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ACT EIGHT
VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED



8.1 (tatah pravisaty drdrajcivaralhasto BHIKSUH.)
.. /7
BHIKSUH: ajja, kaledha dhammal§amcaam.,

'samjammadha nia|potam,

niccam jaggedha jhana|padahena.
viséama indialcola

halanti cilaj$amcidam dhammam.,, [1]

[ . - . - = 7
avi a, a|niccadae pekkhia navalam dava dhammanam $alana

RS
mhi.*

8.5 pancaljana jena malida, itthia malia gima lakkhide,
a|bale a candala malide, avasam $e nala $agga gahadi., [2]

Sila mundide, tunda mundide,

citta na mundide, kisa mundide?
jaha una a citta mumdide,

$§ahu $utthu $ila taha mundide., [3]

rgihida|kas’i’|odae ede civale java edam ladtia|$alakaha ke-
lake ujjane pavisia pokkhalinie pakkhalia lahum lahum
avakkamis$am., (parikramya tatha karoti.)

7 - r. 7 re 4 - 4
nepathye SAKARAH: cista, le dustaléamanaka, cista!,

BHIKSUH (dystvd sajbhayam): 'hi avida manahe! ese $e laa|
éala| Samthane dade. ekkena bhikkhuna avalihe kide
annam pi jahim jahim bhikkhum pekkhadi tahim tahim
gonam vva nasam vindhia ovahedi. ta kahim a|$alane
gamis$$am? adha va bhattalake jjeva Buddhe me $alane.,
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(Enter a MONK with a wet robe in his hand.) 8.1
MONK: You ignorant people, accumulate merit!

Keep your belly under control, stay ever awake with
the drum of meditation!

The hostile senses are thieves who rob merit
accumulated over time.

Well then, upon realizing the fleeting nature of the world,
I sought refuge in virtuous deeds.

He who has slain the five men, protected the town by .5
slaying the woman,

And has also slain the feeble pariah—that man
will surely attain heaven.*

Your head is shaved, your face is shaved, but your soul
is not shaved; why do you shave at all?
Again, if one’s soul is shaved, one’s head is truly shaved.

I'll go in this garden of the king’s brother-in-law and wash
this wet red-dyed gown in the lotus pond, and then
quickly be off. (He goes around and sets to work.)

VOICE (offstage): Stop, you wretched monk, stop!

MONK (looking up with fear): Heavens! Sansthdnaka is com-
ing—the king’s brother-in-law! Once a monk offended
him, and now, whenever he sees one, he pierces his nose
as though he were a cow and chases him off. So where
can I take refuge, helpless fellow that I am? But the Lord
Buddha alone is my refuge.
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THE LITTLE CLAY CART

8.10 (pravisya safkhadgena VITENA saha)

7 - . 7
SAKARAH: ciSta, le dusta

$amanaka, cista! avinaa

majjha|
pavistaséa via latta| milaaséa $§isam de modais§am., (7#i

tidayati.)

vital: kaneli|matah, na yuktam nirveda|dhrta|kasayam
bhiksum tadayitum. tat kim anena? idam tavat sukh’|

Opagamyam udyanam pasyatu bhavan.

al$aranal$arana|pramoda|bhutair
vana|tarubhih kriyamana|caru|karma,
hrdayam iva durlatmanam alguptam

navam iva rajyam a|nirjic'|6pabhogyam. [4]

BHIKSUH: '$aadam! pasidadu uvasake,,

8.15 SAKARAH: bhave, pekkha pekkha! akkosadi mam!,
VITAH: kim braviti?
$aKARAH: uvisake tti mam bhanadi. kim hagge navide?,
viTAH: Buddh'|6pasaka iti bhavantam stauti.
$AKARAH: thunu, éamanaka, thunu!,

8.20 BHIKSUH: tumam dhanne! tumam punnel,

s - ¥ - . T .
$AKARAH: bhave, «dhanne, punne» tti mam bhanadi! kim

hagge $alavake kostake kombhalkale va?,
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ACT EIGHT: VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED

(Enter SHAKARA accompanied by the LIBERTINE bearing a 8.10

sword.)

SHAKARA: Stop, you wretched monk, stop! I'll smash your

head like a radish at a drinking party! (He beats him.)

LIBERTINE: Bastard, it’s not proper to beat a monk who's
renounced everything and taken the ochre robe. Why
bother with him? Look, sir, this garden is worthy of
visiting.

The trees are performing the happy task of pleasing and
protecting the unprotected.

The garden is exposed like the heart of evil men;

Like a new kingdom, its pleasures have yet to be enjoyed.

MONK: Welcome! Be appeased, servant.

SHAKARA: Look, Sir, look! He’s insulting me! 8.15
LIBERTINE: What's he saying?

sHAKARA: He’s calling me a servant. Am [ a barber?

LIBERTINE: He’s praising you by calling you the Buddha’s
servant.

SHAKARA: Praise me, monk, praise me more!
MONK: You are blessed! You are righteous! 8.20

SHAKARA: Sir, he’s calling me “corny” and “stuffed!” Am I a
bin, a pot or a potter?*
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THE LITTLE CLAY CART

viTAH: kinelilmatah, nanu dhanyas tvam punyas tvam it

bhavantam stauti.
s - ML= - 1=z ;. -
SAKARAH: bhave, ta kisa ese idha agade?,
r. - 1
BHIKSUH: idam civalam pakkhalidum.,

8.25 $AKARAH: ale dusta|éamanaki, eée mama bahini|vadini
$avv’|ujjananam pavale Pupphakaland’|ujjane dinne ja-
him dava $unahaka iala paniam pianti. hagge vi pabalal
puli$e manussake na nhaami. tahim tumam pukkhalinie
pulanalkulutthaljasal$avannaim dussajgandhiaim civa-
laim pakkhalesi. ta tumam ekka|pahaliam kalemi!,

vrral: kaneli|matah, tatha tarkayami yath” Anen’ 4|cira|

pravrajitena bhavitavyam.
s - X - e = 1
$akArAH: kadham bhave janadi?,
vITAH: kim atra jieyam? padya!

ady’ Apy asya tath” diva kesa|virahad
gauri lalatalcchavih
kalasy’ Alpataya ca civaralkrtah
skandhe na jatah kinah,
n’ Abhyasta ca kasaya|vastra|racana
diaram nigadh’[antaro
vastr’|Antas$ ca pat’[6cchrayat praithilah
skandhe na samtisthate. [s]

r -7 . ..
8.30 BHIKSUH: uvasake, evvam. alcila|pavvajide hagge.,
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ACT EIGHT: VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED

LIBERTINE: Bastard, he is praising you and saying you are
blessed and you are righteous.

SHAKARA: Sir, why’s this man come here?
MoNK: To wash this robe.

SHAKARA: Oh, you wretched monk! My brother-in-law has 8.25
given me this Pushpa-kardndaka garden, the best of all
gardens, where dogs and jackals drink water; I don’t
bathe here, eminent and manly though I am. But you're
washing your horrible smelling robes, the color of stale
black bean soup, in this pool! Why, T'll kill you with one
blow!

LIBERTINE: Bastard, I guess that this man must have quite
recently renounced.

sHAKARA: How, sir, do you know?
LIBERTINE: What's there to know? Look!

Even now the glow of his forehead is the same old pale
color, though no hair shades it.

There’s no callus on his shoulder, for his robe has been
worn for a very short period.

Nor is he practiced in wearing red robes, for his loins
are wide open to view.

And the robe’s edge is much too loose: the cloth
inches up, and does not clasp his shoulder.

MONK: It’s true, servant! I've quite recently renounced. 8.30
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8.35

8.40

THE LITTLE CLAY CART

O - . .. .
$AKARA: ta kiSa tumam jata|mettaka jjeva na pavvajide?, (it

tidayati.)
r ¥4
BHIKSUH: namo Buddhassa!,
vITAH: kim anena taditena tapasvina? mucyatam, gacchatu!
’ - r by - s , - .
$AKARAH: ale, ciSta dava java Sampadhalemi.,
VITAH: kena sirdham?
, - r
SAKARAH: attano hadakkena.,
VITAH: hanta, na gatah!
A r . - . "
$AKARAH: puttakd hadakka, bhastake puttake! ese Samanake
. - . . .7 r A
avi nama kim gacchadu kim cistadw?, (svafgatam) n’ avi
> A . .7 =7 ¥ - 7 -
gacchadu n’ 4vi ci$tadu., (prakisam) bhave, sampadha-
lidam mae hadakkena $aha. e$e maha hadakke bhanadi.,
vrtal: kim braviti?

7 - ro- . - e ez - e =7
$AKARAH: ma vi gacchadu ma vi ci§tadu, ma vi Gsasadu

mavi nisasadu. idha jjeva jhatti padia maledu.,
r ¥4 7 - .
BHIKSUH: namo Buddhasééa! $alan’lagade mhil,

VITAH: gacchatu!
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ACT EIGHT: VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED

sHAKARA: Well, why didn’t you renounce the moment you
were born? (He beats him.)

MONK: Homage to the Buddha!

LIBERTINE: What will you gain by beating this poor chap?
Release him and let him go his way!

sHAKARA: Well, just waita moment! I'll do some consulting!
LIBERTINE: With whom? 8.35
SHAKARA: With my own heart!

LIBERTINE: Ah, he’s still here!

sHAKARA: Oh laddie, my heart, my little master! Tell me,
should this monk go or stay? (z0 himself) He should nei-
ther go nor stay. (#loud) Sir! I've consulted my heart. My
heart says that...

LIBERTINE: What does it say?

sHAKARA: He should neither go nor stay, breathe neither in  8.40

nor out, but fall down here and die on the spot.
MONK: Homage to the Buddha! I take refuge in you!

LIBERTINE: Let him go!
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THE LITTLE CLAY CART
’ - r 7
$AKARAH: nam $amaena.,
vITAH: kidréah samayah?

8.45 $aKiraH: tadha kaddamam pheladu jadhi paniam pank’|
ailam na hodi. adha va paniam pufjilkadua kaddamam

pheladu.,
vITAH: aho murkhata!

viparyasta|manas|cestaih
silalsakalalvarsmabhih

mamsa|vrksair iyam markhair
bhar’|akranta vasum|dhara. [6]

(BHIKSUR ndtyen’ dkrosati.)
$akARAH: 'kim bhanadi?,
8.50 VITAH: stauti bhavantam.
$AKARAH: thunu thunu! puno vi thunu!,
(tatha krtvd niskranto BHIKSUH.)
viTal: kanelijmatah! pasy’ 6dyanasya $obham!

ami hi vrksah phala|puspal$obhitah
kathora|nispandallat”|6pavestitah,
nrp’|ajhaya raksiljanena palita
narah sa|dara iva yanti nirvrtim. [7]
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ACT EIGHT: VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED

sHAKARA: All right, but on one condition!
LIBERTINE: What condition?

sHAKARA: That he throw away mud in such a way that its 8.45
water is not soiled. Or else that he heap up the water

and throw away the dirt.
LIBERTINE: What stupidity!

The earth is groaning under a load of fools:
Trees of flesh, absurd in mind and deed, and with stones

for bodies.
(The MONK abuses SHAKARA with gestures.)
SHAKARA: What does he say?
LIBERTINE: He’s praising you. 8.50
SHAKARA: Praise me! Praise me! Praise me again!
(1he MONK, continuing his antics, exits.)
LIBERTINE: Bastard, look at this garden’s splendor!

These trees, glorious with their fruits and flowers,
Embraced by vines tight and breathless,

And protected by guards under royal decree,
Attain delight, like men with their wives.
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2 - '-I 7. - - .
8.55 SAKARAH: SuStu bhave bhanadi.,

"bahulkusumalvicittida a bhami,
ku$umalbhalena vinamida a rukkha,

dumal$ihalallad”|Aalambamana
panasa|phala via vanala lalanti., [8]

vITAH: kanelilmatah, idam Sila|talam adhyasyatam!

2

, - ., P .. IS ERNE
SAKARAH: e$e mhi adide., (iti VITENA sah’ dpavisati.) bhave,
ajjavi tam Vasantaseniam $umalami. dujjanalvaanam via

hadakkado na o$aladi.,
VITAH (svajgatam): tatha nirasto ’pi smarati tam. atha va,

8.60  stribhir vimanitanam
ka|purusanam vivardhate madanah,
sat|purusasya sa eva tu
bhavati mrdur n’ 4iva va bhavati. [9]

$AKARAH: bhave, ki vi vela Thavalaka|cedaséa bhanidaséa

pavahanam genhia lahum lahum aacch’ étti. ajja vi na
aacchadi tti cilam mhi bubhukkhide. majjhanhe na $ak-
kiadi padehim gantum. ta pekkha pekkhal,
I—1'1ahal|maj jhalgade stle

duppekkhe kuvidalvanalalsalicche,
bhtumi dadhal§amtatta

hada|puttalsade vva Gandhali., [10]

VITAH: evam etat.

I"The wife of Dhrita-rashtra and the mother of Duryédhana and his

brothers
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ACT EIGHT: VASANTA-SENA STRANGLED
sHAKARA: Well put, sir! 8.55

The ground is colored with many flowers,

And the trees bow under their weight of blossoms.
Hanging from vines at the top of trees,

The monkeys dangle like jackfruits.

LIBERTINE: Please sit down on this flat rock!

SHAKARA: I'm seated. (He sits with the LIBERTINE.) Good sir,
I still remember Vasdnta-sena. She fills my mind like the

words of a knave.

LIBERTINE (%0 himself): He still dreams of her, though re-
fused in such a way. Or is it that,

A base man’s passion increases if women despise him, 3.60
while a good man’s passion reduces or vanishes.

SHAKARA: Sir, it’s been quite a long time since I asked Sthd-
varaka to come here with the carriage as fast as possible,
but he hasnt come. I started feeling hungry long ago.
And I can’t walk at noon. Look! Look!

The sun in the midst of the sky is, like an enraged ape,
hard to gaze upon.

The earth is sorely inflamed, like Gandhiril when
her hundred sons were killed.

LIBERTINE: So it is!
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Packed with action, love, humor, courage, and intrigues,
Tre LiTLe CLAy CART is the most widely performed
Sanskrit play in recent times. Ancient Indian urban life
is enacted here by realistic characters whose words
translate smoothly into modern language. This is a work
whose dramatic possibilities outshine the poetic qualities
valorized in all other Sanskrit drama.
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