lust of away had made her mad:
*Thy father, O my darling, know,
Has gone the way all life muet go:
Davout and famed, of lofty thought,
In whom the good their refuge sought.’
When Bharat pious, pure, and true,

Book 11.
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Heard the sad words which pierced him through,

Grieved for the sire he loved s0 well

Prostrate upon the ground he fell :

Down fell the strong-armed hero, high

Toseing hie arms, and a sad ery,

¢ 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 bad

Of old e gentle radiance shed,

Like the pure sky when clouds are past,

And the moon’s light iz o’er it cast :

Ah, of its wisest 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,

Pierced to the heart with grief sincere,

The best of conquerors poured his sjghs,

And with his robe veiled face and eyes,

Kaikeyi saw him fallen there,

Qodlike, 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 thes, by all approved.

The earth thy father nobly swayed,

And rites to Heaven be duly paid.

At length his race of life was ron:

287



298 TRE RAMATAN.

Thou ehouldst net motrn for kim, my son.’
Long on the ground he wept, and rolled

From eide to side, still unconsoled,

And then, with bitter grief oppressod,

His mother with these words addreased :

¢ This joyful hope my bosom fed

‘When from my grandsire’s balls ¥ eped-—

*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 rest in twain,

For my dear father’s face } miss,

‘Who ever sought his loved ones” bliss.

But in my absence, mother, say,

What sickness took my aire away 1

Ab, happy Réms, happy they

Allowed his funeral rites to pay!

The glorious monarch has rot learned

That I his darling have returned,

Or quickly had he hither sped,

And pressed his kisses on my head.

‘Where is that hard whose gentle tonch,

Most soft and kind I loved so mech,

The hand that loved to brush sway

The dust that on his darling lay ¢

Quick, bear the news to Jtima's ear ;

Teli the great chief that I am here:

Brother, and sire, and friend, and all

Is he, and I his trusty thrall.

For noble hearts, to virtue tris,

Their sires in elder brothews view,

To clasp hia feet I fain would bow:

He is my hope and refage now.

‘What said my gloricus sire; who knew

Bosk 11,
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Virtae and vice, 30 bravp gpd e}
* Firm in his vows, degr lady, say,
What said he ere he passed sway |
What was his reda to met | araye
To hoar the last advice hegaye. '
Thus closely questioned by the youth,
Kaikeyf spoke the mournfal truth; -
*The high-souled monurch wept a.qd sighed,
For Rima, Siid, Lahhm, cried,
Then, best of all who go to bliss,
Passed to the world which follows fhis.
*Ah, blessed are the people who
Shall Réma and his Sité view,
And Lakshman of the mighty arm,
Returning free from seathe and harm.
Buch were the words, the last of all,
Thy father, are ha died, lot fal], -
By Fate and Death’s dread coils enwound,
Az some great elophnnt is bognd.’
Ho heard, yet deeper in despair,
Her lips this double wos declare,
And with sad brow t.ha.t showed his pain
Questioned his mother thus again ;
¢ But whera is he, of virtue tried,
Who £ills Kauvsaly§'s heart mt.h pnde,
Where is the noble Rﬁma? whera
Is Lakshman brave, and Slta. fmrl
Thus pressed, the quean begq.q ta tell
The story aa each thing befe]l ]
And gave her son in words hlm these,
The mournful news she meant to Pleaae
¢The princs is gone in harrmt qrm
To Dandak's mighty w:ldmeap,
And Lakshmay brave apg Bité gha.re
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The wanderings of the exile there
Then Bharat's soul with fear was stirred

Lest Réma from the right had erred,

And jealous for ancestral fame,

He put this question to the dame:

‘Haa R&ma grasped with lawless hold

A Brihman’s house, or land, or gold ¢

Has Réma harmed with ill intent

Some poor or wealthy innocent ?

Was Rima, faithlesa to his vows,

Enamoured of another’s spouse ?

Why was he sent to Dandak’s wild,

Like one who kills an unborn child ¥’
He questioned thua: 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 Réma seized,

No dame his wandering fancy pleased :

Hias very eyes he ne'er allows

To gaze upon a neighbour's epouse,

But when I heard the monarch planned

To give the realm to Réma’s hand,

1 prayed that Réma hence might flee,

And claimed the throne, my son, for thee.

The king maiotained the namse he bare,

And did sccording to my prayer,

And BRéma, with his brothez, sent,

And 8{td, forth to banishment,

‘When his dear son was seen no more,

The lord of earth was troubled sore :

Too feeble with his grief to strive,

He joined the elemental Five,

Up then, most dutifal | imaintain

Book I1.
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Thy royal state, arise, and reign.

For thea, my darling son, for thea

All this was planned and wrongit 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 Vafishtha’s guiding aid,
And priests in ritual ekilled

Let the king's funeral dues be paid,
And every claim fulfilled,

Perform hia obsequies with all
That suits his rank and worth,

Then give the mandate to install
Thyself as lord of earth’
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r——r————
But when he heard the quesn relate
His brothers’ doom, his father's fate,
Thus Bharat to bis mother said
With byrning grief disquieted :
f Alas, what boots it now to reign,
Struck down by grief and well-nigh slain %
Ah, both are gone, my sire, and he
Who was 8§ second sire to me.
Grief upon grief thy hand has made,
And salt upon my gashes laid :
For my dear sire has died through thee,
And Béma roams a devotes.
Thou camest like the night of Fate
This royal house to devastata,
Ubwitting ill, my hapless sire
Placed in hiz bosom coals of firae,
And through thy crimes his death he met,
O thou whose heart on sin is set.
Shame of thy house! thy senseless deed
Has reft all joy from Raghu's seed.
The trythful monarch, dear to fame,
Received thee as his wedded dame,
And by thy act to misery doomed
Haa died by flames of grief consumed,
Kaufalys and Sgmitrd too
The coming of my mother rue,
And if they live oppressed by wos,
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For their dear sons their kad tears flow.
Was he not ever godd and kind;—

That hero of the duteous mind ¥

Skilled in alt filisl duticd, ba

As a dear mother treated thee,
Kausalys too, the eldest queen,

Who far foresees with insight keén,

Did she not ever ahow thee ai)

A gigter's love at duty’s call ¢

And hast thou from the kingdat chased
Her son, with bark around his waist,

To the wild wood, to dwell therein;

Aud dost not sorrow for thy sin?

The love I bare to Raglin’s son

Thou knewest not, ambitious otta,

1f 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 away{
What hope will fire my bosom, when

I se0 no more those lords of men 1

The holy king who loved the right
Relied on Rima's prrwdr and miglit,
His guardian and his glory : a0

Joys Meru in his woods below.

How oan I bear, a steer untrained,

The load his mightier strength sustained 7
‘What power have I to brook alone

Thin weight on feeble shoulders thrown 1
Baut if the needful power were bought
By strength of mind and brooding thought,
No triumph shall attend the dame
‘Who deooms her son to lasting shame,
Now should no doubt that son prevent
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From quitting thee on evil bent,

But Réma’s love o'erpowers my will,
Who bolds thee as his mother still,
‘Whence did the thought, O thou whose ayos
Ave tarned to sinful deads, arise—

A plan our ancient gires would hate,

O fallen from thy virtuous state ?

For in the line from which we spring
'The eldeat is ancinted king :

No monarchs from the rule decline,
And, least of all, Tkshvdkn's line,

Qur holy sires, to virtue true,

Upon our race a lustre threw,

But with enbversive frenxy thon

Haat marred our lineal honour now,
Of lofty birth, a noble line

Of previous kings is also thine:

Then whence this hated folly 2 whenoe
This sudden change that steals thy sense
Thou shalt not gain thine impious wili,
O thou whose thoughts are bent on ill,
Thou from whose guilty hand descend
Thess ginful 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 agaiun.

And Réma, when again he turns,
‘Whose glory like a beacon burns,

In me a faithful alave shall find

To nerve bim with contented mind.'
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BHARATS LAMENT,

n—————

‘When Bharat's anger-sharpened tongue
Reproaches on the queen had flung,
Again, with mighty rage posseased,
The guilty dame he thus addreassed :

* 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 aygainst the king,
Or the most duteous Réma, bring 1

The one thy sin to death has sent,

The other chased to banishment.

Our line’s deatroyer, sin-defiled.

Like one 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 awful wickedness has wrought,
And ruined him whom all held dear,
My bosom too ie stirred with fear.

My father by thy sin is dead,

And Rima to the wood is fled ;

Aund 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 bleas,
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Thy hushand's wicked murderees.
Thou art not Afvapati’s child,

That righteous king, most sage and mild,
But thou wast born & fetd, & Yoe

My father’s house to overthrow.

Thou who hast mmde Kaufalyf, pure,
Qentle, affectionate, endure

The loss of him who was her blisg,~-
‘What worlds await thee, Queen, for this?
‘Was it not patent. to thy sense

That Réma was his friends’ defence,
Kaufalyi’s own trne child most desnr,
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 alxo find

"The offspring of the father’s mind ;
And hence, though dear their kinsmen ars,
To mothers sons are dearer far.
There goes an ancient legend how
Good Surabhi, the God-loved cow,

Saw two of her dear children strain,
Drawing & plough and faint with pain,
She saw them on the earth ontworn,
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 smel], .
Upon his heavenly body fell

And Indra lifted up bis eyes

And saw her standing in the skies,
Afflicted with her sorrow’s weight,

Book I1.
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Sad, weeping, all disconsolate,
The Lord of Gods in anxious rhood
Thue epoke in auppliant stfitude :
*No fear disturbs our rest, and how
Comes this great dréad upon theé fivw?
Whence can this woe tipoh thee fall,’
Say gentle one who lovest all 1’

Thus spake the (od who rules the skioes,
Indra, the Lord supremely wir -
And gentle Burabhi, well lear
In eloquence, this spéech returued :
“Not thine the fault, great God, not thine,
And guiltless are the Lords divine :
I mourr two children faint with teil,
T.abouring Fard 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 n his_savage mind.
O Indra, from this body sprang
These children, worn with many a pang,
For this gad sight I modrn, for none
Is to the mother Iike her son.’

He saw her weep whose offspring fead
In thousands over hill and mead,
And knew that in a mother’s eye
Naught with a son, for love, can vie.
He deemad 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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Kaofalyf, of her Réma reft.
Axn only son was hers, and she
Is rendered childless now by thee.
Here and hereafter, for thy crime,
Woe i thy lot through endless time.
Aand 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 Ayodbys 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!
Thie hideous crime which thou hast wrought
I cannot bear, or live to see
The people’s sad eyes bent on me,
Begone, to Dagdak wood retire,
Or cast thy body to the fire,
Or bind sround thy neck the rope:
No other refuge mayst thou hope,
When Réma, lord of valour true,
Has gained the earth, his right and due,
Then, free from duty's tinding debt,
My vanished &in shall 1 forget.’

Thus like an elephant forced to hrook
The goading of the driver's hook,
Quick pantiug like a serpeut naimed,
He fell to earth with rage inflamed.



CANTO LXXV.

THE ABJIURATION.,

A while he lay : he rose at length,

And slowly gathering sense and atrength,

With angry eyes which tears ".edewed,

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 mere obey :

Naught of this consecration knew

Which Dadaratha kept in view.

I with Satrughna all the time

Was dwelling in a distant clime :

I knew of Rima’s exile naught,

That hero of the nolle thought :

I knew not how fair Sit& went,

And Lakshman, forth to banishment.
Thus high-souled Bhamt, mid tho ecrowd,

Lifted his voice and eried aloud.

Kaufalyd heard, she raiged her head,

And quickly to Sumitrd said :

¢ Bharat, Kaikeyi’s son, is here,—

Hers whose fell deeda I loathe and fear:

That youth of foresight keen I fain

‘Would meet and see his face again.’

Thus to Sumiiré spake the dame,

Aud straight to Bharat's presence came

With altered mien, 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 sonseléss oh the ground,
About her neck their arms they wound.
The noble matron prostrate thore,
Embraced, with tears, the weeping pair,
And with her load of grief oppressed,
To Bharat then these words addressaed :
‘Now all is thine, without a foe,

This realm for which thou longest so0. -
Ah, soon Kaikeyi's ruthleas hand

Has won the empire of the land,

And made my guiltless Réma flee
Dressed like some lonely devotee.
Herein what profit has the queen,
Whose eve delighta in havoc, seen 7

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,

Wil 1, Sumitr by my side,

Myuelf to the drear wood repair

And seck the pon of Raghu there.

This land which rice and golden corn
And wealth of every kind adorn,

Car, elephant, and isteed, and gem,—
FBhe makes thee lord of it and them.’

With taunts like these her bitter tongue

The heart of blameless Bharat wrung,
And direr pangs his bosom tore

Book 11.
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Than when the lapest prokes # sore.
‘With troubled senses all astray

Prone at her feet he foll and ]ey.

With loud lament a while he plained,
And slowly strength and sepse 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 these reproaohes, noble dame 1

L knowing naught, am free from blame.
Thou knowest well what love was mina
For Réma, chief of Raghu’s line,

0, never be his darkened mind

To Seripture’s guiding lore inclined,

By whose consent the prince who led
The good, the truthful hero, fled.

May he obey the vileat lord,

Offend the sun with act abhorreq, '
And strike a sléeping cow, who lent
Hie voice to Rima’s banishment.

May the good king who all befriends,
And, like his sons, the people tends,
Be wronged by him who gave conseni
To noble Réma's banjshment.

On him that king's injustice fall,

Who takes, as lord, & sixth of all,

Nor guards, neglectful of hia tryst,

His people, 88 a ruler must,

‘The crime of these who swear tq foe,
At holy rites, some devotes, '

And then the promiseqd gift deny,

ey i 7 o Lo ] P 42 sy
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Bo his who willed the prince shounld fty.

When weapons clash and heroes bleed,
‘With elephant and harneased ateed,
Ne'er, like 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 on evil bent,
Whaose voice approved the banishment.
May he with traitor lipa reveal
‘Whate'er he promised to conceal,
And 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 atray,
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,

Asrleep when shows the sun and sets,
A load upon his soul shall iie

Whose will allowed the prince to fly.
His sin who loves his Master's dame,
His, kindler of destructive fiame,

His who betrays his trusting friend
Shell, mingled all, on him descend,
By him no reverence due be paid

Book 11.
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To blessed God or parted shade:

May sire and mother’s ancred name

In vain from him obedience claim.

Ne'er may he go where dwell the good,

Nor win their fame and neighbourhood,

But logse all hopes of blisa 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 comaplain,

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 deapise,

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 Réma fled.”’
Thus with his words he undeceived

Kaufalyi’s troubled heart, who grieved

For son and husband reft away ;

Then prostrate on the ground he lay.

Him aa he lay half-senseless there,

Freed by the mighty oaths he sware,

Kauflalyd, by her woo distressad,

‘With melancholy words addressed :

‘Anew, my son, this sorrow aprings

To rend my heart with keoner stings;

These awful oaths which thon hast sworn
1 Bhamt does not inteud thess curses for any particolar person : he

roerely wishes to prove his own {nmocence by lnvoking thets on his
own hoad if be had any share in bapishing Ridma.
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My breast with double grief have torn. -
Thy soul, and faithful Lakshmag's oo,
Ave stll thank Hesven 4o virtus trus
True to thy promise, thou balt gain
. The mansions which the good obtain.’
Then to her breast that youth she drew,
Whose sweet frabernal Love she knew,
And there in sriet embraces held
The hero, 88 her teans 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 in him wrought
" Thus aa he lay and stil] bewatled
With sighs and loud lament
11 all i strength and reason filed
The hours of night were spent.

. Hoeth
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THE FUNERAL.

———

The saint Vafishtha, best of all
‘Whosee words with moving wisdom fall,
Bharat, KaikeyTs son, addre: sed,
‘Whom burning fires of grief distressed ;
* O Prince, whose fame is widely spread,
Enocugh of grief: be comforted.
The time is come: arise, and lay
Upon the pyre the monarch’s clay.’

He heard the werda Vafishtha spoke,
And aslumbering 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 moil ;
Then laid it on a bed, whereon
‘Wrought gold and precicus jewels shone.
There, pallor o’er his features spread,
The monarch, as in aleep, Iay dead.
Then Bharat sought his father's side,
And lifted up his voice and cried :
* O King, and has thy beart designed
To part and leave thy son behind ?
Make Rima flee, who loves the right,
And Lakshman of the arm of might?
‘Whither, great Monarch, wilt thou ge,
And leave this people in their woe,
Mourning{their hero, wild with grief,
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Of Réma reft, their lion chief?

Ah, who will guard the people well

Who in Ayodhy&'s city dwell,

‘When thou, my sire, hast acught the sky,
And Réma has been forced to fly 7

In widowed woe, bereft of thee,

The land no more is fair to ses:

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 thue VaSishtha, holy sage,

Bpoke 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 ritee to golemnize.

And Bharat heard Vafishtha'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 e chapel of the king,
‘Wherein the priests in order dus,

And ministers, the offerings threw.
Distranght in mind, with sob and tear,
They luid the body on a bier,

And pervante, while their eyes brimmed o'er,
The monarch from the palace bore,
Another band of mourners led

The long procession of the dead :

Rich garments in the way they cast,
And gold and silver, as they passad.
Then other hands the corse bedewad
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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 aacred firea they tended next,
And muttered low each funeral text;
And priestly eingera who rehearse
The Biman' gang 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 priests in sad procession went
Around the monarch’s burning pyre:
‘Who well had nursed each sacred fire :
With Queen Kaufalyd and the rest,
Their tender hearts with woe distressed..
The voice of ;omen, shrill and clear
As screaming curlews, smote the ear,
As from a thousand voices rose
The shriek that telle of woman’s woes,
Ther weeping, faint, with loud lament,
Down Barjii’s shelving bank they went,
There standing on the river side
With Bhara$, priest, and peer,
Their lipa the women purified
With water fresh and clear:.
Returning to the royal towm,
Their eyes with tear-dropa filled,
Ten days on earth they laid them down,
- And wept ill grief was stilled.

! Tha Sima-veds, the hymns of which are chanted slond
¥ Walking from right to left. *
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THE GATHERING OF THE ASHES.

Sefir——na

The tenth day passed : the prince again
‘Was free from every legal stain.

He bade them on the twelfth the great
Remaining honour celebrate,

Much gold he gave, and gems, and food,
To all the Brihman multitude,

And goats whose hair was white and fine,
And fﬁ—li;l_y & thousand head of kine: .
Slaves, men and damscls, he bestowed,
And many a car and fair abode :

Such gifts he gave the Brahman race,
His father's obsequies to graece.

Then when the morning’s earliest ray
Appeared upon the thirteenth day,
Again the hero wept and sighed
Distraught and sorrow-stupefied ;

Drew, gobbing in his anguish, near,

The last remaining debt to clear,

And at the bottom of the pyre,

Haea thus bespake his royal sire:

¢ O father, hnst thou left me so,
Deserted in my friendless woe,

‘When he to whom the charge was given
To keep me, to the wood is driven 7
Her only son is forced away

‘Who was his helpless mother's stay ;
Ab, whither, father, art thou fled,
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Leaving the queen uncomforted 3"

He looked upon the pile where lay
The bones half-burnt and ashes grey,
And uttering a piteous moan,

QGave way, by anguish overthrown,
Then as his tears hegan to well,
Prostrate to earth the hero fell;

So from its seat the ataff they drag,
And east to earth some glorious flag.
The ministets approached s rain

The prince whom rites hid freed from stain :
8o when Yayéti fell, each seer,

In pity for his fute, drew near.
Satrughna saw him lying low
O'erwhelmed beneath the rush of woe,
And as upon the king he thought,

He fel! upon the earth distranght.
When to his loving memory came
Those noble gifts, that kingly frame,
He scrrowed, by hia woe distressed,

As one by frenzied rage possessed :

* Ah me, this surging sea of woe

Has drowned us with its overflow :

The source is Mantharg, dire and dark,
Kaikeyf is the ravening shark :

And the great boons 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 Loy ?

Didst thou not give with thoughtful eare
Our food, our drink, our robes to wear?
Whose love will now for us provide,
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When theu, our king and sire, hast died 1
At such a time bereft, forlorn,

Why is not earth in sunder torn,
Missing her monarch’s firm control,
His love of right, bia lofty soul?

Ah me, for Rima roams afar,

My sire iz where the Blessed are:
How can I live deserted ? I

Will pass into the fire and die.
Abandoned thus, T will not brook
Upon Ayodhyd's town to look,

Once guarded by Ikshviku's race :
The wood shall be my dwelling-place,’

Then when the princes’ mournful train
Heard the sad brothers thus eomplain,
And saw their misery, at the view
Their grief burst wilder out anew.

Faint with lamenting, sad and worn,
Exnch like a bull with broken horn,
The brothers in their wild despair
Lay rolling, mad with misery, there,
Then old Vaishtha 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 olay :
Delay no more: as rules ordain,
Gather what Lones may yet remain.
; Three constant pairs are ever found
i To hem all mortal creatures round :?
Then mourn not thus, O Prines, for noue
Their closs companionship may shun,’

ii ¢ Birth and death, pleasure and pain, loss and gain., D
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Sumantra bade éatrughna riga,
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 Judra's flag,’ whereon
Fierce rains have dashed and suns have shone.
They wiped their red and weeping ayes,
And gently made their sad replies;
Then, urged to haste, the royal pair ‘
Parformed the rites that claimed their care.

34 |

1 Erected upon & tres or high staff in honour of Indra.
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CANTO LXXVIIL

MANTHARA PUNISHED,

—r—

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 Rima, true and pure in heart,

Iz banished by a woman'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 bunished free again 2

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 Lakshmanp'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 garmenta meet for queens appeared :

And lustre to her formm was lent

By many s gem and ornament.

She girdled with her broidered zone,

And many a chain about her thrown,

Bhowed liks a female monkey round

Whoee body many a string is bound,

When on that cause of ovil fell
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The quick eye of the sentinel,

He grasped her in hia ruthless hold,
And hastening in, Satrughna told :

‘ Here is the wicked pest,” he cried,

¢« Through whom the king thy father died,
And Réima wanders i 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 spake in wrath his hasty speech :

¢ This is the wretch my sire who slew,
And misery on my brothers drew :

Let her this day obtain the meed,

Yile sinner, of her crnel deed.’

He rpake ; 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
Satroghna in his angry mood,

Their hearts disturbed by sudden dread,
They turned and from his presence fled.
« His rage,’ they cried, ‘on ue will fall,
And ruthless, he will slay us all,

Come, to Kaufalyd let us flee:

Qur hope, cur sure defence ig ahe,
Avpproved by all, of virtuous mind,
Compaasionate, and good, and kind"

His eyes with burning wrath aglow,
Satrughns, shatterer of the foe,
Dragged on the ground the hbump-back maid
‘Who shrieked aloud and soreamed for aid,
This way and that with no remorse

815
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He dragged her with¥resietless force,
And chains and glittering trinkets burst
Leay here and there with gems dispersed,
Tiil like the sky of Antamn ehone
The palace floor they sparkled on,
The lord of men, supremely strong,
Haled in his rage the wretch along :
Where Queen Kaikey{ dwelt he came,
And sternly then addressed the dame.
Deep in her heart Kaikeyi felt
The stabs his keen reproaches dealt,
And of Satraghoa’s ire afraid,
To Bharat flew aund cried for aid,
He looked and saw the prince inflamed
With burning rage, and thus exclaimed :
¢ Forgive ! thine angry arm reatrain :
A woman never may be slain.
My hand Kaikeyi’s blood would spill,
The sinner ever bent on ill,
But Bama, long in duty tried,
Would hate the impious matricide :
And if he knew thy vengeful blade
Had slaughtered e’on thie hump back maid,
Never again, be sure, would he
Speak friendly word to thee or me.’
When Bharat’s speech Satrughna heard,
Ho calmed the rage his breast that stirred,
Releaging from ber dire constraint
The trembling wreteh with terror faint,
Then to Kaikeyi's feet she crept,
And prostrate in her misery wept.
Kaikeyi on the hump-back gazed,
And saw ber weep and gasp,
Btill quivering, with her senses dazed,

Book II.
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From fierce Satraghna's grasp.
With gentle words of pity she
Asguaged her wild deapair,
E'en as a tender hand might free
A curlew from the snare,
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CANTO LXXIX,

e i

BEARAI"S COMMANDS,

i —

Now when the sun’s returning ray

Had ushered in the fourteenth day,

The gathered peers of state addressed

To Bharat's ear their new reguest :

*Our lord to heaven has parted hence,

Long served with deepest reverence ;

Réma, the eldest, far from home,

And Lakshman, in the forest roam.

O Prince, of mighty fame, be thou

Qur guardian and our monarch now,

Lest secret plot or foeman’s hate

Assail our unprotected state.

With longing eyes, O Lord of men,

To thoee look friend and citizen,

And ready is each sacred thing

To consecrate our chosen king.

Come, Bharat, and accept thine own

Ancient hereditery 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 ia ever king :

So rules the house from which we spring.

Nor should ye, Lords, like men uhwise,
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‘With words like these to wrong advise.

BRima i8 eldest born, and he

The ruler of the land shall be.

Now to the woods will I repair,

Five years and nine to lodge me there.

Assemble straight a mighty force,

Carz, elephants, 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 ghall lead :

The sacred vessels I will take

To the wild wood for Réma’s sake.

I 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 I let my mother’s greed

In this her cherished aim succeed :

In pathless wilds will I remain,

And Réima 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.’
Ag thus the royal Bharat spake,

Ordaining all for Réma's snke,

The audience gave with one accord

Auspicious answer to their lord :

¢ Be roysl Fortune aye benign

To thee for this good apeech of thine,

‘Who wisheat still thine elder’s hand

To rule with kingly sway the land.'
Their glorious spesch, their favouring cries
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Made hie proud bosom swell ;
And from the prince’s noble eyes
The tears of raptare fell.'

L I followin this stanss the Bombay edition in preference to
Schlogel's which ghres the tears of Joy to the courtiers.
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CANTO LXXX.

THE WAY FREPARED.

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, wake 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 eyes before had seen the way.
Then onward in triamphant mood

Went all the mighty multitude,

Like the great eea. 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,
And 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 atone,
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 took,
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They plied the hatchet, axe, and hook.
Others, with all their strengtlL applied,
Cast vigorous planta and shrubs asids,
In shelving valleys rooted deep,

. And levelled every dale and steep.
Each pit and hole that stopped the way
They 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 censcless toil,
Ard pounded fine the flinty soil,
Now here, now there, to right and left,
A passage through the ground they cleft,
And goon the rushing flood wes led
Abundant through the new-cut bed,
Whick by the running streamn supplied
‘With ocean's boundless waters vied.
In dry and thirsty spots they sank
Full many a well and ample tank,
And altars round about them placed
To deck the station in the waste,
With well-wrought plaster smoothly spread,
With bloomy trees that rose o'erhead,
With banners waving in the air,
And ‘wild birds singing here and there,
With fragrant sandal-water 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 skiil
To do the high-souled Bharat's will,
In every pleasant spot where grew
Treea of sweet fruit and fair to view,
As he commanded, toiled to grace

Book II.
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'With all delights his eamping-place.
And they who read the etars, and well
Rach lucky #ign and hour could tell,
Raised carefully the tented shade
‘Whorein high-minded Bharat stayed.
With ample space of level ground,
‘With broad deep moat encompassed round ;
Like Mandar in his towering pride,
With streets that ran from side to side;
Euowreathed with many a palace tall
Surrounded by its noble wall ;
‘With roads by skilful workmen made,
‘Where many a giorious banner played ;
‘With atately mansions, where the dove
Sat nestling in her cote abave,
Rising aloft supremely fair
Like heavenly cars that float in air,
Each camp in beauty and in bliss
Matched Indra)s own metropolie.
Ap shines the heaven on some fair night,
With moco and constellations filled,
The prinee’s royal road was bright,
Adorned by art of workmen skilled.
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CANTO LXXXI,

THE ASSEMBEBLY,

A———

Ere yot the dawn had usbered in

The day should see the march begin,
Herald and bard who rightly knew
Each nice degree of honour due,

Their loud auspicious voices raised,
And 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 aad prince another pang.

Then Bharat, starting from repose,
8tilled the glad sounds that round him rose,
T am not king : no more mistake:’
Then to Satrughnsa thus he spake :
¢ O see what general wrongs succeed
Sprung from Kaikeyi's evil deed !

The king my sire has died and thrown
Fresh miseries on me alone.

The roysal bliss, on duty based,

‘Which our just high-souled father graced,
‘Wanders in doubt and sore distress

Like a tossed vessel rudderiess,

And he who was our loxdly stay
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Roams in the foreat far away,
Expelled by this my mother, who
To duty’s law is moet untrue.
As royal Bharat thus gave vent
To bitter grief in wild lament,
Qazing upon his face the crowd
Of pitying women wept aloud.
His lamentation scarce was o'er,
‘When Saint Vadishtha, skilled in lore
Of royal duty, dear to fame,
To join the great assembly came.
Girt by disciples ever true
Btill nearer to that hall he drew,
Rasplendent, heavenly to behold,
Adorned with wealth of gems and gold :
E'en 80 & man in duty tried
Draws near to meet his virtuoue bride.
He reached his golden seat o’erlaid
With coverlet of rich brocade,
There sat, in all the Vedas read,
And called the measengers, and said :
*Go forth, let Bréhman, Warrior, peer,
Axnd every captaia gather here:
Let all atientive hither throng »
Glo, hasten : we delay too long.
Satrughna, glorious Bharat bring,
The noble children of the king, !
Yudh4jit * and Sumantra, all
The truthful and the virtuoas eall.’
He ended ;: soon a mighty sound
Of thickening tumnlt rose around,

1The eommentator ssya * Satrughna ascompanied by the other sous
of the king’

3 ot Bharst's uncle, but some councillor,
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As to the hall they bent their course
‘With car, and elephant, and horsa,
The poople all with glad acelaim
‘Welcomed Prince Bharat as he came :
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
Asg Dasaratha'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
Q’er shells, sand, gems, and gold.
18aiakratu, Lord of » hundred saorifices, the yerformance of »

bundred Adivamediasr or ancrifices of a horse antitling the serificer
1o this sxalted dignity, -




225
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v ——

THE DEPARTURE.

The prudent prince the assembly viewed
Thronged with its noble multitude,
Resplendent ag 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,
Lenving 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.

Yot vaesal princes hasten forth

From distant lands west, south, and north,
From Kerala,' from every sea, .
And bring ten million gemns to thee.’

! The modern Malabar.
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As thus the sage Vadishtha spoke,
A storm of grief o’er Bharat broke,
And longing to be just and true,
His thoughts to duteous Réma flew.
With sobs and sighs and broken tones,
E'en a3 a wounded mallard moans,
He mourned with deepest sorrow moved,
And thus the holy priest reproved :
*0, bow ¢an such as Bharat dare
The power and sway from him to tear,
Wise, and devout, eud true, and chaste,
With Seripture lore and virtue graced ?
Can one of DaSaratha’s seed
Be guilty of o vile a deed ?
The realm and I are Béma's: thou
Sheuldst speak the worde of justice now,
For be, to claims of virtue true,
{8 -eldest horn and noblest too:
Nahush, Dilipa could not be
More famous in their lives than he,
Asg Dagaratha ruled of right,
8o Rima's is the power and right.
If 1 should do this sinful deed,
And forfeit hope of heavenly meed,
My guilty act would dim the shine
Of old Tkshvéiku’s gloricus line,
Nay, as the sin my mother wrought
Is grievous to my inmost thought,
1 here, my hands together laid,
‘Will greet bim in tbe pathless shada,
To Réma shall my stepa be beut,
My king, of men most excellent,
Raghu's illustrious son, whose sway
Might hell, and earth, and heaven obey.’

Book 11,
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That righteous apesch, whose every word
Bore virtue's stamp, the andience heard ;
On Réma every thought was set,

And with glad tears each eye was wet,
‘Then, if the power I satill should lack
To bring my noble brother back,

I in the wood will dwell, and share
His banishment with Lakshmag there,
By avery art persuasive I

To bring him from the wood will try,
And show him to your loving eyes,

O Brihmans 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 Suméntra, 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 ho desired.

Delight each soldier's bosom filled,

And. through each chief and captain thrilled,
To bear that march proclaimed, to bring
Dear Rima back from wauodering,

From house to house the tidings flew:

Each soldier’s wife the arder knew,
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And as she listened blitho avd gay
Her husbhand urged to speed sway.
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 Vaéishtha’s side
His ready hoet of warriors eyed,
Thus in Sumantra's esr he spoke :
* My car and horses quickly yoke’
Sumantra haatened to fulfil
With ready joy his master's will,
And quickly with the chariot spad
Drawn by fleet horses nobly bred,
Then glorious Bharat, true, devout,
Whose genuine valour none eould 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 Réma supplication make,
And for the world's advantage sake
Will lead him home again.’
"Then, ordered thus, the charioteor
‘Who listened with delighted ear,
Wont forth and gave his orders clear
To captains of the train,
He guve the popular chiefs the word,
And with the news his friends he stirred,
And not a single man deferred
Proparing for the road,
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Then Bréhman, Warrior, Merchant, thrall,
Obedient to Sumantra’s call,
Each in his house arose, and all
Yoked elephant or camsl tall,
Or ass or noble steed in stall,
And full appointed showed.
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THE JOURNEY BEGUN.

L

Then Bharat roge at early morn,

And in bhis noble chariot borne

Drove forward at a rapid pace

Enager to look on Riima’s face.

The priests and lords, a fair array,

In sun-bright charicts led the way.
Behind, a well appointed throng,

Nine thousand elephants streamed along.
Then sixty thousand cars, and then,
With various arns, came fighting men.
A hundred thousand archere showed

In lengthened line the steeds they rode——
A mighty host, the march to grace

Of Bharat, pride of Raghu’s race,
Kaikeyi and Sumitré came,

And good Kauldalyf, dear to fame :

By hopes of Réma’s coming cheered
They in a radiant car appeared.

On fared the noble hosat to see

Réma and Lakshmayp, wild with glee,
And still each other’s ear to please,

Of Réima epoke in words like these:

¢ When shall our bappy eyes behold

Qur 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 mutval rapture presssd

A friend or neighbour to his breast,

Thus every man of high renown,

And every merchant of the town,

And leading subjecta, joyous went

Toward Rdma in his banishment,

And thoss who worked the potter’s whesl,

And artists skilled in gema 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 trude §

And servants trained the bath to heat,

And they who’dealt in incense sweet ;

Physicians in their business ekilled,

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,
And thralls who mid the herds abode ;
And fishers of the flood, and they

Who played and sang, and women gay :
And virtuous Bréhmans, Scripture-wise,
Of life approved in all men's eyes ;

These swelled the prince’a lengthened train,

a3
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Borne each in car or bullock wain.

Fair wero the robes they wore upon X
Their limbs where red-hued unguents shone.
Thess all in varions modes conveyed
Their journey after Bharat made ;

The soldiers’ hearts with mptare glowed;
Following Bharat on his road,

Their chief whose tender love would fain
Bring his dear brother home again.
With elephant, and horse, and car,

The vast procession travelled far,

And camne where Gangd’s waves below
The town of Eringavera' 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 & while the mighty force

That followed Bharat stayed its course,
Q(azing on Gangh's bosom stirred

By many a graceful water-bird.

‘When Bharat viewed his followers there,
And Gangf's water, blest and fair,

The prince, who lore of worde possessed,
His councillors and lords addressed :

* The captains of the army call :
Proclaim this day a halt, for ali,

That so to-morrow, rested, we

May cross this flood that seeks the sea.
Meanwhile, descending o the shore,

The foneral stream I fain would pour
From Gangd's fair auspicious tide

To him, my father glorified’

1 Now Bungreor, in the Allshabad dimrict.
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Thua Bharat spoke : each peer and lord
Approved his words with one accord,
And bade the weary troops repose
In peparate apots 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 houre of night were spent,
‘While every eager thought he hent
On bringing home from banishment

Hia brother, great of mind,
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QUBHA'S ANGER.

r————

King Guha saw the hosat spread o'er
The wide expanse of Gangfi's shore,
With waving flag and pennon graced,
And to his followers spoke in haste :

* A mighty army meets my eyes,
That rivals Ocean’s self in size:
‘Where'er I look my very mind

No limit to the host can find.

Bure Bharat with some evil thought
His army to our land has brought.
Bee, 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 pecple alain :
And after, Raéma will he slay,——

Him whom his father drove away :
The power complete he longs to gain,
And—task too hard—usurp the reign.
8o Bharat comes with wicked will

His brother Rama’s blood to spill.
But Réima’s slave and friend am I ;
He is my lord and dear ally.

Keep here your watch in arms arrayed
Near Gangé's flood to lend him aid,
And let my gathered servants stand
And line with troops the river strand.
Here let the river keepers meet,
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Who flesh and roots and berriea eat ;

A hundred fishers man each boat

Of the five hundred here afloat,

And let the youthful and the strong

Asgsemble in defensive throng.

But yet, if, free from guilty thoughs

'Gainst Rémas, he this land bave sought,

The prince’s happy host to-day

Across the flood eball make its way.'
He spoke : then bearing in a dish

A gift of honey, meat, and fish,

The king of the Nishidas drew

Toward Bharat for an interview,

‘When Bharat's noble charicteer

Oliserved the mooarch hastening near,

He duly, skilled in courteous lore,

The tidings to his master bore :

¢This aged prince who hither bends

His footateps with a thousand friends,

Knows, firm ally of Rima, all

That may in Dapdak wood befall :

Therefore, Kakutstha’s son, admit

The monarch, aa is right and fit :

For doubtless he can clearly tell

‘Where Réma now and Lakshman dwell.’
When Bharat heard Sumantra’s rede,

To his fair words the princs agreed :

*Qo quickly forth,’” he cried, ‘and bring

Before my face the aged king.’

King Guha, with his kinemen near,

Rejoiced the summoning to hear:

He nearer drew, bowed low his head,

Aud thus to royal Bharat said :

* No mansjons can our country hoast,
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And unexpeoted comes thy host :

But what we have I give thee all :
Reet in the lodging of thy theall

8ee, the Nishfidas here have brought
The fruit and roots their hands have sought :
And we have woodland fare beside,
And atore of meat both fresh and dried,
To rest their weary limbs, I pray

Thia 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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CANTO LXXXV.,

GUHA AND BHARAX.

Thus the Nishddas’ king besought :
The prince with spirit wisdom-fraught
Replied in seemly words that blent
Deep matter with the argument :
*Thou, friend of him whom I revere,
With honours high hast met me here,
For thou alone wouldsi entertain
And feed to-day so vast a train,’
In such fair words the prince replied,
Then, pointing to the path he eried :
‘ Which way aright will lead my feet
To Bharadv4ja's calm retreat ;
For all this land near Gangd’s streams
Pathless and hard to traverse seema 2’

Thus spoke the prince : King Guha heard
Delighted every prudent word,
And gazing on that forest wide,
Raised suppliant bands, and thua 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 Ly thy side.
But this thy host so wide dispread
‘Wakes in my heart one doubt and dread,
Lest, threatening Rima good and great,
1IN thoughts thy jonrney stimnlate.’

But when King Guha, ill at ease,
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Declared his fear in words like these,
As pure,as is the cloudless sky
‘With soft voice Bharat made reply :
‘Buspect me not : ne'er come the time
For me to plot so foul acrime!
He is my eldest brother, he
In like a father dear to me.
I go to lead my brother thence
Who makes the wood his residence.
No thought but this thy heart should frame s
Thie simple truth my lips proclaim.

Then with glad cheer King Guha oried,
‘With Bharat’s answer gratified :
¢ Bleased art thou : on earth I see
None who may vie, O Prince, with thee,
‘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,
Axnd night o'er all the sky was spread.
Soon as King Guba’s thoughtful care
Had quartered all the army there,
‘Well honoured, Bharat Isid his head
Beside Sdtrughna on & bed.
But grief for Rima yet oppressed
High-minded Bharat’s faithful breast—
Bucl: torment little was deserved
By him who ne'er from duty swerved
The fover raged throngh every vein
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And burat him with ite 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 huang,
Ag when the sun with fervid glow
©On high Himélaya melts the snow,
As, banished from the herd, a bull
Wanders alone and aorrowful,
Thus sighing and distressed, -
In misery and bitter grief,
, With fevered heart that mocked relief,
Distracted in his mind, the chief
Btill mourned and found no rest..

83¢
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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 awanke,
And with his bow and shaft in hand
To guard bis brother kept his stand :

¢« Now sleep a little, Lakshman, see
‘Thia 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, dutecus-minded 1 T will keep
"My watch while Rima lies asleep :
¥or in the whole wide world ia none
Dearer to me than Raghu’s son.
Harbour no doubt or jealous fear :

1 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, form no wish in wvain,
Let me enforced by many a row

Of followera, armed with shaft and bow,
For well-loved Réma's weal provide
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Who Hes asleep by Sit’z side.

For through this weod I often go,

And all its shades conceal, I know:
And we with eonquering 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 persnasive argument :

*0, how can slumber clogse mine eyes
‘When lowly couched with Sit4 lies

The royal Rima{ can I give

My beart to joy, or even live?

He whom no mighty demon, no,

Nor heavenly God can overthrow,

Bee, Guha, how he lies, alas,

With Sitd couched on gathered grass,
By varied labours, long, severe,

By many a prayer and rite sustere,

He, Dafaratha’s cherished son,

By Fortane 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.
F’en now perhaps, with toil o’erspent,
The women c¢ease their loud lament,
And cries of woe no longer ring
Throughout the palace of the king,
But sh for sad Kausalyi! how

Fare ehe and mire own mother now ?
How fares the king? this night, I think,
Some of the three in death will sink.
With hopes upon Satrughna set

841
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My mother may survive as yet,
But the sad queen will die who bore
The bero, for her grief is sore.
His cherished wish that would have made
Dear Réma king, so long delayed,
*Too late! too late!’ the king will ery,
And conquered by his misery die.
‘When Fute has brought the mournful day .
‘Which sees my father pass away,
How happy in their lives are they
Allowed his funeral rites to pay.
Our exile o'er, with him who ne’er
Turne from the vath his lips may swear,
May we returping safe and well
Agnin in fair Ayedhyd dwell.”
‘Thue Bharat stood with many a sigh olakchnrn
Lamenting, and the night went by.
Boon aa the morning light shone fair
In votive coils both bound their hair,
And then I sent them safely o’er
And Jeft them on the farther shore,
With Sit4 then they onward passed,
Their coate of bark ahout them cast,
Their locks like hermits’ bound,
The mighty tamers of the foe,
Each with his arrows and his bow,
Went o'er the rugged ground,
Proud in their strength and undeterred
Like elepbants that lead the herd,
And gazing oft around,
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CANTO LXXXVII.

GUHA'S STORY.

Thet speech of Guha Bharat heard
With grief and tender pity stirred,
And as his ears the atory 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 grievous to be borne,

When Guha saw the long-armed chief
Whose eye was like a lotus leaf,

With lon 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
Baw his dear brother helpleas 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,
And stood with weeping eyes around
The hero prostrate on the ground.
Kaudalys, by her woe oppressed,

The senseless Bharat’s limbs caressed,
As a fond 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 &ll the line
Depend, dear child, on only tbine.
Réma and Lakshman forced to fles,

I live by naught but seeing thee:
For ee the king has past away

Thou art my ounly hLelp to-day.

Hast thou, perchance, heard evil news
Of Lakebman, which thy soul subdues,
Or Réma dwelling with his spouse—
My all is he—neath forest boughs 7’

Then slowly gathering gense and strength
The weeping hero roee at length,
And words like these to Guha spake,
That bade Kausdalyf comfors take :
* Where lodged the prince that night ? and where
Lakehman the brave, and Sitd fair?
Show me the couch whereon he lay,
Tell me the food he ate, I pray.’

Then Giuha the Nishddae' king
Replied to Bharat's questioning :
*Of all I had I brought the best
To serve my good and honoured gnest:
Food of each varied kind I chose,
Arnd 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 mast be kept.
*The high-souled chief, O Monarch, thus
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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 hig vows,
He fasted with his gentle spouse.
8o Lakshman too from food abstained,
Arnd sipped the water that remained ;
Then with roled lips, devoutly steid,
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 Réma's rest, & pleasant bed,
And faithful Sit4’s too, where they
Reclining each by other lay.
Then Lakshmay 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 shafiz 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.’

! Rims, Lakehimagp, snd Sumantrs,
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CANTO LXXXYVIIL.

THRE INGUDI T'REE,

‘When Bharat with each friend and peer
Had heard that tale so full and clear,
They went together to the tree

The bed which Rima pressed to see,
Then Bharat to his mothers said :

¢ Behold the high-souled hero’s bed :
These tumbled heaps of grass betray
Where he that night with Sita lay :
Unmeet, the heir of fortune high

Thus on the cold baré earth should lie,
The monarch’s son, in counsel sage,

Of old imperial lineage.

That lion-lord whose noble bed

With finest skins of deer 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 seem

To view the fancies of a dream.

There is no deity so great,

No power in heaven can master Fate,
If Rima, Dafaratha's heir,

Lay on the ground and slumbered there
And lovely Sits, 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 Sitd spent
Arrayed in every ornament,

For here and there my eyes behold
Bmall particles of glistering gold,

She laid her outer garment here,

For still eome silken threads appear,
How dear in her devoted eyes

Must be the bed where Rima lies,
Where she 8o tender could repose

And by hia side forget her woes,

Alas, unhappy, guilty me!

For whom the prince was forced to flee,
And chief of Raghu's sous and beet,

A bed like this with Sitd pressed.

Bon of a royal sire whose hand

Ruled paramount o'er every land,
Could he who every joy Leatows,
Whose body like the lotus shows,

The friend of all, who charms the sight,
Whose flashing eyes 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 atill
Thy brotber in bis hour of ill,

And blest is S{td, nobly good,

Whe dwells with Rdma in the wood,

347
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Qurs is, alag, a doubtfu] fate

Of Rama reft and desclate.

My royal sire has gained the skies,

In woods the high-souled hero lies;
The state is wrecked and tempeat-tossed,
A vessel with her rudder loat,

Yet none in secret thought hae planned
With hostile might to seize the land:
Though forced in distant wilda to dwell,
The heros arm protecta it well.
Unguarded, with deserted wall,

No elephant or steed in stall,

My father’s royal city showe

Her portals open to her foes,

Of bold protectors reft and bare,
Defenceless in her dark despair:

But still her foes the wish restrain,

Az men from poisoned cates refrain.

I from this hour my nights will pass
Couched on the earth or gathered grags,
Eat only fruit and roots, and wear

A coat of bark, and matted hair,

I in the woods will pags, content,

For him the term of banishment ;

So shall I still anbroken save

The promise which the hero gave,
While I remain for Rima thers,
Satrughna will my exile share,

And Bfma in his home again,

With Lakshman, o’er Ayodhy& reign,
For him, to rule and guard the state,
The twice-born men shall consecrate,
O, may the Gods I serve incline

To grant this earngst 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 T lve:

He must, he must permission give,
Roaming in foresta there,’
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CANTO LXXXIX.

THRE PASSAGE OF GANGA.

That night the son of Raghu lay
On Gangé’s bank till break of day :
Then with the earliest light he woke
And thus to brave Satrughna spoke :
*Rise up, Satrughna, from thy bed :
‘Why sleepest thou # the night is Hed,
Bee how the sun who chases night
Wakes every lotus with hie light.
Arise, arise, and first of all
The lord of Sringavera call,
For he his friendly aid will lend
Our army o’er the flood to aend.’

Thus urged, Satrughna answered : ‘I,
Remembering Réma, sleepless lie.”
As thus the brothers, sach to each, .
The hion-mettled, ended speech,
Came Quha, the Nishddas® king,
And spoke with kindly questioning :
*Hast thou in comfort passed,’ be cried,
*The night upon the river gide 3
With thee how fares it ? and are these,
Thy.soldiers, healthy and at ease?’
Thus the Nishfidas’ lord inquired
In gentle words which love inapired,
And Bharat, R&ma’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 boate 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 kineman, rise, each friend !
May every joy your lives attend.
Gather each boat upon 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 build, gay flags they bore,
And sailors for the helm and oar.

One such King Guba 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 Satrughna, famous lord,

To whom, with many a royal dame,
KauSalyé and Sumitré came.

The household priest went first in place,
The olders, 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

! The smastika, s littls drom with a transverss Liue at sach sxtremity.
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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 foree
The boats sped awiftly on their coursa,
By royal Guba's servanis manned,
And gentle gales the bannars fanned.
Some hoats & crowd of dames conveyed,
In others noble coursera neighed ;
Some chariots and their cattle bore,
Bome precious wealth and golden store.
Aocross the stream each boat was rowed,
There duly disembarked its load, ~
And then returning on its way,
Bped here and thers in merry play.
Then swimming elephants appeared
‘With flying pennons high upreared,
And as the drivers urged them o'er,
The look of winged mountaine wore.
Some men in harges reached the strand,
Others on rafts came eafe to land :
Some buoyed with pitchera croased the tide,
And others on their arms relied.
Thus with the help the monarch gave
The army crossed pure Gangi's wave :
Then in auspicious hour it stood
Within Prayiga’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 deacor: by hir side,
To Bharadvfja's dwelling hied

That best of sainta to ses

 When an srmy marched it was scustumary to bwwn the huts in
whieh it bad ipent the night.
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CANTO XC.

THE BERMITAGE,
D . g

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 :
T'wo robes of linen cloth he wore,
And bude Vafishtha wulk before.
Then Bharat from his lords withdrew
‘When Bharadvija eame in view,
And toward the holy hermit went
Behind Vafishtha, reverent.
‘When Bbaradvdja, asibt austeie,
Saw good Vafishtha drawing neaf,
He cried, upspringing from hia aeat,
*The grace-gift bring, my friend to greet.’
‘Whern Saint Vadishtha near him drew,
And Bharat paid the reverence duse,
The glorious herthit was aware
That Dafuratha's son was there.
The grace-gift, watet for their féet
He gave, and offered frait to eat ;
Then, duty-skilled, with fiiehdly speech
In seemly ordet questiohed eachi: -
* How fares it in Ayodliy& iow
With treasury #nd arihy ? liow
With kith and kin attl fHetids fiiost dédy,
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‘With couneillor, and prince, and peer”

Baut, for he knew the king was dead,

Of Dafiaratha nanght he said,

Vadishtha and the prinee in turn

Would of the hermit's welfare learn »

Of holy fires they fain would hear,

Of pupils, trees, and birds, and deer.

The glorions saint his anawer made

That all was well in holy shade ;

Then love of Rima moved his breast,

And thas be questioned of his gueat :

*Why art thou here, O Prince, whose hand

With kingly sway protects the land §

Declare the causs, explain the whole,

For yet some doubt disturbs my soul.

He whom Kaufalyd 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 hix father spake

This order for & woman's sake -

“Away! and in the forest spend

Thy Life till fourteen vears shall end’'—

Hast thou the wish to harm him, bent

On sin againet the innocent ?

‘Wouldst thou thine elder’s realm enjoy

Without & thors that can apnoy 1°
*With sobbing voice and tearful eye

Thus. Bhurat sadly made reply:

¢ Ah, lost am I, if thou, O Saint,

Canst thus in thought my heart attaing:

No warning charge from thee I need;

Ne'er conld such crime from me proceed.

The worde my guilty mother spake

Book 11,
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When foodly jealous for my sake—
Think not that I, to triumph moved,
Those words approve or e'er approved.
O Hermit, I have soug]:t 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 thoy,
Most holy, eay, where roams he now?’
Then, by the saint Vaishtha pressed,
And 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 krow thee reverent, well-eontrolled,
The glory of the good of old.
I grant thy prayer: in this pursuit
I know thy heert is resolute.
' Tis for thy sake those words I said
That wider still thy fame may epread
I know where Rma, duty-tried,
His brother, and his wife abide.
‘Where Chitrakita’s heights arise
Thy brother Réma’'s dwelling lies,
Go thither with the moming's light,
And stay with all thy lords to-night :
For I would show thee honour high,
And do not thon my wish deny.’
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BHARADVAIAS FEAST.

Soou as he raw the prince’s mind
To rest that day was well inelined,
He rought Kaikeyf's son to please
‘With hospitable eourtesies.
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 Bharadvija spoke, a smile
Playing upon his lips the while:
¢I 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 earneat wish ; do thoa
This longing of my heart allow.
Why hast thou hither bent thy way,
Aund made thy troops behind thue stay 2
‘Why unattended ? eouldst thou not
With friends and army seek this spot 1’

Bharat, with reverent hands raised bhigh,
To that great hermit made reply :
“ My troops, for awe of thee, O Sage,
I brought not to thy hermitage :
Troope of a king or monarch’s son
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A hermit's home should ever shun,
Behind me comes & mighty train
Wide spreading o’er the ampile plsin,
Where every chief and captain leads
Men, elephants, and mettled steeda.
1 feared, O reverend Sage, lest these
Might harm the holy ground and trees,
Springs might be marred and cots o’erthrown,
8o with the priests I came alone.’

¢ Bring all thy host,” the hexrmit eried,
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 Vifvakarm4 then he prayed,
His hozpitable feast to aid :
*Let Vifivakarmé hear my call,
The God who forms and fashiona all;
A mighty banquet I provide,
Be all my wants this day supplied.
Lord Indra at their head, the three!
Who guard the worlds I call 1o 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 gome with wine from flowers dmt:lledi
‘While some their fresh cool streama retain
Sweet as the juice of sugar-cane.

1 Yama, Varups, sad Kuvera.
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I call the Gods, I call the band

Of minstrels that around them stand :
I call the Hahi and Huhi,

I call the sweet Vidvivaau.

I call the heavenly wives of these
With all the bright Apsarases,
Alambushé of beauty rare,

The charmer of the tangled bhair,
Ghritéchi end Vifvichi fair,

Hem4 and Bhimé sweet to view,
And lovely Négadantd too,

And all the sweetest nymphs who stand
By Indra or by Brahmd’s hand—

I summon these with all their train
And Tumbura 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 feed 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 meata of every kind be placed.’

"Book 11,

! A bappy 1snd in the remote north whare * the inhabitants enjoy &
nataral parfection attended with complete Lappiness obtained without
exertion. There is there no rlclualtude, nor decrepituds, nor death,
nor fear: no distinotion of virtwe snd vice, none of the inequalities
denoted by the worde best, worst, sud internediste, nor sny changa
reaulting from the sucosasion of the four Yugss.' See Mum's Smu-

Eris Tets, Yol. 1. p. 489,
"% 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 gunzed,
The deities he thus addressed
Came each in semblance manifest,
Delicions 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 sweetest ehowers
Came from the sky immortal flowers,
Axnd all the airy region reund
With heavenly drums was mzde to sound.
Then breathed a soft celestial breeze,
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 ear it softly thrilled,
As from the heavenly quills it fell
With time and tune attemapered well,
Boon as the minstrels ceased to play
And airs celestial died away,
The troops of Bharat saw amazed
‘What Visvakarmd's art had raised.
On every side, five lengues sround,
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 seented Jak were there,
And Aonld with fruitage fair.

There, brought from Northem Euru, atood,
Rich in delights, the glorious wood,

And many a stream was seen to glide
With flowering trecs along its side.
There mansions rose with four wide halls,
And elephants and chargers' stalle,

And many a house of royal state,
Triumphal arc and bannered gate.

With noble doorways, sought the sky,
Like a pale cloud, & palace high,

‘Which far and wide rare fragrance shed,
With wreaths of white engarlanded.
Bquare was its shape, its halls were wide,
‘With many a seat and couch supplied,
Drink of all kinds, and every meat

Buck as celestial Gods might eat.

Then at the bidding of the seer
Kaikeyi's strong-armed son drew near,
And passed within that fair abode
Which with the noblest jewels glowed.
Then, a8 Vafishtha led the way,

The councillors, in due army,

Followed delighted and amazed

And on the glorious structure gazed.
Then Bharat, Raghu's eon, drew near
The kingly throne, with prince and peer,
‘Whereby the chouri in the shade

Of the white canopy was laid.

Before the throne he humbly bemt

And honoured Rfima, reverent,

Then in his hand the chouri bore,

And sat where sits & councillor.

M tIl
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His ministers and household priest

Sat by degrees from chief to least,
Then sat the captain of the hoat

And all the men he honoured most,
Then when the saint hig order gave,
Each river with enchanted wave

Rolled milk and curds divinely sweet
Before the princely Bharat's feet ;

And dwellings fair on either side,

‘With gay white plaster beautified,
Their heavenly roofs were neen to lift,
The Bréhman Bharadvija's gift.

Then straight by Lord Kuvera sent,
Gay with celeatial ornament

Of bright attire and jewels’ shine,
Came twenty thousand nymphs divina:
The man on whom those beauties glanced
That moment felt his soul entranced.
‘With them from Nandan’s blizsful shades
Came twenty thousand heavenly maids.
Tumbura, Nérad, Gopa came,

And Sutanu, like radiant flame,

The kings of the Gandharva throng,
And ravished Bharat with their song.
Then spoke the saint, and swift obeyed
Alambushé, the fairest maid,

And Mifrakesi bright to view,

Ramaifi, Pundarik4 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 Praydga's shade.

a
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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-tress wore the look
Of dancers, as their leaflets shook,
The fair Tam4la, 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 feaming winecup quaffed,
Here drank of milk full many a draught,
, And tasted meuts of every kind,
. Well dressed, whatever pleased their mind
: Then beauteous wowen, seven or eight,
' Stood ready by each man to wait:
Beside the atream bis liinbs they stripped
And in the cooling water dipped.
And then the fuir ones, sparkling-eyed,
With soft hands rubled 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 ateed,
For there were stores of roasted grain,
Of honey and of sugar-cane.
So fost the wild excitement spread
Among the warriors Bharat led,
That all the mighty army through
The grvom no mord his charger knew,
And he who drove might seek in vain
To tell his elephant again,
With every joy and rapture fired,
Entranced with all the heart desired,

Book 11,
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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 Bhurat aud on Rima wait.’

Thus cried the army gay and free
Exulting in their lawless glee,

Botl infantry and those who rode

Ou elephants, or steeds bestrode,

Ten thousand voices shouting, ‘ This

Xs heaven indeed for perfeet bliss.
With garlands decked they idly strayed,
And danced and langhed 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, deme, and slave
Received whate'er the wish might erave,
As each in’ new-wrought clothes arrayed
Enjoyed the feast before him laid.

Each man was seen in white attire
Unstained by apot or speck of mire:
Noune was athirst or hungry there,

And none had dust upou his hair,

On every side in woody dells

Was milky food in bubbling wells,

And there were all-supplying cows

Aud liovey dropping from the boughs.
Nor wanted lukes of flower-made drink
With piles of meat upon the brink,
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Boiled, stewed, and roasted, varied cheer,
| Peachick and jungle-fowl and deer,
There was the flesh of kid and boar,
And dainty ssuce in endless sore,
Witk juice of flowers concooted 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 shean,
‘White brushes for the teeth were seen,
And many a covered box wherein

‘Was gandal powdered for the skin.
And mirrore bright with constant care,
And pilea of new attire were there,
Aud store of sandale and of shoes,
Thousands of pairs, for all to choose :
Eye-unguents, combe for hair and beqrd,
Umbrellas 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, mules, and kine,
There saw they batley heaped on high
The couuntless cattle ta supply :

The golden grain shone fair and bright
As sapphires or the lagulite,

To all the gathered host it seomed

As if that magic scene they dreamed,
Anad wonder, as they gaged, increased
At Bharadvéja's glorious feast,

Thus in the hermit’s grove they spent

Book 11.
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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 heatenly damo
Returned ae swiftly as she came,
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CANTO XCII.

BHARAT'S FAREWELL.

8o Bharat with his army spent
The watches of the night content,
And gladly, with the morning’s light
Direw near hia host the anchorite.
‘When Bharadviija 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 blaineleas son, I pray thee tell,
Did the past night content thee well 7
Say if the feast my care supplied
Thy host of followers gratified.’

His hande he joined, his head he bent
And spoke in answer reverent
To the most high and radiant sage
Who iesued from his hermitage :
* Well have I 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 bas delighted all
From highest chief to meanest thrall,
And rich atiire 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 1 bend :
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Do thou with friendly eye commend.

O tell me how to guide my feet

To virtuons Réma's lone retreat :

Great Hermit, I entreat thee, eay

How far from here and which the way.’
Thus by fraternal love inspired

The chieftain of the saint inguired :

Then thus replied the glorious seer

Of matchless might, of vows austere :

¢ Ere the fourth league from here be passed,

A mid a foreat wild and vast,
Stands Clitrakiita’s mountain tall,
Lovely with woed and waterfall,
North of the mountain thou wilt see
The beauteous stream Manddkini,
Where swarm the waterfowl below,
And gay trees on the margin grow,
Then will & leafy cot between
The river and the hill be seen :
*Tis Réma's, and the princely pair
Of brothers live for certain there,
Hence to the south thine army lead,
And then more southward still proceed,
8o shalt thou find his Ione 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 Sumitré Queen
Kaufaly#, sad and worn, was seen,
Caressing, still with sorrow faint,
The feet of that illustrious saint.
Kaikeyi too, her longings crossed,

867



308 THE RAMAYAN, EBook I,

Reproached of all, her object lost,

Before the famoug hermit catne,

And clasped his feet, o'erwhelmad witk shame,

With circling steps she humbly went

Around the saint preéminent,

Aund 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:

*Bpeak, Raghu'a son « I fain would learn

The story of each queen in turn.’
Obedient to the high request

By Bliaradvija thus addressed,

His reverent bands 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,

Kaufalyé 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 witherihg 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 aa the Gods in heaven are fair

And she, the wicksd dame through whom

My brothers’ lives are wrapped in gloom,

And mourning for his offspring dear,
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The king has sought his heavenly sphere,—
Proud, foolish-hearted, swift to ite,
Solf-fancied darling of my sire,
Kaikeys, most ambiticus queen,
Unlovely with her devely mien,
My mother she, whose impious will
Is aver bent on deeds of ill,
In whom the root and spiing I see
Of all thin woe which erushea e,

Quick breathing like a furions anake,
With tears and sobs the hero apake,
‘With reddened eyes aglow with vage.
And Bharadvdja, mighty sage,
Supreme in wisdom, calm and grave,
In words like these good counsel gave :
‘O Bharat, hear the words I say;
On her the fault thou must not lay :
For many & blessing yet will spring
From banished Rima’s wandering.’
And Bharat, with that promise cheered,
Went circling round that saint revered,
He humbly bade farewell, and then
(Gave orders to collect his men,
Prompt at the summona thousands flew
To cars which noble coursers drew,
Bright-gleaming, glorious to bekold,
Adorned with wealth of burnished gold.
Then fenale elepbants and male,
Gold-girthed, with flags that wooed the gale,
Marched with their bright bells’ tinkling chime
Like clouds when ends the summer time:
Bome 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 dames, Kaufalyd at their head,
Were in the noblest chariots led,

And every gentle bosom beat

With hope the banished prince to meet,
The royal Bharat, glery-crowned,

With all his retinue around,

Borne in a beauteous littex rode,

Like the young moon and sun that glowed.
The army as it streamed along,

Cars, elepbauts, in eadless throng,
Showed, marching on its southward way,
Like antumn clouds in long array.
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CANTO XCIIIL.

CHITRARUTA IN SIGHT,

Az through the woods its way pursued
That mighty bannered multitude,

Wild elephanta in terror fled

‘Withb 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 hoat
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 fur,
And steeds were worn who drew the car,
The glorious Bhara! thus addressed
Vesishtha, of his lords the Lest :

¢« The spot, methinks, we now behold

Of which the holy hermit told,

For, as his words deacribed, I trace
Each several feature of the place:
Before us Chitrakita shows,

Mandékini beside us fows :

Afar umbrageons woods arise

Like darksome clouds that veil the gkies.
Now tread these mountain-beasts of mine



s THE RAMAYAN.
On Chitrakita's fair inoline.

The trees their rain of blossoms shed
On table-lands beneath them gpread,
As from black clouds the flonds descend
When the hot days of summer end.
éatrughna, look, the mountain see
‘Where heavenly minstrels wander fiee,
And horses browse beneath the steep,
Countless as monsters in the deep.
SBcared 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 fragrant blooms engarlanded ;
All look like southern soldiers who
Lift up their shields of azure hue.

This lonely wood beneath the hill,
That was so dark and drear and still,
Covered with men in endless streams
Now like Ayodhy&’s city seems,

The dust which countless hoofs excite
Obscures the sky and veils the light ;
But see, swift winds those clouds dispel
As if they strove to please 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 near
The lovely peacocks fly in fear,
Gorgeous as if the fairest blooms

Of carth had glorified their plumes,
Yook where the sheltering covert shows

Book I1.
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The trooping deer, both backs and does,
That occupy in countless herds
This mountain populous with birds,
Most lovely to my mind appears
This place which every eharm endears :
Fair asg the road where tread the Blest :
Here holy hermits take their rost,
Then let the uriny onwad press
And duly search oach groen reecse
For the two lion-lords, till we
Rama onee more and Lak<hmag see”

Thus Bharat spoke : and licre bands
Of men with weapone in their hands
Entered the tangled foreat : then
A spire of smoke appeared in keu,
Soon as they saw the rising smoke
To Bharat they returned and spoke :
*No fire where men are nok: ‘tis clear
That Raghnu's sons are dwelling hero
Or if not here those herocs dwell
Whose mighty arms their focman quell,
8till other hermits here must be
Like Réma, true and good as he.'

His ears attentive Bharat lent
To their resistless argument,
Then to bis troops the chief who broke
His foe's embattled armies spoke :
¢ Here lef the troops in silence stay ;
One step beyond they must not stray.
Come Dhrish{i and Sumantra, you
With me alone the path pursue.'
Their leader’s speech the warriors heard,
Ang from his place no seldier stirred,
Aud Bharat bent his eager eyes

973
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‘Where curling smoke was seen to rise,
The host his order well obsyed,

And halting there in silence stayed

‘Watching where from the thicket’s shade
They saw the smoke appeat,

And joy through all the army ran,

¢ Boon shall we meet,” thought every man,
*Tho prince we hold so dear.’
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CANTO XCIV..

There long-thie son of Raghe dwelt

"And love for hill axed weod he felt.

Then hie Videhan spouse to please:

And his.owa heart. of woe to ease;.

Like -some Immortal—Indra.so-

Mighit Swarga's.charms to.Sachf show—-
Drew her sweet eyes to each delight .

Of Chitrakita’s lovely height :

‘ Though- reft of power and kingly sway,
Though friends and home are far away, .
I eannot mourn my altered lot,
Enamoured. of this charming, spot. .
Look, darling, on. this noble hill
‘Which-aweet birds with their music filll.
Bright with a-thousand.metal dyes

His [ofty summnite cleave the skiea.

See, there a-silvery sheen is spread,

- And-there lilte blood the rocks are red.
There shows a streak’ of emerald .green,,
Axnd.pink and yellow glow between.
There where the higher peaks ascend, .
Crystal and fiéwers .and topaz blend,
And others flash their light afar
Like mercury or some fair star
With sach a store of metals dyed’.

The kihg of hills is glorified.
There. through the wild birds' populous. homs
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The harmless bear and tiger roam:
Hyanas range the woody slepes

With herds of deer and antalopes,

Hee, love, the trees that alothe his sjde
All lovely in their summer pride,

In richest wealth of leaves arrayed,
With flower and fruit and light and shade,
Look where the young Rose-apple glows ;
What loaded boughs the Mango showe ;
Bee, waving in the western wind

The light leaves of the Tamarind ;

And mark that giant Peepul through
The feathery clump of tall bamboo,'
Look, on the level lands above,
Delighting in successful fove

In sweet enjoyment many a pair

Of heavenly minstrels revels thers,
While overhanging boughs support
Their swords and mantles as they sport:
Then see that pleasant shelter where
Play the bright Daughters of the Air.?
The mountain seems with bright cascade

! These ten lines are & substitution for, and not a tranelation of the

taxt whish Carey snd Marehman thus rendst @ * This mountain adorned
with mango,! jumboo? wamna? lodlire,! pials,® punused dheve,” un-
kotha,® bhuvys,? tiniha,® wilwa,! tindooka," bumboo,? kaalinares
wrists,® vurung, ' madhookn,” tiloka,'® vuduree, ™ amluka,® njpg,M
ve'ra,’ dhunwuna,® veejake,? und vther treea, affording flowars, snd
fruits, sud the wowt delightful shade, how charnuing does it appear1”
+ } Mangifers Indica. *Bugenia Jambylifera, ¥ Terminalis alata tomens
toss. 4This troe ia not asqeriained, ® Chiroujia Saplds. % Artocarpus in,
tegrifolin. ¥ Giriglea tomentoas, * Allpuginme buxapetalum, ? Averrbga
carimbola. ' Dalbergis Onjelnenats. ' (Bgle mannelos. " Dioapyrua me-
Janoxylon, W'Well known, Y Ginelina Arlores. “Bapindue Snponsria,
¥ Cratoeva tupin, ¥ Bassln latifolia, ' Not yot ssqavtained. ' Zigyphys
jujuba. ¥ Phyllaothus emblica. * Naueles Orientalis, ® Calamus, totang.
B Fohites autidysenterica. * The citron trea.”

¥ Vidyidhards, Spirits of Alx, sylphs.
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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 languor o'er him steal,

As the young morning breeze that springs
From the cool cave with balmy wings,
Breathes round him lnden with the scent
Of bud and blossom dew-besprent?

If many autumns here I apent

With thes, my darling innocent,

And Lakshman, I should never know
The torture of the fires of woe,

Thie varied scene so charms my 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
8prings from my dwelling in the wood :
Loosed is the bond my sire that tied,
And Bharat too is gratified.

My darling, dost thou feel with e
Delight from every charm we ses,

Of which the mind and every sense

Feel the enchanting influence 1

My futhers who have passed away,

The royal saints, were wont to say

That life in woodland ahadea like thia
Secures a king immortal blise. ,

Bee, round the hill at random thrown,
Huge masses lie of rugged atone

Of every shape and many a hue,

Yellow and white and 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 ovest
In robes of lambent flame i dressed ;
‘When from a million herbs & blaze
Of their own luminous glory plays,
And clothed in fire each deep ravine,
Each pinnacle and crag is seen.
Some parts the look of mansions wear,
And others are as gardens fair,
‘While others seem a massive block
Of eolid undivided rock.
Behold those pleasant beds o'erlaid
With lotus leaves, for lovers made,
‘Where mountain birch and costus throw
Coel shadows on the pair below.
Bee where the lovers in their play
Have cast their flowery wreaths away, -
And fruit and lotus buds that crowned:
Their brows lie trodden on the ground.
North Euru's realm iv fair to see,
Vasvankesard,' 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 Lakshmay ever uesr;
Here shall I live in all:delighs,
Msake my ancesiral fame more Hright;.
Tread in their path,who walk: aright,
And to mv nnth adhere’
' A lake attached either to+ Amanivat{. the - rexidence of- Indra, or
Alaks that of Euvera.
¥ The Ganges of heaven,.
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CANTO XCV.

MANDAKINS,

e ]

Then Réma, like the lotus eyed,
Deaconded from the mountain side,
And to the Maithil lady showed

The lovely stream that softly flowed,
And thus Ayodhyf's lord addressed
His bride, of dames the loveliest,
Child of Videha’s king, her face
Bright with the fair moon’s tender grace :
‘How sweetly glides, O darling, look,
Manddkinf’s delightful brook,
Adorned with islets, blossoms gay,
And efirazes and swans at play !

The irees with which her banks are lined
Show flowers and fruit of every kind :
The match ie radiant sheen is she

Of King Kuvera's Nalinf, *

My heart exulte with pleasure new
The shelving bank and ford fo view,
‘Where gathering Lierds of thirsty deer
Disturb the wave that ran so clear,
Now look, thoss holy hermits mark
In sking of deer and coats of bark ;
With twisted coils of matted hair,
The reverend men are bathing there,
And as they lift their arms on high
The Lord of Day they glorify :

1 Nulinf, as here, may be the name of any lake covered with lotuses.
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These best of saints, my large-eyed spouss,
Are constant to their sacred vows.

The mountain dances while the trees
Bend their proud summits ta the breeze,
Aund scatter many a Hower aud bud
From branches that olerbang the food,
There flows the stream like lucid pear], .
Round islets here thé currents whirl,
And perfect saints from middle air

Are flocking to the waters there.

Bee, there lie flowers in many a heap:
From boughs the whistling breezes aweep,
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 eries:

Hark, darling, wafted from afar

How soft their pleasant. voices are.

To gaze on Chitrakita's hill,

Tu look upon this lovely cill,

Ta bend mine eyee on thee, dear wife,
1s swoeter than my city life.

Come, bathe we in the pleagant mll
‘Whose dancing waves are never atill;
Stirred by those beings. pure from sin,
The sanctities who.bathe therein :
Come, dearest, to the stream. descend,
Approach her as a darling friend,,

And dip thee in the ailver flood

‘Which lotuses and lilies.atud.

Let this fair hill Ayodhys seem,

Its silvan things her people deem,

Ang let these waters as they fiow.

Our own beloved Sarju show,
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How blest, mine own dear love, am I;
Thou, fond and true, art ever nigh,
And duteous, faithful Lakehman stays
Beside me, and my word obeys.
Here every day 1 bathe me thrice,
Fruit, honey, roots for food suffice,
And ne’er my thoughts with longing stray
To distant home or royal away.
For who this charming brook can see
Where herds of roedeer wander free,
And on the flowery-wooded brink
Apes, elephants, and lions drink,

Nor feel all sorrow fly 7
Thue eloquently spoke the pride
Of Raghu's children to his bride,
And wandered happy by her side
Where Chitrakdta azure-dyed

Uprears his peaks on high.



CANTO XCVI.

THE MAGQIC SHAPT.

Sl

Thus Réma showed to Janak's child

The varied beauties of the wild,

The bill, the brook and each fair spot,
Then turned to seck their leafy cot.
North of the mountain Rima found

A cavern in the sloping ground,
Charming to view, its Hoor was strown
With many a mass of ore and stone,

In secret shadow far rotired

‘Where gay birds sang with joy inspired,
And trees their graceful branches swayed
‘With loads of blossom downward weighed.
Soon as he saw the cave which teok
Enach living heart and chained the look,
Thus Réma spoke to Sita who

Cazed wondering on the silvan view:
*Does this fair cave beneath 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 amooth and square
Was get for thee to rest on there,

And like o thriving Kefar tree

This flowery shrub o’ershadows thee,
Thus Réma spoke, and Janak's child,

1 This cunto I8 allowed, by Tndisn commeutatorn, to be sn ioder-
polation. It canmot be the work of Vilmiki
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By nature ever soft and mild,

In tender words which love betrayed -

Her answer to the hero made:

*( pride of Raghu's children, still

My pleasure is to do thy will

Enough for me thy wish to know:

Far hast thou wandered to and fro.'
Thus 8itd spake in gentle tone,

And went obediont to the stone,

Of perfect face and favltless limb

Prepared to rest & while with him,

And Réma, as she thus replied,

Turned to his spouse again and oried ;

* Thou seest, love, this flowery shade

For silvan creatures’ pleasure made,

How the gum streams from trees and planta

Torn by the tusks of elephants !

Through all the forest clear and high

Rosounds the shrill cicala’s ery.

Hark how the kite above us moans,

And calls her young in piteous tones;

Bo may my hapless mother be

8till mourning in her home for me.

There mounted on that lofty S4l

The loud Bhringréj' repeats his call :

How sweetly now he tunes his throat

Responsive to the Koil's note.

Or else the bird that now has sung

May be himself the Koil's young,

Linked with such winning sweetness are

The notes he pours irregular.

See, round the blooming Mango clings

That creeper with her tender rings,

! A fine bird with a strong, sweet note, and great imitatlve powers,
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80 in thy love, when none is wear,

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 perfect face,

Grew closer to her lord’s embrace.

Reclining in her husband’s arms,

A goddess in her wealth of charms,

Bhe 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,

And painted o'er his darling’s eyes

The holy sign in mineral dyes.

Bright on her brow the metal lay

Like the young sun’s first gleaming ray,

And showed her in her beauty fair

As the soft light of morning’s air.

Then from the Kefar's laden tree

He picked fair blossoms in his glee,

And as he decked ench lovely tress,

His heart o'erflowed with happiness,

So resting on that racky seat

A while they spent in pastime sweet,

Then onward neath the shady boughs

Went Rima with his Maithil spouse,

She roaming in the forest shade

‘Where every kind of creature strayed

Observed s monkey wandering neas,

And clung to Réma's arm in fear,

The hero Réma fondly lacad

His wighty arms around her waist,

Coneoled his beauty in her dread,

And scared the monkey till he fled,

Book 1f.
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That holy mark of sanguine ore

That gleamed on Bitd’s brow before,
Shone by that close embrace impressed
Upon the here’s ample chest.

Then ﬁtﬁ, when the beast who lad

The monkey troop, afar had fled,
Laughed loudly in light-hearted gloa
That mark ou Rdmn’s chest to zee,

A clump of bright Adokas fired

TFhe forest in their bloom attired :

The restless blossoms as they gleamed
A liost of threatening woukeys seemed,
Then Bité thus to Réima cried,

Ag longingly the flowers sho syed :

* Pride of thy race, now let us go
Whore those Afoka blossoms grow.’

He oa bis darling’s pleasure bent

With his fair goddess thither went

And roamed delighted through the wood
Where bloasoming Afokas stood, '
As Siva with Queen Umi roves
Through Himavin's majestic groves.
Bright with purporeal glow the pair

Of bappy lovers sporied there,

And esch upon the other set

A flower-inwoven coronet.

There many a crown and chain they wove
Of blooms from that Afoka grove,

And in their graceful sport the two
Fresh beauty o'er the mountain threw.
The lover let his love survey

Each pleasant spot that round them lay,
Then turued they to their green retreat
Where all was garnished, gay, and neat.
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By brotherly affection led,

Sumitr’s eon to meet them sped,

XAnd showed the labours of the day
Doane while his brotlier wae away.
There lay ten black-deer duly slain
With arrows pure of poison stain,

Piled in a mighty heap to dry,

With many anotber carcass nigh,

And Lakshmag’s brother saw, o’erjoyed,

ke work that had his hands employed,

Then to his ¢consort thus he cried :

* Now be the general gifts supplied.’
Then Sit4, fairest beauty, placed

The faod for living things to taste,
And set before the brothers meat

And honey that the pair might eat.
They ate the meal her handa supplied,
Their lips with water purified :

Then Janak’s danghter sat at last
And duly made her own repast.

The other veniaon, to be dried,

Piled up in heaps was set 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 sll the rest,
.Whose wings where'er he chose could fly,
Now pieroe the earth, now roam the sky.
Then Rima laughed to see her stirred
To anger by the plaguing bird :
Proud of his love the beauteous dame
With burning rage was all aflame,
Now here, now there, again, again
She chased the crow, but all in vain,

" Book IL
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Enraging her, ac 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 R4ma saw her cheek aglow
‘With passion, he rebuked the crow.
But bold in impudence the bird,

With no respect for Rima's word,
Fearless again at Sitd flew :

Then Rime's wrath to fury grew.

The hero of the mighty srm

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 cloud of weapons filled the air.
Back to the high-souled prince he fled
And bent at Rimea's feot hia head,
And then, as 8ité looked, began

His speech in accents of & man :

¢ O pardon, and for pity’s sake

Spare, Réma, spare my life to take !
Where'er I turn, where'er I flee,

No shelter from this shaft I see.’

The chieftain heard the crow entreat
Helpless and prostrate at his feet,
And while saoft pity moved his breast,
With wisest speech the bird addressed ;
1 took the troubled Sité's part,
And furious anger filled iny heart.
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Then on the string my arrow lay
Charmed with a apell thy life to slay.
Thou seckest now my fest, to crave
Forgiveness and thy life to save,

8o shall thy prayer have due respect
The suppliant I must still protect,
But ne'er in vain this dart may flee :
Yield for thy life & part of thes,
‘What portion of thy body, eay,

Shall this mire arrow rend saweay?
Thus far, O bird, thug far alone

On thee my pity may be shown.

Forfeit a part thy life to buy : X
"Tis better so to live than die.”

Thus Réraa spoke: the bird of air
Pondered his sapeech with anxions care,
And wisely deemed it good to give
One of hiz eyes that he might live,
To Raghu's son he made reply :
*O Rfima, I will yield an eye.
Ho let me in thy grace confide
And live hereafter single-eyed.’
Then Ridma charged the shaft, and lo,
Fullin the eye it amote the crow,
And the Videban lady gazed
Upon the ruined sye amazed.
The crow to Rima humbly bent,
Then where his fancy led he went.
Rima with Lakshman by his side
‘With needful work waa occupied.
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LARSEMAN'S ANGER.
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Thus Réma showed hia love the rill
‘Whose waters ran beneath the hill,
Then resting on his mountain sest
ERefreshed her with the choicest meat,
Bo there reposed the happy two:

Then Bharat’s army nearer drew :

Rose 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 deer in terror fled,

The air was filled with birds o’erhead,
The bear began to leave his tres,

The monkey to the cave to flee.

‘Wild elephants were all amazed

As though the wood around them blazed.
The lion oped bis ponderous jaw,

The buffulo locked round in awe.

The prince, who heard the deafening sound,
And saw the silvan creatures round

Fiy wildly startled from their reet,

The glorious Lakshman thuas addressed :
¢ Bumitrid's noble son most dear,

Hark, Lakshmay, what a roar I hear,
The tumult of a coming crowd,
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Appalling, deafening, deep, aud lond !

The din that yet more fearful grows

Beares elephants and buffaloes,

Or frightened by the lions, deer

Are flying through the wood in fear.

I fain would know who seeks this place

Comes prince or monarch far 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, wounld I know

‘What cause disturbs the forest so.
Lakshman in haste, the wood to view,

Climbed a high 84l that near him grew,

The forest all around he eyed,

Firet gazing on the eastern side.

Then northward when his eyes he bent

Heo saw & mighty armament

Of elephants, and cars, and horse,

And men on foot, a mingled force,

And banners waving in the breeze,

And spoke to Réma words like thesa :

“Quick, quick, my lord, put out the fire,

Lot Sitk to the eava retire,

Thy coat of mail around thee throw,

Prapare thine arrows and thy bow.'

In eager haste thue Lakshmag cried,
And Réma, lion lord, replied :
¢ Biill closer be the army scanned,
And eay who leads the warlike band.”
Lakshmay hie answer thus returned,
As furious rage within him burned,
Exciting him like kindled fire

Book 11.
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To seorch the srmy in his ire:

*'Tis Bharat: be has made the throne
By consecrating rites bis own +

To gain the whole domiczion thus

He comes in arms to slaughter us,

I mark tree-high upon his caz

His flagstaff of the Koviddr, *

I gee 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 ehafts and bow,.
And higher up the mountaio go,

Or in this place, O hero, stand

‘With weapous in each ready hand,
Perhaps beneath our might way fall
This leader of the standard tall,

And Bharat T this day may eee

‘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 [ault is his who slays the foe-
Whose hand was first to strike the blow =
With Bharat now the crime begins
‘Who againet thes and daty sins,

The queen athirst for royal sway

'Will see her darling son to-day

Fali by this band, like some fair tree
Btruck by an elephant, slain by me.

! Buuhines variogats, o spocies of ehony.
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Kaikeyfs self shall perish too

With kith and kin and retinue,

And earth by my avenging decd

Shall from this mass of gin be freed.
This day my wrath, too long restrained,
Sliall fall upon the foe, unchuined,

Mad as the kindled flame that speeds
Destroying through the grass aud reeds.
This day mine arrows keen and fierce
The bodies of the foe shall pierce :

The woods on Chitrakiita's side

Shall run with torrents crimson-dyed.
The wandering heasts of prey shall feed
Ou heart-cleft elephant and steed,

And drag to mountain caves away

The bodies that my arrows slay.

Doubt not that Bharat and his train
Shall in this mighty wood be slain,:

So shall T pay the debt my bow

And these my deadly arrows owe,

Book 11,
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LARSHMAN CALMED.
Then Rimea nobly calm allayed
The wrath that Lakshman’s bosom swayed:
f What need bave we the sword to wield,
To bend the bow or lift the shield,
If Bharat brave, and wiege, and good,
Himself has sought this sheltering wood 1
X sware my father’s will to do,
And if I now my brother slew
‘What gain in kingship should I find,
Despieed and scorned by all mankind 2
Believe me, ¢'en as 1 would shrink
F'rom poisoned meat or deadly drink,
No power or treasure would I win
By fall of friend or kith or kin.
Brother, believe the worde I speak :
For your dear sakes alone I seek
Duty and pleasure, wealth and gain,
A holy life, a happy reign.
If royal sway my hLeart desires,
My brothers” wesal the wish inspires :
Their bliss and safety is my care,
By this uplifted bow I awear.
* Twere not 8o hard for me to gain
This broad land girdled by the main,
But even Indra’s royal might
Should ne'er be mine in daty’s spite.
If any bliss my soul can see
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Deprived of dear Satrughna, the,
Aud Bharat, may the flame destroy
‘With ashy gloom the selfish joy.

Far dearer thar this life of mine;
Kunowing the custom of our line,

His heart with fond affection fraught,
Bharat Ayodby4's town resought,

And hearing when he came that 1,
‘With thee and Sitd, forced to fly,
With matted hair and hermit dress
Am wandering in the wilderness,
‘While grief his troubled senses storms,
And tender love his bosown warms,
From every thought of evil clear,

Is come to meet his brother here.
SBome grievous words perchance he spoke
Kaikey{'s anger to provoke,

Then won the king, and comes to Jay
Before my feet the royal sway.

Hither, methinks, in aeason 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
Thie evil to his charge to-day ?

Thou ghouldst not join with Bharat’s name-
So barsh a speech and idle blame,

The blows thy tongue at Bharat deals,
My symputhizing bosom feels,

How, urged by stress of any ili,
Should sons their father’s life-blood epill,
Or brother slay in impious strife
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A brother dearer than his life1
If thon these cruel words haat said
By etrong 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
Wax duty, and to aid the right:
And Lakshmap keenly felt the blame,
And shrank within himself for shame :
And then hiz answer thus returned,
With downeast eye and cheek that burned :
* Brother, 1 ween, to zee thy face
Our sire himeelf has sought this place,
Thus Lakshman spoke and atood ashamed,
And Réma gaw and thus exclaimed :
It is the strong-armed monarch : he
Ta come, methinks, his sons to see,
To bid us both the forest quit
For joys for which be deems us fit:
He thinks on all our care and pain,
And now would lead us home again,
My glorious father hence will bear
8it4 who ciaims all tender care,
I see two coursers fleet as storms,
Of noble breed and lovely forma,
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 riss,
For when I look with eager eyes
I see no white umbrella spread,
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World-famous, o’er the royal head,
Now, Lakshmay, from the tree descend,
And to my words attention lend’
Thus spoke the pious prinoce : and he
Deacended 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 wocd from trampling feet to apare,
Dense crowding balf a league each way
Encamped around the mountain lay,
Below the tall hill’s shelving side
(lleamed the bright army far and wide
Spread o’er the ample space,
By Blarat led who firmly true
In duty from his bosom threw
All pride, and near hia brother drew
To win the hero’s grace.
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CANTO XCIX.

BHARAT'S APPROACH,

Soon as the warriors toolk their rest
Obeying Bharat’s high behest,

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 Guba with his kindred bands
Within this grove remaining trace
The children of Kakutetha'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 ig, I feel, no rest for me

Till Rdma's face again I see,
Lakshmap, in arms and glory great,
And Sitd born to happy fate -

No rest, until his cheek as bright

As the fair moon rcjoice my sight,
No rest until I see the eye

With which the lotus petals vie ;

Till on my head those dear feet rest
With gigns of royal rank impressed ;
None, till my kingly brother gain

Hie old hereditary reign,

Till o'er his limba and noble head
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The consecrating drops be shed.
How bleet iz Janak's daughter, true
To every wifely duty, who
Cleaves faithful {0 her husband's gide
Whose realm is girt by Ocean’s tide!
This mountain too above the rest
E'en as the King of Hills ia blest,—
Whose shades Kakutstha's acion held
Ag Nandan charms the Lord of Gold,
Yea, happy is thia 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’sr plains where gay trees bloomed he went,
Through boughs in tangled net-work bent,
And then from Rima’s cot appeared
The banner which the flame upreared.
And Bharat joyed with every friend
To mark those smoky wreaths ascend :
* Hers Réma dwells,” he thought ; * at last
The ocean of our toil iz passed.’

Then sure that Rima’s hermit cot

Was on the mountaic’s side,
He stayed his srmy 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,
Firat bidding Saint Vagishtha bring
The widowed consorts of the king.
As by fraternal love impelled
His ocnward course the hero held,
Sumantra followed close behind
ﬁabrughua with an anxious miad :
Not Bharat’s self more fain could be
To look on Rama's face than he.
As, speeding on, the spot he neared,
Amid the hermits’ howes 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 Hlowers and billets cleft,
And on the trees hung grass and bark
Réima and Lakshmagy’'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 preSminent,
With joyous words like these addressed
The brave fatrughna and the rest :
“This is the place, I little doubt,
‘Which Bharadvija pointed out,
Not far from where we stand must be
The woodland stream, Manddkini.
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Here on the mountain'a woody side
Roam elephants in tasked pride,
Ard over with a roar and cry
Eaoch other, as they meet, defy.
And seo those smoke-wreaths thick and dark
The presence of the flame they mark,
‘Which hermita in the forest strive
By every att to keep alive,
O happy me! my task is dons,
And I shall look on Reghu's son,
Like some great saint, who loves to treat
His elders with all reverence meet,’
Thus Bharat reached that forest rill,
Thue roamed on Chitrakidta's hill;
Then pity in his breast awoke,
And to his friends the hero apoke :
* Woe, woe upon my life and birtk
The prince of men, the lord of earth
Has songht the lonely wood to dwell
Sequestered in & hermit's cell,
Through me, through me these aorrowe fall
On him the gplendid lord of all:
Through me resigning earthly Lliss
He hides him in a home like this,
Now will T, by the world abhorred,
Fall at the dear feet of my lord,
And at fair Sitd's too, to win
His pardon for my heinous sin’
As thus he sadly mourned and sighed,
The son of Dadaratha apied
A bower of leafy branches mads,
Bacred and lovely in the shade,
Of fair proportions large and tall,
Wall roofed with boughs of palm and 84,
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Arranged in order due o’erbead

Like grass upon an altar spread.

Two glorious bows were pleaming 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 raya:
Thus serpents with their eyes aglow
Adorn their capital below.*

Great swords aderned the cottage, laid
Each in a case of gold broeade ;

There hung the trusty shields, whereon
With purest gold the hosses shone.

The brace to bind the bowman's arm,
The glove to shield his hand from herm,
A lustre to the eottage Jent

From many & golden ornament :

Safe was the cot from fear of men

As from wild beasts the lion’s den.

The fire upon ihe altar burned,

That to the north and east waa turned.
Bharat hie eager glances bent

And gazed within the cot intent ;

In deerskin dress, with matied hair,
Réma hia chief was sitting there :

With lion-shoulders broad end 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,

Liko Brahmd's self supremely great ;
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With Lakshman by his side, and her,

Fair Sit4, for his minister.

And Bharat gaziog, overcorne

By sorrow for a while was dumb,

Then, yielding to his woe, he ran

To Réma and with soba began:

*He who a royal seat should filt

With subjects round to do his will,

My elder brother,—see him here,

With silvan creatures waiting near.

The high-souled hero, wont to wear

The costliest robes exceeding fait,

Now banished, in a deerskin dress,

Here keeps the path of righteousness,

How brooks the son of Raghu now

The matted locks which load his brow,

Around whose princely head were twined

Sweet blossoms of the rarest kind 1

The prince whose merits grew, acquired

By rites performed as he desired,

Would now a store of merit gain

Bought Ly kis body's toil and pain.

Those litnbs to which pure sandal lent

The freshness of its fragrant acent,

Exposed to sun, and dust, and 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 hate and scorn !’
Thue Bharat cricd : of anguish sprung,

Great drops upon his forehead hung.

He fell o’erpowered—his grief was such.—

Ere he his brother's feet could touch.

Book 11.
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Ag on the glorious prince he gazed
In vain his broken voice he raised :
* Dear lord’-—through tears and sobbing carme,
The only worde his lips could frame.
And brave Satrughna wept aloud,
As low at Réma's fest he bowed.
Then Réma, while his tears ran faat,
His arvas around his brothers cast.
Guha, Sumautra 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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BHARAT QUESTIONED,

Then Rémsa 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.

I pray thee now the cause declare
‘Why thou haat left the kingdom there,
With matted locks and deerskin dress
To roam the distant wilderness.’

Thus questioned by the prince, at length
Kaikeyi's son regained his strength,
And hand to hand in reverence laid,
To Réma thus his answer made:

‘ The great-armed monarch, 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 fame.
Athirst for sway, ber hopes are crossed,
She mourns her son, her husband loat,
And through her impiocus 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 gelf, the royal sway.

Be gracious, Prines, to lord and peer,
Axnd widowed queens who scek thee here,
Accept the kingdom thine by right,
And so thy faithful friends delight.
Let the broud land no longuer be

All widowed and forlorn of thee:
Let the full moon of autumn reign
Trinmphant o’er the night again.
These lords and I before thee bend :
O Réma, to our prayer attend.

O do not thou this grace deny:

Thy brother, pupil, slave am I.

Look on this venerable ring,
Advisers of our gire the king,

From age to age so honoured : thou
Shouldst grant their supplication now.'
Ag weeping thus the hero prayed,

Hie head at Rfma's feet he laid.

Like a mad elephant he gighed :

And Rims, 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.

Bat ne'er shouldst thou in childish thought
The queen thy mother blame in aught.
O brother wise and sinless, know
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The sacred laws would have it so,
That from good wife and son require
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,
Hie wives, and sons, and pupils we.
His is the right, if he deem fit,

To bid me, throned as monarch, sit,
Or in & coat of bark expel,

And deerskin, in the wood to dwell
And O remember, best of all

‘Who ect a8 claims of duty eall,

As to a virtuous sire is due,

Such henour claims & mother too.

Bo they whose lives have ever been
By duty led, the king and queen,
Said, * Réma, seek the forest shade’ :
And I (what could I else?) obeyed.
Thou must the royal power retain,
And o'er the famed Ayodhyf reign:
I dressed in bark my days will spend
‘Where Dagdak’s forest wilds extend.
8o DaSaratha spoke, our king,

His share to each apportioning
Before his honoured servants’ eyes:
Then, heir of bliss, he sought the skiss.
The righteous monarch’s honoured will,
‘Whom all revered, must guide thee still,
And thou must still enjoy the share
Aussigned thee by our father’s cave.
8o I till twice seven years are spent
‘Will roam this wood in banishment,
Contented with the lot which he,

Book 11,
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My high-souled sire, has given me.
The charge the monarch gave, endeared
To all mankind, by all revered,

Poer 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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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 ?

84i]l should the custom Le olserved,
From which our line has never swerved,
Which to the vounger pon ne’er gives
The kingdom while the elder lives.

Now to Ayodhy4a rich and fair

With me, @ Raghu’s son, repair,

And to proteot 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 foreat shade,
Our father died, the saints’ delight,

So constant in each holy rite.

SBearce with thy wife and Lakaehman thou
Hadst journeyed forth to keep thy vow,
When mourning for his son, forspent,
To heavenly reat the monarch went,
Then up, O lord of men, away !

His funeral rites of water pay:

I and -‘gat.rughna., ere we came,



Canto CII, THE RAMAYAN.,

Neglocted 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 thee 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 CIILI.

PHE FUNERAL LIBATION.

When Réma heard from Bharat each
Dark sorrow of his mournful speech,
And tidiogs of his father dead,

Hie spirits fell, his senses fled.

For the sad words hiz brother spoke
Struck on him like a thunder stroke,
Fierce as the bolt which Indra throws,
The victor of his Daitya foes,

Raieing 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 bLank
‘With sudden ruin Luries deep

An elephant who lay asleep.

Then swift his wife and brothers flew,
And water, weeping, o’er him threw.
As slowly sense and strength he gained,
Faat from his eyes the tears he rained,
And then in accents sad and weak
Kakutstha’s son began to speak,

And mourning for the monarch dead,
With righteous words to Bharat said ;

¢t What calls me home, when he, alas,
Has gone the way which all must pass ¢
Of him, the best of kings, bereft
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‘Whet guardian has Ayodhy4 left?
How may I please his apirit1 how
Delight the high-gouled 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 1 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 I go,
Who will direct me as of old,
Now other worlds our father hold ?
From whom, my brother, shall I hear
Those words which ever charmed mine ear
And filled my bosom with delight
Whene'er he saw me act aright 77

Thus Rfima spoke: then nearer came
And looking on his moonbright dame,
«Bit4, the king is gone,” he said :
* And Lakshmag, know thy sire is dead,
And with the Gods on bigh enrolled :
This mournful news has Bharat told.’
He apoke : 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 earth be due lilations paid.'
Scon as the monarch’s fate she knew,
Sharp pangs of grief emote Bitd through :
Nor could she look uzpon her lord
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With eyea from which the torrents pounred.

And Réma 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 offering due.

First of the three shull Sitd go,

Next thou, and I the last: for so

Moves the funereal pomp of woe.”'
Sumantra of the noble mind,

Gentle and modest, meek and kind,

Who, follower of each princely youth,

To Rima clung with constant trath,

Now with the royal brothers’ aid

The grief of Rima 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 fuberal drops they duly shed,

And *Father, this be thine,’ they said.

But he, the lord who ruled the land,

! ! The order of the prosssxion on these oocasions in that the children
prevede ascording to age, then the women and aiter that the men mo-
cording 1o age, the youngesd first and tha sldest last: when they de.
m:’intothemmtbilh nvuud.mdmmdmﬂuy ocome
out of it
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Filled from the stream his hollowed hand,
And turning to the southern aside
Btretched out his arm and weeping cried :
* This sacred water clear and pure,
An offering which shall aye endure,
To thee, O lord of kings, I give:
Aceept it where the spirits live I’
Then, when the solemn rite was o'er,
Came Réma to the river shore,
And offered, with his brothers’ aid,
Fresb tribute to hie father's ehade,
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 =aid :
* 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 Réma 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 eottage door he gained,

His brothers to his breast he strained.
From them avd Sits in their woes

So loud the ery of weeping rose,

That like the roar of lions round

Thoe mountain rolled the echeing sound.
And Bharat’s army shook with fear
The weeping of the chiefs to hear.

¢ Bharat’, the soldiers cried, *’tis plain,
His brother Réma meeta again,

And with thess 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,

SBwift toward the weeping, every man,

As each could find s passage, ran,

Some thither bent their eager course
With car, and elephant, and horze,

And youthful captains on their feet

‘With longing sped their lord to meet,

Ag 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

Ag heaven when black with many a cloud.
Then, with their consorts gathered near,
‘Wild elephants in sudden fear

Rushed to & distant wood, and shed

An odour round them as they fled,

And every silvan thing that dweld
‘Within those shades the terror felt,

Deer, lion, tiger, boar, and roe,

Bison, wild-cow, and buffalo.

And when the tumult wild they heard,
‘With trembling pinions flew each bird,
From tree, from thicket, and from lake,
Bwan, koil, curlew, erane, and druke,
With men the ground was overspread,
With startled birds the sky o'erhead.
Then on his saerificial ground

The sinless, glorivus chief was found.
Loading with curses deep and loud

The hump-back and the queen, the crowd.
Whose choeks were wet, whose eyes were dim,
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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 arma about his loved ones threw,
Some to his feet with reverence pressed,
Some in his arma he strained :
Each friend, with kindly words addressed,
Due share of honour gained,
Then, by their mivhty woe o’ercome,
The weeping heroes’ cry
Filled, like the roar of muny a drum,
Hil), cavern, earth, und sky.
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CANTO CIV.

TOE MEETING WITH THE QURENS.

Vafishtha with his soul athirst

To lovk again on Réma, first

In line the royal widows placed,

And then the way behind them traced.
The ladies moving, faint and slow,

SBaw the fair stream before them flow,
And by the bank their steps were led
‘Which the two brothers visited.
Kanéalyf with her faded check

And weeping eyes began to speak,

And thus in mournful tones addressed
The queen Sumitrs and the rest :

‘Bee, in the wood the bank’s descent,
‘Which the two orphan youthe frequent,
‘Whose noble spirits never fall,

Though 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 Réma's humble gift she apied
Thus to the queens Kaufalyd cried :
*The gift of Rima’s hand behold,
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His tribute to the king high.souled,
Offered to him, aa texts require,
Lord of Ikshvéku’s line, hie aire !
Not such I deem the funeral food
Of kiogs with godlike might endaed,
Can he who knew all pleastires, he
Who ruled the earth from gea to sea,
The mighty lord of monarchs, fead
On Ingudf’s extincted seed ?
In sall the world there dannot be
A woe, I ween, more sad to ree,
Than that my glorious son should make
His foneral gift of such a enke.
The ancient text I oft have heard
This day is true in every word :
*Ne'er do the blessed Gods refuse
To eat the food their children use.’

Fhe ladies soothed the weeping dame !
To Rima's bermitage they came,
And there the hero met their eyes
Like a God fallen from the skies.
Him joyless, reft of all, they viewed,
Angd tears their mournful eyes bedewed.
The truthfizl hero left his seat,
And clasped the ladies’ lotus feet,
Ang they with eoft hands brushed away
The dust thet on bis shoulders lay.
Then Lakshmay, when he saw each queen
With weeping eyes and troubled mien,
Near to the royal ladies drew
And paid them gentle reverence too.
He, Dafaratha’s offapring, signed
The heir of bliss by Fortune kind,
Redeived from every dame no loss
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Each mark of love and tenderness.

And 8itd came and bent before

The widows, while her eyes ran o'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 Dafaratha's son,’ they eried,

* How couldat thou, offapring of a king,
Endurs this woe and suffering

In the wild forest 3 When I trace

Ench sign of trouble on thy face—

That latws which the sun has dried,
That ¥ly by the tempest tried,

That gold whereon the dust i apread,
“That moon whence all the light is fled—
‘Borrow assails my heart, alas

As fire consumes the wood and grass’

Ther Rima, as she apoke distressed,
"The feet of Saint Vagishtha pressed,

Touched them with reverential lovs,
Tlren near him took his seat :

Thuas Todra clasps in realms above
The Heavenly Teacher’s® feet,

Theun with each counsellor and peer,
Bhaeat of duteous mind,

‘With citizens and captaing near,
Sat bumbly down behind,

‘When with his hands to him upraised,
In devotee’s attire,

Bharat upon his brother gazed
Whose glory shone like firs,

Book I1.

Y Vribaspati, the preoaptor of the Goda,
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Ag 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,

Whosee heart has been so prompt to pay
Obeisance fond and meek ?’

Then steadfast Rdma, Lakshmap wise,
Bharat for truth renowned,

Bhone like three fires that heavenward rise
With holy priests around.
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P s e

RAMA’S SPERCH,

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,
Impetuona in their wild descent,

All othier hands but thine in vain
‘Would strive the burthen to maintain,
In vain the ass with steeds would vie,
With Tharkshya,! birda that wing the sky ;
8o, lord of men, my power is alight

To rival thine imperial might.

Great joys his happy days attend

Oh whom the hopes of men depend,
But wretched is the life he leads

‘Who atill the aid of others needs.

And if the seed a man has sown,

"With care and kindly nurture grown,
Rear its huge trunk and spriog in time
Too bulky for a dwarf to climb,

Yet, with perpetual blossom gay,

No fruit upon ita boughs display,

Ne'er can that tree, thus nursed in vain,
Approval of the virtuous gain,

! Garug, 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, thoy

Protectest not thy people now,

O, be the longing wish fulfilled

Of every chief of house and gnild,

To see again their sun-bright lord

Victorigus o his realm restored !

As thou returnest through the crowd

Let roars of elephants be loud,

And each fair womaa 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 Rima preesed

The hero with the same request.

The steadfast Rama, when he viewed

His glorious brother's mournful mood,

With each ambitious thought controlled,

Thus the lamenting prince consoled :

1 cannot do the things I will,

For Réma 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 kaow,

To fall upon the earth helow ;

So every man who draws his breath

Must fear inevitable death,

The pillared mansion, high, compaet,

Mugrt fall by Time's strong hand attacked ;
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Bo mortal men, the gradual prey

Of eld and ruthless death, decay.

The night that flies no more returns:
Yamunf for the Ocean yearns;

Swift her impetuous waters fles,

But roll not backward from the sea.
The days and nights pass ewiftly by
And ateal our moments as they fly,
E'en as the sun’s unpitying rays

Driok 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 sirength aseail :
Ah, what can mortal power avail ¢
Men joy to see the sun arise,

They watch him set with joyful eyes :
But ne'er reftect, too blind to ses,

How fast their own brief moments floe.
With lovely change for ever new

The seasons’ sweet return they view,
Nor think with heodless hearta the while
That lives decay as seasons smile.

As haply on the boundless main

Meet drifting logs and part again,

Bo wives and children, friends and gold,
Ouras for & little time we hold :
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Boon by resistless laws of fate

To meet no more we soparate.

In all this changing world not one

The common Jot of all can shun:

Then why with useless tears deplore
The dead whom tears can bring no more ?
As one might stand upon the way

And to a troop of travellers say:

*If yo allow it, sirs, I too

Will travel on the road with you'-

8o why should mortal man lament
When on that path his feet are bent
‘Which all men living needs must tread,
‘Where sire and aucestors have led ?
Life flies as torrents downward fall
Speeding away without reeall,

So virtue should our thonghts engage,.
For blies’ is mortals” heritage.

By ceasecless care and earnest zeal

For servants and for people’s weal,

By gifts, by duty nobly done,

QOur glorious sire the skies has won
Our lord the king, o'er earth who- reigned,.
A blissful home in heaven has gained
By wealth in ample largess spent,

And many a rite maguificent ;

With constant joy from first to last

A long and noble Iife he passed,
Praised by the good, no tears should dim
Our eyes, O brother dear, for him.,

His human body, worn and tried

By length of days, he caat aside,

And geined the godlike bliss to atmy

! To be won by virtue,
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In Brahma's heavenly home for aye,
For such the wise as we ars, decp
In Veda lore, should never weep,
Those who are firm and ever wiss
Spurn vain lament and idle aighs,
Be self-possessed : thy grief restrain ;
Go, in that city dwell again,
Return, O bes of men, and Le
Qbedient to our sire's decres,
While 1 with every care fulfil
Our haly father's righteous will,
Quserving in the lonely wood
His charge approved by all the good.’
Thus Rfiuna of the lofty mind
To Bhorat spoke his righteous speech,
By every argument designed
Obedience to his gire to teach,

Book I,
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CANTO CVI.

BHARATS SFEECH,

Good Bharat, by the river side,

To virtuous Rama’s speech replied,
And thus with varied lore addreased
The prince, while nobles round him pressed :
‘In all this world whom e’er can we
Find equal, scourge of foes, to thee?
No ill upon thy bosom weighs,

No thoughts of joy thy epirit raise.
Approved art thou of sages old,

To whom thy doubits 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 ne’er be crushed by woe or pain
Pure as the Gods, high-minded, wise,
Concealed from thee no secret lies.
Such glorious gifts are all thine own,
And birth and death to thee are known,
That ill can ne’er thy soul depress
With ali-subduing bitterness.

O let my prayer, dear bLrother, win
Thy pardon for my mother’s min,
Wrought for mny 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 koow the right, and spring-
From Dafaratha, puresi king—

Can I commit a heinous crime,
Abhorred by all through endless time #
The aged king I dare not blame,

Who died s0 rich in holy fames,

My honoured sive, my parted lord,
E'en as a present God adored,

Yet who in lore of duty skilled

So foul a crime hag 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 creatnres dies away ;
And he has proved the aneient saw
By acting thus in spite of law.

But O my honoured lord, be 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 ell shall live:
Not o their fate who ne'er forgive,

Be thou, my lord, the noble son,

Aud thyvile deed my sire hasg done,
Abhorred by all the virtuous, ne'er
Resent, loat thou the guilt too share.
Preserve us, for on thee we call,

Our eire, Kaikeyl, me, and all

Thy citizens, thy kith and kin;
Proserve us and reverse the sin.

To live in woods & devotee
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Oan ecarce with royal tasks agree,
Nor can the hermit's matted hair
Buit fitly with & ruler's care.
Do not, my brother, do not still
Puraue this life that suits thee ill,
Mid duties of a king we count
His congecration paramount,
That he with ready heart and hand
May keep his people and his land,
‘What Warrior born to royal eway
From certain good would turn awsy,
A doubtful duty to pursue,
That mocks him with the distant view?
Thou wouldst to duty cleave, and gain
The meed that follows toil and pain,
In thy grest task no lahour spare:
Rule the four castes with juatest care.
Mid all the four, the wise prefer
The order of the householder :*
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 eires’ realm, from trouble free,
Obey her rightful king in thee,
Here let the priests and lords of atate
Our monarch duly counsecrate,
‘With prayer and holy versea bleased

¥ The four religious orders, refersbls to different times of lifs sre,

that of the stadent, that of the householder, that of the snchorite,
and that of the mendicant.
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By Saint Vadishthe and the rem.
A nointed king by us, again
Beek fair Ayodhyd, there to reign,
And like imperial Indra girt
By Goda of Btorm, thy might assert.
From the three debts! acquitiance sarp,
And with thy wrath the wicked burn,
Oer all of us thy rule extend,
And cheer with boone each faithful friend.
Let thine enthronement, lord, this day
Make all thy lovers giad and gay,
And let all those who hate thee flee
To the ten winds for fear of thea,
Dear lord, my mother's words of hate
With thy aweet virtues expiate,
And from the stain of folly clear
The father whom wa both revere.
Brother, to me compassion show,
I pray thee with my head bent, low,
And to these friands who on thee eall,—
Ag the Great Father pities all,
But if my tears and prayers be vain,
And thou in woods wilt still remain,
I will with thes my path pursue
And make my howe in forests tpo.’
Thus Bharat atrove to bend his wit)
With suppliant head, but he,
Earth's lord, inexorable etill
Would keep his sire’s decree.
The firmuess of the poble chief
The wondering people moved,
And rapture mingling with their grief,
All wept and all approved.

L s Glods, nven, aud Manos.
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* How firm his steadfust will, ¢ they cried,
* Who keeps his promise thus!

Ah, to Ayodhyd's town,” they sighed,
‘He comes not badk with ue!’

The holy priests, the swaina who tilled
The earth, the sona of trads,

And ¢’en the mournful queens, were filled
'With joy as Bharat prayed,

And bent their heads, their weeping stilled
A while, his prayers to aid.

429
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RAMA'S SPEECH,

Thus, by his friends encomparsed round,
He spoke, and Rama. far renowned
To his deaxr 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 awore

The best of kingdoms to confer,

A noble dowry meet for her;

Then, grateful, on the deadly day

Of heavenly Gods’ and demons’ fray,
A future boon on her bestowed

T'o whoae sweet care his life he owed.
8She 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 boone of free acecord,
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 Lakshman by my side,
And Sitd by no fears deterred,
Renclved to keep my father’s word
And thou, my noble brother, tvo
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Shonldst keop our father's promise true:
Ancinted raler of the state
Maintain his word inviolate.
From hie great debt, dear brother, free
Qur lord the king for love of me,
Thy mother’s breast with joy inspire,
And from all woe preserve thy sire,
*Tis said, near Gayé’s holy town*
Caya, great saint of high renown,
Thie text recited when he paid
Due rites to each ancestral shade:

<A son is born his aire to free

From Put's infernal paina:
Hence, saviour of his father, he
The name of Putira gains.’*

Thus numerous sons are sought by prayer,
In Scripture trained, with graces fair,
That of the number one some day
May funersl rites at Goyd pay.
The mighty saints who lived of old
This holy doctrine ever hold,
Then, best of men, our sire release
From pains of hell, and give him peaoe,
Now Bharat, to Ayodhy4 speed,
The brave Satrughna with thee lead,
Take with thee all the twice-born men,
And plesse each lord and citizen,
I now, O King, without delay
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.1 Gayd s & very holy city in Bebar. Every good Hindu oughé
onoe In his life to make fuperal offerings in Gaydin honourof bis

sucestors.

7 Pug in the name of that region of bell to which men are doomed
who leave oo son to perform the funeral rites which are mecesnary to
sagure the happiness of the departed.  Patra, the common word for &
«on, is mid by the highest suthority to be derived from Pué and ire

Aslivarer,
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To Dandak wood will betid my way,
And Lakshman and the Maithil dame -
Will follow still, our path the same.
Now, Bbarat, lord of men be thou,
And o’er Ayodhy$ reign :
The silvan world to me shall bow,
King of the wild domain.
Yea, lot thy joyful steps be bent
To that fair town to-day,
And I as happy and content,
To Dandak wood will stray.
The white urnbrella o'er thy brow
Its cooling shade shall throw :
I to the shadow of the bough
And leafy trees will go.
éatrughna, for wise plans renowned,
Shall still on thee attend ;
And Lakshman, ever faithfnl 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

JAVALDIS SPEECH.

" —— )
Thus Rima soothed his brother’s grief :
Then virtuous Javali, chief
Of twice-born sages, thus replied
In words that virtue’s law defied :
‘ Hail, Raghu's princely son, dismisa
A thought so weak and vain aa this,
Canst thon, with lofty heart endowed,
Think with the dull ignoble crowd 1
For what are ties of kindred { can
One profit by a brother man?
Alone the babe first opea his eyes,
And all alone at Iast he dies,
The man, I ween, has little sense
‘Who locks with foolish reverence
On father's or on mother’s name :
In others, none a right may claim.
E'en as a man may leave hiz home
And to a distant village roam,
Then from his lodzing turn away
And journey on the following day,
Such brief possession mortals hold
Jn gire and mother, house and gold,
And never will the good and wise
The brief uncertain lodging prize.
Nor, best of men, shouldst thou disown
Thy sire's hereditary throne,
And tread the rough and stouy grouud
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‘Where hardship, danger, woes abound.
Come, let Ayodhy4 rich and bright
Bee theo enthroned with every rite :
Her tresses bound in single braid !’
8he waits thy coming long delayed,
O come, thou royal Prince, and share
The kingly joye that wait thee there,
And live in bliss transeending price
As Indra lives in Paradise.

The parted king is nanght to thes,
Nor right in living man has be ;

The king is one, thou, Prince of men,
Another art : be counselled then,

Thy royal sire, O chief, has aped

Ou the long path we all must tread.
The eommon lot of all is this,

And thou in vain art robbed of bliss.
For those—and only those—I weep
Who to the path of duty keep ;

For bere they suffer censelesa woe,
And dying to destruetion go,

With pious care, each solemn day,
'Will men their funeral offerings pay :
Bee, how the ussful food they waste :
He who iz dead no more can taste.
If one is fed, his strength renewed
Whene’er his brother takes his food,

Then offarings to the parted pay :
Bearce will they serve him on his way.

By crafty kuaves thess rules were framed,

And to enforce men’s gifts proclaimed :
1 Qive, worship, lead a life austere,

Book 11,

I It wan the oustom of Indian woraen when motrning for their ab-

sont husbands o kind thelr bair in u long single braid.
Carey sud Msrshman tranaiats, ‘o cue-tailed clty.’
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Koep lustral rites, quit pleagures here’
There is no future life: be wiss,

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,

Axnd take the rule so justly thine.'
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CANTO CiIX.

THE PRAISES OF FRUTH.

——
By sage Jivili thus addressed,
Rima of truthful hearts the best,
With perfect skill and wisdom high
Thus to his speech made fit reply :
*Thy words that tempt to bliss are fair,
But virtue's garb they falsely wear.
For he from duty’s path who strays
To wander in forbidden ways,
Allured by doctrine false and vain,
Praige from the good can never gain,
Their lives the trme and boaster show,
Pure and impure, and high and low.
Else were no mark to judge between
Stainless and stained and high and mean ;
They to whose lot fair signs may fall
Were but as they who lack them all,
And those to virtuous thoughts inclined
‘Were but as men of evil mind.
If in the sacred name of right
I do this wrong in duty’s spits ;
The path of virtue meanly quit,
And this polluting sin commit,
What man who marka the bounds between
Virtue and vice with insight keen,
Would rank me high in after time,
Stained with this soul-destroying crime ?
Whither could I, the sinner, turn, -
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How hope 5 seat in heaver to earn,

If T my plighted promvise break,

And thus the righteows path foraske?
This world of ours ie ever led

To walk the waye which others tread,
Ang as their princes they behold,

The subjects too their lives will mould,
That truth and mercy still must be
Beloved of kings, i Heaven's decree.
Upheld by truth the monarch reigns,
Angd truth the very world sustains,
Truth evermore has been the love

Of holy saints and Goda above,

And he whose lips are truthful here
Wins after death the highest sphere,
As from a serpent’s deadly tooth,

We shrink from him who scorns the trath,
For holy truth is roct and apring

Of justice and each holy thing,

A might that every power transcends,
Linked to high bliss that never ends,
Truth is all virtue's snrest base,
Supreme in worth and first in place,
Oblations, gifts wen offer here,

Vows, sacrifice, and rites ansters,

And Holy Writ, on truth depend

So men must still that truth defend.
Truth, only truth protects the land,
By truth unharmed our houses atand ;
Negloct of truth makes men distressed,
And truth in highest keaven ia bleased,
Then how can I, rebelliows, brenk
Commandments which my father apeke—
I ever true and faithfn} 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 ¢
Truth ie all duaty : as the aoul,

It quickens and supports the whole,

The good respect this duty: hence -
Its sacred claims I reverence,

The Warrior's duty I deepise

That soeks the wrong in virtue's guise :
Those claims I shrink from, which the base,
Oruel, and covetous embruce.

The heart conceives the guilty thought,
Then by the band the sin is wrought,
And with the pair is leagued a third,

The tongne that speaks the lying word,
Fortune and land and name and fame
To man’s beat 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.

8hall I my plighted promise break,

That 1 these woods my home would make ?
Shall 1, as Bharat's worda advise,

My father's solemn charge deapise

Firm stands the oath which then before
My father’s face I soothly awore,

Which Queen Kaikeyf's snxious ear
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Rejoiced with highest joy to hear.

Btill in the woed will I remain,

With food prescribed my life sustain,
And please with fruit and roots and flowers
Ancestral shades and heavenly powers.
Hoera 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 I my noble task complete ;

And Fire and Wind and Moon shall be
Partakers of its fruit with me.

A bundred offerings duly wrought

His rank o'er Gods for Indra bought,
And mighty sainta their heaven secured
By torturing years on earth endored.’

That scoffing plea the hero apurned,
And thus be spake ence more,

Chiding, the while bis bosom burned,
Jévili's impious lore :

¢ Justice, and courage ne’er dismayed,
Pity for all distressed,

Trath, loving henour duly paid
To Brihman, Qod, and guest—

In thess, the true and virtuons say,.
Should lives of men be passed :

They forma the right and happy way
That leads to heaven at last.

My father's thoughtless act I chide
That gave thes honoured place,

Whose soul, from virtue turned asida,

* Ia faithless, dark, and base.
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We rank the Buddhist with the thief;*
And sll the impious crew
‘Who ghare his sinful disbelisf,
And hate the right and true.
Hence never should wise kings who seek
To rule their people well,
Admit, before their face to speak,
The cursed infidel.
But twica-born men in daya gone by,
Of other gort than thou,
Have wrought good deeds, whose glories high
Are fresh among us now : -
This world they conquered, nor in vain
They strove to win the skies:
The twice-born hence pure lives maintain,
And fires of worship rise,
Those who ip virtue's path delight,
And with the virtuous kive,~-
Whose flames of holy meal are bright,
‘Whose hands are awift to give,
‘Who injure nons, and good and mild
In every grace exoel,
Whose lives by sin are undefiled,
Wae love and honour well’
Thus Rima spoke in righteous rags
Jhvéli’s spoech-to chide,
When thus again the virtuons sage
In truthful worda repliod :
* The atheist's lore I use no more,
Not mine his impious creed: -
His words and doctrine T abhor,
' The voreen in a differant matre with which some cantos end are
all to be regarded with suapiolon. Bohlegel regreta that be did mot

axclude them all from his edition. Those linea are munifestly wpwzi-
asus. Ses Additional Noies. .
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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'a plea
To turn thee from thine aim.
The atheist creed I disavow,
Unsay the words of sin, -
And use the faithful’s language now
Thy favour, Prince, to win."
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THE SONS OF IESHVARU)

———

Then spake Vadishtha who perceived
That Réma’s soul was wroth and grieved :
* Well knows the sage Javili ali

The changes that the world befall ;

And but to lead thee 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 wus formed that stretches wide,
Then with the Gods from out the same
The Self-existent Brahmé came,

Then Brahmé? in a boar’s disguise

Bade from the desp thie earth arise;
Then, with his sons of tranquil soul,

He mads the world and framed the whole,
From subtlest ether Brahm4 rose :

No end, no loss, no change he knows,

A son had he, Marichi styled,

And Kadyap 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 :

! This genealogy is & repetition with slight variation of thntgmm
in Book I. Canzo LIX.

* In Gorreaic’s reconsion tdeutifled with Vishyu, See Muirs M
Leta, Fol, IV. pp. 39, 30,
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First of Ayodhyd'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,

Hin son waa Viga, lord of might,

Hie Anaranya, 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, glorions name,
From him the wise Tridanku came:
Embodied to the skies he went

For love of truth preéminent,

He left & son renowned afar,

Known by the name of Dhundhumsér,
His son succeeding bore the name

Of Yuvanfiva dear to fame,

He passed away. Him followed then
Hie son Méndh#td, king of men.

Hia son waa blest in high emprise,
Susandhi, fortunate and wise.

Two noble sons bad he, to wit
Dhruvazandhi and Prasenajit.

Bharat was Dhruvasandhi’a son 3

His glorious arm the conquest won.
Againat his son King Asit, rose

In fierce array his royal foes,
Haihayas, Télajanghas styled,

And Safivindhus fieree and wild,

Long time he atrove, but forced to yield
Fled from bis kingdom and the field.
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The wives he left had both eonceived--

8o is the ancient tale believed :—

One, of her rival's hopes afraid,

Fell poison in the vianda laid.

It chanced that Chyavan, Bhrigu's child,

Had wandered to the pathless wild

Where proud Himdlaya's lovely height

Detained him with a strange delight.

Then came the other widowed queen

With lotus eyes and beauteons mien,

Longing a voble son to bear,

And wooed the saint with esrnest prayer.

When thus K4lindi, fairest dame,

With reverent supplication came,

To her the holy sage replied :

‘0O royal lady, from thy side

A, glorious son shall spring ere long,

Righteous and trae aud brave and strong ;

He, scourge of foes and lofty-souled,

His ancient race shall still uphold.’
Then round the sage the lady went,

And bade farewell, most reverent.

Back to her homs she turned onee more,

And there her promised son she hore.

Because her rival mixed the bane

To render her conception vain,

And her unripened fruit deatray,

Sagar she called her rescued boy. *

He, when he paid that aolemn rite,*

Filled living creatures with affright :

Obedient to his high decree

Hie countless sons dug out the sea.

1 From #a with, and gara poison.
1 8e¢e Buok L Carwro XL.
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Prince Asamanj was Sagar’s child :
But him with cruel sin defiled -

And joaded with the peopla’s hate
His father banished from the state.
To Asamanj his consort bare

Bright Anfumén his valisnt heic.
Anfurnén's son, Dilipa famed,

Begot @ son Bhagirath named.

From him renowned Kakutstha came :
Thou bearest still the lineal name.
Kakutstha's son was Raghu: thou
Art styled the son of Raghy now.
From him came Purushidak bold,
Fierco hero of gigantic mould :
Kalméshapida’s name he bore,
Because his feet were spotted o’er.
Sankhan his son, to manhood grown,
Died sadly with his host o’erthrown,
But ere he perished sprang from him
Sudarfan, fair in face and Hmb.

From beautiful SudarSan came

Prince Agnivarga, bright as flame.

His son was Sighraga, for speed
Unmatched ; and Maru was his seed.
Pragnéruka was Maru’s child ;

His son was Ambarisha styled.
Nahush was Ambarisha’s heir

With hand to strike and heart to dave.
His son was good N4bhdg, from youth
Renowned for pisty and truth.

From great Nfbhig sprang children two,
Aja and Suvrat pure and true.

From Aja Dafaratha came,

‘Whose virtuous life was free from blame.
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Hia 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 Ikshviku'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 gpurn to-day.
This realm of peerless wealth accept,
And like thy father sway.’ -



CANTO CXI.

COUNSEL T0 BHARAT.
ety
Thus said Vafishtha, and again
To Réma spake in duteous strain:
* All men the light of life who =ee
With high respect ahould look on three:
High honour ne’er must be denied
To father, mother, holy guide.
Firat to their sires their birth they owae,
Nursed with maternal love they grow:
Their holy guides fair knowledge teach:
8o men should love and honour each.
Thy sire and thou have learned 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 chiefa of every guild
And all thy friends, this place is filled :
Al these, as duty bids, protect;
So still the righteous path respect.
O, for thine aged mother feel,
Nor spurn the virtuous dame’s appeal =
Obey, O Prince, thy mother dear,
And atill to virtue’s path adhereo.
Yield thou to Bharat's fond request,
With earnest supplication pressed,
So wilt thou to thyself be true,
And faith and duty still pursue.’
Thus by his saintly guide addressed
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With pleas in swoetest tones expressed,
The lord of men in turn replied

To wise Vafishtha by his side:

*The fondest son’s ocheervance ne'er
Ropays the sire and mother's care:

The constant love that foed provides, |
And dress, and every need bosides:
Their pleasant words still soft and mild,
Their nurture of the helpless child :
The word which Dagaratha spake,

My king and sire, I ne'er will break.”

Then Bharat, of the ample chest -
The wise Sumantrs thus addreseed :
' Bring sacred grass, O chariotesr,
And strew it on the level here.
For I will sit and watch his face
Until I win my brother’s grace.
Like a robbed Brihman will I lis,!
Nor taata of food nor turn my eye,
In front of RBima’s leafy cot, .
And till he yield will leave him not."

When Bharat saw Sumantra’s eye
Looked up to Réma for reply,
The prince himeelf in eager haste
The sacred grass in order placed,
Him great and mighty Rima, best
Of royal saints, in turn addressed :
*What, Bhaxrat, have I done, that thou

i me,* a suppliant new ?

Thus stretohed, to force redress for wrongs
To men of Bréhman birth belongs,

! A practles which has frequently been described, under the name
of dieraa, by Buropean traveHers fn India.

¥ Compare Milton's ' basasching or berigging.’
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Not those upon whoss kingly head
The consecrating drops arg ahed.
Up, lord of men ! arise, and guiy
Thisa fearful vow for thee unfit,
Qo, brother, seek Ayodhy§'s town,
Fair city of supreme renown.'
But Bharat, ag his ssaé he took,
Cast all around an eager look:
‘O people, join your prayers with mine,
And so his stubborn heart inclins,’
And all the people answered thus;
* Full well is Réma krown to ya.
Right is the word he speaks, and he
Is faithful to bis sire's decree ;
Nor can we rashly venture now
To turn him from his purpesed vow.’
Then Rima spoke: * O Bharst, heaed
Thy virtuous friends, and mark their rede.
Mark well what I and these advise,
And duty view with clearer eyea.
Thy hand on mine, O hero, place,
Touch water, and thy sin efface.
Then Bharat rose: his hand he dipped,
And purifying water sipped :
* Each citizen, he cried, ‘ give ear,
Attend, each counsellor and peer.
My mother planned, by wme untaught,
To win the sway I never sought :
Ne'er Raghu's son could I despise,
In duty's lore supremely wise,
Now if obedience to our sire
This dwelling in the woods require,
1, till the destined years be epent,
Will dwell alone in banishment.’
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The virtuous Réma, wonder-atirred,
The faithful speech of Bharat heard,
And thus the hero’s feelings found
Due utterance, as he gazed around:

*8till to my father’s word I hold,
Whate'er he bought, or pledged, or sold :
N¢'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 KaikeyTs rede,
And just and good my father's deed,
Dear Bharat's patient soul'T know,
How reverence dus 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 bis aid shall nobly reign,

‘With ane go good, of peerless worth,
A glorious lord of happy earth.

Her boon Kaikeyi sought and won:

1, as my father swore, have done:

And O, do theu, my brother dear,

The monarch’s name from falsehood clear.

Book 1.
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CANTO CXIL

————

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 sagee’ 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
Qur ears have heard their conference,
Fheu the great sages, longing all
To see the tem-necked tyrant' fall,
To Blharat, bravest of the brave,
Their salutary counsel gave :
<0 thou of lofty lineage born,
Whom wisdom, conduct, fame adorn,
Thou for thy honoured father's sake
Shouldst R4ma's righteous counsel take.
All debts to Queen Kaikeyi paid,
Thy sire his home in heaven has made,
So virtuous Rima we would see
From filial obligation free,’
Thus gave each royal sage advice,

! Ten-hsaded, ten-necked, ton-daoed, are comumon epithets of Révan
the ghat king of Lenkd.
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High saint, and bard of Paradise ;-
Then quickly vanishing from view
Ench to hia proper home withdrew.,
Then Réma’s face hie rapture showed,
And his full heart with joy o'erflowed,
‘While, as the sages parted thence,

He paid his humble reverence.

Then Bharat shook in every limb
As suppliant thus he spake to him:
*The duty of a king respeet,

Held by our race in high respect :

And O, thy gracious ear incline -
To heed my mother’s prayer and mine,
The mighty realm to rule and guard
For me nlone is task too hard.

No power have I the love to gain

Of poble, citizen, and swain.

All those who know thee, warrior, friend,
On thee their eager glances bend,

As labouring hinds wheo till the plain
Look fondly for the Ford of Rain.

O wisest Prince, thy realm secure,

And make its firm foundations sure.
Kukatstha's son, thy mighty arm

Can keep the nation free from harm.’
He spoke, and fell in sorrow drowned
At RAma's feet upon the ground,

And there the hero sued and sighed,
Aud ‘ Hear me, Raghu’s son,” he eried.

Then RAma raised him up, aud preased

His brother to his loving breast,
And sweetly an a wild swan oried
To Bharat dark and letus-eyed :

*So just and true thy gemerous soul,



Canto OX1I. THE RAMAYAN.

Thy hand may well this earth control ;
But many a sage his aid wili lend,
‘With counsellor, and peer, and friend ;
With these advise: their counsel ask,
And so perform thy arducus task.
‘I'ne moon his beauty may forgo,
The cold forsake the Hille of Snow,
And Ocean o'er his banks may sweep,
But I my father's word will keep.
Now whether love of thee or greed
Thy mother led to plan the deed,
Forth from thy breast the memory throw,
And filial love and reverence show.’
Thus spake Kaufialyi's son : again
Bherat replied in humble strain
To him who matched the sun in might
And lovely as the young moon’s light:
* Put, nobla brother, I entreat,
These sandals on thy blessed feet :
These, lord of men, with gold-bedecked,
The realm and people will protect.’
Then Réma, as his brother prayed,
Beneath his feet the sandals laid,
And these with fond affection gave
To Bharat's hand, the good and brave.
Then Bharat bowed his reverent head
And thus again to Réma said :
‘Through fourteen seasona will I wear
The bermit’s dress and matted hair :
With froit and roots my life sastain,
Ang still beyond the realm rewain,
Longing for thee to come again.
The rule and all affairs 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 burn.’
Then Réma to his bosom drew
Dear Bharat and Satrughna too:
* Be, never wroth,’ he eried, “with her,
Kaijkeyi's guardian minister :
This, glory of Ikshvdku’s line,
Is Sitd's enrnest prayer and mine.
He spoke, and as the big tears fell,
To his dear brother bade farewell.
Round B4éma, Bharat strong aud 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
Thoze sandals duly bound.
Then nobls Rima, born to swell
The glories of his 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 mountaine unremoved,
No queen, for choking soba and sighs,
Could say her last adieu : .
Then Rima bowed, with flooded eyes,
Aud to his cot withdrew.



CANTO CXIII.

BHARAITS 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,
Vas$ishtha, Vdmadeva next,

Javili, pure with prayer and text.
Then from that lovely river they
Turned enstward on their homeward way =
With reverent steps from left to right
They circled Chitrakita’s height,

And viewed his peaks on every side
With stalos 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 hermitage,
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 prinee addressed :.
‘Say, Bharat, is thy duty done ?

Hast thou with Réma met, my 'son 1’

The chief whose soul to virtue élave-
This answer to the hermit gave:
*I prayed him with our holy guide:



450 THE BAMATYAN.

But Raghu’s son our prayer denied,
And long besought by both of us
He anwered Saint Vaishtha thus :
* True to my vow, I still will be
(hbeervant of my sire's decres ;
Till fourteen yoars complste theit doirse
That promise ghall remain i fores,’
The saint in highest wisdom tavght,
These solemn words with wisdom fraught,
To him in lore of language learned
Most sloquent himself returned :
¢ Obay my rede : let Bharat hoid
This pair of sandals decked with gold :
They in Ayodhyd shall ensure
QOur welfare, and our bliss secure,’
When Réma heard the royal priest
He rose, and lookiog to the east
Consigned the sandals to my hand
That they for him might guard the land.
Then from the high-souled chief’s sbode
I turned upon my homeward rond,
Dismissed by him, and now this pair
Of sandals to Ayodhy4d bear’

To him the hermit thus replied,
By Bharat's tidings gratified :
' No marvel thoughts o fust and true,
Thou best of all who right pursue,
Should dwell in thee, O Prince of men,
Ag waters gather in the glen.
He is not dead : we mourn in vain :
Thy blessed father lives agnin,
Whose noble son we thus behold
Like Virtue's gelf in human mould.’

He ceased : before him Bharat fell

Book 11,
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To clasp his foet, and said farewell :
His reverent steps around him Yent,
And onward to Ayodhyd went.

His host of followers atretohing far
With many an elephant and car,
Waggon end steed, & mighty train,
Traversed their homeward way agnin.
Q’er holy Yamuné they sped,

Fair stream, with waves engarlanded,
And then once more the rivers’ queen,
The blessed Gangd 's self wus seen.
Then making o’er that fleed his way,
‘Where crocodiles and monsters lay,
The king to Sringavera drew

His host and royal retinue.

His onward way be thence pursued,
And soon renowned Ayodhyd viewed.
Then burnt by woe and sad of cheer
Bharat addressed the charioteer :

¢ Ah, ses, Ayodhya dark and sad,
Her glory gone, once bright and glad
Of joy and beauty reft, forlorn,

In silent grief she secoms to mourn.’
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CANTO CXIV.

e v
BHARATS DEPARTURE.

et

Deep, pleasant was the chariot's sound
As royal Bharat, far renowned,

‘Whirled by his mettled eoursers fast
Within Ayodbyé's city passed.

There dark and drear was every home
‘Where cats and owls had space to roam.
As when the sbades of midnight fall
With blackest gloom, and cover all :

As Rohini, dear spouse of him

Whom Réhu hates,' grows faint and dim,
‘When, as ehe shines on high alone,

The demon's shade is o'er her thrown :
Asg burnt by summer'’s heat a rill
Scaree trickling from her parent hill,
'With dying fish in poola half dried,
And fainting birds upon her side:

Asg sacrificial flames arise

‘When holy oil their food supplies,

But when no more the fire is fed

Bink lustreless and cold and dead ;
Like some brave host that filled the plain,
‘With harnese rent and captains slain,
‘When warrior, elephant, and steed
Mingled in wild confusion bleed :

Asg when, all spent her storve of worth,

¥ The spouse of Rohip! is the Moon : Rdbu iy the demon who causss
eclipuen.
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Rocks from her base the loosened earth :

Like a ead fallen star no more

Wearing the lovely light it wore:

8o 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 Ayodhyd'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 winae?

‘Where ig the cool refreshing scent

Of sandal dast 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,

Ayodhy#'s youths, eince Réma'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,

8o dark and gloomy is the town.

When will he come to make them gay

Like some auspicious holiday ¢

‘When will my brothez, like & cloud

At summer’s close, make glad the crowd$”
Then through the strects the hero rode,

And passed within his sire’s abode,

Like some deserted lion'’s den,
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. Forsaken by the lord of men.
Then to the inner bowears he came,
Once happy bome of many a dame,
Now gloomy, sad, and drear,
Dark ss of old that sunless day
When wopt the Gods in wild dismay : '
There poured he many a tesr.

I 1 Qunce,” mys the Commentator Tirtha, in the battle between the
Gods snd demons the Geds were vanquished, and the sun was over-
thrown by Ribu. At the request of the Gode Atri underiook the
mapagement of the sun for & week"



CANTO CXV.

NANDIGQRAM.A

————

Then when the pious chief had seen

Lodged in her home each widowed queen,

Stiil with his burning grief oppressed

His holy guides he thus addressed :

‘T go to Nandigrdm : adieu,

Thia day, my lords to all of you:

I go, my load of grief to bear,

Reft of the son of Raghu, there.

The king my sire, alas, iz dend,

And Réima to the forest fled ;

There will I wait till he, restored,

Shall rule the realm, its rightful lord.’
They heard the high-souled prince’s speech,

And thus with ready answer each

Of those great lords their chief addreased,

‘With Saint Va#ishtha and the rest:

‘*Good are the words whieh thou hast said,

By brotherly affection led,

Like thine own self, a faithful friend,

True to thy brother to the end :

A heart like thine must all approve,

‘Which naught from virtue’s path can move.’
Soon as the words he loved to hear

Fell apon Bharat’s joyful ear,

Thus to the charioteer he spoke:

My car with speed. Snmantra, yoke.’

1 Now Nundgsom, in Oudh.
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Then Bharat with delighted mien
Obeigance 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,
And the great pomp the Brihmans led
With Saint VaSdishtha at their head.
Then every face was eastward bent
An on to Nandigrim they went,
Behind the army followed, all
Unsummoned by their leaders’ call,
And steeds and elephants and men
Btreamed forth with every citizen.
Ag Bharat in his chariot rode

His heart with love fraternal glowed,
And with the sandals on his head

To Nandigrim he quickly sped,
Within the town he swiftly pressed,
Alighted, and his guides addressed :
‘To me in trust my brother'’s hand
Consigned the lordship of the land,

‘When he these gold-wrought sandals grave

Ag emblems to protect and eave.
Then Bharat bowed, and from his head
The sacred pledge deposited,

And thus to all the people cried

‘Who ringed bim round on every side:
* Haute, for these sandale quickly bring
The canopy that abades the king,

Pay ye to them all reverence meet

As to my elder brother's feet,

For they will right and law maintaia
Until King Riwma come again.

Book 11
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My brother with a loving mind
These sandals to my charge oonsigned :
I till ba come will guard with care
The sacred trust for Raghu's heir.
My watchful task will soon be doane,
The pledge restored to Raghu's son ;
Then shall T see, his wanderings o'er,
These sandals on his feet once more,
My brother I shall meet at Iast,
The burthen from my shoulders cast,
To Réma's hand the realm restore
And gerve my alder as before.
When Rima takes again this pair
Of sandals kept with pious care,
And here his glorions reign begins,
I sliall be cleansed from all my sins,
'When the glad people’s voices ring
With welcome to the new-made king,
Joy will be mine fourfold ar great
Aaif supreme I ruled the state
Thus humbly spoke in sad lament
The chief in fane pre€minent :
Thus, by his reverent lords obeyed,
At Nondigrim the kingdom swayed.
‘With hermit's dress and matted hair
He dwelt with all bis army there,
The sandals of hiz brother's fest
Installed upon the royal seat,
He, all his powers to them referred,
Affairs of state administered.
In every care, in every task,
‘When golden store was brought,
He first, as thongh thetir rede to ask,
Those royal saudals sought.
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CANTO CXVI.

THE HERMII'S SPEECH.

‘When Bharat took his homeward road

8till Rdmn in the wood ahode:

But soon he marked the fear and care

That darkened all the hermits there.

For all who dwelt before the hill

‘Were sad with dread of coming il :

Each holy brow was lined by thought,

And Rama's side they often songht.

With gathering frowns the prince they eyed,

And then withdrew and talked aside,
Then Raghu’s son with anxious breast

The leader of the saints addressed :

‘ Caun anght that I have done displease,

O reverend Sage, the devotees?

‘Why are their loving looks, O say,

Thus sadly changed or turned away ?

Has Lakshmag through bis want of heed

Offended with unseewmnly deed 1

Or is the gentle Sitd, she

‘Who loved to honour you and me—

Is she the cause of this offenco,

Failing in lowly reverence 1’

One sage, o’er whom, exceeding old,
Had many a year of penance rolled,
Trembling in every aged limb
Thuse for the rest replied to Lim:

‘ How could we, O beloved, blame
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Thy lofty-souled Videban dame,

Who in the good of all delights,

And wore than all of ancharites!

But yet through thee & numbing dread
Of fiends among our band has spread ;
Obstructed by the demons’ art

The trembling hermits talk apart.

For Révan's brother, overbold,

Named Ehara, of gigantic mouid,
Vexea with fury fieroe aud fell

All those in Janasthén® who dwell,
Resistless in his cruel deeds,

On flesh of men the monster feeds :
Sinful and arrogant is he,

And looks with special hate on thee,
Bince thou, beloved son, hast mads
Thy home within this holy shada,

The fiends have vezed with wilder rage
The dwellers of the hermitage.

In many a wild and dreadful form
Around the trembling sainte they awarm,
With hideous shape aud foul disguise
Their terrify our holy eyea,

They make our loathing souls endure
Insult and scorn aud sights impure,
And fiocking round the altars stay
The holy rites we love to pay.

In every spot throughout the grove
With evil thoughts the monsters rove,
Assailing with their secret might

Each unsuspecting anchorita,

Ladle end dish away they fling,

Our firea with floods extinguishing,

1 A part of the groat Dapdak foress.
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And when the sacred flame should burn
They trample on each water-urn,
Now when they see their sacred wood
Plagued by this impious brotherhood,
The troubled saints away would roam
And seck in other shades a home :
Hence will we fly, O Rims, 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 hermita there:
Be wise, and with us thither flee
Before this Kbara injure thee,
Mighty art thou, O Ramn, yet
Each day with peril is beset,
If with thy consort by thy side
Thou in this wooed wilt still abide.
He ceased : the words the hero spake
The hermit’s purpose failed to break :
To Raghu’s son farewell he zaid,
And blessed the chief and comforted ;
Then with the rest the holy sage
Departed from the hermitage,
S0 from the wood the ssints withdrew,
And Réma bidding all adien
In lowly reverence bent :
Instrueted 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 fled,
And many a hermit thither came
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Attracted by his saintly fame
And the pure life he led.



CANTO CXVII.

ANASUFA.

But dwelling in that lonely spot

Left by the hermits pleased him not.

¢ X met the faithful Bharat here,

The townsmen, and my mother dear:
The painful memory lingers yet,

And stings me with a vain regret.
And here the host of Bharat camped,
And many & courser here has stamped,
And elephants with ponderous feet
Have trampled through the ealm retreat.’
S0 forth to seek a home he hied,

His spouse and Lakshmag by his side.
He came to Atri’s pure retreat,

Paid reverence to his boly feet,

And from the saint such welcome won,
As a fond father gives his son.

The noble prince with joy unfeigned
Ag a dear guest he entertained,

And cheered the glorious Lakshman too
Axnd Sité with observance due.

Then Anasiys at the call .

Of him who sought the good of alt,
His blameless venerable apouse,
Delighting in her holy vows, ]
Came from her chamber to his side :
To her the virtuous hermit cried :
*Receive, 1 pray, with friendly grace
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This dame of Maithil monarehs’ raos :
To Réma next made known hia wife,
The devotee of saintliest life :
‘ Ten thousand yeara tiris vobarees bent
On sternest rites of perianoe apent;
Bhe when the clouds withheld their rain;, .
And drought ten years consumed the plain,
Caused grateful roots and fruit to grow
Axnd ordered Gangs here to fiow :
80 from their cares the saints ehe freed,
Not let these choele their rites impede.
She wrought in Heaven's belalf; and made
Ten nights of one, the Gods to aid :*
Let holy Anasiyé be
An honoured mother, Prines; t6 thee,
Lot thy Videhan spouse draw near .
To her whom all that live revers; ' .
Stricken in years, whose loving mind
Ia slow to wrath and ever kind.
He ceased : and Réma gave assetrd,
And said, with eyes on 8ité bent:
*O Princess, thou hast héard with me-
This counsel of the devotee :
Now that her fouch thy soul may bloss,
Approach the saintly votarees :
Come to the venerable dame,
Far known by Anasiyd’s namé:
The mighty things that she has done
High glory in the world bave won.’
Thus spoke the son of Raghu : ahe
Approached the saintly devotee,
‘Who with her white locka old and frail,

! When the saint Maydavys had doomad some saint's wl’h,‘!ﬂm wad
Ananiyd's friand, to baciis & WhSo oif tw tdrrow.
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Bhook like a plantain in the gale.
To that true spouss 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 SBit4 true to duty’s law,
Addressed her thua: ‘High fate is thine
‘Whose thoughts to virtue still in¢line,
Thon, lady of the noble mind,
Hast kin and state and wealth resigned
To follow Rima forced to tread
‘Where solitary woods are spread.
Those women gain high spheres above
Who still unchanged their huabanda love,
Whether they dwell in town or wood,
Whether their hearis be ill or good,
Though wicked, poor, or led away
In Jove's forbidden paths to atray,
The noble matron still will deem
Her lord a deity supreme. )
Regarding kin and friendship, I
Can see no better, holier tie,
And every penance-rite is dim
Beside the joy of serving him,
But dark is thie 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 tread,
But they who good and true like thee

.Book I1,
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CANTO CXVIII.

ANASUOYAS GIFTS.

Thus by the holy dame addressed
‘Who banished envy from her breast,
Her lowly reverence Sit4 paid,
And softly thus her anrwer made :
* No marvel, best of dames, thy speech
The duties of a wife shonld 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 graoe,
My husband atill I ne’er would Jeave,
But firm through all to him would cleave:
8till rather to a lord like mine
‘Whose virtues high-exalted shine,
Compaassionate, of lofty soul,
With every sense in due control,
True in his love, of righteous mind,
Like a dear sire and mother kind.
E’'en as he ever loves to treat
Kaudalyf with observance meet,
Haa his behaviour ever beon
‘To every other honoured gueen.

Nay, more, a sonlike reverence shows
The noble Rédma e’en to those '

* On whom the king his father. set

. His eyes one moment, to forget.
~l'Jeep in my heart, the words are stored,
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Said by the mother of my lord,

When from my home I turned away

In the lone fearful woods to stray.

The eounsel of my mother desp

Impreesed 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 offering pays

Whenr she her husband's will obeys,

Good Sivitrf ber lord obeyed,

And a high saint in heaven was made,

And for the gelf-same virtue thou

Hast heaven in thy possession now, .

And she with whom ro damse could vie,

Now a bright Goddess in the sky,

Sweet Rohipi the Moon’s dear Queen,

Without her lord i8 never seen : i

And many s faithful wife beside

For her pure love is glorified.’ i
Thus SBit4 spake : soft rapture stole

Through Anasdys’s saintly aoui :

Kisses on Sitd's head she pressed,

And thus the Maithil dame eddressed : '

1 by long rites and toils enduved i

Rich stors of merit have sseured :

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 bave heard,

1 love thee: be my pleasing task

To grant the boon that thou shalt ask.’
Then Bit4 marvelled much, and while

v

}
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Played o’er her lips a gentle amile,
¢ All has been done, O Baint,’ she cried,
And naught remains to wish beside.

She spake; the lady’s meek reply

Swelled Anasiyd’s rapture high :
¢ Bitd,” 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 -
Bhall make thy limbs with beauty shine,
Ang 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 Vishou's own celestial face.

Then Sité 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 reversnce mest, .
At saintly Anasiyd’s feet,

The matron rich in rites and vows
Turned her to Réma’s Maithil spouse,
And guestioned thus in turn to hear

A pleasant tale to charm her ear:

¢ Bits, tis said that Raghu's son

Thy hand, mid gathered suitors, won.
I fain would hear thee, lady, tell

The story as it all befell :

Do thou repeat each thing that passed,
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Reviewing all from first to last.’
Thus spake the dame to Sit&: she

Replying to the devotes,

*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 nie all with dust besmeared,
And on the new-found babe, amazed

The ruler of Vidoha gazed.

In childless love the monarch pressed
The welcome infant to bis breast:

‘My daughter,’ thus he cried, ‘ig she ’
And as hia child he cared for me.

Forth from the sky was heard o’erhead
Ag "twere a human voice that said :

‘Yea, even so: great King, this child
Henceforth thine own be juatly styled.
Videha's monarch, virtuous-souled,
Rejoiced o'er me with joy unteld,
Delighting in his new-won prize,

The darling of his heart and eyea.
"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 seasons fly,
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And knew my marrisge-time was nigh,
My sire was vexnd with ocate, 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 pear he saw, and atill more near,
The soorn. that filled hia soul with fear,
On trouble’s billowy ooasn tossed,

Like one whose shattered bark is lost.
My father knowing how I cams, .
No daughter of a mortal danre,

In all the regions failed to see

A bridegroom meet to match with xoe.
Each way with anxious thought he seanned,
And thus at length the monarch planned :
* The Bride’s Election will I hold,

With every rite preseribed of old.’

It plessed King Varug 4o bestow

Quiver and shafts and heavenly bow
Upon my father's sire'who reigned,
‘When Dakeha his grest rite ordaimed.
Where was the man might bend ér lift
With utmost toil that wondrons gift ?
Not e'en in dreams cotzkd morial king
Strain the great bow or draw the atring.
Of this tremendous bow possessed,

My truthful father thus addressed

The lords of many a ragion, all
Assembled at the monarch’s call :

* Whoe'er this bow can manage, ke

The husband of wy child shall be.

The suitors viewed with hopeless eyos
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-That wondrous bow ef mountain sjse,
Then to my sire they bade adieu,

And all with humbled hearta withdraw.
At length with VifvAmitra oame

This son of Raghu, dear to famse ;

The royal sacrifice to view

Near to my father's home he drew,

Hie brother Lakshman by his side,
Réma, in deeds heroie tried.

My #ire with honour entertained

The saint in lore of duty trained,

Who thus in turn addressed the king:
* Bdma and Lakshman here who spriag
From reyal Dafaraths, long

To see thy bow so passing strong.’

Before the prince's eyes was laid

That marvel, as the Brdhman 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 ¢leave the.cloud,

The bow beneath the matchless strain
Of arms heroic snapped in twain.
Thus, giving purest water, he,

My gire, to Réma offered me, :
The prince the offered gift declined
Till he should learn his father’s mied ;
Bo horsemen swift Ayodhy4 sought
And back her aged monarch brought,
Mo then my aire {o Rima gave,
Slelf-ruled, the bravest of the brave.
And Urmil§, the next to me,

@7
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Graced with all gifts, most fair to see,
My sire with Raghu’s house allied,
And gave her to be Lakehman's bride,
Thus from the princes of the land
Lord Réma won my maiden hand,
And him exaited high above

Heroic chiefs I truly love.
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CANTO CXIX.

THE FOREST.

‘When Anasiys, 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 pleasant 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,
And 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 sright.

F'he beasts that prowl in darkness rove
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On every side about the grove,

And the tame deer, at esse reclined
Their shelter near the altara find.
'The night o'er all the gky ir spread,
With lunar stars engarlanded,

And risen mhnrobelofllght.

The moon is beautifully bright,

Now to thy lord I hid thee go:

Thy pleasant tale haas chermed me so ;
One thing aloue I needs must pray,
Before me first thyself array :

Here in thy heavenly raiment shine,

And glad, dear love, thess oyes of mine,

Thean like a heavenly (Goddess shone
Fair Bitd with that raiment on,
She bowed her to the matron’s feet,
Then turned away her lord to meet.
The hero prince with joy aurveyed
His 8itf in her yobes arrayed,
As glorions to his arms she came
With love-gifts of the saintly dame,
She told him how the saint to show
Her fond affection would bestow
That garland of celestial twine,
These ornamenta and robes divine.

Then Réma’s heart, nor Lakshmay’a.less,

Was filled with pride and happiness,
For honours high had Sit§ gained,

‘Which mortal dames have scarce obtamed.

There honoured by each pious sage
‘Who dwelt within the hermitage,
Beside his darling well content
That sacred night the hero spent.

The princes, when the night had fled,

Book Il
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Farawell to all the hermits said,

‘Who gazed upon the distant shade,

Their lustral rites and offerings paid.

The saints who made their dwelling there

In words like thess addresaed the pair:

*O Princos, monsters fierce and fell

Around that distant forest dwell :

On blood from human veins they feed, -

And various forms assume at need,

‘With savage bensts of fearful power

That human flesh and blood devour,

Our holy saints they rend and tear

When met alone or unaware,

And eat them in their cruel joy :

These chass, O Réma, or destroy.

By this one path our hermits go

To fetch the fruits that yonder grow:

By this, O Prince, thy feet should stray

Through pathless forests far away.
Thus by the reverent saiuts addressed,

And by their pruyers auspicious blessed,
He left the holy crowd :

His wife and brother by his side,

Within the mighty wood be hied.

8o ginks the Day-God in his pride
Beneath a bank of clond.
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—tn
PAGE 4.
Baivya, a king whom earth obeyed,
Onroe to o hawk & promisec made.
The following is a free version of this very ancient
story which occars more than once in the Mahdbhdrat :

Tae SUpPPLIANT Dove

Chased by a hawk there came a dove
With worn and weary wing,

And took bher stand upen the hand
Of K&$i's mighty king.

The monarch smoothed her rufled plumes
And laid her on hia breast,

And cried, ‘ No fear shall vex thee hers,
Rest, pretty egg-born, rest |

Fair K&§i's realm ia 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 ¢ried, * my destined prizs,
'Tis not for thee to shield :

'Tis mine by right and toilsome flight
Q'er hill and dale end field.

Hunger and thirst oppress me aore,
And I am fuint with toil :
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Thou shouldst nat stay a bird of prey
Who claims his rightful apoil,
They say thou art a glorioua 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 fortids me to betray
My little twice-born guest :
See how she clings with trembling wm.gs
To her protector’s breast.’
¢ No flesh of lambs, the hawk replied,
¢ No blood of deer for me ;
The falcon lovee 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
Heo hacked the fleeh from side and arm,
From chest and back and thigh,
Bat still above the little dove
The monaroh’s scale stood high,
He heaped the scale with piles of fesh,
With sinews, blood, and skin,
And when alone was left him bone
He threw himeself therein.
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Then thundered voices through the air;
‘The sky grew black ae night ;
And fever took the earth that shook
" To see that wondrons sight,
The blessed Gods, from every sphere,
By Indra led, came nigh;
While drum and flute and shell and lute
Made music in the sky,
They rained immortal chaplets down,
‘Which hands celestial twine,
And softly shed npoo his head
Pure Amrit, drink divine
Then Glod and Seraph, Bard and Nymph
Their heavenly voices raised,
Angd a glad throng with dance and song
Fhe glorious monarch praised,
They set him on a golden ear
That blazed with many a gem ;
Then swiftly through the air they flaw,
And bore him howe with them.
Thus Kidi's lord, by noble deed,
Won heaven and deathless fame-;
And when the weak protection seek
From thee, do thou the same.

Scenst from m-w, ey

PAGE 12.

The trwlce-born chigle, with vealous Reed, -

Made ready wkat the vide would resd.
PAGE 7.

487

"The ceremonies that attended the consecration of a king
{ Abhikshepa, lit, Sprinkling over) are fully described
in Goldatticker's Dictionary, from which the following:
extract is made: ‘“The type of the inauguration ceremp-
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ny aa practised at the Epic period may probably be
recognized in the history of the inanguration of Réma,
aa told in the Rdmdyona, and in that of the inauguration
of Yudhishthira, as told in the Mahdbhdrata. Neither
ceremony is described in theee posms with the full detail
which is given of the vaidik rite in the Ailareya-Brdh-
manam ; but the allusion that Réms was inaugurated by
Vaéishtha and the other Brihmanas in the same manner
a8 Indra by the Vaaus ......and the observation which
is made in some passages that s certain rite of the inan-
guration was performed ‘according to the sacred
rule’.........admit of the conclusion that the ceremony
was supposed to have taken place in comformity with
the vaidik injunction ...... Ag the inauguration of Réma
was intended and the neceesary preparations for it were
made when his father DaSaratha was still alive, but as
the ceremony itself, through the intrigues of his step-mo-
ther Kaikeyt, did not take place then, but fourteen years
later, after the death of Dadaratha, an account of the
proparatory ceremonies is given in the Ayodhydhdnde
(Book IL) as well as in the Yuddhe-Kdnda (Book VL)
of the Ramfyans, but an account of the complete cere-
mony in the latter book alone According to the
Ayodhydkdngs, on the day preceding the iuntended
inauguration Réma and his wife Sitd held a fast, and in
the night they performed this preliminary rite: Rdéma
having made his ablutions, approached the idol of
Ndrdyana, took a oup of clarified 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 hie mind
fixed on the divinity, be lay, silent and composed,
together with Sf4, on a bed of Kufa-grass, which
wae mpread before the altar of Vishgy, until ihe last
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watch of the night, when he awoke and ordered the
palace to be prepared for the solemnity. At day-break
reminded of the time by the voices of the bards, he
performed the usaal morning devotion and praised the
divinity. In the meantime the town Ayodhyi had
assumed & festive appearance and the inauguration
implements had been arranged ........ orer golden water-
jars, an ornamented throne-seat, a cheriot covered
with & eplendid tiger-skin, water taken from the con-
fluence of the Gauges and Jumna, as well as from
other sacred rivers, tanks, wells, lakes, and from all
oceans, honey, curd, olarified butter, fried grain,
Kufa-grass, flowers, milk ; besides, eight beautiful
damsels, and a splendid furious elephant; golden and
gilver jars, filled with water, covered with Udumbarae
branches and wvarious lotus flowers, besides a white
Jjewelled chourie, a white splendid parasol, a white hull,
a white borse, all manuer of musical ingtruments and
bards...... In the preceding chapter. ... there are
mentioned fwo white chouries instead of one, and all
kinds of seeds, perfumes and jewels, a scimitar, a bow,
a litter,.a golden vase, and a blazing fire, and
amongst the living implements of the pageant, instead
of the bards, ganudy courtesans, and besides the eight
damsels, professors of divinity, Brdhmagas, cowe and
pure kinds of wild beasts and birds, the chiefa of
town and country-people and the citizens with their
train.’

Pace 12.
Then with the royol chaplaina they
Took each Rix place in long array.
.. *Now about the office of a Purchita (house-priest).
The gods do not eat the food offared by a king, who has
no house-prieat (Purohits). Thence the king evea when
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(not) intending to bring a sacrifice, should appoint &
Bréhman to the office of house-priest.” Hava's Ad-
tareya Bréhmanam. Vol. 11. p. 528

Page 15.
Theve By the gute the Siras sereamad.

The Séras or Indian Crane is a magnificent bird, easi-
ly domeaticated and epeedily coustituting himself the
watchman of his master's house and garden, Unfortu-
nately he soon becomes a troublesome and even danger-~
ous dependent, attacking strangers with his long bilt
and powerful wings, and warring especially upon ‘small
infantry’ with unrelenting ferocity. )

Pace 53,
Ay mothers or my sire the Ling,
All the wives of the king his father are regarded and
spoken of by Réma as his mothers.

Pace 70.
. 8uch blestings oz the Gods o'erjoyed
Poured forth when Vritra wor destvoped.

. ¢*Mythology regards Vritra as a demon or Asur, the
implacable enemy of Indra, but this iz not the primi-
tive idea contained in the name of Vritra, 1n the
hymns of the Veda Vritra appears to be the thick dark
cloud which Indra the God of the firmament attacks
and disperses with his thunderbolt.’ GoRresio.

"In that claga of Rig-veda hymne which thers is rea-
son to look upon aa the oldest portion of Vedic poetry,
the character of Indra is that of a mighty ruler of the
firmament, and his principal feat ia that of conquering
the demon Friirg, a symbolical personification of the
cloud which obstructs the clearness of the sky, and with-
holds the fructifying rain from the earth. In hishattles
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with Vritra he is therefors described as ¢ opening the re-
coptacles of the waters’ ea “cleaving the cloud " with
his “far-whirling thunderbolt,” as *casting the waters
down to earth,’ and ‘restoring the sun to the sky.” Ha
i in consequence ©the upholder of heaven, earth, and
firmament,” and the god *‘who has engendered the sun
and the dawn.'
‘CEAMBERS'S CYCLOPEDIA, Indra,

*Throughout these hymns two images stand out be.
fore us with overpowering distinctness. On one side is
the bright god of the heaven, as beneficent as he is
irresistible ; on the other the demon of night and of
darkness, as false and treacherous as he is malignant..,
The latter {as his name Vritra, from var, to veil, indi-
cates) in pre-eminently the thief who hides away the
tain-clouds.........But the myth is yet in too early a
state to allow of the definite designatione which are
brought before us in the conflicts of Zens with Typhdn
and his monstrous progeny, of Apolldn with the Pythén,
of Bellerophdn with Chimairs, of Oidipous with the
Sphinx, of Heroules with Cacus, of Sigurd with the
dragon Fafnir ; and thus not only is Vritra known by
many names, but he is opposed sometimes by Indra,
gomeotimes by Agni the fire-god, sometimes by Trite,
Bribaspati, or other deities; or rather these are all
names of one and the same god :

#0MAGY dvoudrwv popds pla.

GOxs Mythology of the Aryan Nations, Vol. II. p.
828.

PiGE T1.
And that prised herd whous soverelgn power
Preserves from dark wmigfortunds Aour,
* And yet more med'cinal is it than that Moly,
That Hermes once to wise Ulysses gavs ;
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. He called it Hemony, sud guvs it ma,
And bads me keap it as of sovereign cse
* Guinut all epchantment, mildew, blast, or damp,
Or ghastly furies” spparition.” Comur.
The Moly of Homer, which Dierbach considers to
have been the Mandrake, is probably a corruption of
the Sanskrit Mdila a root.

Pacr 118.
True ix the ancient saw : the Neem
Can ne'er dintil & honeyed dveam,

The Neem tree, especially in the Rains, emits a
strong unpleasant smell like that of onions, Iis leaves
however make an excellent cooling poultice, and the
Extract of Neem iz an admirable remedy for cutaneous
disorders,

Pigr 178,
Who of Nishdda linenge came.

The following account of the origin of the Nishédas
is taken from Wilsou's Vishnu Purdnae, Book 1, Chap.
15. ¢ Afterwards the Muria beheld a great dust arise,
and they said to the people who were migh: “ What
ig this ?” And the people answered and said: “ Now
that the kingdom is without a king, the dishonest
men have bagun to seize the property of their neigh-
bours, The grent dust that you behold, excellent
Munis, i8 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 (Vena), who had left no offspring, to produce a
son, From the thigh, thus ralbed, came forth a being
of the complexion of a charred stake, with flattened
features (like & negro). sud of dwarfish stature.
“ What am { to do”, cried he eagerly to the Munis.
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“ Bit down {(nishida),” said they. And thence his name
was Nishfida, His descendants, the inhabitants of the,
Vindhy4 mountain, great Muni, are still called Nishg-
das, and are charscterized by the exterior tokens
of depravity.’ Professor Wilson adds, in his note on the
passage : ‘The Mataya says that there were born out-
cast or barbarons races, Mlechchhas, as black agcollyrium,
The Bhégavata 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
mountaineers and foresters, The Padma (Bhimi
Khanda) has a similar desoription ; adding to the dwarf-
igh stature and black complexion, a wide mouth, Iarge
ears, and a protuberant belly. It also particularizes
his posterity es Nishddns, Kirfitas, Bhillas, and other
barbarians and Mlechchhbas, living in woods and on
mountaina These passages intend, and do not much
exaggerate, the uncouth appesrance of the Gonds,
Koles, Bhils, and other uneivilized 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 eultivated
portions of the country. They are always very black,
ill-shapen, and dwarfich, and have countenancea of a
very African character.’

Manu gives a different origin of the Nishddas as the
offspring of & Brihman father and a Sédra mother.
See Muir's Sanskrit Texts, Vol. 1. P. 481.

Page 195,
Bemeath o fig-tree's mighiy shade,
With countless pandent shoots disployed.
80 oounselled he, aud both together want
Into the thickest wood ; there soon they chose
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The Sg-tes : not that kind for frult renowned, T
But such as at this day, to Indians known,

In Mglabar or Dacoats spreads ber arms

BEranching so broad and long, that in the ground

The hended twigs take root, and danghters grow

About the mother tree, a pillared shads

High overarched, aud echaing walks between.'
Paredise Zost, Book IX.

Pace 213.
Now, Lakshmon, s our cot is made,
Muat saorifioa be duly paid.
The rites performed in India on {he completion of &
house are represented in modern Europe by the familiar
* houge-warming.’

Pagr 248,
I longed with all my lawlos will
Some elephant by night fo kill.
One of the regal or military caste was forbidden to
kill an elephant except in battle,

PAGE 246.
Thy hond Aar woade no Brdkman bleed.

‘The punishment which the Code of Manu awards to
the slayer of & Brahman waa to be branded in the fore-
head with the roark of a headless corpse, and entirely
‘banished from society ; this being apparently commut-
able for a fine, The poem is therefore in accordance
with the Code regarding the peculiar guilt of killing
Brabmsane ; but in allowing & 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 accumulate merit by his
own as well ns his father's pious acts; whereas the ex-
clusive Code reserves all such privileges to Dwijas, in-
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vested with the sacred cord’ Mra. SpErr's Life in An~
vient India, p. 10T.

PAGE 264
THE PRAISE OF KINGS.
* Compare this maguoificent eulogiom of kiogs and
kingly government with what Samuel says of the king

and his authority: And Samuel told all the words of
the LORD nnto 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 bis chariots.

And he will appoint him captaine over thousands, and
captaing over fifties, and will get them to ear his
ground, and o 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 o his servants.

And ‘he will take the tenth of your seed, and of
your vineyards, and give to his officers, and to bim
servants. .

And he will take your menservants, and your maid-
servanty, and your goodliest young men, and your
aases, and put them to his work,

He will take the tenth of your aheap and ye shall
be his servants,

And ye shall ory. out in that day because of your
king whicli ye shall bave chosen you,

I Saomuel. VIII,
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In India kingly government wea ancient and conse-
crated by tradition ; whenee to change it seemed disor-
derly and revolutionary:; in Judma theocracy was
ancient and ocousecrated by tradition, and therefore
the innovation which would substitute a king was re-
prekented s fall of dangers.’

Gogreato,

rage 271,
SALMALT. .

According to the Bengal receusion Silmalf appesrs
t6 have beer amother umame of the Vipééh Salmali
may be an spithet signifying rich in Bombax heptaphyl-
lon, The commentator makes another river out of the
word,

PAGr 280,
BHARAT'S RETURN.

*Two routes from Ayodhys to Bijagriha or Girivraje
are described. That taken by the envoys appears to
have been the shorter one, and we are not told why
Bharat returned by a different road. The capital of
the Kekayas lay to the west of the Viph§s. Between
it and the Satadrd stretched the country of the Béhikaa,
Upon the remaining portion of the read the two
rocensions differ. Acconding to that of Bengal there
follow towards the east the river Indaniati, then the
town Ajukdla belonging to the Bodhi, then Bhdlings,
then the river Saradapdf. Acoording te the other
instead of the firet river comes the Ikshumaii......
inetead of the firat town Abhikila, ipstesnd of the
second Kulingd, then the second river. According to
the direction of the Toute both the above-mentioned
rivers vaust be tributaries of the Satadri ...... The road
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then orossed the Yamunéd (Fumna), led beyond that
river through the country of the Panchélas, and reached
the Ganges at Hdstinapura, where the ferry was.
Thence it led over the Rdmagangi and its eastern
tributaries, then over the Gomati, and then ina
southern direction along the Malini, beyond which
it reached Ayodhyd.  In Bharats jourpey the
following rivers are passed from west to east: Kufi-
koskifikd, Uitdnikd, Kutikd, Kupivat!, Gomatf accor-
ding to Schlegel, and Hiranyavati, Uitdrikd, Kujild,
Rapivati, Gomati according to Gorresio. As these ri-
vers are to be looked for on the east of the Ganges, the
firat must be the modern Kok, a small affluent of the
Ramagangh, over which the highway cannot have gone
a8 it bends too far to the north. The Utténiké or
Uttérikd must be the Rémagangi, the Kutikd or Ku-
tild ite eastern tributary Kofila, the Kapivati the next
tributary which on tbe maps has difforent names, Gurra
or above Kailas, lower down Bhaigu. The Gomati
{Goomtee) retains ite old name. The M4liof, mentioned
only in the envoys' journey, must have been the weatern
tributary of the Barayd now called Chukd’ Lassex's
Indische Alerthumskunde, Vol. I1. p. 524,

Pace 206.
What worlds awoll thee, Quoeen, for this f
‘Indian belief dividaed the universe into several worlds
{lokdk ) The three principal worlde were heaven, earth,
and hell. But according to another division there were
seven : Bhirloka or the earth, Bhuvarloka or the space
between the earth and the sun, the seat of the Munis,
Siddhas &c., Svarloka or the heaven of Indra between
-the sun and the polar star, and the seventh Brahmaloka
or the world of Brahma. BSpirita which reached the
Iast were exemnpt from being born again’ GoORRESIO,
Fr
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Pacr 878,
When from a million herds o blawe
Of their own Juminoun glory plays..

This mention of lambent flames emitted by herba at
night may be compared with Lucan’s description of
a eimilar phenownenon in the Druidical forest near
Marseilles, (Pharsalin, III, 420).

Non ardentis fulgere incendia silvae,

Seneca, speaking of Argolie, (Thyestes, Act IV),

BRYS :—

Tota solet
Micare flamma silva, et excelsae trabes
Ardent sine igni.
Thue 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.

8es Journul of B. Ae. 8. Bengal. Vol. II. p. 339,

PAGE $40.
We rank the Buddhist with the thisf.

Schlegel says in his Preface: ¢ Lubrico vestigio insistit
V. CL Heerenius, prof. Goltingensis, in libro suo de
commerciis veteyumn populorum (Opp. Vol. Bisr. XIT
pag. 129,) dum putat, ex mentione sectatorum Buddhae
secundo libro Rameidos iniecta de tempore, quo totum
carmen &it conditum, quicquam legitime eoncludi posse
enecss oo Sunt versus spurii, reiecti s Bengalis in sola
commentatoram recensione leguntur, Buddhas quidem
mille fere anvis ante Christum natun vixit: sed post
multa demum secula, odio internecivo inter Brachmanaset.
Buddhag sectatores orto, his denique ex India pulsia, fingi
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potuit iniquissima criminatio, eos animiimmortalitatem
poenasque et praemia in vita faturs negare. Practerca
metrum, quo concinnati sunt hi versus, de quo metro
mox disgeram, recentiorem aetatem arguit.....coivveanienie
«rerse Poenitet me nune mei cousilii, quod non statim
ab initio,......eiecorim cuncta disticha diversis a sloco
vulgari metris composites. Metra sunt duo: pariter
arabo constant quatuor hemistichiis inter ae asqualibus,
alterum undenaram syllabaram, alterumm duodenarum,
bune in modam :

S e | e e = ) e =z

T T

Cuius generis versus in primo et secundo Rameidos
libro nusquam nisi ad finem capitum apposite inveni-
untur, et buic loco unice asunt accommodats, quasi
peroratio, lyricis numeris assurgens, quo magis canorae
cadant clansulae: sicut musiel in concentibus extre-
mis omnium vocum instramentorumqnue ictu fortiore
aures percellere amant. Igitur disticha illa non anté
divisionem per capita illatam addi potuerunt: hane
autem grammaticis deberi argumento est ipse recensio-
nutn dissensas, manifesto inde ortns, quod singuli edi-
tores in ea constituenda suo quisque iudicio usi sunt;
practerquam quod non credibile est, poetam artis suae
peritum narrationemn continuam in membra tam minuta
dissecuisss. Porro discolor est dictio: magniloquentia
affectatur, sed nimis turgida illa atque effusa, nec sen~
tentiarum pondere satis suffultn. Denique nihil fere
novi affertur : amplificontur prius dicta, rariua aliquid
ox capite sequente anticipatur. i quis appendices
hosce legendo transiliat, sentiet slocnm ultimom cum
primo capitis proximi apte coagmentatum, nee sine vl
quadam inde avulsum,. Eiuswodi versus exhibet utraque
recensio, sed mode haee modo illa pluves paucioreive
numero, et lectio interdum magnopere variat’,
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