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RAPADYE TAM girim prayah
Srinivas’|Anukampaya

iksulsaralsravanty” éva

yan|murtya $arkarayitam.

vigahe tirthalbahulam
$italam gurulsamtatim
Srinivasa|day”|Ambodhi]

parivaha|paramparam.

krtinah Kamal”|avasal
karuny’|aikantino bhaje,
dhatte yat|sukti|rapena

trifvedi sarvalyogyatam.

Paragarajmukhan vande
Bhagiratha|naye sthitin
Kamalakantalkarunyal

Gangalplavitajmad|vidhan.

al$esalvighnal$amanam
anik’|é§varam asraye
Srimatah karun”|Ambodhau

Siksalsrota iv’ dtthitam



Prelude

I SURRENDER TO this mountain,
this stream of sugar-cane sap
turned solid, as God’s Compassion
takes crystal form.

I swim in the cool

steady flood of God’s Compassion,
in its deep pools, eddies, currents
flowing through the long line

of our teachers, which

never fails.

I follow unique poets

immersed in the mercy of Kdmala’s lord.
It is only their songs

that open up all three Vedas

for everyone to hear.

I hold high those sages,

starting with Pardshara,*

who take their lead from the man

who brought the Ganges down to earth.*
The river that is God’s Compassion
swept them away

as she now floods me.

I pray to God’s General, Vishvak-sena,

who washes all obstacles away.

He rises, steady, from the ocean of God’s Compassion
like a river flowing uphill.
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samastaljananim vande
caitanyalstanyaldayinim,
$reyasim Srinivasasya

karunam iva rapinim.

vande Vrsalgir'[i$asya
mahisim vi$va|dharinim,
tat|krpa|pratighatainam

ksamaya varanam yaya.

nisamayatu mam Nila
yad|bhogalpatalair dhruvam
bhavitam Srinivasasya

bhakta|dosesv a|dar§anam.

kam apy anlavadhim vande
karuna|Varun’|alayam
Vrsal$aila|tatalsthanam

svayam vyaktim upagatam.

INDIA



COMPASSION

She mothers all there is.

She nourishes us with the milk

they call awareness.

I bow to her, Compassion embodied,

the best thing about God.

And to Earth, the highest queen
of the Lord of Bull Hill.*

She bears us all

and bears with us all.

She won't let us strike back

at God’s Compassion.

Nila,* I pray for your attention.
When God makes love to you,

we can be sure his eyes turn blind
to the faults that we, who love him,

may commit.

‘That unfathomable, unending
ocean of kindness

who makes himself visible

to anyone who climbs the slopes
of Bull Hill—

I bow to him.
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POEMS AND PRAYERS FROM SOUTH INDIA

1o alkimcanalnidhim, sitim
apavargaltrijvargayoh
Anfjan’|adr’|[i§varaldayam

abhistaumi nirfafijanam.

anucara|$akty|adilgunam,
agre|sara|bodhalviracit'|alokam,
sv'ladhina|Vrsa|gir’|isam,

svayam prabhiitim pramanayami dayam.

api nikhilalloka|su|carita]
mustim|dhaya|durital|marcchan’|4]justam

samjivayatu, daye, mam
Anjanalgirijnathalrafijani bhavatl.
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COMPASSION

I praise you, Compassion,

who belong to the god of Anjana Hill:*
You are pure gold

to those who own nothing.

You alone deliver final freedom

and the other three ends of men.

>0

Power and other such traits

follow her everywhere.

The light of wisdom

goes before her.

‘The Lord of Bull Hill

is her servant.

That’s how I recognize Compassion
when she comes to be

of her own accord.

I've been bad.

I’'m losing my mind.

My terrible record

is a fist in the face

of any good deeds

that others have done.

Mother Compassion! Bring me back
to life. Be the lover

of the god on Anjana Hill.
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bhagavati daye, bhavatya
Vrsalgiri|nathe samaplute tunge
a|pratighalmajjananam

hast’|alambo mad|agasaim mrgyah.

krpanaljanalkalpalatikam
kre'laparadhasya niskriyam adyam,
Vrsalgirinathaldaye, tvam

vidanti samsaraltarinim vibudhah.

Vrsalgiri|grhalmedhi|gunah
bodhal|bal’|ai$varyalviryal$akti|jmukhah
dosa bhaveyur ete

yadi nama, daye, tvaya vina|bhuarah.

a|srstijsamtatanam
aparadhanam nirodhinim jagatah,
Padmasahayalkarune,

pratisamcaralkelim acarasi.



COMPASSION

When you flood even the god
on the peak of Bull Hill,

surely my burden of evil

will drown, too.

Compassion, great goddess:
would it be too much to ask you
to give it a hand?

You're bounty unending

to anyone in want,

immediate expiation

for anyone who’s done wrong,.

Goddess Compassion who lives with the god
on Bull Hill: those who know,

know you can guide us

to the other shore.

Omniscience, might, mastery, vigor,

and all the other blessed qualities

of the god at home on Bull Hill

would be nothing but a curse, Compassion,
if not for you.

People commit crimes non-stop

from the beginning of time, and you,

God’s Compassion, block them with a torrent
at every end of time, as the curtain falls

on your dance.*
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POEMS AND PRAYERS FROM SOUTH INDIA

alcid|alvisistan pralaye
jantan avalokya jata|nirveda
karanalkalevaralyogam

vitarasi, Vrsal$ailajnathalkarune, tvam.

79 A .
anugunalda$”[arpitena,
Sridharalkarune, samahita|sneha
$amayasi tamah prajinim

§astramayena sthira|pradipena.

rudha Vrs’|Acalapateh
pade mukhalkanti|patralalcchaya,
karune, sukhayasi vinatan

kat’|aksalvitapaih kar’[Apaceya|phalaih.

nayane Vrs'|Acal’|éndos
tara|maitrim dadhinaya, karune,
drstas tvay” 4iva janiman

apavargam alkrstalpacyam anubhavati.

samay’|6panatais tava pravihair,
anukampe, krta|samplava dharitri
$aran’|agatalsasya|malin” fyam

Vrsalsail’|ésalkrsivalam dhinoti.



COMPASSION

Then, after the deluge, when you see all living beings
no better than dead matter, you despair, Compassion,
and bless them with the burden of vital senses

and a body—you

who belong to the god of Bull Hill.

With the unwavering lamp of Scripture,

its coiled wick lit at the right moment

and burning with your love,

you, Mother Compassion, dispel the darkness
in people’s minds.

If God is a tree on Bull Hill,

you grow at his feet, you're the lush shade

flowing from the foliage at his head,

and to delight those who bow to him, Compassion,
you bend the long boughs that are his glances
heavy with fruit within reach.

God, rising like the moon on Bull Hill,
supplies the eyes, but you, Compassion,

give him sight. If your gentle gaze falls,
star-like, on anyone alive, they’ll find freedom,
a rich yield from an untilled land.

>0

When the earth is flooded on time
by you, Compassion,

pilgrims crop up in field after field
to the great joy of that Peasant
who farms Bull Hill.*
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kala$’

6dadhi|sampado bhavatyah,
karune, san|mati|manthalsamskrtayah
amrt’[Am$am avaimi divyaldeham

mrtajsamjivanam Anjan’[acal’|éndoh.

jalaldher iva §itata, daye, tvam
Vrsaléail’|adhipateh sva|bhaval|bhata.
pralay’|arabhatijnatim tad|iksam

prasabham grahayasi prasatti|lasyam

pranatalpratiktlajmualalghati
pratighah ko ’pi Vrs’|acal’|ésvarasya
kalame yavas’|Apacaya|nitya,

karune, kimkaratam tav’ dpayati.

a|bahis|krta|nigrahan vidantah
Kamalakanta|gunan sva|tantrat”|adin,
alvikalpam anugraham duhanam

bhavatim eva, daye, bhajanti santah.



COMPASSION

When you whipped yourself into cream

in the butter-churn of your willing mind,

Compassion, Ocean of Milk,

a spoonful became God’s body
rising like the moon on Bull Hill
that pulls the dead

back to life.*

Like coolness to the ocean,

you, Compassion, are the very nature
of the god on Bull Hill.

When his gaze does the wild dance
that devastates the world,

you sternly retrain it

in the soft step of peace.

Someone always has to weed a field
of growing paddy. God’s infinite rage
that uproots the enemies

of those who come to him

at Bull Hill takes its orders

from you, Compassion.

Good people know

that among his other fine features,
God is wholly free—but not quite free
from judgment. That’s why

they stick to your free-flowing
kindness, Compassion,

no questions asked.
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