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 

A dy’ âpi tām. kanakaAcampakaAdāmaAgaur̄ım.

phull’AâravindaAvadanām. tanuAromaArāj̄ım

supt’Aôtthitām. madanaAvihvalaAs’Aalas’Aâṅgı̄m.

vidyām. pramādaAgalitām iva cintayāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. śaśiAmukhı̄m. navaAyauvan’Aād. hyām.

pı̄naAstanı̄m. punar aham. yadi gauraAkāntim

paśyāmi manmathaAśar’AânalaApı̄d. it’Aâṅgı̄m.

gātrān. i sam. prati karomi suAś̄ıtalāni.

Ady’ âpi tām. yadi punah. kamal’Aāyat’Aâks.ı̄m.

paśyāmi pı̄varaApayodharaAbhāraAkhinnām

sam. pı̄d. ya bāhuAyugalena pibāmi vaktram

unmattavan madhukarah. kamalam. yath” ês.t.am.

Ady’ âpi tām. nidhuvanaAklamaAnih. Asah’Aâṅgı̄m

āApān. d. uAgan. d. aApatit’AâlakaAkuntal’Aālim

pracchannaApāpaAkr.taAmantharam āvahant̄ım.

kan. t.h’AâvasaktaAmr.duAbāhuAlatām. smarāmi.



ı́:   

S till I recall her, golden as a wreath
Of chámpaka flowers, her full-blown lotus face,

Her slender line of down, her limbs confused
By Passion, faint from passionate embrace;
I recollect her as she rose from sleep
Like knowledge carelessness has failed to keep.

Still when I see the richness of her youth,
The moon her face, the swelling of her breast.
Her beauty’s pallor, and her every limb
By Kama’s fire-bearing darts distressed,
Even today as I recall that sight
My limbs grow cold and shiver with delight.

Still when her eyes, as lotus petals long,
Like Fortune’s, goddess lotus-born, I see,
And see her wearied by her bosom’s load,
With both my arms clasping her close to me
As honey-bee his darling lotus sips
I would grow drunk on mead within her lips.

Still I remember how her body lay
Exhausted by our love, her pale cheeks lined
With tumbled locks of hair, and round my neck
The tendrils of her arms she tightly twined;
Held me so close as if she bore within
Her heart concealed some secret deed of sin.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi tām. surataAjāgaraAghūrn. amānaA

tiryagAvalatAtaralaAtārakaAdı̄rghaAnetrām

śr.ṅgāraAsāraAkamal’AākaraArājaAham. s̄ım.

vr̄ıd. āAvinamraAvadanām us.asi smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. yadi punah. śravan. ’Aāyat’Aâks.ı̄m.

paśyāmi dı̄rghaAvirahaAjvarit’AâṅgaAyas.t.im

aṅgair aham. samupaguhya tato ’tigād. ham.

n’ ônmı̄layāmi nayane na ca tām. tyajāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. surataAtān. d. avaAsūtraAdhār̄ım.

pūrn. ’AênduAsundaraAmukhı̄m. madaAvihval’Aâṅgı̄m

tanvı̄m. viśālaAjaghanaAstanaAbhāraAnamrām.

vyālolaAkuntalaAkalāpavat̄ım. smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. masr.n. aAcandanaApaṅkaAmiśraA

kastūrikāAparimal’AôtthaAvisarpiAgandhām

anyonyaAcañcuAput.aAcumbanaAkhañjar̄ıt.aA

yugm’AâbhirāmaAnayanām. śayane smarāmi.



ı́:   

Still I remember sleepless nights we passed 

In pleasure; her long eyes at break of day,
Tremulous roving stars, threw sidelong looks
Towards me, as in shame she turned away.
A swan princess into a lotus bed
Upon a lake of love inclined her head.

Still, could I once again behold my love,
Her eyes so long they seemed to touch her ears,
Could I behold my darling’s slender form,
Long racked by parted lovers’ tender fears,
I’d clasp that body wasted by love’s fever
And close my eyes, and never more would leave her.

Still I recall that lovely full-moon face,
The disarray of her dishevelled tresses,
The weight of ample hips and bosom, which
Her dainty, passion-weary limbs depresses;
These attributes her leading role enhance
In love’s ecstatic, earth-dissolving dance.

Still I recall the grace of her repose
As she reclined, with perfume all around
Arising from the fragrant musk of deer
Blended with smoothest sandal finely ground.
Her eyes in lovely fluttering imitate
A curve-beaked wagtail billing with his mate.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi tām. nidhuvane madhuApānaAraktām.

l̄ıl”Aâdharām. kr.śaAtanum. capal’Aāyat’Aâks.ı̄m

kāśmı̄raApaṅkaAmr.gaAnābhiAkr.t’AâṅgaArāgām.

karpūraApūgaAparipūrn. aAmukhı̄m. smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tat kanakaAgauraAkr.t’AâṅgaArāgam.

prasvedaAbinduAvitatam. vadanam. priyāyāh.

ante smarāmi ratiAkhedaAvilolaAnetram.

Rāh’AûparāgaAparimuktam iv’ ênduAbimbam.

Ady’ âpi tan manasi sam. parivartate me

rātrau mayi ks.utavati ks.itiApālaAputryā

«j̄ıv’ êti!» maṅgalaAvacah. parihr.tya kopāt

karn. e kr.tam. kanakaApatram anālapantyā.

Ady’ âpi tām. calaAcakoraAvilolaAnetrām.

ś̄ıt’Aâm. śuAman. d. alaAmukhı̄m. kut.il’AâgraAkeśām

matt’AêbhaAkumbhaAsadr.śaAstanaAbhāraAnamrām.

bandhūkaApus.paAsadr.ś’Aáus.t.haAput.ām. smarāmi.



ı́:   

Still I recall her flushed with love and wine,
Great eyes in which the darting pupils swim,
Her slender body and her sportive lips;
On a ground of Kashmir saffron every limb
With figures in black deer-musk ornamented;
Her mouth with camphor and with betel scented.

Still I remember my beloved’s face 

Gleaming with pearls of sweat and saffron’s gold;
The abundant moisture and her wandering eyes
All the fatigue of love’s fulfillment told.
No brighter does the full-faced moon appear
When from Eclipse’s jaws she frees her sphere.

Still I remember how one night, offended,
The princess would not speak, and so refrained
When I had sneezed from the auspicious words
“Long life!,” by which such omens are restrained,
But wordlessly upon her ear reset
The golden leaf which was her amulet.

Still I remember, ringed with curls, her face,
A rotund moon on whose cool rays were fed
Two swift chakóra birds, her restless eyes;
Her lips as the bandhúka bloom were red;
She bowed with heavy breasts as prominent
As temples of a rutting elephant.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi tatApran. ayaAbhaṅguraAdr.s.t.iApātam.

tasyāh. smarāmi ratiAvibhramaAgātraAbhaṅgam

vastr’AâñcalaAskhalataAcāruApayodhar’Aântam.

dantaAcchadam. daśanaAkhan. d. anaAman. d. anam. ca.

Ady’ âpy aśokaAnavaApallavaAraktaAhastām.

muktāAphalaApracayaAcumbitaAcūcuk’Aâgrām

antah. smit’AôcchvasitaApān. d. uraAgan. d. aAbhittim.

tām. vallabhām alasaAham. saAgatim. smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tatAkanakaAren. uAghan’AōruAdeśe

nyastam. smarāmi nakharaAks.ataAlaks.ma tasyāh.

ākr.s.t.aAhemaArucir’Aâmbaram utthitāyā

lajjāAvaśāt karaAdhr.tam. ca tato vrajantyāh. .

Ady’ âpi tām. vidhr.taAkajjalaAcāruAnetrām.

protphullaApus.paAnikar’AākulaAkeśaApāśām

sindūraAsam. lulitaAmauktikaAhāraAdantām

ābaddhaAhemaAkat.akām. rahasi smarāmi.



ı́:   

*Still I recall the graceful coquetry
Of those curved limbs, the loving sidelong look,
The golden earrings beating on her cheeks
As sweat-pearl glistening her body shook.
Her slipping garment showed her lovely breast;
Her lip was dented where my teeth had pressed.

Still I recall my darling’s hands, as red
As when the ashóka tree new buds unfurls.
Her gait was gentle, stately as a swan’s;
Her nipples kissed by necklaces of pearls.
Her pallid cheeks my memory beguile:
They blossomed into dimples with her smile.

Still I recall the gold-anointed thigh 

On which her gold-embroidered garment glinted.
As she got up I tugged it to reveal
The marks which my love-frenzied nails had printed.
Then in embarrassment she would not stay
But hid them with her hand and ran away.

Still I remember when I am alone
The jet-black eyes collyrium had kissed;
Her braided hair, one mass of full-blown flowers;
And golden bangles dangling from each wrist.
Sweet betel-juice had tinged her teeth with red—
A string of pearls smeared with vermilion lead.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi tām. galitaAbandhanaAkeśaApāśām.

srastaAsrajam. smitaAsudhāAmadhur’Aâdhar’Aâus.t.hı̄m

pı̄n’AônnataAstanaAyug’AôpavicāraAcumbanA

mukt’Aāval̄ım. rahasi lolaAdr.śam smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. dhavalaAveśmani ratnaAdı̄paA

mālāAmayūkhaApat.alair dalit’AândhaAkāre

svapn’Aôdyame rahasi sam. mukhaAdarśan’Aôtthām.

lajjāAbhay’AārtaAnayanām anucintayāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. virahaAvahniAnipı̄d. it’Aâṅgı̄m.

tanvı̄m. kuraṅgaAnayanām. surat’AâikaApātram

nānāAvicitraAkr.taAman. d. anam āvahant̄ım. tām.

rājaAham. saAgamanām. suAdat̄ım. smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. vihasitām. kucaAbhāraAnamrām.

muktāAkalāpaAdhaval̄ıAkr.taAkan. t.haAdeśām

tatAkeliAmandaraAgirau kusum’Aāyudhasya

kāntām. smarāmi rucir’AôjjvalaApus.paAketum.



ı́:   

Still when alone I recollect the smile
Which tasted nectar-sweet upon her lip;
I see the fastenings of her braided hair
Slip from their place, and see the garlands slip;
The wandering gaze, the string of pearls which rests
Kissing a pair of full uplifted breasts.

Still I recall how wreaths of jewel lamps,
Garlanded round us in that palace white,
Fragmented darkness with their mass of rays;
Her eyes were pained in modesty and fright
When I surprised her bending over me
To spy her sleeping lover secretly.

Still I remember in her slenderness
The only vessel of my tender pleasure,
Her limbs on fire with separation’s flame,
Her teeth as lovely as the various treasure
Of ornaments with which her body shone;
Eyes of a deer, and movements of a swan.

Still I recall my darling as she came, 

Bent by her bosom’s weight, to pleasure’s bower,
House of the god who wounds with fiery darts,
Herself a beautiful and full-blown flower.
Her smile at me was radiance to bedeck
The clustered pearls which gleamed upon her neck.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi cāt.uAśataAdurlalit’Aôcit’Aârtham.

tasyāh. smarāmi surataAklamaAvihvalāyāh.

avyaktaAnisvanitaAkātaraAkathyamānaA

sam. kı̄rn. aAvarn. aAruciram. vacanam. priyāyāh. .

Ady’ âpi tām. surataAghūrn. aAnimı̄lit’Aâks.ı̄m.

srast’AâṅgaAyas.t.iAgalit’Aâm. śukaAkeśaApāśām

śr.ṅgāraAvāriAruhaAkānanaArājaAham. s̄ım.

janm’Aântare ’pi nidhane ’py anucintayāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. pran. ayinı̄m. mr.gaAśāvak’Aâks.ı̄m.

pı̄yūs.aApurn. aAkucaAkumbhaAyugam. vahant̄ım

paśyāmy aham. yadi punar divas’Aâvasāne

svarg’AâpavargaAnaraArājaAsukham. tyajāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. ks.itiAtale varaAkāminı̄nām.

sarv’AâṅgaAsundaratayā pratham’AâikaArekhām

śr.ṅgāraAnāt.akaAras’AôttamaApānaApātr̄ım.

kāntām. smarāmi kusum’AāyudhaAbān. aAkhinnām.



ı́:   

Still I recall how my beloved spoke
When weary with our play; her tongue, confused,
Wished to assure me of her wild delight
But stumbled on the flatteries she used.
With timid murmurings and accents blurred
How charmingly she jumbled every word.

Still in another life I shall recall
What I recall at this my hour of dying:
The slender body of my royal swan
Amid love’s lotus clusters languid lying;
Her eyes were closed in pleasure as we revelled,
Her garment loosened and her hair dishevelled.

Still could I see once more, as day declines
My loving mistress of the fawn-like eyes,
Carrying like two nectar-laden jars
Her swelling breasts, I would for such a prize
Renounce the joys of royalty on earth,
Heavenly bliss, and freedom from rebirth.

Still I recall my darling, whom the shafts
Of love, the flower-arrowed god, distress;
Above the choicest beauties of the earth
She shines with rays of flawless loveliness
As the new moon, the cup from which I savor
Where love is played the play’s essential flavor.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..



 

Ady’ âpi tām. stimitaAvastram iv’ âṅgaAlagnām.

praud. haApratāpaAmadan’AânalaAtaptaAdehām

bālām anāthaAśaran. ām anukampanı̄yām.

prān. ’Aâdhikām. ks.an. am aham. na hi vismarāmi.

Ady’ âpi tām. prathamato varaAsundar̄ın. ām.

sneh’AâikaApātraAghat.itām avan”ĀıśaAputr̄ım

tapo janā virahaAjah. sukumāraAgātryāh.

sod. hum. na śakyata iti praticintayāmi.

Ady’ âpi vismayaAkar̄ım. tridaśān vihāya

buddhir balāc calati me kim aham. karomi

jānann api pratimuhūrtam ih’ ântaAkāle

kānt” êti vallabhatar” êti mam’ êti dhı̄rā.

Ady’ âpi tām. gamanam ity uditam. madı̄yam

śrutv” âiva bhı̄ruAharin. ı̄m iva cañcal’Aâks.ı̄m

vācah. skhaladAvigaladAaśruAjal’Aākul’Aâks.ı̄m.

sam. cintayāmi guruAśokaAvinamraAvaktrām.



ı́:   

Still I recall her, clinging close to me 

As a wet garment, while the furious flame
Of passion seared her body, a mere girl
Who more to me than life itself became.
No moment fails the piteous recollection
Of her distress, who lacks her lord’s protection.

Still when I think of those of lovely form
My thoughts turn first of all to the princess
Whose tender limbs were surely formed to be
The sole recipients of my tenderness.
My fellow men, this absence from my fair
Burns me with fiercer flame than I can bear.

Still, though I know this is my final hour,
O my bewilderer—what can I do?—
My thoughts are ever and again constrained
To leave the unaging gods and fly to you.
My constant one, I think of you alone
As dearest, as beloved, as my own.

Still I recall her in whose eyes I saw
The shy mobility of a gazelle.
When she had heard that I must go from her
Her tongue would falter on the word “Farewell”;
From brimming eyes water of tears would flow,
And with the weight of grief her head hung low.



C S L L L
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 

Ady’ âpi jātu nipun. am. yatatā may” âpi

dr.s.t.am. dr.śā jagati jātiAvidhe vadhūnām

saundaryaAnirjitaAratiAdvijaArājaAkānteh.

kānt”Aānanasya sadrśām vadanam. gun. air na.

Ady’ âpi tām. ks.an. aAviyogaAvis.’Aôpameyām.

saṅge punar bahutarām amr.t’Aâbhis.ekām

majAj̄ıvaAdhāran. aAkar̄ım. madanāt saAtandrām

kim. BrahmaAKeśavaAHaraih. ? suAdat̄ım. smarāmi.

Ady’ âpi rājaAgr.hato mayi nı̄yamane

durvāraAbhı̄s.an. aAkarair YamaAdūtaAkalpaih.

kim. kim. tayā bahuvidham. na kr.tam. madAarthe

vaktum. na pāryata iti vyathate mano me.

Ady’ âpi me niśi divā hr.dayam. dunoti

pūrn. ’AênduAsundaraAmukham. mama vallabhāyāh.

lāvan. yaAnirjitaAratiAks.ataAkāmaAdarpam.

bhūyah. purah. pratipadam. na vilokyate yat.



ı́:   

Still, though my eye may diligently search
This world, which is so full of every kind
Of comely woman, yet the counterpart
Of my beloved’s face I cannot find.
She conquers by the beauty of that face
Both Love’s beloved and the moon in grace.

Still I recall the white-toothed girl, from whom 

It was poison for a moment to be parted;
Then in renewed embrace anointing me
With copious nectar, she new life imparted,
Herself fatigued by love; if she is mine,
Why do I need the trinity divine?

Still my mind flinches at the memory
How from the royal palace I was led
By fearsome men, who, ineluctable,
Seemed envoys from the ruler of the dead.
In grief I cannot tell how for my sake
There was no effort that she did not make.

Still does it pain my heart by night and day
That I before me may no longer see
At every step I take my darling’s face
In full-moon beauty shining upon me.
The god of love is wounded in his pride,
For she is far more charming than his bride.



C S L L L
T. G. Bailey & R. Gombrich (csl–.) .
 J  : ..
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