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THE SWAN MESSENGER



41 D UKULAM BIBHRANO
dalitajharitalajdyutilharam,
javalpuspal$ren|
ruci|ruciralpad’[Ambuljajcalah,
tamalal$yam’|Ango
daralhasita/lil”jaficitajmukhah,
par’[anand’[abhogah
sphuratu hrdi me ko ’pi purusah!

yada yarto gopi|
hrdayajmadano Nandajsadanan
Mukundo Gandinyas
tanayam anuvindan Madhujpurim,
tad” Amanksic cint3l
sariti ghanajghuarna/paricayair
ajgadhayam vadhal
maya|payasi Radha virahini.

kada cit khed’jagnim
vighatayitum antargatam asau
sah’ alibhir lebhe
taralitajmana Yamuna|tatim.
cirad asyas cittam
paricitalkutirdvakalanad
avastha tastira

sphutam atha susupteh priyajsakhi.
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W EARING A GOSSAMER shawl 41
that outshines crushed orpiment,

the soles of his lotus-feet

as beautiful as a bouquet of China roses,

his body as dark as a tamidla tree,

his face adorned by a playful half-smile,

encompassing ultimate bliss,

may a certain person shine forth in my heart!

When Mukinda, the god of love

in the hearts of the shepherd girls,

went from Nanda’s house to Mathura

following the son of G4ndini,

into the river of despair,

its painful waters made unfathomable

by her increasingly intense agitation | massed clouds and
whirlpools,

plunged the lovesick Radha.

One day, her mind restless,

she went with her friends

to Yamuna’s banks

to quench the fire of pain within.
On seeing after so long

the hut she knew so well,

her dear friend, deep sleep,

spread out across her mind.
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45

MESSENGER POEMS
tada nispand’jangi
kalita|nalini|pallavakulaih,
parinahat premnam
alkugalaj$ac’|asankilhrdayaih,
drglambhojgambhir]]
krtajmihiralputrillaharibhir
vilina dhilinam

upari parivavre parijanaih.

tatas tam nyast’ [Angim
urasi Lalitayah, kamalinj|
palasaih Kalindj|
salilaf$idirair vijitajtanum,
paravrttal$vas’[An-
kuracalitalkanthim kalayatam
sakhijsandohanam

pramadajbharal$ali dhvanir abhic.

nidhay’ anke panke|
ruhaldalajvitankasya Lalita
tato Radham nir'ja-
haranajsaranau nyastajcarana,
milantam Kalindj]
pulinalbhuvi khel’[Aficitalgatim
dadar¢’ agre kam cin

madhurajvirutam $vetagarutam.
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

Then, her body lifeless,

she melted onto the dust.
Her companions,

hearts fearful of

a hundred calamities,
crowded around her
forming a forest of lotus stems,
encircling her with affection
and deepening the swell

of the daughter of the sun*
with their tears.

Then her body was placed
on Lalita’s bosom

and fanned with lotus leaves
cooled by Yamuna’s water.
A germ of breath returned
and made her throat move,
on seeing which

all her friends

gave a joyful cry.

Then Lélita put Radha

on a bed of heaped lotus leaves
and took a step along the path
to collect water,

when she saw ahead,

coming along Ydmuna’s bank
with playful gait,

singing sweetly,

a swan.
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MESSENGER POEMS

tadjaloka|stok’|6c-
chvasitahrdaya s’jadaram asau
pranamam $amsanti
laghu laghu samasadya sajvidham,
dhrt|6tkantha sadyo
Harijsadasi samdesajharane
varam diitam mene

tam atiflalitam, hanta, Lalita.

amarsat prem’|[ersyam
sapadi dadhati Kamsajmathane
pravrtta hamsaya
svam abhilasitam $amsitum asau.
na tasya doso 'yam
yad iha vihalgam prarthitavati:
na kasmin virambham

di$ati Harilbhakti|pranayita.

«pavitresu prayo
viracayasi toyesu vasatim,
pramodam nilike
vahasi, visad’|atma svayam api:
ato ’ham duhkh’jarea
$aranam albala tvam gatavati.
na bhiksa sat/pakse
vrajati hi kada cid viphalatam.
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

When the anxious Lalita saw him
her spirits lifted a little.

Uttering a respectful greeting,
she hurried up to him

and realized straightaway

that he was the best

—and oh! how lovely—
messenger for taking word

to Krishna’s house.

Straightaway she petulantly displayed

her jealousy of Krishna’s love

and started to tell the swan

of her own longing.

In such circumstances, she is not to blame
for making a request to a bird:

a yearning for the love of Hari

can make one confide in anyone.

“You mostly make your home in holy waters,

you take delight in lotus flowers

and you are spotlessly white by nature,

so, stricken by sorrow and helpless,

I come to you for refuge:

*

a request to someone virtuous : with good wings

is never in vain.
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410 ciram vismrty’ 4sman

viraha|dahanaljvalajvikalah,
kalavan s’janandam
vasati Mathurayam Madhuripuh.
tad etam samde$am
svajmanasi samadhaya nikhilam,
bhavan ksipram tasya

$ravanalpadavim sangamayatu!

nirasta|pratyiham
bhavatu bhavato vartmani $ivam!
samuttistha ksipram
manasi mudam adhaya sa/dayam!
adhastad dhavanto
laghu laghu samuttanajnayanair
bhavantam viksantam

kutukaltarala gopal$isavah!

ki$or’|6ttamso ‘sau
kathinajmatina danajpatina
yaya ninye tirnam
pasulpalyuvatifjivita|patih,
taya gantavya te
nikhilaljagad|ekalprathitaya
padavya bhavyanam,
tilaka, kila Dasarhajnagart.
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

Crippled by the blazing fire of separation,

we have been long forgotten by the enemy of Madhu,*
who lives happily in M4thura, perfectly healthy.

So, sir, please learn this entire message by heart

and quickly make it reach his ears.

May your way be free from obstacles and auspicious!
Rise up at once, bearing joy and pity in your heart!
Running swiftly below,

may the cowherds’ children,

frantic with curiosity,

lift up their eyes to look at you!

Following the path celebrated

as unique throughout the world,

by which that finest of lads,

the ruler of the lives of the cowherd maidens,
was quickly led by the cruel ‘lord of generosity,™
you must, o foremost among gentlemen,

go to the city of the Dashérhas.
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MESSENGER POEMS

galad|basp’|asaral
plutaldhavalajganda mrgajdréo
vidiyante yatra
prabalajMadan’(avesajvivasah,
tvaya vijiatavya
Hari|caranajsangalpranayino
dhruvam sa, cakr’jangi|

Ratifsakha, $at’|angasya padavi.
gasya p

piban jambul§yamam
mihiralduhitur vari madhuram,
mrnalir bhufjino
himalkaralkalalkomalajrucah,
ksanam hrstas tisthan
nividajvitape $§akhini, sakhe,
sukhena prasthanam

racayatu bhavan Vrsnilnagare.

balad akrandanti
ratha|pathikam Akrairajmilitam
vidiirad abhir|
tatir anuyayau yena ramanam,
tam adau panthinam
racaya. carit’|Artha bhavatu te
virdjanti sarv’|6-

pari parama/hamsajsthitir iyam!
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

O god of love for lady swans,

you are sure to recognize the roadway

of those who long for the touch of Hari’s feet:
along it, their pale cheeks bathed

in a downpour of dripping tears,

are distraught doe-eyed girls,

whom possession by Mddana

has rendered helpless.

Drinking the sweet water,

as dark as a jujube fruit,

of the daughter of the sun,
eating lotus stems

as beautiful and soft

as the new moon,

gladly stopping

for a moment

on a tree with dense branches,
make your way to the city of the Vrishnis*
in comfort, my friend.

At first, go by the path along which 4.15
crowds of cowherd ladies, wailing loudly,

followed their lover at a distance

as he traveled in the chariot with Akrura.

May your status be confirmed

as a great saint | swan, shining forth over all!
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akasmad asmakam
Harir apaharann amsukajcayam
yam aradho giidha]
pranayallaharih kandalayitum,
tava $rantasy’ Antah|
sthagita|ravibimbah kisalayaih
kadambah, kadamba,

tvaritam avalambah sa bhavita.

kiranti lavanyam
disi disi, sikhandalstabakini
dadhana sadhiyah
kanaka|vimalaldyoti|vasanam,
tamalal$yam’[Angf,
saralajmuralijcumbitajmukhi
jagau citram yatra

prakata|param’janandallahari.

taya bhiyah|krida
rabhasajvikasad|ballavajvadhi
vapurjvallibhrasyan|
mrgamadalkanal$yamalikaya
vidhatavyo halli-
sakaldalitajmalljlatikaya
samantad ullasas

tava manasi rasa|sthalikaya.
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

Before long, o swan,

your perch when you are tired

will be that kadimba tree,

its interior hidden by leaves

from the disk of the sun,

which, to make our secret love

flow forth in waves,

Krishna climbed

after suddenly snatching all our clothes.

Beaming loveliness in every direction,
crowned with peacock feathers,

wearing a gorgeous robe

with the spotless brilliance of gold,

his body as dark as a tamdla tree,

his mouth kissing a flute held level,

the wave of ultimate bliss made manifest
sang a wonderful song upon it.

Dark with the drops of musk

dripping from the tendril-like bodies

of cowherd ladies

bursting with excitement

from their exuberant play,

its jasmine creepers

crushed in the circle dance,

utter joy is sure to be produced in your mind
by the place of the rasaz dance.
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tadjante vasanti]
viracitam anang’|6tsavalkalal
catuhf¢alam Saureh
sphurati. na dréau tatra vikireh!
tad|alok’|6dbheda)
pramadalbharajvismaritajgatil
kriye jate tavat

tvayi, vata, hata gopajvanira.

mama syad arthanam
ksatir iha vilambad yad api te,
vilokethah sarvam
tad api Harilkelijsthalam idam,
tav’ éyam na vyartha
bhavatu $ucita. kah sa hi, sakhe,
guno ya$ Canaral

dvisi matijnivesaya na bhavet?

sakrdjvams$ijnadal
$ravanamilit’|abhirajvanital
rahah|kridalsakst,
pratipadallatajsadmalsulbhagah
sa dhentinam bandhir
Madhu|mathanalkhattayital$ilah,
karisyaty anandam

sapadi tava Govardhanagirih.
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Nearby stands Krishna’s love pavilion,
fashioned from mddhavi creepers.

You must not cast your eyes upon it—

the excessive joy that bursts forth on seeing it
will make you forget

that you have a journey to make

and, alas, the cowherd women will die!

But, even though your lingering there 4.20
might thwart my aims,

you should look all around

that place where Hari sported

lest this purity of yours

go to waste, my friend,

for what is a virtue if it does not lead

to the mind’s entry into Krishna?

Witness to the secret love-play

of cowherd ladies gathered

on hearing a single strain of the flute,

delightfully covered in huts made of creepers,
friend to the cows,

its rocks made his bed by Krishna,

Mount Go-vérdhana will instantly make you happy.
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tam ev’ Adrim cakr’|An-
kitalkara|parisvanga|rasikam
mabhi|cakre $anke-
mahi $ikharinam $ekharataya.
alratim jhatinam
Harihayam yah parilbhavan
yath”jartham svam nama

vyadhita bhuvi «golvardhana iti.»

tamalasy’ alokad
giri|parisare santi capalah
pulindyo Govinda]
smaranajrabhas’|6ttaptajvapusah.
$anais tapam tasam
ksanam apanayan yasyati bhavan
ava$yam Kalindi|

salilaf$isiraih paksalpavanaih.

tadjante Srikantal
smarajsamaralghatilpulakita
kadambanam vati
rasika/paripatim sphutayati.
tvam asinas tasyam
na yadi parito nandasi, tato
babhtiva vyartha te

ghana|rasajnive$avyasanita.
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We believe that mountain,

which delights in the touch

of the hand marked with the discus,

to be the best of all peaks in the world.
Conquering Indra, the enemy of his kin,
he made his name, ‘the increaser of cows,’

appropriate on earth.

When they see the tamdla tree,

the bodies of the skittish tribal ladies

around the mountain overheat

with the ardor of their remembrance of Govinda.
On your way, you must, for a moment,

gently remove their fever

with the breeze from your wings,

cooled by Yamuna’s waters.

Nearby is a grove of kaddmba trees

which, thrilled at the aggressive love-play of Krishna,

is showing the progression of the stages of being a lover.

If, on perching there, you are not overjoyed,

your fondness for indulging in deep emotions : plunging
into deep water

will have been in vain.
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4.25 $aran/meghal$reni|
pratilbhatam Arist’|Asural$ira$
ciram $uskam Vrnda-
vana|parisare draksyati bhavan,
yad arodhum diran
milati kila Kailasa$ikhari|
bhram’jakrantajsvanto

Giri¢asulhrdah kinlkaralganah.

ruvan yahi svairam:
caramaldasaya cumbitajruco
nitambinyo Vrnda-
vanajbhuvi, sakhe, santi bahavah.
paravartisyante
tulitajMuraljin|nGpuralravat
tava dhvanat tasam,

bahir api gatah, ksipram asavah.

tvam asinah $akh’jAn-
tarajmilitajcandaltvisi sukham
dadhitha Bhandire
ksanam api ghana/éyamalajrucau,
tato hamsam bibhran
nikhilajnabhasa$ cakramisaya
sa vardhisnum Visnum

kalita|darajcakram tulayita.
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THE SWAN MESSENGER

Looking like a mass of autumn clouds, 4.25
you will see the skull of the demon Arishta,

long since dried up,

on the outskirts of Vrinda-vana.

Indeed, a band of Kubéra’s attendants*

has come from afar to climb it,

under the mistaken impression

that it is Mount Kail4sa.

Call freely as you go, friend:

there are lots of broad-hipped ladies

in the region of Vrinda-vana

whose beauty has been kissed

by a condition approaching death.

At your call,

which is like the sound of Krishna’s anklets,
their life-breaths, though departed,

will quickly return.

Perched for just a moment

on cloud-dark Bhandira,*

the fearsome sun

filtering through his branches,
you will be happy,

and he, bearing a swan,

will look like Vishnu,

conch and discus in hand,
growing larger in his desire

to traverse the entire sky.
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tvam astabhir netrair
vigaladjajmala|premajsalilair
muhuh siktajstambham,
catura, catur|:isya|stuti|bhuvam
jihitha vikhyatam.
sphutam iha bhavad|bandhavajratham
pravistam mamsyante

vidhim atavildevyas tvayi gate.

udafican|netr’jAmbhah|
prasarallaharipicchilapathal
skhalat|padajnyasal
pranihitajvilamb’jakulajdhiyah
Harau yasmin magne
tvarita|Yamunalkilajgamana]
sprh”jaksipta gopyo
yayur anupadam kam api dasam
430 muhur|lasyalkridal
pramadajmiladjahopurusika]
vikadena bhrastaih
phanijmanikulair dhimalajrucau,
puras tasmin nipa
drumalkusumalkinjalkajsurabhau
tvaya punye peyam
madhuram udakam Kaliyajhrade.
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Its pillars wet with the tears of pure affection
dripping steadily from his eight eyes,

you should, o clever one, visit the famous pavilion
where four-faced Brahma sings songs of praise.
When you leave, the goddesses of the forest

will think that the creator,

whose chariot is your kinsman,

must have entered within.

When Hari dived into Kéliya’s pool,

the cowherd girls were seized by the urge

to rush to YAmuna’s banks.

Waves of tears welling up and flooding forth
made the path slippery,

and when they lost their footing

the delay made them distraught;

with every step their condition

went further beyond words.

The sacred pool has a purple hue 4.30
from the many jewels

that fell from Kaliya’s hooded heads

while Krishna, showing his joy and heroism,
playfully danced on them over and over again,
and it is fragrant with the filaments of

flowers from kaddmba trees.

You must drink its sweet water first of all.
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This anthology presents the MESSENGER Poems of three
Indian poets from the fifth to the sixteenth centuries
ce. They range from Kali-dasa’s well-loved “The Cloud
Messenger” to two much later variations on the theme of
separated lovers and the geography that divides them.
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