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ACT TWO



tata.h praviśati s’| ôtka.n.thā   . ca..

: (ni.hśvasy’, ātma| gatam) !!!hiaa! taha .nāma tadā tassi .m
ja .ne lajjāe ma .m param|muhī|karia dā .ni .m appa .nā tahi .m
evva gaa .m si tti aho de appambharitta .na .m.""" (prakāśam)
!!!hañje, ādesehi me bhaavadīe āada .nassa magga .m."""

 .: !!!.na .m canda .na|ladā|gharaa .m bha.t.ti|dāriā patthidā!"""

: (sa| lajjam) !!!su.t.thu tue sumarāvida .m. tā ehi, tahi .m
evva gacchamha."""

 .: !!!edu edu bha.t.ti|dāriā.""" (agrato gacchati.)

” âpy anyato gacchati..

 .: (p.r.s.thato d.r.s.tvā, ātma| gata .m s’| ôdvegam) !!!aho se su .n .na-
hiaatta .na .m! kaha .m, ta .m evva devīe bhava .na .m patthiā."""
(prakāśam) !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, .na .m ido canda .na|ladā|gharaa .m.
tā ido ehi."""

 sa|vilak.sa .m sa| lajja .m ca tathā karoti.

 .: !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, eda .m canda .na|ladā|gharaa .m. tā pavisia
canda|ma .ni|silā|dale uvavisadu bha.t.ti|dāriā."""

ubhe upaviśata.h.

: (ni.hśvasy’, ātma| gatam) !!!bhaava .m kusum’|āuha, je .na.

tuva .m rūva|sohāe .nijjido si, tassi .m .na kiñ ci tue kida .m.
ma .m pu .na a .n | avaraddha .m abala tti karia paharanto
kaha .m .na lajjasi?""" (ātmāna .m nirdiśya, madan’|âvasthā .m





#ereupon enters , lovesick, and her ..
: (sighing, to herself ) Oh my heart! You made me

turn away from that man out of embarrassment then,
but now of your own accord you go right to him. You
are so selfish. (out loud) Maid, show me the way to the
altar of Her Ladyship.

: Actually, Miss, you were going to the sandal
vine bower!

: (shyly)%ank you for remindingme. Come then,
we may as well go straight there.

: Come on, Miss, come along. (She goes
ahead.)

#e  goes in another direction. .

: (looking back, surprised, to herself ) Oh, she’s
so absent-minded! Look how she’s started off for that
place of the goddess. (out loud)Miss, actually the sandal
vine bower is over here. So come this way.

#e  does so, shy and embarrassed.
: Here is the sandal vine bower,Miss.May the

princess go in and take a seat on the moonstone bench.
#ey sit down.

: (sighing, to herself ) Lord armed with flowers, .
though he has surpassed you in bodily beauty, you have
done nothing to him.* But me, who has not offended
you, how come you feel no shame striking me, pre-
sumably because I’m weak : a woman? (observing herself,





    

nā.tayantī, prakāśam) !!!hañje, kīsa u .na eda .m gha .na|palla-
va | .niruddha | sūra |kira .na .m tādisa .m eva canda .na | ladā |
gharaa .m .na me ajja sandāva|dukkha .m ava .nedi?"""

 .: (sa| smitam) !!!jā .nāmi aha .m ettha kāra .na .m! kin tu a |
sambhāva .nīa .m ti bha.t.ti|dāriā .na ta .m pa .divajjadi."""

: (ātma| gatam) !!!ālakkhida mhi imāe! taha vi pucchi-
ssa .m dāva.""" (prakāśam) !!!hañje, ki .m tava edi .nā? kahehi
dāva, ki .m ta .m kāra .na .m?"""

 .: !!!eso de hia’|acchido varo."""

: (sa|har.sa .m sa| sambhrama .m c’ ôtthāy’ âgrato dvi| trā.ni
padāni gatvā) !!!kahi .m, kahi .m so?"""

 .: (utthāya sa| smitam) !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, ko «so?»""".

 sa| lajjam upaviśy’ âdho|mukhī ti.s.thati.

 .: !!!bha.t.ti |dārie, .na .m edamhi vattu|kāmā, eso de hia’ |
acchido varo devīe di .n .na tti sivi .nae patthāvide jo tak|
kha .na .m evva vimutta|kusuma|cāvo via bhaava .m maara|
ddhao bha.t.ti | dāriāe di.t.tho. so de imassa sandāvassa
kāra .na .m. je .na eva .m sahāva | sīdala .m pi canda .na | ladā |
gharaa .m .na de ajja sandāva|dukkha .m ava .nedi."""





 

acting a state of infatuation, out loud) Maid, how come
this very same bower of sandal vines, where the sun’s
rays are blocked by these thick shoots, isn’t taking away
my horrid fever today?

: (with a smile) I know what’s going on here!
But the princess wouldn’t agree, and she’d say it’s
impossible.

: (to herself ) She’s seen through me! Even so, I’ll
just ask. (aloud)What are you on about, maid? Just say,
what is the reason?

: It’s this treat : husband after your heart’s
desire!

: (with delight and agitation she gets up and takes
two or three steps) Where, where is he?

: (getting up with a smirk)Who’s “he,” Miss? .

#e  sits down shyly and remains with her face cast
down.

: Actually I was going to say this, Miss, that
the chap who was described in the dream as a treat :
husband given by the goddess after your heart’s desire,
was His Lordship with the mákara banner, but as if mi-
nus his bow and arrows, that the princess saw at that very
moment.* He’s the cause of this fever of yours. %at’s
why even this naturally cool bower of sandal vine isn’t
taking away your horrid fever today.





    

: ( alakāni sajjayantī) !!!hañje,Caüriā khu
tuva .m. ki .m de avara .m pacchādīadi. tā kahaïssa .m."""

 .: !!!bha.t.ti |dārie, .na .m dā .ni .m eva kahida .m imi .nā var’ |
ālāva|matta|ja .nide .na sambhame .na. tā mā santappa. jaï
aha .m Caüriā, tado so vi bha.t.ti|dāria .m a|pekkhanto .na
muhūttaa .m pi a .n .nahi .m ahiramissadi tti, eda .m pi mae
ālakkhida .m eva."""

: (s’|âsram) !!!hañje, kudo me ettiā .ni bhāa|dheā .ni?""".

 .: !!!bha.t.ti |dārie, mā eva .m bha .na. ki .m Mahu|maha .no
vaccha|tthale .na Lacchi .m an|uvvahanto .nivvudo hoi?"""

: !!!ki .m vā su|a .no pia .m vajjia a .n .na .m bha .nidu .m jā .nādi?
sahi, ado vi sandāvo ahiadara .mma .m bāhei, ja .m somah”|
â .nubhāvo vāā|mettae .na vi a|kida|pa .divatti .m a|dakkhi .na
tti ma .m sambhāvaïssidi.""" (iti roditi)

 .: !!!bha.t.ti | dārie, mā roda.""" (utthāya candana|pallava .m
g.rhītvā ni.spī.dya h.rdaye dadāti.) !!!.nam bha .nāmi mā roda
tti. aa .m khu tha .na |pa.t.ta | di .n .no canda .na |pallava | raso
imehi avirala|pa .dantehi assu|bindūhi u .nhī |kido .na de
hiaa | sandāva |dukkha .m ava .nedi.""" (kadalī|patram ādāya
vījati.)





 

: (touching ’s curly locks)Maid, you cer-
tainly are Cháturika : a clever girl. Why hide any more
from you? I will tell you.

: Actually, Miss, you told it just now by your
flurry at the mere mention of your treat : husband. So
don’t distress yourself. If I am Cháturika : a clever girl,
then it’s also clear to me that, while he’s not seeing the
princess, he isn’t interested in anything else either, not
for a moment.

: (tearfully)Maid, how can I be so lucky? .

: Don’t speak like that, Miss. Can the slayer
of Madhu rest easy without carrying home Lakshmi on
his chest?*

: Don’t nice people know how to say anything
other than pleasant things? My dear, even this makes the
fever torment memore.%at gentleman will think that I
was rude, not behaving properly towards him with even
a word. (Saying this she starts to weep.)

: Don’t weep, Miss. (Getting up and taking a
sandal shoot and crushing it, she drips the sap over-
’s heart.) Really, I tell you, don’t weep. Hmm. %is
juice from the sandal shoot that I’ve put on your bodice
is actually warmed up by the endless rain of tear drops.
It’s not going to take away the horrid fever in your heart.
(Taking a banana leaf, she fans her.)





    

: (hastena nivārayantī) !!!sahi, mā vījehi. u .nho khu eso
kadalī|dala|māruo."""

 .: !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, mā imassa dosa .m karehi.""".

!!!ku .nasi gha .na|canda .na|laā|
pallava|sa .msagga|sīdala .m pi ima .m

.nīsāsehi tuma .m cia
kadalī|dala|mārua .m u .nha .m.""" []

: !!!sahi, atthi ko vi imassa dukkhassa uvasam’|ôvāo?"""

 .: !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, atthi, jadi so iha āacche."""

tata.h praviśati  . ca.

 .:

vyāv.rty’ âiva sit’|âsit’|êk.sa .na|rucā.
tān āśrame śākhina .h

kurvatyā vi.tap’|âvasakta|vilasat|
k.r.s .n’|âjin’|âughān iva

yad d.r.s.to ’smi tayā muner api puras,
ten’ âiva mayy āhate,

pu.sp’|ê.so, bhavatā mudh” âiva kim iti
k.sipyanta ete śarā .h? []

. .: !!!bho vaassa, kahi .m khu gaa .m de dhīratta .na .m?"""

 .: vayasya, nanu dhīra ev’ âsmi! kuta .h,
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 

: (warding her off with her hand) My dear, don’t
fan me. %e breeze from this banana leaf is so hot.

: You can’t blame this leaf, Miss. .

It’s you heating the breeze from this banana leaf
with your sighs,

Even though its cooled from passing through
the dense shoots of the sandal vines.

: My dear, is there any remedy for this unhappi-
ness?

: If he were to come here, there is, Miss.

#ereupon the  and his  enter.

:

I was seen by her too in front of the sage, .
just when she turned back,

Her eyes shining light and dark, making the trees
in the hermitage

Look like a flood of dappled deer flashing amid
the undergrowth.

Since I’ve been stricken by that, flower-arrowed Lord,
why do you fire these arrows without point?

: Old chap, just where has your firmness gone?

: I’m firm alright, my friend! Because,





    

nītā .h ki .m na niśā .h śaśāṅka|rucayo?
n’ āghrātam indīvara .m?

kim n’ ônmīlita|mālatī|surabhaya .h
so .dhā .h prado.s’|ânilā .h?

jhaṅkāra .h kamal’|ākare madhulihā .m
ki .m vā mayā na śruto?

nirvyāja .m vidhure.sv a|dhīra iti mā .m
ken’ âbhidhatte bhavān? []

atha vā, na samyag aha .m bravīmi! vayasy’ Ātreya,

strī|h.rdayena na so .dhā .h.
k.siptā .h kusum’|ê.savo ’py Anaṅgena

yen’ âdy’ âiva puras tava,
vadāmi dhīra iti sa katham aham? []

. .: (ātma| gatam) !!!eva .m ahīratta .na .m pa .divajjan-
te .na ācakkhido .ne .na hiaassa mahanto āveo. tā eva .m
ācakkhāmi.""" (prakāśam) !!!bho vaassa, kīsa tuva .m ajja lahu
eva guru|ja .na .m sussūsia iha āado?"""

 .: vayasya! sthāne khalv e.sa praśna .h. kasya v” ân-
yasy’ âitat kathanīyam? adya khalu svapne jānāmi s”
âiva priyatamā (aṅgulyā nirdiśan) atra candana|latā|g.rhe
candrakānta|mani|śilāyām upavi.s.tā pra .naya|kupitā kim
api mām upālabhamān” êva rudatī mayā d.r.s.tā. tad ic-
chāmi svapn’|ânubhūta|dayitā|samāgama|ramye ’sminn
eva pradeśe divasam ativāhayitum. tad ehi, gacchāva .h.





 

Have I not passed whole nights bright with the moon?
Have I not sniffed a blue lotus?
Have I not had to put up with evening breezes
scented by blossoming málati flowers?

And have I not had to listen to the honey-suckers
buzzing over a mass of lotuses?

How can you say, without qualification, that of all
love-sick people, I’m not firm in public?*

Actually, what I said isn’t true! Atréya, my friend,

With my heart on a woman, I cannot bear .
the flower darts shot by limbless Cupid,

So how can I claim to you today that I am firm?

: (to himself ) By admitting his want of firmness
like this, he reveals the great agitation in his heart. So
this is how I’ll speak to him. (out loud)Haven’t you come
rather quickly from seeing to your parents today, old
man?

: %at’s a well-placed question, my friend. And who
else could I speak to about it? Today, in a dream, I be-
lieve I saw that same most beloved woman (pointing
with his finger) there in a bower of sandal vines seated
on a moonstone bench, love-lorn, reproaching me over
something and weeping. So I want to spend the day
right there on that spot that’s so lovely because I met my
beloved there in the dream. Come on, let’s go.





    

parikrāmata.h.

 .: (kar.na .m dattvā sa| sambhramam) !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, pada|
saddo via su .nīadi!"""

: (sa| sambhramam ātmāna .m paśyantī) !!!hañje, mā īdi-.
sa .m āāra .m pekkhia ko vi hiaa .m me tulīadu. tā u.t.thehi.
imi .nā ratt’|âsoa|pādave .na ovāridāo pekkhamha ko eso
tti."""

tathā kuruta.h.

. .: !!!bho vaassa, eda .m canda .na| ladā |gharaa .m. tā
pavisamha."""

nā.tyena praviśata.h.

 .: (praviśya)

candana|latā|g.rham ida .m.
sa|candra|ma .ni|śilam api priya .m na mama

candr’|ānanayā rahita .m,
candrikayā mukham iva niśāyā .h. []

 .: (nāyaka .m d.r.s.tvā) !!!bha.t.ti |dārie, di.t.thiā va .d .dhasi! so
evva de hiaa|vallaho."""

: (d.r.s.tvā sa|har.sa .m sa| sādhvasa .m ca) !!!hañje, ima .m
pekkhia .na sakku .nomi iha accāsa .n .ne .thādu .m. kadā i eso
ma .m pekkhe. tā ehi. a .n .nado gacchamha.""" (s’| ōrukampa .m
pada|dvaya .m dadāti.)

 .: (vihasya) !!!adikādare! iha .t.thida .m pi ko tuma .m pek-
khadi? .na .m visumarido antare ratt’|âsoa|pādavo? tā iha
eva ci.t.thamha."""





 

#ey both move about.

: (listening with agitation) I think I can hear
footsteps, Miss!

: (looking at herself with agitation) Maid, whoever .
it is mustn’t see me in such a state and gauge my heart.
So get up. Let’s hide behind this red ashóka tree* and see
who it is.

#ey both do so.

: Here’s a bower of sandal vines, old chap. Let’s
go in then.

#ey both act entering.

: (having entered)

%is bower of sandal vines, even with a moonstone .
bench, is not pleasant to me

Bereft as it is of her moon-like face, like the gloaming
without the face of the moon.

: (seeing the hero) Miss, you are in luck! It’s
him, your favorite.

: (looking with delight and anxiety) Maid, I can’t
stay here watching him, it’s too close. It’s possible he
might see me. Come on, let’s go somewhere else. (She
takes a couple of steps with her thigh shaking.*)

: (laughing aloud) You’re so timid! Who’ll see
you right here? Have you forgotten the red ashóka tree
between us? So, let’s stay right where we are.





    

tathā kuruta.h.

. .: (nirūpya) !!!bho vaassa, esā sā canda|ma .ni|silā!""".

 . sa|bā.spa .m niśvasiti.

 .: !!!bha.t.ti |dārie, «esā s” êtti» ālāvo su .nīadi. tā avahidā
su .namha."""

ubhe ākar.nayata.h.

. .: (hastena cālayan) !!!bho vaassa, .na .m bha .nāmi
esā sā canda|ma .ni|sila tti."""

 .: vayasya, samyag upalak.sitam. (hastena nirdiśan).

śaśi|ma .ni|śilā s” êya .m, yasyā .m
vipā .n .duram ānana .m

kara|kisalaye k.rtvā vāme
ghana|śvasit’|ôdgamā,

cirayati mayi vyakt’|ākūtā
manāk|sphuritair bhruvor

niyamita|mano|manyur d.r.s.tā
mayā rudatī priyā. []

tad asyām eva candra|kānta|ma .ni|śilāyām upaviśāva .h.

: (vicintya) !!!kā u .na «esā» bhavissadi?"""
 .: !!!bha.t.ti|dārie, jaha amme ovārida|sarīrāo eda .m pek-

khamha, taha tuva .m pi ede .na di.t.thā bhave."""
: !!!jujjaï eda .m. ki .m pu .na pa .naa|kuvida .m pia|ja .na .m.

hiae karia mantedi?"""





 

#ey do so.

: (noticing) Here she is, old chap, that moon- .
stone bench!

#e  sighs, in tears.

: Miss, I heard someone say, “Here she is.” So
we must pay attention and listen.

#ey both listen.

: (shaking him with his hand) I say, old chap! I
said, “Here she is … the moonstone bench!”

: Well spotted, my friend. (pointing with his hand) .

Here is the moonstone bench whereon I saw her
weeping, my beloved,

Holding her wan face in the left of her tender hands,
heaving deep sighs.

When I was late her emotions were clear on her brow.
It trembled a little, as she suppressed the anger
in her mind.

Let’s sit together then, right here on the moonstone bench.

: (thoughtfully)Who can “she” be?

: Just as we’ve seen him while we’ve been hid-
ing, maybe he’s seen you as well, Miss.

: %at’s possible. But then why’s he fallen in love .
with her and why’s he talking about her as a lover who’s
love-lorn?


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