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ACT TWO



tata.h pravi!ati s’| ôtka.n.th" /010203045 67 .45 ca.".&#

892:;9: (ni.h!vasy’, "tma| gatam) !!!hiaa! taha .n,ma tad, tassi .m
ja .ne lajj,e ma .m param|muh<|karia d, .ni .m appa .n, tahi .m
evva gaa .m si tti aho de appambharitta .na .m.""" (prak"!am)
!!!hañje, ,desehi me bhaavad<e ,ada .nassa magga .m."""

67 .45: !!!.na .m canda .na|lad,|gharaa .m bha.t.ti|d,ri, patthid,!"""

892:;9: (sa| lajjam) !!!su.t.thu tue sumar,vida .m. t, ehi, tahi .m
evva gacchamha."""

67 .45: !!!edu edu bha.t.ti|d,ri,.""" (agrato gacchati.)

892:;” âpy anyato gacchati.".&.

67 .45: (p.r.s.thato d.r.s.tv", "tma| gata .m s’| ôdvegam) !!!aho se su .n .na-
hiaatta .na .m! kaha .m, ta .m evva dev<e bhava .na .m patthi,."""
(prak"!am) !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, .na .m ido canda .na|lad,|gharaa .m.
t, ido ehi."""

892:;9 sa|vilak.sa .m sa| lajja .m ca tath" karoti.

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, eda .m canda .na|lad,|gharaa .m. t, pavisia
canda|ma .ni|sil,|dale uvavisadu bha.t.ti|d,ri,."""

ubhe upavi!ata.h.

892:;9: (ni.h!vasy’, "tma| gatam) !!!bhaava .m kusum’|,uha, je .na"."#

tuva .m r=va|soh,e .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?""" ("tm"na .m nirdi!ya, madan’|âvasth" .m

.)



#ereupon enters />1020304:, lovesick, and her /0:?@7A3084.".&#
B7AC:87: (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.

/0:?@7A3084: Actually, Miss, you were going to the sandal
vine bower!

B7AC:87: (shyly)%ank you for remindingme. Come then,
we may as well go straight there.

/0:?@7A3084: Come on, Miss, come along. (She goes
ahead.)

#e B7AC:87 goes in another direction. ".&.

/0:?@7A3084: (looking back, surprised, to herself ) Oh, she’s
so absent-minded! Look how she’s started oD for that
place of the goddess. (out loud)Miss, actually the sandal
vine bower is over here. So come this way.

#e B7AC:87 does so, shy and embarrassed.
/0:?@7A3084: Here is the sandal vine bower,Miss.May the

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

B7AC:87: (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 oDended
you, how come you feel no shame striking me, pre-
sumably because I’m weak : a woman? (observing herself,

.$
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n".tayant$, prak"!am) !!!hañje, k<sa u .na eda .m gha .na|palla-
va | .niruddha | s=ra |kira .na .m t,disa .m eva canda .na | lad, |
gharaa .m .na me ajja sand,va|dukkha .m ava .nedi?"""

67 .45: (sa| smitam) !!!j, .n,mi aha .m ettha k,ra .na .m! kin tu a |
sambh,va .n<a .m ti bha.t.ti|d,ri, .na ta .m pa .divajjadi."""

892:;9: ("tma| gatam) !!!,lakkhida mhi im,e! taha vi pucchi-
ssa .m d,va.""" (prak"!am) !!!hañje, ki .m tava edi .n,? kahehi
d,va, ki .m ta .m k,ra .na .m?"""

67 .45: !!!eso de hia’|acchido varo."""

892:;9: (sa|har.sa .m sa| sambhrama .m c’ ôtth"y’ âgrato dvi| tr".ni
pad"ni gatv") !!!kahi .m, kahi .m so?"""

67 .45: (utth"ya sa| smitam) !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, ko «so?»"""".".

892:;9 sa| lajjam upavi!y’ âdho|mukh$ ti.s.thati.

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti |d,rie, .na .m edamhi vattu|k,m,, eso de hia’ |
acchido varo dev<e di .n .na tti sivi .nae patth,vide jo tak|
kha .na .m evva vimutta|kusuma|c,vo via bhaava .m maara|
ddhao bha.t.ti | d,ri,e di.t.tho. so de imassa sand,vassa
k,ra .na .m. je .na eva .m sah,va | s<dala .m pi canda .na | lad, |
gharaa .m .na de ajja sand,va|dukkha .m ava .nedi."""

+#
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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?

/0:?@7A3084: (with a smile) I know what’s going on here!
But the princess wouldn’t agree, and she’d say it’s
impossible.

B7AC:87: (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?

/0:?@7A3084: It’s this treat : husband after your heart’s
desire!

B7AC:87: (with delight and agitation she gets up and takes
two or three steps) Where, where is he?

/0:?@7A3084: (getting up with a smirk)Who’s “he,” Miss? ".".

#e B7AC:87 sits down shyly and remains with her face cast
down.

/0:?@7A3084: 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.

+&
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892:;9: (604HA:;929 alak"ni sajjayant$) !!!hañje,Caüri! khu
tuva .m. ki .m de avara .m pacch,d<adi. t, kahaïssa .m."""

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti |d,rie, .na .m d, .ni .m eva kahida .m imi .n, var’ |
,l,va|matta|ja .nide .na sambhame .na. t, m, santappa. jaï
aha .m Caüri!, tado so vi bha.t.ti|d,ria .m a|pekkhanto .na
muh=ttaa .m pi a .n .nahi .m ahiramissadi tti, eda .m pi mae
,lakkhida .m eva."""

892:;9: (s’|âsram) !!!hañje, kudo me etti, .ni bh,a|dhe, .ni?"""".'#

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti |d,rie, m, eva .m bha .na. ki .m Mahu|maha .no
vaccha|tthale .na Lacchi .m an|uvvahanto .nivvudo hoi?"""

892:;9: !!!ki .m v, su|a .no pia .m vajjia a .n .na .m bha .nidu .m j, .n,di?
sahi, ado vi sand,vo ahiadara .mma .m b,hei, ja .m somah”|
â .nubh,vo v,,|mettae .na vi a|kida|pa .divatti .m a|dakkhi .na
tti ma .m sambh,vaïssidi.""" (iti roditi)

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti | d,rie, m, roda.""" (utth"ya candana|pallava .m
g.rh$tv" ni.sp$.dya h.rdaye dad"ti.) !!!.nam bha .n,mi m, roda
tti. aa .m khu tha .na |pa.t.ta | di .n .no canda .na |pallava | raso
imehi avirala|pa .dantehi assu|bind=hi u .nh< |kido .na de
hiaa | sand,va |dukkha .m ava .nedi.""" (kadal$|patram "d"ya
v$jati.)

+"
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B7AC:87: (touching 6B>4HA:;0’s curly locks)Maid, you cer-
tainly are Cháturika : a clever girl. Why hide any more
from you? I will tell you.

/0:?@7A3084: 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.

B7AC:87: (tearfully)Maid, how can I be so lucky? ".'#

/0:?@7A3084: Don’t speak like that, Miss. Can the slayer
of Madhu rest easy without carrying home Lakshmi on
his chest?*

B7AC:87: 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.)

/0:?@7A3084: Don’t weep, Miss. (Getting up and taking a
sandal shoot and crushing it, she drips the sap over/>1020-
304:’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.)

+'



BCE 4B7 80F0@ E7A7 G170@7?

892:;9: (hastena niv"rayant$) !!!sahi, m, v<jehi. u .nho khu eso
kadal<|dala|m,ruo."""

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, m, imassa dosa .m karehi."""".'.

!!!ku .nasi gha .na|canda .na|la,|
pallava|sa .msagga|s<dala .m pi ima .m

.n<s,sehi tuma .m cia
kadal<|dala|m,rua .m u .nha .m.""" [&]

892:;9: !!!sahi, atthi ko vi imassa dukkhassa uvasam’|ôv,o?"""

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, atthi, jadi so iha ,acche."""

tata.h pravi!ati 8920;C 3:?I.@0;0J ca.

8920;0 .B:

vy,v.rty’ âiva sit’|âsit’|êk.sa .na|ruc,".*#
t,n ,Krame K,khina .h

kurvaty, vi.tap’|âvasakta|vilasat|
k.r.s .n’|âjin’|âugh,n iva

yad d.r.s.to ’smi tay, muner api puras,
ten’ âiva mayy ,hate,

pu.sp’|ê.so, bhavat, mudh” âiva kim iti
k.sipyanta ete Kar, .h? ["]

3:?I.@0;0 .B: !!!bho vaassa, kahi .m khu gaa .m de dh<ratta .na .m?"""

8920;0 .B: vayasya, nanu dh<ra ev’ âsmi! kuta .h,

+*
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B7AC:87: (warding her o% with her hand) My dear, don’t
fan me. %e breeze from this banana leaf is so hot.

/0:?@7A3084: 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.

B7AC:87: My dear, is there any remedy for this unhappi-
ness?

/0:?@7A3084: If he were to come here, there is, Miss.

#ereupon the B7AC and his 6C/G08:C8 enter.

B7AC:

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?

6C/G08:C8: Old chap, just where has your firmness gone?

B7AC: I’m firm alright, my friend! Because,

+.
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n<t, .h ki .m na niK, .h KaK,ṅka|rucayo?
n’ ,ghr,tam ind<vara .m?

kim n’ ônm<lita|m,lat<|surabhaya .h
so .dh, .h prado.s’|ânil, .h?

jhaṅk,ra .h kamal’|,kare madhulih, .m
ki .m v, may, na Kruto?

nirvy,ja .m vidhure.sv a|dh<ra iti m, .m
ken’ âbhidhatte bhav,n? [']

atha v,, na samyag aha .m brav<mi! vayasy’ !treya,

str<|h.rdayena na so .dh, .h".*.
k.sipt, .h kusum’|ê.savo ’py Anaṅgena

yen’ âdy’ âiva puras tava,
vad,mi dh<ra iti sa katham aham? [*]

3:?I.@0;0 .B: ("tma| gatam) !!!eva .m ah<ratta .na .m pa .divajjan-
te .na ,cakkhido .ne .na hiaassa mahanto ,veo. t, eva .m
,cakkh,mi.""" (prak"!am) !!!bho vaassa, k<sa tuva .m ajja lahu
eva guru|ja .na .m suss=sia iha ,ado?"""

8920;0 .B: vayasya! sth,ne khalv e.sa praKna .h. kasya v” ân-
yasy’ âitat kathan<yam? adya khalu svapne j,n,mi s”
âiva priyatam, (aṅguly" nirdi!an) atra candana|lat,|g.rhe
candrak,nta|mani|Kil,y,m upavi.s.t, pra .naya|kupit, kim
api m,m up,labham,n” êva rudat< may, d.r.s.t,. tad ic-
ch,mi svapn’|ânubh=ta|dayit,|sam,gama|ramye ’sminn
eva pradeKe divasam ativ,hayitum. tad ehi, gacch,va .h.

++
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Have I not passed whole nights bright with the moon?
Have I not sniDed 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?

6C/G08:C8: (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?

B7AC: %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.

+(
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parikr"mata.h.

67 .45: (kar.na .m dattv" sa| sambhramam) !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, pada|
saddo via su .n<adi!"""

892:;9: (sa| sambhramam "tm"na .m pa!yant$) !!!hañje, m, <di-"..#
sa .m ,,ra .m pekkhia ko vi hiaa .m me tul<adu. t, u.t.thehi.
imi .n, ratt’|âsoa|p,dave .na ov,rid,o pekkhamha ko eso
tti."""

tath" kuruta.h.

3:?I.@0;0 .B: !!!bho vaassa, eda .m canda .na| lad, |gharaa .m. t,
pavisamha."""

n".tyena pravi!ata.h.

8920;0 .B: (pravi!ya)

candana|lat,|g.rham ida .m"...
sa|candra|ma .ni|Kilam api priya .m na mama

candr’|,nanay, rahita .m,
candrikay, mukham iva niK,y, .h. [.]

67 .45: (n"yaka .m d.r.s.tv") !!!bha.t.ti |d,rie, di.t.thi, va .d .dhasi! so
evva de hiaa|vallaho."""

892:;9: (d.r.s.tv" sa|har.sa .m sa| s"dhvasa .m ca) !!!hañje, ima .m
pekkhia .na sakku .nomi iha acc,sa .n .ne .th,du .m. kad, i eso
ma .m pekkhe. t, ehi. a .n .nado gacchamha.""" (s’| &rukampa .m
pada|dvaya .m dad"ti.)

67 .45: (vihasya) !!!adik,dare! iha .t.thida .m pi ko tuma .m pek-
khadi? .na .m visumarido antare ratt’|âsoa|p,davo? t, iha
eva ci.t.thamha."""

+)
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#ey both move about.

/0:?@7A3084: (listening with agitation) I think I can hear
footsteps, Miss!

B7AC:87: (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.

6C/G08:C8: Here’s a bower of sandal vines, old chap. Let’s
go in then.

#ey both act entering.

B7AC: (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.

/0:?@7A3084: (seeing the hero) Miss, you are in luck! It’s
him, your favorite.

B7AC:87: (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.*)

/0:?@7A3084: (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.

+$
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tath" kuruta.h.

3:?I.@0;0 .B: (nir'pya) !!!bho vaassa, es, s, canda|ma .ni|sil,!"""".+#

8920;0 .B sa|b".spa .m ni!vasiti.

67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti |d,rie, «es, s” êtti» ,l,vo su .n<adi. t, avahid,
su .namha."""

ubhe "kar.nayata.h.

3:?I.@0;0 .B: (hastena c"layan) !!!bho vaassa, .na .m bha .n,mi
es, s, canda|ma .ni|sila tti."""

8920;0 .B: vayasya, samyag upalak.sitam. (hastena nirdi!an)".+.

KaKi|ma .ni|Kil, s” êya .m, yasy, .m
vip, .n .duram ,nana .m

kara|kisalaye k.rtv, v,me
ghana|Kvasit’|ôdgam,,

cirayati mayi vyakt’|,k=t,
man,k|sphuritair bhruvor

niyamita|mano|manyur d.r.s.t,
may, rudat< priy,. [+]

tad asy,m eva candra|k,nta|ma .ni|Kil,y,m upaviK,va .h.

892:;9: (vicintya) !!!k, u .na «es,» bhavissadi?"""
67 .45: !!!bha.t.ti|d,rie, jaha amme ov,rida|sar<r,o eda .m pek-

khamha, taha tuva .m pi ede .na di.t.th, bhave."""
892:;9: !!!jujjaï eda .m. ki .m pu .na pa .naa|kuvida .m pia|ja .na .m".(#

hiae karia mantedi?"""

(#
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#ey do so.

6C/G08:C8: (noticing) Here she is, old chap, that moon- ".+#
stone bench!

#e B7AC sighs, in tears.

/0:?@7A3084: Miss, I heard someone say, “Here she is.” So
we must pay attention and listen.

#ey both listen.

6C/G08:C8: (shaking him with his hand) I say, old chap! I
said, “Here she is … the moonstone bench!”

B7AC: 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.

B7AC:87: (thoughtfully)Who can “she” be?

/0:?@7A3084: Just as we’ve seen him while we’ve been hid-
ing, maybe he’s seen you as well, Miss.

B7AC:87: %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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