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Here is a new Clay Sanskrit Library 
translation of Volume One of “Shalya,” 
Book Nine of the great Indian epic the 
Maha·bhárata.

“Shalya” portrays, in grand style, the 
last day of the great battle between the 
Káuravas and the Pándavas, recounting 
in gory detail the final destruction of 
King Dur·yódhana and his army. 

This, the first of the book’s two 
volumes, focuses on Shalya’s short-lived 
role as general of Dur·yódhana’s army. 
Shalya had previously fought as the 
charioteer of the great hero Karna. 
However, after Árjuna’s slaughter 
of Karna—to which Shalya himself 
contributed as a favor to the Pándavas 
—the Káurava army becomes leaderless 
and Shalya, tempted over to the Káura-
vas’ side by his weakness for luxury and 
wealth, is consecrated as its general.

Martial speeches, heroic duels and 
bloody massacres abound on the battle-
field, until finally Shalya is killed by 
King Yudhi·shthira, in accordance with 
the inexorable proceedings of fate. At 
Shalya’s death, King Dur·yódhana flees 
and takes refuge in a lake.
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Halfway through the immense eighteen-book, hundred-
thousand-verse Maha·bhárata, Book Nine is the fourth of the 
epic’s five war books. Amidst inauspicious omens, Shalya leads 

the depleted Káurava army into battle against his sister’s
sons. His story is completed in this first volume.
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̃ uvāca:

..

Ś
..  ̄ avahito yathā vr.tto mahān ks.ayah.

Kurūn. ām. Pān. d. avānām. ca samāsādya parasAparam.

nihate sūtaAputre tu Pān. d. avena mah”Aātmanā,

vidrutes.u ca sainyes.u samānı̄tes.u c’ âAsakr.t,

ghore manus.yaAdehānām ājau naraAvaraAks.aye.

yat tat Karn. e hate Pārthah. sim. haAnādam ath’ âkarot

tadā tava sutān rājan prāviśat suAmahad bhayam.

na sandhātum anı̄kāni na c’ âiv’ âtha parākrame

ās̄ıd buddhir hate Karn. e tava yodhasya kasya cit.

van. ijo nāvi bhinnāyām aAgādhe viplavā iva..

aApāre pāram icchanto hate dvı̄pe Kir̄ıt.inā.

sūtaAputre hate rājan vitrastāh. śaraAviks.atāh.

aAnāthā nātham icchanto mr.gāh. sim. h’Aârditā iva.

bhagnaAśr.ṅgā iva vr.s.āh. ś̄ırn. aAdam. s.t.rā iv’ ôragāh.

pratyupāyāma* sāy’Aâhne nirjitāh. Savyasācinā.

hataApravı̄rā vidhvastā nikr.ttā niśitaih. śaraih.

sūtaAputre hate rājan putrās te prādravam. s tatah. .

vidhvastaAkavacāh. sarve kāndiś̄ıkā vicetasah.

anyonyam abhinighnanto vı̄ks.amān. ā bhayād diśah. .

«mām eva nūnam. Bı̄bhatsur mām eva ca Vr.kodarah..

abhiyāt’ ı̂ti» manvānāh. petur mamluś ca Bhārata.


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́ said:
..L  , Your Majesty, to how a great slaugh-

ter took place between the Kurus and the Pándavas
after they clashed together.

When the heroic Pándava had killed the charioteer’s son,
and the troops were repeatedly fleeing and rallying, there
was a terrible carnage of human bodies in battle and the de-
struction of excellent men.* When the son of Pritha shouted
a lion-roar at Karna’s slaughter, a huge fear overtook your
sons, Your Majesty. Indeed, after Karna died, not one of
your warriors had the resolve to control their regiments, let
alone show courage in battle.

They were like merchants who were without rafts after ..

being shipwrecked in the ocean, and who sought the shore
in the boundless sea after their island had been destroyed
by diadem-adorned Árjuna. Wounded by arrows and ter-
rified after the death of the charioteer’s son, they yearned
for a leader—leaderless as they were—and were like deer
hounded by a lion, Your Majesty. Like bulls with broken
horns or snakes that had had their fangs removed, we re-
turned in the evening, defeated by Savya·sachin.

When their hero was slaughtered, your sons fled at the
death of the charioteer’s son, crushed and lacerated by sharp
arrows, O king. Fearfully looking in every direction, they
even began to kill each other as they all ran away madly,
their armor destroyed. Thinking, “It is I whom Bibhátsu* .

is chasing! It is I whom Vrikódara* is chasing!,” they fell
and languished, descendant of Bharata.


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·́  – 

aśvān anye gajān anye rathān anye mahāArathāh.
āruhya javaAsampannāh. pādātān prajahur bhayāt.

kuñjaraih. syandanā bhagnāh. sādinaś ca mahāArathaih. .

padātiAsaṅghāś c’ âśv’Aâughaih. palāyadbhir bhr.śam. hatāh. .

vyālaAtaskaraAsam. kı̄rn. e s’AârthaAhı̄nā yathā vane

tathā tvadı̄yā nihate sūtaAputre tad” âbhavan.

hat’Aārohās tathā nāgāś chinnaAhastās tath” âpare

sarvam. PārthaAmayam. lokam apaśyan vai bhay’Aârditāh. .

tān preks.ya dravatah. sarvān Bhı̄masenaAbhay’Aârditān.

Duryodhano ’tha svam. sūtam. hāAhāAkr.tv” âivam abravı̄t:

«n’ âtikramis.yate Pārtho dhanus.Apān. im avasthitam

jaghane yuddhyamānam. mām. . tūrn. am aśvān pracodaya!

samare yudhyamānam. hi Kaunteyo mām. Dhanañjayah.
n’ ôtsahet’ âpy atikrāntum. velām iva mah”Aârn. avah. .

ady’ Ârjunam. saAGovindam. māninam. ca Vr.kodaram

nihatya śis.t.āñ śatrūm. s ca Karn. asy’ ânAr.n. yam āpnuyām.»

tac chrutvā KuruArājasya śūr’AāryaAsadr.śam. vacah.
sūto hemaAparicchannāñ śanair aśvān acodayat.

gaj’AâśvaArathaAhı̄nās tu pādātāś c’ âiva māris.a..

pañcaAvim. śatiAsāhasrāh. prādravañ śanakair iva.

tān Bhı̄masenah. sam. kruddho Dhr.s.t.adyumnaś ca Pārs.atah.
balena caturAaṅgen. a pariks.ipy’ âhanac charaih. .

pratyayudhyam. s tu te sarve Bhı̄masenam. saAPārs.atam

PārthaAPārs.atayoś c’ ânye jagr.hus tatra nāmanı̄.


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 

Abandoning the foot soldiers in their fear, some mighty
warriors climbed swiftly onto horses, others onto elephants,
and others onto chariots. Chariots were crushed by ele-
phants, and horsemen by huge chariots. Hordes of in-
fantrymen were brutally killed by packs of fleeing horses.

When the charioteer’s son died, your soldiers resembled
people that had lost their caravan in a forest full of animals
and thieves. Elephants that had lost their riders, or that had
had their trunks lopped off, viewed the entire world as being
permeated by the son of Pritha, so stricken were they with
fear. When he saw that his men were all fleeing and stricken .

with fear of Bhima·sena, Dur·yódhana shouted loudly and
said this to his charioteer:

“The son of Pritha will not overcome me if I stand in the
rear and fight, bow in hand. Drive on the horses quickly!
Dhanan·jaya,* the son of Kunti, will not be able to conquer
me when I fight in battle, just as the great ocean cannot
surpass the shore. Today I will remove my debt to Karna by
killing Árjuna and Go·vinda,* as well as proud Vrikódara
and my other enemies, too.”

Hearing the king of the Kurus say these words—so suit-
able to a heroic noble—the charioteer gently urged on his
gold-decked horses.

Then, my lord, twenty-five thousand foot soldiers slowly ..

advanced forward, men who had lost their elephants, horses
and chariots. Angry Bhima·sena and Dhrishta·dyumna, the
grandson of Pŕıshata, surrounded these troops with their
fourfold army and began to slaughter them with their ar-
rows. The foot soldiers, however, all fought back against



C S L  . Ś
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·́  – 

akrudhyata ran. e Bhı̄mas tair mr.dhe pratyavasthitaih. .

so ’vat̄ırya rathāt tūrn. am. gadāApān. ir ayudhyata.

na tān rathaAstho bhūmiAs.t.hān dharm’Aāpeks.ı̄ Vr.kodarah.

yodhayām āsa Kaunteyo bhujaAvı̄ryam upāśritah. .

jātaArūpaAparicchannām. pragr.hya mahat̄ım. gadām.

nyavadhı̄t tāvakān sarvān dan. d. aApān. ir iv’ Ântakah. .

pādātayo hi sam. rabdhās tyaktaAj̄ıvitaAbāndhavāh.

Bhı̄mam abhyadravan sam. khye pataṅgā iva pāvakam. .

āsādya Bhı̄masenam. te sam. rabdhā yuddhaAdurAmadāh.

vineśuh. sahasā dr.s.t.vā bhūtaAgrāmā iv’ Ântakam.

śyenavad vyacarad Bhı̄mah. khad. gena gadayā tathā

pañcaAvim. śatiAsāhasrām. s tāvakānām vyapothayat.

hatvā tat purus.’Aânı̄kam. Bhı̄mah. satyaAparākramah.

Dhr.s.t.adyumnam. puraskr.tya punas tasthau mahāAbalah. .

Dhanañjayo rath’Aânı̄kam anvapadyata vı̄ryavān..

Mādr̄ıAputrau ca Śakunim. Sātyakiś ca mahāAbalah.

javen’ âbhyapatan hr.s.t.ā ghnanto Dauryodhanam. balam. .

tasy’ âśvaAvāhān suAbahūm. s te nihatya śitaih. śaraih.

tam anvadhāvam. s tvaritās; tatra yuddham avartata.


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 

Bhima·sena and the grandson of Pŕıshata; some even chal-
lenged them by calling out their names.

Bhima became filled with battle-fury against these men
who confronted him in war. Descending quickly from his
chariot, he fought them, mace in hand. Relying on the
strength of his arms, Vrikódara, the son of Kunti, fought
according to the rules of warfare by not standing on his
chariot against men that stood on the ground. Taking his .

enormous gold-covered mace, he slew all your soldiers as if
he were Death wielding his staff.

At their kinsmen’s loss of life, the enraged foot soldiers
charged against Bhima in battle, like moths flying into a
flame. When they attacked Bhima·sena in their rage, the
troops—although difficult to conquer in battle—perished
as soon as they saw him, like creatures who look upon Death.
Bhima swooped like a hawk with his sword and mace, and
crushed those twenty-five thousand of your troops. After
destroying that division of men, mighty Bhima—who has
truth as his strength—once again took up position behind
Dhrishta·dyumna.

Powerful Dhanan·jaya, meanwhile, moved against the ..

chariot division, while mighty Sátyaki and the sons of Ma-
dri* swiftly rushed with joy against Shákuni, slaughtering
Dur·yódhana’s army as they did so. After slaying multitudes
of Shákuni’s horsemen with their sharp arrows, they quickly
charged against Shákuni himself. A battle then ensued in
that area.


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·́  – 

tato Dhanañjayo rājan rath’Aânı̄kam agāhata

viśrutam. tris.u lokes.u Gān. d. ı̄vam. vyāks.ipan dhanuh. .

Kr.s.n. aAsārathim āyāntam. dr.s.t.vā śvetaAhayam. ratham

Arjunam. c’ âpi yoddhāram. tvadı̄yāh. paryavārayan.

viprahı̄naArath’Aâśvāś ca śaraiś ca parivāritāh.
pañcaAvim. śatiAsāhasrāh. Pārtham ārchan padātayah. .

hatvā tat purus.’Aânı̄kam. Pañcālānām. mahāArathah..

Bhı̄masenam. purasAkr.tya na cirāt pratyadr.śyata,

mahāAdhanurAdharah. śr̄ımān aAmitraAgan. aAmardanah.
putrah. PañcālaArājasya Dhr.s.t.adyumno mahāAyaśāh. .

pārāvataAsaAvarn. ’Aâśvam. kovidāraAvaraAdhvajam

Dhr.s.t.adyumnam. ran. e dr.s.t.vā tvadı̄yāh. prādravan bhayāt.

GāndhāraArājam. ś̄ıghr’Aâstram anusr.tya yaśasvinau

aAcirāt pratyadr.śyetām. Mādr̄ıAputrau saASātyakau.

Cekitānah. Śikhan. d. ı̄ ca Draupadeyāś ca māris.a

hatvā tvadı̄yam. suAmahat sainyam. śaṅkhān ath’ âdhaman.

te sarve tāvakān preks.ya dravato vai parāṅAmukhān.

abhyadhāvanta nighnanto vr.s.āñ jitvā vr.s.ā iva.

sen”Aâvaśes.am. tam. dr.s.t.vā tava putrasya Pān. d. avah.
avasthitam. Savyasācı̄ cukrodha balavan nr.Apa.

tata enam. śarai rājan sahasā samavākirat

rajasā c’ ôdgaten’ âtha na sma kiñ cana dr.śyate.

andhakār̄ıkr.te loke śar̄ıbhūte mahı̄Atale

diśah. sarvā mahāArāja tāvakāh. prādravan bhayāt.


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Dhanan·jaya penetrated the chariot division, Your Majes-
ty, firing his Gandı́va bow, which is renowned throughout
the three worlds. Seeing the white-horsed chariot approach-
ing, with Krishna as its driver and Árjuna as its warrior, your
soldiers surrounded it. Twenty-five thousand infantrymen
confronted the son of Pritha, even though they were de-
prived of their horses and chariots and enveloped by ar-
rows. But Dhrishta·dyumna—that famous prince of Pan- .

chála who wields a mighty bow, that glorious destroyer of
enemy hordes and great warrior of the Panchálas—was soon
seen slaughtering that division of troops with Bhima·sena
in front of him. Your troops fled in fear when they saw
Dhrishta·dyumna in battle, his horses the color of pigeons
and his standard made of fine kovidára material.

Sátyaki and the glorious sons of Madri were soon seen
attacking the king of Gandhára, whose weapons are swift.
Chekitána, Shikhándin and the sons of Dráupadi destroyed
your great army, my lord, and then blew their conches.
On seeing that all your men were fleeing with their backs .

turned, they chased after them, killing them like bulls con-
quering bulls.

The Pándava Savya·sachin then grew angry when he saw
the remainder of your son’s army still standing firm, mighty
king. He violently covered them with arrows, Your Majesty,
and nothing was visible from the dust that arose. The world
became dark and the earth turned into arrows. And your
men fearfully fled in every direction, great king.


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bhajyamānes.u sarves.u KuruArājo viśām. pate

pares.ām ātmanaś c’ âiva sainye te samupādravat.

tato Duryodhanah. sarvān ājuhāv’ âtha Pān. d. avān..

yuddhāya BharataAśres.t.ha devān iva purā Balih. .

ta enam abhigarjantam. sahitāh. samupādravan

nānāAśastraAsr.jah. kruddhā bhartsayanto muhur muhuh. .

Duryodhano ’py aAsam. bhr.āntas tān ar̄ın vyadhamac charaih. .

tatr’ âdbhutam apaśyāma tava putrasya paurus.am

yad enam. Pān. d. avāh. sarve na śekur ativartitum.

n’ âtidūr’Aâpayātam. ca kr.taAbuddhim. palāyane

Duryodhanah. svakam. sainyam. apaśyad bhr.śaAviks.atam.

tato ’vasthāpya rāj’Aêndra kr.taAbuddhis tav’ ātmaAjah.
hars.ayann iva tān yodhām. s tato vacanam abravı̄t:

«na tam. deśam. prapaśyāmi pr.thivyām parvates.u ca..

yatra yā tān na vo hanyuh. Pān. d. avāh; kim. sr.tena vah. ?

svAalpam. c’ âiva balam. tes.ām. Kr.s.n. au ca bhr.śaAviks.atau.

yadi sarve ’tra tis.t.hāmo dhruvam. no vijayo bhavet.

viprayātām. s tu vo bhinnān Pān. d. avāh. kr.taAkilbis.ān

anusr.tya hanis.yanti. śreyo nah. samare vadhah. .

sukhah. sām. grāmiko mr.tyuh.
ks.atraAdharmen. a yudhyatām.

mr.to duh. kham. na jānı̄te.

pretya c’ ânAantyam aśnute.

śr.n. vantu ks.atriyāh. sarve yāvanto ’tra samāgatāh. :

dvis.ato Bhı̄masenasya vaśam es.yatha vidrutāh. ;


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When all his soldiers were scattered in this way, the king
of the Kurus began to attack both the enemy’s troops and
his own, O lord of the people.

Dur·yódhana then challenged all the Pándavas to fight, ..

best of Bharatas, just as Bali* challenged the gods in the past.
Enraged, the Pándavas grouped together and attacked Dur·
yódhana as he roared, deriding him repeatedly and hurling
various weapons at him. Dur·yódhana, however, did not
waver but dispersed the enemies with his arrows. We then
witnessed your son’s remarkable courage in that battle, as
all the Pándavas failed to overpower him.

On seeing that his troops were heavily wounded and
intent on flight—although not yet very far away—Dur·
yódhana restrained them, king of kings. With a resolute
mind, your son then made a speech to his soldiers, as if
gladdening them:

“I do not see any place on the earth or in the mountains ..

where the Pándavas have not killed you. What then is the
use of your fleeing? Their army is only very small and the
two Krishnas are heavily wounded. If we all stand firm here,
our victory should be certain. The Pándavas will pursue and
kill you, if you commit the sin of fleeing and breaking up.
It is better for us to die in battle.

Happiness comes from death in battle for those who fight
according to the warrior code. A dead man knows no suf-
fering. After he dies, he attains eternity. Let all the warriors
gathered here listen: if you flee, you will fall under the con-
trol of the enemy Bhima·sena. You must not abandon the
practices of your ancestors! There is no worse action for a
warrior than flight. For there is no better path to heaven, .


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pitāAmahair ācaritam. na dharmam. hātum arhatha.
n’ ânyat karm’ âsti pāpı̄yāh. ks.atriyasya palāyanāt..

na yuddhaAdharmāc chreyān hi
panthāh. svargasya Kauravāh. .

suAciren. ’ ârjitāl̃ lokān
sadyo yuddhāt samaśnute.»

tasya tad vacanam. rājñah. pūjayitvā mahāArathāh.
punar ev’ âbhyavartanta ks.atriyāh. Pān. d. avān prati
parājayam aAmr.s.yantah. kr.taAcittāś ca vikrame.
tatah. pravavr.te yuddham. punar eva suAdārun. am
tāvakānām. pares.ām. ca dev’AâsuraAran. ’Aôpamam.

Yudhis.t.hiraApurogām. ś ca sarvaAsainyena Pān. d. avān
anvadhāvan mahāArāja putro Duryodhanas tava.

̃ uvāca:
P̄ Anı̄d. ām. ś ca rathām. s c’ âpi mah”Aātmanām..

ran. e ca nihatān nāgān dr.s.t.vā patt̄ım. ś ca māris.a,
āyodhanam. c’ âtighoram. Rudrasy’ ākr̄ıd. aAsam. nibham
aAprakhyātim. gatānām. tu rājñām. śataAsahasraśah. ,
vimukhe tava putre tu śok’AôpahataAcetasi
bhr.ś’Aôdvignes.u sainyes.u dr.s.t.vā Pārthasya vikramam
dhyāyamānes.u sainyes.u duh. kham. prāptes.u Bhārata,
balānām. mathyamānānām. śrutvā ninadam uttamam
abhijñānam. nar’Aêndrān. ām. viks.atam. preks.ya sam. yuge,
kr.p”Aāvis.t.ah. Kr.po rājan vayah. Aś̄ılaAsamanvitah..

abravı̄t tatra tejasvı̄ so ’bhisr.tya jan’Aâdhipam
Duryodhanam. manyuAvaśād vākyam. vākyaAviśāradah. :

«Duryodhana nibodh’ êdam. yat tvām. vaks.yāmi Kaurava.
śrutvā kuru mahāArāja yadi te rocate ’nAagha.


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Káuravas, than the code of war. Through battle, one in-
stantly attains worlds that others obtain after a long time.”

Applauding the king’s words, those great, martial char-
ioteers once again advanced against the Pándavas, unable
to endure defeat and their hearts set on valor. Once again
a gruesome battle took place between your troops and the
enemy, like a battle between the gods and demons.

Your son Dur·yódhana and all his soldiers then attacked
the Pándavas, who were led by Yudhi·shthira, Your Majesty.

́ said:
M ,  Kripa saw the fallen chariots and char- .

iot platforms of the heroes, as well as the elephants and in-
fantrymen that had been slaughtered in battle. And when he
saw the horrific battlefield, which resembled Rudra’s play-
ground, and the ignominious end of hundreds and thou-
sands of kings. And when, descendant of Bharata, Kripa
saw the valor of the Partha, while your son on the other
hand fled—his mind destroyed by grief—and your troops
brooded in anguish and utter despair. And when he heard
crushed soldiers screaming loudly and saw the shattered
mementos of kings in battle. Then, Your Majesty, splen- .

did Kripa—who is compassionate, mature and virtuous—
approached King Dur·yódhana and angrily addressed him
with these words, skilled as he was in speech:

“Dur·yódhana, descendant of Kuru, listen to what I have
to say! And after you have listened, act—if it so pleases you,
O faultless, great king.


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na yuddhaAdharmāc chreyān vai panthā rāj’Aêndra vidyate

yam. samāśritya yudhyante ks.atriyāh. ks.atriya’Ars.abha.

putro bhrātā pitā c’ âiva svasr̄ıyo mātulas tathā

sam. bandhiAbāndhavāś c’ âiva yodhyā vai ks.atraAj̄ıvinā.

vadhe c’ âiva paro dharmas tath” âAdharmah. palāyane.

te sma ghorām. samāpannā j̄ıvikām. j̄ıvit’Aârthinah. .

tad atra prativaks.yāmi kiñ cid eva hitam. vacah. :

hate Bhı̄s.me ca Dron. e ca Karn. e c’ âiva mahāArathe,..

Jayadrathe ca nihate tava bhrātr.s.u c’ ânAagha

Laks.man. e tava putre ca kim. śes.am. paryupāsmahe?

yes.u bhāram. samāsādya rājye matim akurmahi.

te sam. tyajya tanūr yātāh. śūrā BrahmaAvidām. gatim.

vayam. tv iha vināAbhūtā gun. avadbhir mahāArathaih.
kr.pan. am. vartayis.yāma* pātayitvā nr.Apān bahūn.

sarvair api ca j̄ıvadbhir Bı̄bhatsur aAparājitah. .

Kr.s.n. aAnetro mahāAbāhur devair api durAāsadah. .

IndraAkārmukaAtuly’Aābham IndraAketum iv’ ôcchritam

vānaram. ketum āsādya sam. cacāla mahāAcamūh. .

sim. haAnādāc ca Bhı̄masya PāñcajanyaAsvanena ca.

Gān. d. ı̄vasya ca nirghos.āt sam. hr.s.yanti manām. si nah. .

carant” ı̂va mahāAvidyun mus.n. ant̄ı nayanaAprabhām

alātam iva c’ āviddham. Gān. d. ı̄vam. samadr.śyata.

jāmbūnadaAvicitram. ca dhūyamānam. mahad dhanuh.
dr.śyate diks.u sarvāsu vidyud abhraAghanes.v iva.

śvetāś ca vegaAsam. pannāh. śaśiAkāśaAsamaAprabhāh.


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King of kings, there is no better path to heaven than the
code of war. It is this that warriors follow when they wage
battle, bull-like kshatriya. A warrior can fight against his
son, brother, father, nephew, uncle, kinsmen or relatives. It
is right to be intent on slaughter and wrong to be concerned
with fleeing. Warriors practice a terrifying way of life if they
want to survive.

Let me give you some useful advice on this matter.
If Bhishma, Drona and the great warrior Karna are dead, ..

and if Jayad·ratha, your brothers and your son Lákshmana
have been killed, what is there left for us to do, faultless
king? It was on these heroes that we placed the burden
when we set our hearts on kingship. They have left their
bodies and reached the realm of the Brahma-knowers. We,
on the other hand, will slaughter many kings and then lead
a miserable existence in this world, separated from these
virtuous warriors.

Even while all these men were alive, Bibhátsu was un-
conquered. Even the gods would find it difficult to attack
mighty-armed Árjuna, who has Krishna for his eyes. Our
huge army trembled when it approached Árjuna’s monkey-
banner, which was raised like the banner of Indra and shone
like Indra’s bow.* Our senses were robbed by Bhima’s lion- .

roar, by the blare of the Pancha·janya conch,* and by the
noise of the Gandı́va* bow. Quivering like lightning and
blinding our eyes,* the Gandı́va seemed to be wielded* like
a firebrand. When that great bow shakes, glittering with
gold, it can be seen in every direction, like lightning in rain
clouds. Speedy white horses are yoked to Árjuna’s chariot;
splendid as the moon or kasha grass, they seem to devour



C S L  . Ś
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pibanta iva c’ ākāśam. rathe yuktās tu vājinah. .

uhyamānāś ca Kr.s.n. ena vāyun” êva balāhakāh.
jāmbūnadaAvicitr’Aâṅgā vahante c’ Ârjunam. ran. e.

tāvakam. tad balam. rājann Arjuno ’straAviśāradah...

gahanam. śiśire kaks.am. dadāh’ âgnir iv’ ôlban. ah. .

gāhamānam anı̄kāni Mah”AêndraAsadr.śaAprabham

Dhanañjayam apaśyāma caturAdam. s.t.ram iva dviApam.

viks.obhayantam. senām. te trāsayantam. ca pārthivān

Dhanañjayam apaśyāma nalinı̄m iva kuñjaram.

trāsayantam. tathā yodhān dhanur ghos.ena Pān. d. avam

bhūya enam apaśyāma sim. ham. mr.gaAgan. ān iva.

sarvaAlokaAmah”Aês.vAāsau vr.s.abhau sarvaAdhanvinām.
āmuktaAkavacau Kr.s.n. au lokaAmadhye viceratuh. .

adya saptaAdaś’Aâhāni vartamānasya Bhārata..

sam. grāmasy’ âtiAghorasya vadhyatām. c’ âbhito yudhi.

vāyun” êva vidhūtāni tava sainyāni sarvatah.
śaradAambhoAdaAjālāni vyaś̄ıryanta samantatah.
tām nāvam iva paryastām. vātaAdhūtām. mah”Aârn. ave

tava senām. mahāArāja Savyasācı̄ vyakampayat.

kva nu te sūtaAputro ’bhūt? kva nu Dron. ah. sah’Aânugah. ?

aham. kva ca kva c’ ātmā te Hārdikyaś ca tathā kva nu?

Duh. śāsanaś ca te bhrātā bhrātr.bhih. sahitah. kva nu

bān. aAgocaraAsam. prāptam. preks.ya c’ âiva Jayadratham

sambandhinas te bhrātr̄.m. ś ca sahāyān mātulām. s tathā.

sarvān vikramya mis.ato lokam ākramya mūrdhani?


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the sky. Driven by Krishna, as clouds are by the wind, their
legs glittering with gold, the horses carry Árjuna on the
battlefield.

Árjuna—skilled in archery—scorched that army of yours, ..

Your Majesty, like a violent fire incinerates a thick and dry
forest in the winter. We saw Dhanan·jaya penetrating your
regiments like a four-tusked elephant, splendid as great In-
dra. We saw Dhanan·jaya throwing your army into con-
fusion and terrifying the kings, like an elephant disturbs a
lotus pond. We saw the Pándava once again terrifying the
warriors with the sound of his bow, like a lion terrifies herds
of deer. The two Krishnas—the greatest archers in the en-
tire world and bulls of all bowmen—rampaged in everyone’s
midst, clad in armor.

Today, descendant of Bharata, is the seventeenth day of ..

this terrible, ongoing war and of men being slaughtered
everywhere in battle. Your troops have been scattered on
all sides, like clusters of autumn clouds dispersed in every
direction by the wind. Your army has been shaken by Sav-
ya·sachin, great king, like a boat tossed about by the wind
and reeling on the vast ocean.

Where was that charioteer’s son of yours? Where was Dro-
na and his followers? Where was I? Where were you? Where
was Krita·varman, the son of Hŕıdika? And where was your
brother Duhshásana and his brothers, when Árjuna saw
that Jayad·ratha was within range of his arrows and—under .

their very eyes—attacked all your relatives, brothers, allies
and uncles, and strode across everyone’s head?


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Jayadratho hato rājan kim. nu śes.am upāsmahe?

ko h’ ı̂ha sa pumān asti yo vijes.yati Pān. d. avam?

tasya c’ âstrān. i divyāni vividhāni mah”Aātmanah. .

Gān. d. ı̄vasya ca nirghos.o dhairyān. i harate hi nah. .

nas.t.aAcandrā yathā rātrih. sen” êyam. hataAnāyakā

nāgaAbhagnaAdrumā śus.kā nad” ı̂v’ ākulatām. gatā.

dhvajinyām. hataAnetrāyām. yath”Aês.t.am. śvetaAvāhanah.

caris.yati mahāAbāhuh. kaks.es.v agnir iva jvalan.

Sātyakeś c’ âiva yo vego Bhı̄masenasya c’ ôbhayoh..

dārayec ca gir̄ın sarvān śos.ayec c’ âiva sāgarān.

uvāca vākyam. yad Bhı̄mah. sabhāAmadhye viśām. pate

kr.tam. tat saAphalam. tena, bhūyaś c’ âiva karis.yati.

pramukhaAsthe tadā Karn. e balam. Pān. d. avaAraks.itam.

durAāsadam. tadā guptam. vyūd. ham. Gān. d. ı̄vaAdhanvanā.

yus.mābhis tāni cı̄rn. āni yāny aAsādhūni sādhus.u

aAkāran. aAkr.tāny eva. tes.ām. vah. phalam āgatam.

ātmano ’rthe tvayā loko yatnatah. sarva āhr.tah. .

sa te sam. śayitas tāta ātmā ca Bharata’Ars.abha.

raks.a Duryodhan’ ātmānam. . ātmā sarvasya bhājanam..

bhinne hi bhājane tāta diśo gacchati tadAgatam.

hı̄yamānena vai sandhih. paryes.t.avyah. samena ca

vigraho vardhamānena. matir es.ā Br.haspateh. .


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If Jayad·ratha has been killed, Your Majesty, what is there
left for us to do? What man in this world can conquer the
Pándava? The weapons of that hero are divine and diverse.
The noise of his Gandı́va bow robs us of our courage. Your
army is like a moonless night, now that its leader is dead. It
is in disarray, like a dried-up river in which the trees have
been broken by elephants.

Like a fire burning in dry forests, mighty-armed Árjuna
will roam as he likes with his white horses through your
leaderless army. The power of both Sátyaki and Bhima .

could burst through every mountain and dry up the oceans.
The words that Bhima said in the assembly hall have been
fulfilled, lord of the people, and he will fulfill them still
further.* Even when Karna stood at our head, their arrayed
army was still difficult to defeat, guarded as it was by the
Gandı́va bow and protected by the Pándavas.

You have committed deeds that are wicked for good peo-
ple to do and that were performed without reason. The fruit
of these actions of yours has now arrived. You zealously ral-
lied together the entire world for your own cause. Now it
and yourself, my child, are in danger, bull of the Bharatas.
Protect yourself, Dur·yódhana; for you are the vessel of ev- .

erything. When a vessel is broken, my boy, all that is in
it disperses everywhere. A balanced man should seek peace
when he is weak and conflict when he is strong; this is the
creed of Brihas·pati.


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te vayam. Pān. d. uAputrebhyo

hı̄nāh. svaAbalaAśaktitah. .

tad atra Pān. d. avaih. sārdham.
sandhim. manye ks.amam. prabho.

na jānı̄te hi yah. śreyah. śreyasaś c’ âvamanyate

sa ks.ipram. bhraśyate rājyān na ca śreyo ’nuvindati.

pran. ipatya hi rājānam. rājyam. yadi labhema hi

śreyah. syān, na tu maud. hyena rājan gantum. parābhavam.

Vaicitravı̄ryaAvacanāt kr.pāAś̄ılo Yudhis.t.hirah...

viniyuñj̄ıta rājye tvām. GovindaAvacanena ca.

yad brūyādd hi Hr.s.ı̄keśo rājānam aAparājitam

Arjunam. Bhı̄masenam. ca sarve kuryur aAsam. śayam.

n’ âtikramis.yate Kr.s.n. o vacanam. Kauravasya tu

Dhr.tarās.t.rasya manye ’ham. n’ âpi Kr.s.n. asya Pān. d. avah. .

etat ks.emam aham. manye tava Pārthair na vigraham.

na tvām. bravı̄mi kārpan. yān na prān. aApariraks.an. āt.

pathyam. rājan bravı̄mi tvām. . tat parāsuh. smaris.yasi.»

iti vr.ddho vilapy’ âitat Kr.pah. Śāradvato vacah.
dı̄rgham us.n. am. ca nih. śvasya śuśoca ca mumoha ca.
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As for the strength of our army, we have been weakened
by the sons of Pandu. Given our situation, I think that peace
with the Pándavas is appropriate, my lord. Those who do
not know what is good and who disregard what is good
quickly lose their kingship and do not acquire the good.
If by bowing to King Yudhi·shthira we keep our kingship,
that would be good. It would not be good to be defeated
out of foolishness, Your Majesty.

Yudhi·shthira is compassionate and would entrust you ..

with kingship if Vichı́tra·virya’s son* and Go·vinda request
it. Whatever Hrishi·kesha* says to the undefeated king, or to
Árjuna and Bhima·sena, will certainly be followed by every-
one. Krishna will not go against the words of the Káurava
Dhrita·rashtra; nor do I think that the Pándava will dis-
obey Krishna. The safe thing, I believe, is for you not to
fight against the sons of Pritha. I tell you this not out of
weakness nor in order to save my life. I am telling you what
is appropriate, Your Majesty; you will remember this when
you are about to die.”

Lamenting in this way and breathing out long and hot
sighs, old Kripa, the son of Sharádvat, grieved and then
fainted.
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