


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitized by eGangotri



41
SORROW

Clouds filled the sky

And the god of love,
Piercing her heart, withdrew.
Leaning on the ground

She lifts her frail form. . . .

O Krishna,

Cast aside your moods . . .

Like the dimmed moon

In a dark fortnight

Radha fades.

Is she an evening star?

Is she the pale crescent moon

Of the wet monsoon sky?

Krishna, you have turned your face away
Inflicting pain unbearable,

]
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ECSTASY

Her hair, dishevelled,

Veils the beauty of her face

As evil shadows eat the glowing moon.
Strings of blossom in her hair
Wantonly play

As flooded rivers

Twine about their twins.

Exquisite today,

This sport of love,

As Radha rides on Krishna.
Beads of sweat glisten on her face
Like pearls on the moon,

A present to her

From the god of love.

With all her force

She kisses her lover’s lips,

Like the moon swooping

To drink a lotus bloom.

Her necklace dangles

Below her hanging breasts,

Like streams of milk

Trickling from golden jars.

The jingling bells around her waist
Sang glory to the god of love. -

‘As flooded rivers
Twine about their twins.’

Rivers that normally run parallel to each other get merged together

at times of flood.

‘Radha rides on Krishna' is a reference to Radha’s active role
at the climax of their love-making.

F Vidydpali
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MOONS AND MOONS

There is the one and only moon,

And then the moon

That haloes the crown of Siva.

There are people with the name ‘Moon’.

I saw one moon in the sky

But there were three with you.
That exquisite sight of the night
Confused my heart.

Who could believe
That there are moons and moons,
Held in a single place?

Which is the moon of the stars
And which the moon among girls,
And which moon shines

On the feathers of the night birds?

One moon plays with Madhava
And another in the sky.

‘But there were three with you.’

course, her face and breasts,
‘Night birds’ are chakoras (

supposed to dote on the moon,

Radha's three moons are, of
Alectoris Graeca), a kind of partridge,
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ANGUISH

When the moon-face, brooding,
Gleams in her hands,

New leaves caress

The lotus bud.

What can that lotus-face say?
It is not she

Who is to blame

When Krishna harshly turned aside.
Streams of tears

Glitter in her eyes

Like a dark bird

That vomits pearls.

The ache of parting
Has thinned her body.
The flower has withered
But the fragrance stays.
Anguish eats her life
Yet still

The arrows of love
Strike hard.

‘New leaves caress
The lotus bud.’
Ridha hides her face between her fingers.
‘Like a dark bird
That vomits pearls’, or more literally, like the khanjaria, a kind of
black wagtail (Montacilla Alba) which having swallowed "some
pearls vornits them.
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HILLS OF GOLD

Your eyes are tired and red

Like birds drugged with moonshine
And your eye-brows,

Tense and still,

Are like the bows

Of the god of love

Left after battle.

Do not pretend, O darling Radha.
Words hide, acts speak.

Your lovely breasts
Seem like hills of gold,
Scarred with blossom.
Your curls are gone,
Your tresses tangled
And the god of love
Smiles at your disarray.

‘Birds drugged with moonshine’, chakoras
‘Your eye-brows tense and still.”
When in use, a bow-string quivers and is constantly moving. When
no longer required (i.e. when the battle is over), ‘it remains stiff

and rigid. Similarly, after loving a whole night, Radhi is so exhausted
that she cannot even move her eye-brows.

(Poem 43).

‘Your lovely breasts
Seem like hills of gold,
Scarred with blossom’,
scarred because of the scratches given by Krishna’s nails, Stratch
marks on the breasts are compared to blossom on hills,
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THE RAGE OF LOVE

The more that gold

Is purified by fire,

The richer it becomes.

The more a lover

Is moved to anger,

The better is he

For the role of love.

O darling love,

Let violent moods not sway your heart.
Roused by love,

If your lover utters words,

It is not his fault.

Often has he promised .'
And often failed. '
He is not made
Without flesh and blood
Nor is he a snake

That lives on air.

To a lover a constant anxiety is lest he should fail to reach an
expected ideal. If he ‘disappoints’, he easily becomes annoyed, has
‘moods’ or gets tense and irritable. The woman, the poet argues,
should realize that this is the price she must pay for her lover’s
ardour.
33
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APPROACH OF SPRING

Let us watch

The spring appear

When the white kundas bloom
In majestic smiles,

The brilliant moon

Floats as a lover bee,

Bright is the night

And darkness shrouds the day.
Enchanted girls

Spurn love in pride

And the god of love

Leers like an enemy.

Spring is the time for love. Ni
should not be distinguished.

The purpose of the god of love is to see that
to their lovers, Any reluctance on
is (1us an affront—to be
He will then ‘leer like an
has Leen destroyed.

ght and day, therefore, cannot and

women yield themselves
their part (whether real or feigned)
treated by him as a declaration of war.
enemy’ and desist only when their pride
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THE FOREST OF LOVE

Stalwart as a tree,

His deep embrace
Squeezes the vine

With branch-like arms.
When I want to sleep,
Krishna makes love

The whole night through,
Like a bee that lingers
On the fragrant malati.
He sucks my lips.

The forest has burst open
With white kunda blooms,
But the bee is enraptured
By malati and her honey.

Of the two jasmines, malati and kunda, malati (Ridha) is the more
fragrant and hence is preferred by the bee (Krishna).
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SAD LOVE

The moon spits fire,

Lotuses droop

And loaded with fragrance
Mingle in sad love.

Kokila, bird of spring,

Why do you torture?

Why do you sing

Your love-provoking song?
My lover is not here

And yet the god of love
Schemes on and on.

You do not know the meaning of ‘tomorrow’
‘Tomorrow’ is my tomorrow
And water

Escapes the dam of youth,
You are in love,

So is your lover,

And your two banks

Are brimming with the flood.
My lover left and I would die
Than wait still longer

For his loved return.

The fragrance of flowers
Enters the city,

Bees sing,

The moon and night enchant,
Yet all are enemies,

Bemoaning her separation from Krishna
of love for arousing in her such keen desir
bird, happily mated. The flowers, bees a
since, instead of enhancin
assuaging it.

» Radha upbraids the god
es. “You' is a female kokila
nd moonlight are ‘enemies’
g Radha’s joy, they kindle passion without
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SMILES AND LAUGHTER

Blue lotuses

Flower everywhere

And black kokilas sing . . .
King of the seasons,
Spring has come

And wild with longing
The bee goes to his love.
Birds flight in the air
And cowherd-girls

Smile face to face . ..
Krishna has entered
The great forest.

Compare Shakespeare (As You Like It)
In spning time,
The only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing,
Hey ding a ding, ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.
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INDIFFERENCE

At first you made our eyes meet
Then you gave me hope,
Glancing and smiling.

Yet now you seem

Indifferent

To your promise.

O my sweet darling,

What happened to your love?
Have you then wiped away

Our first kiss? . . .

This is not, as wé might at first suppose, a lover addressing his
mistress, but Radha upbraiding Krishna,
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Vicious friends.” As in other poems, ‘friends’ play a somewhat
ambivalent role. The supposed ‘friend’ is often inquisitive, eaten up
with curiosity and ready to betray the most private confidences. At
the same time, she provides comfort, gives sympathy and under-
standing and often sustains morale.

52
NEW LOVE

Style of the new moon, stirrings of new love,
Scratches of nails scarring her firm breasts.

At times she eyes them and at times she shields,
As poor hands cover treasure dear as life.

For the first time she knew the act of love.

The joys of dalliance fill her thoughts,
Wrapping her round with shudderings of delight.
Safe from the eyes of vicious friends,

She holds a gem as mirror to her face,

Lowers her brow that none can see

And then with tender care

Studies the love-bites on her lower lip.
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STOLEN LOVE

The lotus blooms

For those who can admire.
The thirsty bee takes pollen.
Moons of nipples

Show thick scars of nails,
The bird of spring

Chuckles as he sees,

O proud darling,

Turn your head and Iook.
The scarlet dawn

Drinks darkness of the night.
Proud one,

Your honour is your wealth,
My theft of it was wrong
And for this crime

The god of love

Has seized my heart

And holds it in strict charge.

W‘? may take this poem in two senses. In a first view, the lover has
Visited his mistress, counting on again spending the whole night
lc:_)cked in her arms. The visit, however, has been a failure, He has
either wooed her poorly or she has not been ‘in the mood’. They have
not made love and now it is too late, The dawn hag come. He asks
forgiveness for having enjoyed her previously and declares that, as a
Punishment, the god of love ‘has seized his heart’ and ‘holds it in
strict charge’.

In a second view, they have in fact made love. The lady, however
has had second thoughts and instead of delighting in the iover's:
Presence, is now inclined to regret her rapid surrender. Confronted
by what the Sanskrit poet, Amaru, terms ‘the disease of sulking’,
the lover can only admit his fault, urge the strength of her charms
and blame the god of love.
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COUNTERFEIT

When you stay before my eyes

You make me feel your love is firm,
But out of sight how different you are!
How long does false gold shine?
Master of sweetness, I know your ways.
Your heart is counterfeit.

Your love is words.

Speech, love and humour

All are smooth

And only meant to tease.

When you shed a girl,

Do you laugh?

Are your arrows always

Poisoned with honey?

Krishna is shown as the smooth and facile charmer.
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FIRST JOY

Away with childish thoughts.
Come to the bed.

Give up your shyness.

Lift your face.

Why waste time

Scratching lines on the earth?

O beautiful Ridhs,
Stay with your lover.
Brush aside your fear.
For the first time
Join with him in love,

Your first joy

May soon become

Love’s own great play

Of the lotus and the beec. . . .
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SPOILT LOVE

The sun rose

On the shores of the lake.
The wind was cool as dew.

1 was tired from making love.
O friend, my night of spring
Was spoilt by sleep. |
Cruel it was of Krishna

To go away

Without a word.

If only he had spoken,

I would have given him

A fond embrace

Like waves surging

On a stony shore.

The more I dwell

On all my passionate thoughts,
Sadness unspeakable

Drains my lonely love. ...

Radha is distraught lest her tiredness has exasperated Krishna and
made him leave her. Now that he has gone away, without a word,
she does not know how to find him or how to make a new tryst.
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LOVE AND YOUTH

In those few days
Sparkling with youth,
Madhava adored me.
Now the flower

Has lost its scent.

No one cares

For a dried-up lake. . . .

Rédhia bemoans her fading charms,
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FIRE

Birds of spring,

Black kokilas,

Loudly call on every side.

Bees run wild.

No one cares for guarded treasures.
Love is let loose,

He is roaming and looting

The pride of the girls.

O friend, I cannot understand my fate
To be so pestered by the god of love.
New leaves freshen mangoes

Like flags of welcome fluttering on the gates.
Arrows of flowers

Fly from the taut bow

And I am tortured.

Who said

The southern breeze was soothing?

Its gentle touch kills lonely women
And the pollen of flowers

Scorches like a fire.

«Guarded treasures’ are, of course, girls ripe for love.
‘Arrows of flowers’ are the arrows of Kama Deva, the god of love:
In mediaeval India it was the custom to adorn the gates of a town
with banners—to ‘put out the flags’—for visiting dignitaries. The
mangoes with their new leaves—another sign of spring—are com-
pared to gates bedecked with flags.

G Vidyapati 05
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NEGLECT

Has then my lover been suborned by others?
Has he succumbed to yet another girl

Who also knows the ways of love?

What evil course has turned the gods against me
That Krishna never even says my name?

O friend, tell me what to do.

He lives in the same village

Yet might be in another land.

The god of love lassoes me with hope.

Only with death do girls abandon longing.

O when will end these days of waiting?
Youth is unstable, life so short.

Rddha mourns Krishna's neglect.
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THE RIVAL

The lamp-black of her eyes

Is stolen by your lips

And her lips’ red

Rouges your eyes.

O do not hide your face,
Putting me off with silly lies.
O Madhava,

Let us not talk

Of your behaviour now.

Go to the tryst,

To the company

Of that enchanting girl

With whom you spent the night.
Most fortunate of all

Girls in Gokula,

How can I appraise her luck?
Her painted feet

Left foot-prints on your chest,
Telling the tale of all your love.

‘Lamp-black’ is collyrium or kohl, used like mascara for blackening
the eyelids and thus enhancing the eyes’ charm. The black marks
on Krishna's mouth ¢onvince Ridha that he has spent the night
with another of the cowgirls.
Feet were painted red with henna, like toe or nail varnish.
‘Gokula.’ The village in the Brindaban forest where Krishna
dwelt with the cowherds.
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EMPTY HOUSE

Roaring the clouds break

And rain falls,

The earth becomes a sea.

In a far land, my darling

Can think of nothing

But his Jatest love.

I do not think

That he will now return,

The god of love rejects me.

A night of rain,

An empty house

And I a woman and alone.

The streams grow to great rivers,
The fields lie deep in water.
Travellers cannot now reach home.
To all, the ways are barred.

May that god without a body
Strip me of my body too.

Says Vidyapati:

When he remembers, Krishna will return.
The ‘far land’ is Mathura, a day’s march from Gokula. When
Krishna goes to Mathura to accomplish his destiny and rid the world
of the tyrant Kansa, Riadha and the cowgirls assume that some of
the Mathura women, the ‘city girls’, will ensnare him and thus delay
or prevent his return.

In the Bhagavata Purana, the classic text of the tenth century,
Krishna leaves for Mathura and never returns. In the later cult of
Radha and Krishna, on the other hand, his departure for Mathura,
and subsequent wanderings, are only minor episodes in the main
romance. Krishna leaves Radha in order to return and all his later
life (as feudal magnate, married to Rukmini) is disregarded.

‘The bodiless’ is another synonym for Kdma Deva, the god of
love—perhaps referring to his encounter with Siva, when a glance
from the latter’s third eye reduced him to ashes.
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DENIAL

Seeing the bright moon

Betray the path,

She bent her face

And cried aloud.

She took mascara from her eyes
And painted Rahu

Eating the moon.

0O Madhava,

In a foreign land

Harsh is the heart.

Come back.

I have seen your loved one
Frightened of the god of love.

She calls on Siva

Again and again,

Writhing in the dust,

Offering

Her breasts and hands.

Her body once clutched by your fingers,
She cannot bear the southern breeze.
Gone is her life yet hope teases her
And still she plays

With the fangs of a snake.

Rihu is a demon who is supposed to eat the sun and moon, thus
causing an eclipse. Painting ‘Rahu ecating the moon’ is a form of
sympathetic magic designed to bring on darkness and thus enable
her to keep the tryst.

Gjva is Radha’s ‘God’ on whom she calls in time of trouble. Fruits
and flowers are tendered in worship. Not having any with her,
Radha offers Siva her breasts (in place of the customary bel fruits,
round and sunny like grape-fruits and Siva's favourite fruit). She
gives him her ‘hands’ in place of lotuses.
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WATCHING EYES

Pull up your anklets.

Muffle the jingling girdle

With your hands

And walking on the path,

Mingle your body with the dark.

For soon the demon moon will rise

To watch the joys of love,

The lotus blooming in delight.

Quick, quick, O lovely face,

For naughty eyes like thirsty birds
Float all about you.

O Radha, why did you adorn your hair
And use a tell-tale unguent on your skin?
You are in love

And so is your lover

And all the world will know it. . . .

Even at night there are watching eyes, drinking i
"Thirsty birds’ are chakoras panting for moonlight.
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THICK NIGHT

Nocturnal spirits are abroad.
Fierce snakes

Wander in darkness

And only lightning

Lifts the gloom.

Through the thick night

You bravely go.

O friend,

Who is that treasure among men
Who stole your heart,

To whom you hurry

Eager to be loved?

Before you flows the Jamna
Fraught with perils

And you must cross its dreaded stream
To offer him your joys.

Beside you goes the guardian god
Armed with flower-arrows.

Have no fear and yet

I tremble for you.

The Jamni, a great river of northern India, adjoins Brindaban,
the haunt of Krishna, Radha and the cowgirls. In Krishna's youth,
it was infested by a giant snake, Kaliva, whose poison fouled its
waters. On one occasion, Krishna leapt into the river, subdued the
snake but spared it on condition that it left the river and troubled
the cowherds no more. ‘Dreaded stream’ may either refer to the
snake or the river's treacherous currents.

“The guardian god' is Kima Deva, god of love, at whose instance
Radha is going to the tryst
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CLOUD

Cloud,

King of the waters,
I am a chataka bird
That lives on rain.
Give me water,

Yet no rain comes

When most I need you.
Cloud,

Give me water,
Save my life. . ..

The cloud is Krishna, the chataka bird, Ridha.
102
CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitized by eGangotri



66
NEW TO LOVE

New to love,

1 shrank from loving,

Yet the night grew

And all was done.

I did not relish

Sweets of dalliance.

My shyness warred against my will . ..
He seized my garland,

Held my hair

And pressed his heart
Against my smothered breasts
But, in my clumsy innocence,
Alone, with none to aid,

I could not please.

He wanted everything

In one great rapture

And to my painful shame

I gave so little.

The spell of passion went.

I said

Nothing.

Garlands of white flowers were Worn by lovers. They would often

get broken during love-making.
For a similar situation compare
Fool that I was, why didn't I clasp the lord of my life to my neck?
Why did I turn my face away when he wanted to kiss me?
Why did I not see? Why did T not speak? So, when love is first
awakened,
A girl is filled with remorse as she thinks of her childish shyness.
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FIRST LOVE

Asked for her lips,

She bows her head.

She cannot bear

His hands upon her breasts.
She tightly holds

Her loosened girdle,

As flushing skin j
Betrays her mounting love.
Gentle the girl, -

So skilled her lover—

How will they play

The game of passion?

Her breasts in bud

Still hidden in her palms,
The crisp green plums

That change to crimson red. . . .

His nails grow cager

To set upon her breasts,

Her eyebrows curving

Like the crescent moon.
Greedy for her face, he wonders
How long can the moon

Hide within her dress.
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HONEY SWEET

As I near the bed,

He smiles and gazes.
Flower-arrows fill the world.
The sport of love,

Its glow and luxuries

Are indescribable, O friend,
And when I yield myself,
His joy is endless.

Freeing my skirt,

He snatches at my garland.
My downcast mind

Is ireed of frontiers,
Though my life is held

In the net of his love.

He drinks my lips.

With heart so thrilled,

He takes my clothes é\va_\;.
I lose my body

At his touch

And long to check

But grant his love.

Says Vidyapati:
Sweet as honey
Is the talk of a girl in love.
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THE LOTUS SMILED

... On all my limbs

Were spells of love.

What strength I needed

To arrest desire.

My quivering breasts

I hid with trembling hands

As all my body glowed.

No longer could I check my passion
And the shut lotus bloomed in smiles.
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FLASH OF EYES

You have stolen the moon,
O lovely face,
Your honour is at stake,
Restrain your glances.
Let no one see you,
| Lest Rahu eat you
[ Mistaking you for the moon.
Your eyes flash
| With black mascara,
i Making glances
Sharp as arrows. . . .

You have stolen nectar.

You have stolen the moon . .,
But where will you put it

So brightly does it shine?

‘Your honour is at stake.” By ‘stealin

1 g the moon’, or. in other words
by having such a lovely face,

she will attract countless admirers.
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DARKNESS AND RAIN

Clouds break.

Arrows of water fall

Like the last blows

That end the world.

The night is thick
With.lamp-black for the eyes.
Who but you, O friend,
Would keep so late a tryst?
The earth is a pool of mud
With dreaded snakes at large.
Darkness is everywhere,

Save where your feet

Flash with lightning.

“The last blows that end the world’ are the deluge which ends a
world cycle.
“You' is Radha.
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AFTERMATH

Your eyes droop with sleep
Yet still your face
Outshines the lotus,

Who was that fool

Who scarred your breasts,
Marring their god-like charms
With savage nails?

Your brow no longer wears
Its mark of scarlet.

Your lips of coral

Are drained grey,

Who has raided, my love,
Your house of treasure?
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WEALTH OF YOUTH

On this earth

In wavering life
Youth is short-lived.
Enjoy it as you can
Or stab the heart.

O lovely girl,

Where is your wisdom?
The wealth of youth
Is yours

To be offered as a gift.
Give it as you will

It still remains.

Only he is poor
Whom you deny. . ..

In giving herself, the girl remains rich and, at the same time, enriches
her lover. If she refuses him, it is the lover who stays poor.
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WAXING MOON

Do not abandon

Her delicate limbs

For fear of crushing.
Who has ever seen

A blossom smothered

By the weight of a bee?
Madhava, mark my words:
Do not hold back

If she cries ‘No, no’,

Or futile comes the dawn.
With your ardent kissing
Give her lips

The hue of dusk

And slowly bring her

To the height of joy.

The play of love,

Its keen delights,

Should grow and grow
Like the white brilliance
Of a waxing moon.
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SHOOTS OF LOVE

In our two hearts l
Those shoots of love

Opened with two or three leaves.

Then grew the branches

And the clusters of foliage.

They were covered with flowers

And scent lay everywhere.

But my love and hopes
Abruptly ended.

O friend,

Krishna, that charming cheat,
Will he ever return?
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LOST LOVE

When growing love has gone,
The cheeks are smudged

With lamp-black from the eyes.
My body slumps in languor

And love tastes bitter as a gourd.
If you ask me, friend,

Chance is love’s nature,
Fickleness my lover's;

But that others should know
Pricks me like a thorn,

The bird of spring,

The black kokila,

Fans the fire of parting
And Krishna provokes it
Sprinkling water.

By reminding Radhd of herself Krishna provokes the fire of

parting. When only a little water is put on a fire, instead of putting
it out, it seems to make it burn the fiercer.
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WAR OF YOUTH

Two armies were engaged in war
As childhood merged in youth.
Knotted, the hair of Radha fell.
At times, she hid her limbs,

At times, released their charm.
Her eyes in innocence roved here and there.
The skin about her rising breasts
Was tinged with red.

Her feet became

As restless as her heart.

The god was waking up in Radha.
His eyes were closed with love.

Although regarded as a god with bow and arrows, Kama Deva, the
god of love, was believed to dwell in lovers’ bodies, infusing them
with his own powers and thus becoming in a sense a god without a
body. For this reason, as well as from his encounter with Siva, he is
often referred to as 'the bodiless one’.

In Spring the bodiless Love permeates

The limbs of a maiden, in manifold ways;

Into the visionless eyes

He puts a sparkle and a softness;

He is the pallor of the cheeks,

And the hardness of the breasts;

He moulds the slimness of the hips,

It is.love's beauty itself

That shines through her loveliness.
(KALIDAsA, The Seasons)
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STEPS AND MUSIC

On twin hills

The moon shone

And from a lotus bloom
Issued a pair of rays.

In scarlet flowers

Were chosen pearls.

Lovely that god’s creation
Whose face I saw today.

Her curving thighs

Were like a plantain tree
Laden with lilies of the earth.
Her steps made music

To rouse the ruling god of love.

Each image is a symbol. ‘“Twin hills’ are the breasts, “the moon’ and
‘lotus bloom' the face, ‘a pair of rays’ the eyes, ‘scarlet flowers' the
lips, ‘chosen pearls’ the teeth.
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WAVES OF LIGHTNING

Her feet showered lotuses.
The glitter of her body
Brought waves of lightning.
The enchanting beauty
Has entered my heart.
Her eyes opened

Like lotuses in flower.

Her widening smile

Cast nectar-spells on all.
Her sidelong glances
Issued darts of love.

I saw her beauty

Only in a flash

But thinking of it

Fills three different worlds.

The ‘three different worlds’ are heaven, carth and the nether regions.
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STOLEN GLANCE

I bent my head

To stop my eyes from stealing,
Yet stiil they ran

To drink the face

Of my sweet love.

They ran like chakora birds
Scaring for the moon.

I forced them from his face
And pulled them to my feet.
Like bees drunk with honey
My eyes could scarcely fly,
Yet even then

They spread their wings.

Listening to Madhava’s sweet enchantments,
In ecstasy I closed my ears

And then the god of love

Lifted his bow

And sprayed me with his arrows.
My body was borne away

By the dew of my skin.

My make-up was afloat.
Trembling with delight,

My breasts burst from my bodice
And my bracelets were in pieces.
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CARE

To all my sadness, friend,

There is no end.

From his flute, a breath of poison
Clouded my limbs,

Forcing its way

Into my ears,

Melting my pride, my heart.

Needles of delight

Pricked my body.

I dared not gaze at him |
In such an older throng |
With blaming eyes around.

Waves of love rose high. |
I hid my limbs

In the folds of my dress f|
And toiled back home !
With listless steps.

As a.cowherd among cowherds, Krishna learnt to play the flute,
his flute-playing specially charming Radha and the cowgirls. Since
Radhi was a married woman, she dared not gaze at Krishna in
public.
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EYES OF DANGER

To gaze on Krishna was my greatest wish,
Yet seeing him was filled with danger.
Gazing has bewitched me, no will remains,
I cannot speak or hear.

Like monsoon clouds,

My eyes pour water.

My heart flutters.

O friend, why ever did I see him

And with such joy deliver him my life? . . .
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INNOCENCE

Krishna, if you touch me by force,
The guilt of murder will be on your hands.
O master of love,

You are stubborn with experience.
I do not know whether

Love is bitter or sweet.

It makes me shudder

When I hear of love. . . 5

Says Vidyapati:
If T know the truth,
A fruit is not sweet when green.

A warning against making love to too young a girl.
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TODAY

Leave my dress alone,
Dear love,

No wealth of passion

Is hidden by its knot.
Only today I heard

Of passionate joy

And do not know as vet
-What joy it means.
Wherever I can

1 shall search and search.
I shall ask my friends

If I have it in my home.
For once, O Madhava,
Listen to my words:
Aided by friends,

I shall look for this joy
And when I find it, bring it you.
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OCEAN OF NECTAR

Sweet girl,

So strange you seem today

And your eyes and your face

Look different.

As you speak,

You lose the thread of your thoughts,
Your lips turn pale.

Beloved in passion,

Who shared the joys of love with you?
Your secret is out, why are you so shy?
His forces of love

The god has roused in you.

Your thighs tremble,

The golden skin of your breasts

Is scarlet from his nails

Yet still you try to hide them.

Radha, you are an ocean of nectar
And Krishna is afloat in it
Like a furious elephant.

The poet addresses Radha.
124

CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitized by eGangotri



86
THE NIGHT’S STONE

Madhavas

In many ways

Your sweet love goes.

She tried the gold of love

On a black monsoon night,

A night that was her testing stone.
Clouds roared in the sky

But she did not care.

Lightning flashed

But she did not turn.

The frightened world

Watched the rain pour down,
Washing the darkness—

Colour of kohl.

Dancing on the hoods

Of fleeing snakes,

She covered with her hands
Their glittering heads.

She kissed the water-laden clouds
As nearer came her meeting.

For a girl to go to her Jover on a night of storm is like testing gold
on a stone.
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CLOUDS AND LIGHTNING

Love, sweet love,

Come to the tryst.

The day is good

In the kingdom of love
The king is spreading his spells.
The elders are blinded.
Darkness covers friends.
Come, sweet love,

Come to the tryst.

Your breasts are twitching
With auspicious signs.
Carry your faith,

Your will and fear

To the temple of the lord,
May the tree of your wish
Be laden with fruit,

For ever enchanted

By your dearest’s love,

Clouds with lightning,
Lightning with the clouds
Whisper and roar.
Branches in blossom
Shower in joy

And peacocks loudly chant
For both of you.
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88
BOLD LOVE

I am going today, dear friend,

And shall not fear the elders at home.
Words will not trouble me.

With sandal paste my skin will glisten.
1 shall deck myself in pearls.

My eyes look brilliant with no mascara.
I shall cover my body in white

And walk with leisured steps.

When the sky is lit with the smiling moon
From staring eyes I shall not flinch
Nor shall I hide.

So much did I conceal

From fear of others,

Even the currents of my love.
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THE ROBBER

I Was a.l_one. My friends had gone ahead. The night was dark
and lightning flashed.

As I came from the grove, he stopped. Only Krishna would

have dared to plunder me. The world would have blamed me if
he had taken away my clothes,

‘Leave my dress alone, Krishna.’ s o s
you will tear it.’ * na,” I cried; ‘it is new and
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HEAT

The heat of the sun

Sets the earth ablaze.
The sand burns.

Desire mounts. . .

On lotus-soft fect

The lovely girl,

At the dawn of her youth,
Makes for the tryst. ...
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CHASING THE DAY

O friend:

My love has still not come.

His heart is hard as thunder.

I have worn out my finger-tips,
Tracing the day of his return.
I have dimmed my eyes
Scanning his path. . . .

He left me so young.

Now I am ripe

For words of love

He dwells with me no more.

My sweet love promised to return. . . .
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MASTER OF LOVE

My Krishna is so very clever.

With no effort on his part,

He broke my all-resisting pride.

Today he came garbed as a yogi

To mystify me by an exquisite act . . .
But he was overwhelmed at seeing my face.
When he begged the jewel of my pride,
I knew how cunning was his mind.
And then what he said

I am too shy to repeat.

No one even knew

That this was the master of love.

Yogis are Hindu ascetics who often wear saffron robes.
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SPRING AND LOVE

The trees grow again. Fresh flowers bloom. The spring comes
with the fragrant southern wind and bees are drunk. The
forest of Brinda is filled with new airs.

Krishna has come.

On the river bank adorned with groves, new lovers are lost
in love. Intoxicated by the honey of mango blossoms, kokilas
freshly sing. The hearts of young girls are drunken with
delight.

The forest is charged with a new flavour of love. . . .

Compare John Gay, The Beggars' Opera.

Youth'’s the season made for joys,
Love is then our duty.

She alone who that employs
Well deserves her beauty.
Let’s be gay

While we may,

Beauty’s a flower

Despised in decay.

Dance and sing,

Time’s on the wing:

Life never knows

The return of spring.
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THE BOAT

On sharp currents of the river

The boat was launched.

But Krishna was young,

He could not steer it.

So I swam across.

My bracelets snapped,

My necklace broke.

Friend, O friend,

Do not scold me with harsh words.
My ear-rings dropped in the river.
I searched for them till dusk.

My make-up was washed away.
My face looks clean as the moon.
Idling on the banks of the river,
My breasts were scratched with thorns.

Says Vidyapati:
You talk so plausibly,
People might even believe you.

The theme of the alibi or ‘false excuse’ occurs also in popular Indian

poetry.
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THE QUEST

So long our world was new,

We were one like fish and water.
Such was our love.

A sharp word passed between us.
My dear love smiled

And gave no answer.

Krishna, in the same bed with me,
Seemed in a far-away land.

In the forest where no one moves,
My love now smiles,

My love now speaks.

I shall dress as a yogini

And look for my love.

A yogini is a female ascetic.
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THE DANCE

Young girls are dancing.
They are no longer shy.
The king-dealer in love,
The spring, has come,

The slender and tall,

They all have come,
Dressed in different ways.
Some wear silk

With garlands on their necks.
Others are made up

With scented sandal paste.
Their breath is perfumed.
Some have bodies

Golden with saffron.

Others have raised

Tiers of pearls on their hair.
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TIME OF LOVE

Tender, beautiful

Are the new leaves?

The forest is wrapped in red.

The southern breeze sways,

Drunk with its scent of blossom.

The spring has opened in Brindaban
And Krishna heralds joy.

Kokilas call from the mango blooms

For the new power reigning the earth,
The god of love.

The messenger bees were drinking honey
Wandering, watching for women of pride.
In the forest Krishna was busy

Enclosed in the round dance.

‘Women of pride’ are those whose seduction will be slow and difficult,
yet when accomplished infinitely rewarding; or, in the alternative,
those who privately want advances, but publicly discourage them.

‘Women of pride’ are singled out for the love-god’s attentions
since their mastery is all the more gratifying,
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THE SEASON OF HONEY

The season of honey

Enters sweet Brindaban.

The bees drunk wild

With sweet blossom’s honey
Float row upon row.

Sweeter still are the lord of love
And the sporting honey-girls.
Sweetness and delight

Blend with the flavour of art.
Instruments ring. 3
Sweet cymbals crash

As the honey-girls move

With their partners in the dance.
Honeyed steps follow

The songs of sweet delight.
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AT THE RIVER

Hold ' my hand.

Caress me, Krishna.

I will give you

A wondrous garland,
The friends are gone,
But which way, Krishna,
I do not know.

I will not walk

With you, Krishna,
But at the river

By the lonely bank
There I will meet you.
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PARTED LOVE

I could not suffer the least delay from fear of missing you. I
could not live without you. I could not think of our bodies
even a moment. When in delight the hair of our

parted for
a mountain wall between us. Day

bodies rose, it seemed like
and night, we lived that way.

How can I live now?
Radha is far away and I in Mathura. And life goes on. A

Jovely city, the new city-girls and so much wealth around, yet
all are useless without Radha. My eyes fill with tears. In my
startled heart, I hear those girls there and the ripples on the

river Jamna.

Away in Mathura, Krishna recalls Radha and the cowgirls and their
ardent encounters by the river Jamna.
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NOTES
Poem 22z,

‘As death’s agent, the moon shines
For women parted from their lovers.’

Even in Kalidasa's time (fourth-to fifth century), this dual role of the
moon was fully recognized.

The moon is a pageant of delight for the eyes,
With rays of light woven into garlands,
Streaming coolness and ravishing the heart;
Yet lo! the moon darts fire from frosty beams,
Burning like a poisoned shaft
The delicate limbs of the lovely maid
Pining in separation from her man.
(The Seasons)
‘How can their fragile forms
Endure such pain?’

So delicate is their beauty, so great their agony.

‘Hot grows the sandal paste.” Sandal wood (chandan) can be either
white or red. The white kind is fragrant. Both are cooling. Sandal
Paste is made by rubbing a piece of sandal wood on a rough round

stone. Flowers are regularly dipped in sandal paste before being
offered toan image.

‘Kunda’, Jasminium pubescens, a kind of jasmine. Pandit notes
that ‘it is a short shrub with its stem spirally twisted in rope fashion
and with white flowers’.

Like the gleaming moon,

The snow, or kunda bloom,

The lovely rope of pearls,

Where colourful sandal cream is mirrored,
No more adorns the breasts of elegant maids.

The gardens are gay with the kunda blooms
White like the gleaming smile of glamorous maids,
Provoking the mind of love-free saints

And even more the fancy of love-stained youths.

(KALIDASA, The Seasons)

The moon, sandal paste, pearls and kunda flowers were all sup-
posed to be cooling, vet, due to the lady’s feverish passion, even
these have grown ‘hot’.
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Poem z5,
‘Jataki and Ketaki.’ ‘The Ketaki, or screw-pine,” Pandit writes,

‘so called because of the curious sedge-like leaves on the summit of
its stem, is a large shrub of 15 to zo feet which extends over a large
space by sending down aerial roots from its branches. It blossoms
during the rainy season in panicles of large white sheath-like leaves
enclosing spongy-looking bundles of closely packed, minute, white
flowers. Roxburgh writes: ‘It is the tender, white leaves of the
flowers, chiefly those of the male, ‘that yield the most delightful of
fragrance, for which they are so universally and deservedly esteémed.
For of all the perfumes in the world, it must be the richest and most
powerful.” Kevda water, like rose water, is a very cooling and
popular drink during the summer.” (Pandit, 80)

Poem 52, _
‘Scratches of nails scarring her firm breasts.” Scratching with the

nails was early recognized in India as a potent means for exciting
love. The Kama Sutra (third century AD) examines the practice in
some detail. Various parts of the body, it declares, need different
types of scratch and even nails are of three distinct kinds. Breasts
were special targets for a lover's attack—each kind of scratch having
its own name. A curved mark impressed on the neck or breasts was
called the ‘half moon’. A mark in the form of a small line was called
a ‘line’ and this, when curved and made on the breast, was called a
‘tiger’s nail’. When a curved mark was made on the breasts with five
nails, it was called a ‘peacock’s foot’. This type of scratch was
specially prized since it needed great skill to make it properly.
Another scratch was called the ‘jump of a hare’. This was made
with five nails near the nipple. A mark made on the lips or the
breasts in the form of a blue lotus was called the ‘leaf of a blue
lotus'. Scratch marks were often proudly displayed by a girl as proof

of her charms.

‘And then with tender care
Studies the love-bites on her lower lip.’

Besides scratches, love-bites were also prescribed by the Kdma
Sutra. Parts that were right for scratching were generally right for
kissing, the love-bite being only an intensified form of kiss. Not every
part, however, might be bitten. The upper lip, in particular, was
spared. Like scratches, love-bites were subjected to the same intense
classification. Biting which left only an excessive redness was called
the ‘hidden bite’. When a bite was made by all the teeth, it was
called a ‘line of points’. Biting which was done by bringing together
the teeth and the lips was called ‘the coral and the jewel’. When
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love-bites formed a circle but showed uneven risings, they were
called a ‘broken cloud’. Many broad rows of marks near to one
another, and with red gaps, were called the ‘biting of a boar’. The
sort of love-bite appropriate for the lower lip was the ‘hidden bite’.
Like Vidyapati, Kalidasa also cited love-bites as marks of ardent
loving and noticed the mingled pride and confusion with which a
girl examined the results of a lover’s fury. )

Behold! the young maid, mirror in hand,
Making up her lotus face

In the sidelong morning sun;

Pouting her mouth she scans her lips
Whose essence was sucked by the lover.

(KALIDASA, The Seasons)
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