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INTRODUCTION

THE VISION BESTOWED BY VIDYAA

What is Vidyaa? Absence of Avidyaa!

What is Avidyaa? It is a synonymous word for the reality superimposed on the perceived world.

This perceived world is not just the huge buildings and whizzing cars and bikes that you see everyday from
your window of Avidyaa dungeon.

There are forests, rivers, oceans, birds, animals, colours, joy, sadness, love and what not, shining forth as
Avidyaa.

When Avidyaa sheds away her ‘a’ of ‘Avidyaa’ i.e. ‘absence’ from the ‘absence of Vidyaa’, then the
realized Yogi sees the ‘Vidyaa part’ of her.

What does this Vidyaa shine forth as?

She is all the beauty and knowledge that shines forth as the perceived world.

She is all white because of the purity she dons as her garments.

She sings through the birds; dances as the creepers; roars as the oceans; supports as the mountains.

She is the Chit shining as the beauty of the perceived world.

Sage Vaalmiki holds our hands; lifts us up from the dreary world of black and white drudgery; and presents
the beauty of Vidyaa as experienced by a person who has got rid of Avidyaa.

Each verse presented in this section is unique.
It is nice to hear; nice to understand; nice to imagine; nice to experience.

A student, who has almost understood the truth of Vaasishtam, is now given a practical lesson in
experiencing Chit-state through the perceived world itself. You need not close your eyes and sit inside a dark
cave to experience the Samaadhi state; you need not also spare time to travel to nature-grounds for seeking
solitude. Each and every verse here in this section will give you the bliss of Chit, if you approach it with an
open heart and without contempt.

What is a realized Yogi’s life will be like?

He is just a ‘state of absorption of consciousness’ - ‘a living walking talking understanding state’ - which can
merge into silent joy through any absorption moment.

This is the very principle of Karma Yoga explained by Krishna in the Geetaa.

A liberated Jnaani can withdraw into his silent state through any ‘perceived’.

It may be a regular work of Karmendriyas; or a work that has to be done through Jnaanendriyas; or a work
that needs only the mind and intellect; but whatever the ‘perceived’ is in front of him, he fully gets absorbed
in it and is drowned in the silent joy.

Since he has no desires, no attachments, no anxieties, no Vaasanaas, no craving for anything, his absorption
state in the perceived,is a Samaadhi state only that is bereft of the perceived.

Since he has no identity with the form or name which others see as his, the world is always in a ‘cessation
state’ (Pralaya) for him. Whatever he perceives dissolves off like an autumn cloud and only the Chit-silence
is left back.

Every moment of his perceived-life is just an ‘unbroken chain of absorption states’.

This state you can also practice by the path shown by Vaalmiki Maharshi.

When you enter Vipashcit’s story, enter it like sanctum sanctorum of Chit-temple; the abode of Vidyaa
where Avidyaa is completely absent.

Forget the world you are living; forget the family; forget all anxieties about realization and liberation; forget
everything; and without any slightest Vaasanaa, read on the verses on Nature, composed by Vaalmiki,
endowed with the full absorption of the mind.

Imagine the scene as if you yourself are the Vipashcit enjoying that particular scene. Travel along with
Vipashcit as Vipashcit himself and see the worlds seen by him.



‘Perceived’ and the ‘perceiver’ — both are just imagined concepts of the mind produced through Avidyaa.
The poet here uses the same imagination power of the mind and willingly superimposes more beauty on the
‘perceived’ through Vidyaa and enjoys the unperturbed state of Chit.

Of course, the poems get composed by the ignorant also; but they are just word-structures that result in fame,
name or wealth; or written to praise their deities; or to fulfil their own tainted Vaasanaas by superimposing
union-acts on a Shiva or a Krishna.

Their poems may reign supreme in the world of poetry.

We have nothing to say about them; they are just part of the ‘perceived’ tainted by ignorance.

The following poems rendered by Vaalmiki are the creations of a great Sage who is guiding the student
through a practical class of focussing attention on a topic. The best topic that is completely faultless is the
description of nature.

Therefore study each worse, using the maximum imagination power and get absorbed in it; forget the world
and also your own tiny identity.

You will learn how to be a KarmaYogin like Krishna.)

VIPASHCIT

Vipashcit is now four Vipashcits now, as if one mind is divided as four minds.

Though each Vipashcit is moving towards one direction, the common mind of all the four Vipashcits are
aware of all the experiences.

Therefore you will get the description of the scenes in all the directions presented as one whole lot.

As per the story, the Vipashcits have conquered all the lands, and are on a tour to visit their own conquered
lands in each direction, and are accompanied by their own attendants and ministers.



PART ONE

AFTER THE BATTLE IS OVER
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Then they saw the Oceans which were like the younger brothers of the sky (as an expanse of blue), which
were spread out vastly, were taintless, and which filled up all the direction ends, which were formless, which
contained the three worlds in their hearts as reflections, which were as vast as the blue sky and appeared like
the four formless forms of Naaraayana.
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After reaching the vast bank of the salt ocean where the waves dashed against the banks, there was seen on
the peak of the mountain which reached up to the sky, a dark line as that of bees moving separately, which

was actually the quivering leaves of trees like that of Ela, lavanga, bakula, amalakee, tamaala, hintaala, and
Taala.

(In the Vipashcit story, the king who is acting as four Vipashcits is at once aware of all the events in all the
four directions. He has four types of visions; yet experiences them all at once, as one single person only.
After conquering the enemies, the four Vipashcits divide as four different persons, reach the four oceans,
each moving in one particular direction. They see huge mountains on the bank of oceans in their front.
Mountains appear like giant flowers with a black line of bees on their tops.

Actually the variety of forest trees are looking like the dark borders drawn on the mountain lines. )

afaEara

Vasishta spoke

Y AW TET dF TACARATAGIITTAIN FAgeT e ada R |

Then, those who were accompanying the king showed him the forest, trees, ocean, hill, mountain and their
dwellers.

‘ILLUSION OF BEAUTY’ PRESENTED BY THE SENSES
MOUNTAINS ON THE BANKS OF OCEANS

FRAGRANT MOUNTAINS

(Hey king! Now you are in the presence of a huge mountain.

1Its peaks are covered by the clouds. The entire body of the mountain is filled by forests containing variety of
trees; and the mixed firagrance of all the flowers from those trees strikes your nose as the cool winds blow
across.)

&I TRIATEY Aol YTAHBUIIY: HHATHACACATCIIACAAUGY: [THT ThelGeeA1TeAT el elTgell:
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Deva! From the middle of the desert-lands, we have reached the rocky terrain.

Look at this hill. It is so high that it touches the clouds (that scrape the skies).

These encircling forests filled densely with Bakula, Punnaaga, and coconut trees, are emitting various
fragrances, with their ever-blowing winds.

OCEANS THAT CUT THE ROCKS WITH WAVE-AXES

(Hey king! The ocean is dashing against the mountain with its high-rising waves. The rocks at the bottom
are eroded by the waves and look as if the ocean has been using the waves as axes to cut them off. The
waves attack also the roots of the trees that are standing at the base of the mountain.)

AU arfd: AernfeiRIerad: darelleearsRIEhedeeldT: |

The ocean at the base of the hilly terrain, cuts with the axes of its waves, the lines of rocks surrounding the
hill, and also the roots of forests which are covered by abundant fruits and leaves.




DANCING MOUNTAINS THAT SWEAT

(Actually how does the mountain-scene look like?

The water drops sprayed by the turbulent waves of the ocean, are covering the rocky surface of the ocean. It
is as if the mountain is sweating.

Why should the mountain sweat? Because the mountain 1s dancing!

All the trees and creepers are moving in the mountain winds; and it looks as if the mountain is dancing by
moving its shoulders and feet of trees and creepers; and so is sweating all over its body, in that exertion.
The clouds are resting on the peaks of mountains like dust-collections.

As the wind blows, the clouds move a little; but do not leave the peaks.

1t is as if the ocean which is a close friend of the mountain, is blowing the winds to dry the sweat and
remove the dust off its peaks.

1t is like a child trying to blow away the smoke that is seen on the roof of his house.)

HATHY ATl TG YAld TfeTell JeyATdeniaa|

The mountains are covered by the water-drops (of the ocean) that are looking like ‘sweat drops’ which get
formed, because the mountains are dancing wildly (with the shoulders and feet of trees and plants.)

The line of clouds are resting on top of the Mountains like the smoke-line seen on top of the house. The
ocean is fanning the sweating mountains with its winds and trying to remove the clouds, like a child fanning
the smoke line on top of his house.

TREES BEARING FRUITS OF MOON-DISCS

(On full moon days, the tides are very high.

When the turbulent waves dash against the mountains, they carry hosts of conch shells and scatter them on
the mountain-surtfaces. These conches get stuck on the dense foliage of the trees; reflect the moonlight; and
shine like tiny moons. The whole forest looks as if it is filled with Kalpa trees of the heaven which yield
moon-fruits.)

RMTIIHTIRISERMEREICGHT: Tegidddhell: HoUqgell 3 fasmecas|

The trees at the bank are covered by the conches (brought by the high-rising waves) which get stuck to them,
when the tide is high on full moon days. These trees are shining like the Kalpa trees with their their fruits as
the moon-discs.

THE TREES OFFER WORSHIP TO THE KING

(Strong trees always remain embraced by the delicate creepers, and look like husbands with their wives.
The creepers are filled with reddish sprouts, which are shining brightly in the moonlight, thus giving an
illusion of rubies.

Beautiful flowers cover the creepers all over. It is as if the trees are welcoming the king along with their
wives with the reddish leaf-hands holding the flowers in them; thus offering the Arghya to the honoured
guest.)

{AGSUIRTIURDYCTdUIUR: Heded Yoidedld AdGRITeddl gaT:|

These trees are always in the company of their wives namely the creepers. The tender leaves of these
creepers are red (like the hands of the women decorated by the red paste). It is as if the trees are worshiping
you (O King) along with their creeper-wives with the red leaves holding the flowers, as if with the hands
filled with precious stones.

‘RKSHAVAAN’, THE ‘BEAR-MOUNTAIN’ GROWLS LIKE A BEAR

(This mountain is known by the name of Rkshavaan (Bear Mountain).It itself looks like a huge bear. How?
The Mountain is filled with its naturally formed caves of various sizes. The entrances to these caves are
spiky and sharp as if they are the mouths with sharp teeth. The crocodiles are resting inside those dark holes,
since the waves are always washing them with waters. It is as if these mouths have swallowed the
crocodiles. The sound of waves echoing back is heard as if the mountain itself is growling like a bear.)

WA ARV Ierd: FaTareaTaged IR |
With the faces of the caves with its spiky rocks looking like teeth, consuming the crocodiles covered by
waves, the mountain named Rkshavaan makes a gurgling noise like a bear (Rksa).

MAHENDRA MOUNTAIN, THE GREAT KING ADMONISHES THE UNRULY
(Mahendra Mountain like a great king 1s admonishing the noisy clouds with a louder rumbling which is
echoing back from its hollows.)
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This great Mahendra Mountain, with its rumbling noise overwhelming that of the thundering noise of the
clouds, is scolding them as it were, like an excellent warrior subdues the enemies with his harsh words.

‘MALAYA MOUNTAIN’, THE WRESTLER

(Malaya Mountain looks looks white all over, with its sandalwood trees. With its huge structure, it looks as
if it is a great wrestler who has applied chalk on his body, and is ready to tackle the high tidal waves which
dash against the mountain.)

TeaTwNd: AABS] TAddoedl: I Fdrealsdl Hoell Helqudd: |

This powerful looking wrestler (Malla), the Malaya Mountain, painted by the moonlight (like the wrestlers
applying white chalk powder on their bodies), is ready to counter attack the rolling shoulder-waves of the
ocean as it were.

OCEANS ARE LIKE GEM-STUDDED GROUNDS

Tda: Ffaalsd ENRPRER: IRaTeaHT=caT VeTd FIAE:|

The ocean is shining with the waves filled with countless precious stones.

(The whole surface looks like a floor studded with precious stones.)

Those super-beings (Devas and Siddhas) who float in the sun-path look down at it and get fooled into
thinking that it is the solid ground made of precious stones that is surrounding the earth; (and they do not
recognize it as the water-filled ocean).

MOUNTAINS ARE LIKE THE SERPENTS

(Mountains can be compared to snakes. How?

When the winds blow, they brush against the trees that cover the mountains; it appears as if a dark serpent is
slithering along the rocky surfaces. Like the serpents, the mountains also suck the air; they also go up and
down; they also contain precious stones on their peaks.)

Wied IFHUTATABIAAITAA: dTAGIT: TddDl: TUT 5T Acieedcl: |
The mountains that are densely covered by the forests are slithering about like snakes (by the blowing

winds). Like the snakes, their tops are also filled with precious stones; they also drink the air; and move their
heads up and down.

THE CROCODILES AND ELEPHANTS COLLIDE LIKE CLOUDS

(Crocodiles wet all over with the waves come out to the rocky surfaces of the mountains; and the elephants
from the ‘mountain forest’s come towards the ocean to bathe in them. Sometimes they have to meet each
other by chance. Then a fight ensues between them. The elephants spray water over the crocodiles with their
trunks; the crocodiles chase them back to the land with their lifted heads. The scene is captivating, as it
watching the dry clouds chasing the pouring clouds. However, it also happens that sometimes the elephants
are incapable of coming out of the waves and they die off, there itself.)

A NRAYSNY HBIHAT: Pllcehe: Wied HIAIFHIGT ALTGIAAT S|
The crocodiles from the oceans and the elephants from the forests, wander about in the waves and peaks,
while entering and coming out of them. They try to catch each other with the high-held faces and trunks.

Such scenes steal the mind, and look like as if the speeding are clouds dashing against the dark pouring
clouds.

ELEPHANTS DIE CAUGHT UNDER THE ENORMOUS WAVES

HaddfIdTpR: Hemlcathoifgequricdr] RIsempl Fadscgedt: H|

One elephant is covered by a whirling wave; and is spraying water all over the directions (with its trunk
lifted outside the surface of the waters.) Its head is submerged in waters and it is unable to come out. It is
dying with its trunk held upwards.

ISLANDS ARE ALSO LIKE MINI-OCEANS

(The islands that are situated in the midst of oceans, are like tiny oceans only. The islands are always
covered by the high rising waves. Various types of beings wander there as it is with the ocean. Waves go up
and down on the surface of the oceans; the same ups and downs are seen as the range of mountains covering
the islands also.)
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All the island-grounds which are filled with various types of beings, and with water, are like the oceans only,
going up and down by the presence of hills.

OCEANS ARE LIKE BRAHMAN

(Oceans contain countless whirlpools which are always rotating.

Brahman contains countless worlds which like whirlpools trap the beings which enter it.

Oceans and whirlpools are not ditferent from each other; so also Brahman does not differ from the worlds;
yet they both appear as if separate from each other.

Though seen as ditferent, the whirlpools are just appearances only and not different from the waters of the
ocean, so also, the worlds though perceived as real, do not ditfer from the Brahman.

Oceans are filled with turbulent waves; Brahman is also filled with turbulent world existences.

Whirlpools are cold; worlds are inert.

Though both the whirlpools and waves belong to the ocean, the ocean is not aftected by their presence or
absence. Brahman is also unaftfected by the presence or absence of the worlds.)
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The ocean holds the continuously moving whirlpools like the Brahman holding the worlds; which are not
different from it, yet which shine as if another; though seen clearly, which are held as unreal things only;
which are filled with agitated waves; which are very cold (inert) within; though within it, yet bereft of all.

WHAT CAUSES THE DAYS?

(This verse is about how the real looks like the unreal, and how the day is caused by the ocean.

Indra usually hides his heavenly gems in his own treasury unseen by others.

At the time of nectar-churning, Devas hid all the sun-gems deep inside the ocean.

Ocean also hides them within, like Indra. But their lustre could not be held back in any manner.

See how the waters glitter in the sunlight! Each water drop shines like a sun-gem.

This is because the real gems deep inside are seen on the surface because of their lustre; and are mistaken by
us as ordinary reflections of the sun.

That is why the ocean shines as if covered by millions of lustrous suns.

The ocean throws also one sun-gem out of its store into the western ocean daily; and that sun-gem alone
rises here in the east and sets there in the west as the sun daily; and we call it a day!)

(All our irrational arguments about the cause of this world-existence are similar to this story about the cause
of the day.)
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Like Indra hiding the gems inside, the ocean conceals within it many sun-gems which were all stolen at the
time of Mandara churning, and hidden by the Devas inside the ocean.

They are very lustrous and are seen on the surface even when they are deep under the ocean; and these
hidden gems appear like the ordinary reflections on the surface; and are not what they appear to be.

I believe that, it throws off each one of them regularly inside the western ocean daily for storing; that is why
the day happens.

ALL RIVERS MEET AT THE OCEAN LIKE TRAVELERS
(When many rivers meet, there is noise. When many travelers meet, there is noise.
When many learned men with ditferent philosophical views meet, then also there is noise!)

ATAIGICRIUTETA HTYHATISH: ATAAMHG SAlhredl fFY: Befbellicad: |
Like many good noble ones from various countries joined together in a holy journey exchanging talks and

making noise, the (river) waters from various countries have joined together, and are making a lot of noise in
the ocean.

THE DEBATES NEVER END
(Wherever the meeting of people with contradictory views happens, it always results in various arguments
and fights, and gives rise to hostile feelings. Differences never forbade good.



Only a man who has erased off all the differences through the gain of true knowledge, and is established in
the true essence of all, remains happy and peacefil.)
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When the aquatic animals belonging to the east and west coasts join, they clash with each other; and the
battle never stops indeed.

WIND WEARS THE ORNAMENTS

(Pearly water-drops and the tiny fish rotating in the waves rising by the wind!
Does the wind wear the bracelet made of pearls and the fish emblem?

The sight is so beautiful and pleasant!)

AR ARSIIATATTATIHH TAIARIIANT AU  Teheh: |
When the wave subsides, the tiny fish called ‘Timi’ stays on its top edge and appears as if dancing when it is

rotating with it. The spray of water also rises like the small shining pearls there.
It is as if the wind is coming there with a bracelet made of fish emblem and tiny embedded pearls.

OCEAN WEARS A PEARL GARLAND EMBEDDED WITH DIAMONDS

(The rivers move on the lands winding their paths around the rocks and hills.

The water-drops shine in the sunlight like tiny round pearls.

The rivers look like the creepers made of pearls.

As they join the ‘ocean’ their lord, it looks as if the ocean is wearing a pearl necklace.

The high rising waves create clouds intermittently on the surface of the ocean.

The diamonds from the ocean shine inside those clouds as if embedded in the pearl necklace. When these
clouds dash against each other, there is a soft resonating ringing noise, which is pleasant to the ear. The cool
wind is blowing pleasantly.

Eyes, ears, touch senses all get fully satistied at the sight of this ocean.)

(If this is the bliss one has at the sight of a tiny view of one ocean, what would be the nature of bliss enjoyed
by a Yogi, who merges into Chit itself at any such sight!

An ordinary man just ‘sees’ the beauty; the realized man is one with the beauty as Chit.)

ARHPTATHACIACIEATGHUNART: Ere: WOMEURed I>dell: HalsFIY:|
The rivers look like the creepers of pearls.

Cloud-diamonds appear in the middle of the creepers intermittently.
As they move and dash against each other in the ocean, they make a soft resonating ringing noise.

WINDS

MOUNTAIN-WINDS

(The love-couples belonging to Siddha worlds and Indra’s heaven have wandered all over the three worlds
in the sky-path; have not found any place to their liking; have entered the deep caves of Mahendra Mountain
through the ocean; and are enjoying their private unions there. The howling winds blow and give relief to
their sweat-filled bodies.)

HAeralgderRIeurgaridaieadl HihRual da: fgareard ggaras: |

The cool wind which makes a howling sound, brings relief to the Siddhas and other divine denizens, who
move in the path of the oceans, who have reverted back from the earth and entered the caves of Mahendra
Mountain, for enjoying the company of their beloveds.

FLOWER-CLOUDS

(Winds of enormous speed blow from the tall-standing Mahendra Mountain.

The huge forests shake in the wind as if hit by storms.

The flowers from the trees and creepers get thrown off into the sky, and join together to form clouds. These
little colourtul clouds of flowers float in the sky enchanting our minds.

How beautitul the sky looks, filled with multi-coloured flower-clouds!

And what a heavenly experience it is when these clouds break-up and bathe us with the flower showers!)

HEY: PeeaIor: TENATIRA: HFUHATATHNIT: JoUHATEdATd E|

This Mandara Mountain, sends the wind out of its valleys, shaking the entire forests and thus producing
many floating flower clouds.




CLOUD-DEER

(When the clouds get chased by the winds, they look like the frightened deer with their flashing lightning
eyes. These clouds finally get stuck in the branches of the tall dense trees of the GandhaMaadana valleys; it
looks as if the cloud-deer have hidden inside those trees and have escaped the wrath of the wind-hunter!)

YA UG FaTG A TH Ao eI leaRlTed  HEGRUMET ST oTdeT: |

These cloud-deer with their restless eyes of lightning, enter the Gandha Maadana valleys which are enriched
with mango, Neepa and Kadamba trees.

SNOW-WINDS

(When the snowy winds blow, the clouds in the sky break up into a shower; the waves in the ocean rise up to
the sky; thus joining the downward and upward flow of waters.

The whole water-stretch joining the heaven and the earth looks like encircling creepers.)

(When you imagine such a huge stretch of water joining the sky and ocean, don’t you feel like a huge
ancient Purusha watching the beauty of the three worlds?

Does not your mind melt in the meditation of the great Savitr (Brahman-sun of Gaayatri Mantra) who lights
up the three levels of Bhoo, Bhuva and Suva?)

RATCh=UL 0T Tealdaddivsd dediell argal Alfed fafdeareericrrd=r: |

The winds coming out of the valleys of the Snow Mountain, break up the clouds and the waves of the ocean,
making them dance violently like encircled creepers.

FRAGRANT-WINDS

(When you stand at the ocean beach, you can smell the fragrances of the ‘valley trees’ brought in by the
winds from the mountain.)
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Revered one (Taata)! The winds carrying the fine fragrances of mango and Kadamba of the GandhaMaadana
valleys, produce circular waves in the ocean.

SPORTING-WINDS

(The fresh fragrant cool winds from the mountains are like handsome young men who infatuate the minds of
all young women they meet with.

They lightly caress the curly hairs of the cloud-women on their way; and wander freely in the forests where
they are welcomed by a shower of flowers by the creeper-girls.

And as they move away from the forests, they are laden with gifts of fiagrances and snowy dew drops; they
movement has slowed down by the weight as it were.)

STelgleaerdearglelehlelehdl ITclle] o AT GoUTH TER—edTaAy|
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The wind encircles the clouds which have become curly, and comes through the pathways here making
flower-clouds. Feel these winds here moving very slow, since they are heavy with the sweet fragrances of
jasmine, Mandaara flowers, and are mixed with the cool sprays of water also.

FRAGRANT-WINDS AND CITIES
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Observe in front of you, the winds falling on the cities of Paaraseeka. carrying the pungent smell produced
by the mixture of shaking coconut trees, and flower creepers.

KAILAASA-WINDS
(Why are the lotus lakes of Kailaasa infused with camphor pollen?
All is the play of the wind!)

YeaTaT: RudIAdTRRAIRGI=aTededisfaer arfed Seradhaeeni |

The winds shake the camphor (pollen) clouds of the blossomed forests of Shiva’s ‘PramadaVana’ (sporting
forest); push them from there; and throw them on the lotus-lakes of Kailaasa.



INTOXICATED VINDHYAA-WINDS

(Vindhya Mountain-forests abound in parrots, and their rattling noise is heard at all times.

There is no dearth of elephant crowds also.

The winds from the mountains carry the rut-smell of the rough elephants and also the sounds of parrot-cries;
it is as if the winds themselves are intoxicated and blabbering nonsense as they move!)

I PFATASPedAGHRATT: 5H YHYPed AT heeIdrad: |

These winds coming from Vindhya valleys, are moving very slowly because of carrying the smell of rut
oozing from the temples of elephant chiefs, and as a result are rattling like parrots (in intoxication).

FOREST DWELLINGS OF MALAYA MOUNTAINS

(Poor Malaya Mountains!

The forest has vanished as it were, and only the dwellings of the hunters are seen!

All the leaves are now turned into body-coverings for these hunter families; and the animals have become
victims of their sharp arrows!

How the beauty of the forests is destroyed by the greed of men!

Are they blind to beauty, or are they some new species worse than animals?!)

radion RNy 2Moiuvifcey Rt AR: qulRaddarel JoRmd |

The forest range in the Malaya hill has turned into a city as it were, because of all the leaves getting removed
and worn by the hunter-women, and because of the hunters getting covered by the leaves and their shooting
arrows(and killing all wild-life).

THE ATTENDANTS PRAISE THE KING
A GARCFHIGTT@ISERT G2 cacTATaTeRdl & dThIRATH: |

This direction marked by the lines of seas, mountains, rivers, oceans and forests, are smiling as it were with
the rays of the sun, because of the power of your valour.

ILLUSION OF POSSESSION

(All that was shown by the attendants now belong to the king; as he has conquered the enemies and
established his rule there.)

[Alas! How foolish it is that the ignorant humans believe that they can own the perception which is made of
sheer emptiness!

Perception is nothing but some picture presented by senses on a canvas of emptiness!

How can you own lands, oceans, mountains, skies and minerals and metals except as thoughts running in
your brains?

Thoughts are nothing but flashes of awareness about perceptions; and are empty of anything. In the modern
vocabulary, thoughts are just neural patterns in the brain!

What can anybody own but foolishness?

This is Avidyaa at its peak when a king thinks that he owns the lands and mountains and oceans!

Ah! The wise king who is wise but ignorant of the correct knowledge is in the hold of Avidyaa still!

When anyone thinks that he owns any object (including his body), actually he does not possess anything; but
Avidyaa has possessed him like a ghost!

How can a Mithyaa Purusha — ‘a false entity made of ego-imagination’ — possess objects which are also
made of emptiness?

This is also one of the facets of Avidyaa!]



PART TWO

INTRODUCTION

What are ‘you’ in the great expanse of the space and time phenomenon?
How much important are you with your imagined life-story?
What matters to the world or Brahmaa or Chit-expanse whether you exist as this identity or not?

How many worlds have appeared and gone off into the oblivion, never to be heard again!

Look up at the stars and they tell you their sad story of how they also had existed as some world-existences a
long time ago in the past; but are not there any more in your so-called ‘present’. Their light rays are just
delayed postal letters which reach you after a millions of years!

This earth planet may not be worth a matter for any letter to any future star even!

In this ‘space’ which stretches unlimited without directions, in this ‘time’ which can go anywhere backwards
or forwards without limits, what does you short existence of a few years matter to any one; except for the
genes which continue your great lineage as Homo sapiens? Even these genes have a past that measures
millions of years; and may go on for another million or two also in the future, if your mind does not get the
urge to free itself from this gene-slavery of family, relationships, reproduction etc.

Of course the earth-bound creatures who do not have the guarantee of living even for a puny hundred years,
can’t also imagine the span of a ‘million’ unless it is scribbled on a paper!

How much space and time measures are you capable of imagining?

Can you imagine anything that is bigger than this tiny ‘Earth-Mandapa canopied with a blue cloth’?

You may imagine some studied information, maybe a few planets which you still know as only a text book
information; may be a few galaxies which may be out there far far from human reach; maybe universes
beyond the dark space which you can never ever know of; maybe parallel existence like that happened in
Leelaa’s story; maybe dream existences like that happened in Lavana or Gaadhi stories; maybe continuous
change of existences like the Jeevata and his dreams!

Is that all the Avidyaa extension amounts to as the ‘perceived’?

If Chit is a synonymous word for Jagat, then how limitless can Jagat be?

Can you fathom the measure of the limitless perceived?

Unless as mentioned in the previous section, you manage to leave the tiny mud-hole that you are stuck with
(as your tiny house in a tiny planet); come out into the open-expanse; grow wings; fly high to measure the
extent of the space that stretches infinitely; you can never imagine even what is Chit-expanse.

Just by writing or reading about Chit, you cannot experience the Chit-state.

You will fare as badly as Ashtaavakra who had mastered all scriptures verbatim, without having an iota of
personal realization. (Tripuraa Rahasyam)

For an experience of the smallness of your individual existence, just go and stand in front of a huge
mountain, in this very earth of yours; and see if you can view its peak from the ground. You cannot!

You are a ‘nothing’ in front of even a small mountain that stands majestically like a giant stone-man looming
above you.

Expand your imagination power!

Expand your mind to observe the whole of creation with its past and present!

Your present life, your achievements here, the puny numbers in your bank balance, the lands that you own,
the few pebbles of gold and diamonds that you possess; all will crumble into nothingness.

In the grand panorama of the perceived phenomenon which contains countless worlds like yours like a bag
full of dust, what does your individual existence amount to?

Even taking into account, the view of the evolution-theorists, you as a human are just some inert gene-
product spreading on the surface of the earth like some stinking chemical scum.

You cannot even have the guarantee that you will see some sixty or seventy rotations of the earth around the
sun in your life-time.



That is why Vaalmiki presents here the vision of huge mountains like Himavaan, Malaya, Krauncha and
others in the story of Vipashcit.

Can the gold and diamonds you possess ever look as beautiful as the mountain peaks garlanded by the stars?
Can the fragrances of the mountains ever equal the scents you pour on your body to hide the stinks?

Kill the ego which binds you smallness and short-existences.

One small mountain itself has the audacity to laugh at you for you rat-like existence.
Conquer this lowly state by rising high in the mind-expanse.

Empty the mind of all its rat-like possessions.

Expand it by meditating on the hugeness of space and time.

Go to the level of Lord Brahmaa and see all the mountains as just a single pebble rolling in some space-
street.

Go to the level of Aakaashaja and see all the Brahmas as a single tiny fish rolling in the expansive Creation
waters.

Go to the level of Chit; even these perceptions vanish off and only emptiness gets left back. There is nothing
but pure state of awareness-existence that is left back.

What will the vision of Chit be, when endowed with the pure mind of a Knower?

Chit sees itself as the silent quiescent on, in any perception-scene that rises as another.

It is like the taintless mirror seeing itself and enjoying itself as itself.

Nature-scenes naturally reflect the state of silence; and one can easily melt off in the pristine scenes of
Nature.

VIPASHCIT’S STORY CONTINUES

The king wanders around as the four Vipashcits and is shown all the grand views of the earth by the
ministers and other attendants.

The mountains in all the directions are described in a random manner, mixing up all the directions in a
haphazard manner.

What is the direction, but a term invented by the mind so that it can move within limitations!

As you read the beautiful verses describing the beauty of the mountains and oceans, just imagine yourself
standing there as Vipashcit and enjoy the beauty of creation.

After such a grand vision, when you return to your tiny abode on a dust particle called earth, surely your ego
would have died a natural death!

It is not that the scribble ‘Brahman’ alone is sacred; all the scribbles that are words and meanings are shining
as the ‘Brahman’ only.
There is nothing to like or dislike, nothing to favour or disfavour, nothing to mark as sacred or non-sacred!

Every word means Brahman!

Every image is Brahman!

Every thought is Brahman!

Every moment is Brahman!

Every breath is Brahman!

Brahman is Brahman seeing Brahman! That gets wrongly understood as ‘Jagat’, the inauspicious!
What is there but Shivam dancing everywhere as itself!

Practice seeing Brahman as Brahman in Brahman!

That is Nirvaana!
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Attendants spoke

ILLUSION OF PASSION

VIDYAADHAREE WOMEN AND MEN MAKE LOVE ON THESE FLOWER-BEDS
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Here, in these paths of hill-forests, are seen the beds of flowers made by the Vidyaadharee women.

When one observes the distantly placed marks of red Alaktaka paste applied on the sides of her feet,
(sticking on to the flower beds), we get a hint that the innocent woman was having the company of her lover
here.

KINNARA WOMEN SING SONGS OF LOVE
IEATARR AT TRy SielTidellelelelell: ordfed fd
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Hey noble minded one! “Young girls belonging to Kinnara clan’, who are interested only in having amusing
sports, rest here in this hill containing the bowers with entwined creepers.

They sing melodiously in soft voices and listen to each other, forgetting even the idea of days passing by,
because of their raising emotions (of love).

(All the creatures from Indra to an ant are engaged in love-making, being forced by Avidyaa.

Where can you find the true love and union?

Only when the perceived gets merged in the silent state of Shiva!

Till then, what you call love on the physical level is just a dance of Avidyaa alone, which brings only pain
and suffering as its companions!)

ILLUSION OF DISTANCE

[What is ‘distance’ that is imagined in the ‘no-space emptiness of Chit-expanse’?

Continuously altering sizes of objects create the illusion of far and near.

The object that is close to you, when it seems to move away, appears smaller and smaller till it vanishes
completely from sight. This change of size alone is the measure of space for the mind, in this space-less
expanse!

It is just the ‘talent of the mind to interpret the changing image-patterns’ that is defined as ‘space’; and ‘time’
also tags along with the space, like an inseparable companion!]
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Snow Mountain, Malaya Mountain, Vindhya, Sahya, Krauncha, Mahendra, Madhu, Mandara, Dardura
Mountains; all these huge mountains that are covered by the white clouds, are situated so far that they appear
for our eyes, each like a small pebble covered by a piece of dry leaf.

(From a very great distance, even a huge mountain covered by an enormous cloud looks like a small pebble
covered by some tiny piece of torn dry leaf’)

ILLUSION OF DIFFERENCES

[Perception involves varieties and differences.

The smaller the mind, more the number of differences!

Every small object looks like a huge obstacle.

For a tiny ant, even a pebble is a mountain.

For a giant, mountain is just a pebble.

The more you are attached to the forms and names near you and view them as separate; the rope that binds
you to them becomes thicker; and you suffer more!



Grow up; expand the mind. As you practice grander views, the mind slowly loses sense of the smallness, and
learns to ignore the differences.

A frog has only the view of its dark hollow well and the rotten waters inside it.

The bird which flies with the help of wings in the open sky has a grander view of the world, where all small
differences vanish off; and everything looks like a huge stretch of expansive land.

If you also fly with the wings of Vichaara and Viveka and attain the state of Chit, then the entire tri-world
looks like a tiny dust mote floating in the sunlight.

Fly even more higher in the Chit-expanse; the dust motes also will vanish off; and only the lustre of the Chit
will shine forth.

Let us read a few verses, where tiny differences vanish off giving way to a grander view of the world.]
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When looking from so far, the long roads in the mountains appear very closely knit; and thus, this Kula
Mountain holds a form, which is like the boundary walls of the city.

Observe the rivers entering the ocean with their wavy moment, looking like the fine threads weaved into a
cloth at its fringe.

(The mind which is habituated to see cities, walls and woven clothes superimposes the same pictures even
on mountains and oceans. What to say of superimposing one’s identity on an inert pile of elements!)
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Raajan! The ten directions are laughing as it were like the pretty maidens of the palace, standing in front of
you, because, these directions are dark in colour because of the dense clouds surrounding the peaks of the
mountains.

They are extending their shoulders as it were through the ranges of forests which are charming with the
flowers rising out of the creepers.

They seem to be chattering sweet talks, because of the chirping of all the birds.

(The ten directions are like ten beautiful maidens welcoming the king with respect, since he has conquered
the entire earth.

(For such a view, you must be a god-like giant reaching above the skies, standing in the center and looking
down at the whole of the earth filled with mountains in all the ten directions.)

(Mountains are covered by dense array of dark clouds; so the direction-women are dark in colour.

The branches of the trees and the entwining creepers all over the mountains are covered by flowers; when
they wave in the wind it is as if the ladies are extending their tender shoulders forward and welcoming the
king. Varieties of birds nesting on the trees are chirping and cooing all at once; these sounds are the sweet
chatter of these women.)

ILLUSION OF MANY AS ONE
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The ‘forest filled with variety of trees like Taalee, Tamaala, Bakula’, situated at the high peak of the
mountain, is waving in the wind, and looks like one single tree.

It almost looks like the densely filled grass-land stuck on the bank, hit by the restless waves of the ocean.
(When viewed from far, all the multifarious trees of the mountain-forests look like one single tree standing
alone on the peak of a small hill. The forests spreading out on the ocean bank look like one long stretch of
grass-land washed by the waves.)

(Look from far; many mountains will get compressed in view; and a single mountain will alone be seen.
Look at a forest fiom far; the whole forest will look like one single tree.

Look at all the physical objects of the ‘perceived’ from far; it will look like one body of Viraat. Look at all
Viraats from far; you will see one Aakaashaja.

Look from far; he will also vanish off; and only the emptiness of Chit will be there.)



ILLUSION OF ENORMOUS SPACE
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Here sleeps Keshava; here his enemy-clan; here sleep the birds namely mountains which have sought shelter
there; here is the Vadava fire along with its destruction forces.

Aha! The body of the ocean is very extensive, firm and capable of holding all these enormous weights!
(When you look at all the seven oceans from far; you will see only a single ocean stretching to the far ends
of the horizon; yet how extensive it could be?

We can understand its depth and extension by our imagination only.

Somewhere in one part of the ocean which is milky, Vishnu sleeps on his enormous serpent bed. Somewhere
else the (giant) demons would be hiding. At some other place the winged mountains would be hiding to
escape the Vajra weapon of Indra. Somewhere else the huge Vadava fire would be getting ready to destroy
the worlds. Our minds can only wonder at the extent of space contained by the ocean and the weighty things
that it hides within itself!)

ILLUSION OF MISCONCEPTION
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These banks of the golden Jambu River (along the Meru Mountain) shine here by the sun rays. (The sands
are made of gold only.) All the areas of the entire sections of village, forest, cities, table-lands, hills, trees,
pillars, and colonies appear golden too. The shine emanating from them all, emits golden flames that lick the
sky around. Hey King! This place indeed is fit to be resided by immortals alone, and not by the humans.
(Look there O King! There is a huge tire blazing with flames which are licking the sky.

All the cities and forests around that place seem to be on fire. Yet, as we approach close to the fire, we
understand that the flames were actually the golden shine of the sands on the banks of Jamboo River.)
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These lands bear the thick carpet of Kadamba trees which shine like the clouds; and are on the path of the
Sun (like the clouds blocking the sunlight). (Hey king) Understand this also to be the edge of the land only
(covered by Kadamba trees), and do not consider them to be the crowds of thick clouds blocking the sun in
the sky.

(Look there O King! There are dark clouds blocking the sun. Yet when we approach close, we find that they
are not clouds, but is a thick carpet of Kadamba trees covering the ground.)

(The ‘perceived’ appears solid and real only when we do not analyze it through Vichaara. Observed
properly, the perceived will turn out to be just the empty expanse of Chit only. The fire blazing high that is
burning the Jeeva through countless births and deaths will turn out to be the golden lustre of Chit-River,
through proper Vichaara. The clouds blocking the sun of knowledge will turn out to be just the beautifiil
and fragrant Chit-Kadamba trees that fill the mind with bliss.)

MALAYA MOUNTAIN, THE ABODE OF SANDAL TREES

TIsH A Tdelded caTdegaThIdiAlGHGIGHA aidl dadd fthaea [fd:|

This is the Malaya Mountain. Here, the excellent Lavalee creepers are entwined around the Sandal trees; and
the intoxicating dense fragrance of those trees affect the other trees also, and they also have turned into
sandal trees themselves. All the three classes of gods, humans, and Asuras apply the sandal on their
foreheads as round marks.

(Knowers always shine with the bliss of Knowledge like the sandal trees. Their excellent virtues shine like
the fragrant Lavalee creeper entwined around the sandal trees.

The company of the Knowers will turn the ordinary minds also into knowledge-filled minds, like the
ordinary trees in the Malaya Mountain also become fragrant like the sandal trees by the contact of that
fragrance.)



(The ‘bliss of the Chit’ like the ‘coolness of the sandal paste’, belongs to all the beings alike whether they
are gods, humans or Asuras.)
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When Shiva with the fiery eye (Dahanaaksha) is doing the violent dance with flames rising out of his third
eye, then his cheeks become heated up (and sweat drops fill his face).

When the sandal paste is applied with the thumb and other fingers, those sweat drops that form on that
Taandava-Shiva also cool off instantly and turn into the joyful sweat-drops which appear on the cheeks of
the women after the union with their lovers.

(Though a Shiva might be performing his destruction dance and have hot sweat-drops on his cheeks, the
bliss of the Self in him keeps his inner mind cool as if they are the sweat-drops appearing on the face of his
spouse when he embraces her with love.)
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This mountain has sandal trees encircled by the hoods of the serpents which reside at the ‘banks made of
gold’ that are always washed by the ocean; and is named as Malaya.

It has all the directions turned golden by the heap of shine emanating from the lotus faces of Vidyaadharees.
(The ocean waves keep washing the banks that are covered densely by the golden sands. The serpents living
on the banks move off to the mountain and encircle the trunks of sandal trees.

The Mountain here which is covered by sandal trees is known as Malaya.
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Mother Lakshmi’s beauty stays absorbed in here; so it is known as Malaya. Th Vidyaadhara people live in
those sanctified grounds. The Vidyaadharee girls play around in these fragrant sandal forests.)

KRAUNCHA MOUNTAIN
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This is the Krauncha Mountain, where the swarms of bees residing inside the buds, become silent by the
unique sound made by the bamboo trunks; which sound is like the combined noise of the moaning bowers,
and the varied sounds of a river flowing inside the deep hard rocky hollows.

(The Krauncha Mountain abounds in huge bamboo trees that are growing in clusters. When the mountain
winds blow, the bamboos give out a unique noise as it hundreds of hollow tubes are playing the music at
once. It is as if all the bowers are moaning at once; and the sound resembles the gurgling noise of the rivers
flowing under the hollows of rocks. Hearing that sound, even the bees humming near the blossoming
flowers, become silent. )

(ApT - HPel AT — residing inside the buds, namely the bees)

DARK CLOUDS AND PEACOCKS
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The clouds in this Krauncha Mountain are accompanied by plenty of cranes.

The peacocks cry aloud (looking at the clouds).

The serpents get excited by their cries; but, being habituated from long to climb only the dried up tree trunks
with hollows, they stay concealed with their hoods rolled up (afraid of the peacocks).

(The dark clouds move along the Krauncha peaks with the white cranes flying across them. Looking at the
clouds the peacocks cry aloud in excitement, like the seekers of knowledge at the sight of the learned
Knowers. Serpents who lay clinging to the hollows by habit, hear the cries of peacocks. Afraid for their
lives, they roll up their hoods and remain hidden inside the hollows.

The ignorant also live in constant fear and anxiety, stuck to their little hollow holes of ignorance, and are
averse to knowledge.)




LOVE-SPORTS
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Listen here on this slope to the ‘tinkling noise’, which is feeding nectar to the ears, and is coming from the
bangles shaking in the hands of the beautiful maidens sporting in the bowers of soft golden creepers.
(What is the pleasant sound of tinkling coming from those bowers? It is the sound of the bangles worn by
the divine damsels who are sporting inside those bowers with their lovers.)

ELEPHANTS, BEES, AND THE OCEAN
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The ocean here is crying aloud, because its water drops are polluted by the churning made by the swarms of
bees hovering near the moving waves; because they carry on them, the rut-water oozing out f the temple-
region of the elephants.

(Why is this ocean making a howling sound? It is crying as it were? But why?

Its pure waters are polluted by the bees which are churning the surface of the waters.

They had been sitting on the rut oozing from the temples of the wild mountain elephants.

They carry that dirt from the mountains and are polluting the ocean here; like the fools who relish the
company of the wicked, enter the assembly of the learned and mock them.)

MOON-GOD WITH HIS STAR-WIVES AND THE MILK-OCEAN
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Look O King! The taintless Moon is surrounded by the beautiful star-maidens, whose bodies are as if made
of the butter produced by the churning of nectar; and he sports (as a reflection) on his father’s lap, the Milk
ocean.

(The sky is adorned by the moon and the countless stars.

Moon is so bright that his taint also is not seen. He seems to be very happy since he is accompanied by all
his star-wives. These star-maidens are extremely beautiful. Their bodies must be made of the nectar-butter
that came out, when the milk ocean was churned in the past. And look at the beautiful reflection of the moon
which is quivering on the waters of the milk ocean! It is as if he is sporting on his father’s lap like a child!)

SPRING FESTIVAL IN THE FOREST
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In the table-lands of the Malaya Mountain, as the ‘cuckoos intoxicated by drinking the honey of Chuta
flowers’ are singing melodiously; look, how the ‘tender young creepers’ dance about; and are holding the
flowers in their “hands made of red tender leaves’, with the eyes moving in an enticing manner in the form of
the ‘circling bee swarms’; and distinguishing themselves in the ‘charming spring festival’.

(The young creepers are moving gracefully in the wind like young maidens dancing in joy in tune with the
melodious songs sung by the cuckoos that are intoxicated by the honey. These pretty creeper-damsels hold
colourtful fragrant flowers in their hands which are shining red as if with Alaktaka paste. Swarms of bees
hovering around them are indeed the enticing glances of these creeper-girls. These creepers stand out as the
most beautiful damsels; and are extremely charming to look at.)

THREE TYPES OF PEARLS
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In the mountains, inside the nodes of some special bamboos, pearls are found.

In the oceans, when the rain drops from the monsoon clouds at Svaati-time directly enter inside the heart of
the conches that are thirsty and remain open for water, they turn into pearl-fruits.




The pearls get produced also in the upper part of the forehead of elephants.

These three classes of pearls are of excellent qualities and considered as very pure.

(Pure pearls get produced in three places only.

When Svaati-star is in ascendance, the pure water from the sky enters the conches which keep their mouths
open in thirst. This water-drop turns into an excellent pearl in course of time.

Pure pearls are found in the mountain bamboos and on the heads of special fragrant elephants.

The pearl differs in size and quality as per the purity of the place it falls.

The sacred words of the scriptures which enter a ‘pure heart with the thirst for realization’ alone turn into the
‘pearl of realization’, like the Swaathi-pearl. Th pearls tat are produced in the bamboo and the elephant
prove just decorative and are worthless, like the instruction given to the impure minds.)

POWERS OF PURE GEMS
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O Lord! Various types of gems can be obtained in the hill, in the ocean, in the men, in the ground, in the
frog, in the rock, in the elephant; and their functions are like this; giving a delightful experience by getting
rid of the sufferings, through destroying the enemies by killing them; by giving them fever, fear, confusion,
revealing some unknown thing; giving blindness, sweating burning; and traveling in and seeing the paths
under the ground and the in the sky; destruction and so on (knowing the past or future; destruction of
diseases or famine etc).

(Without seeking the excellent gem of Self-Knowledge, people search for these ordinary gems to fultilln
Vaasanaas of hatred and desires.)

THE MOON LIGHTS UP THE MOUNTAINS AND CITIES ALIKE
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When the Moon who is the 'ocean of nectar' rises, the cities enjoy him through faces of the hollows of
ventilators, windows, doors, entrance of the room here, like the Mandara mountain does through its chasms,
clouds, valleys, caves, forest bamboo holes etc, (which get filled with the moonlight and lose their darkness.)

THE HUGE HIMAALAYA MOUNTAIN
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“Did the wind take off the peak of this Mountain by any chance?” Thus do the innocent Siddha women in
extreme wonder look at it with their faces turned upwards in amusement (where the peak is invisible and is
hidden by the dense clouds).

Maybe the Snow mountain is the shining diamond pillar erected for balancing the nether world and the earth,
and the clouds throw up every forest and slope of the Snow Mountain, and thus equalize their weights as it
were.

(This is the Himavaan Mountain shining like a diamond in the sunlight.

The peak of this Snow Mountain reaches high up in the sky, where clouds move about.

Sometimes the clouds hide the peak so much so that the innocent Siddha women look up and wonder
whether the fierce winds of the mountain have broken off the peak by any chance.

The clouds cover not only the peak, but also the forests and slopes; and make them vanish away.

Maybe this mountain is a huge diamond rod which holds the earth and the netherworld on its two sides. The
clouds must be removing the extra weight on the earth-side by throwing away some forest or slope, thus
balancing the two worlds!)




MAHENDRA MOUNTAIN
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Look O Raajan! The beautiful rock-slabs on the banks of this Mahendra Mountain where the Vidyaadharas
rest, are cold by the snowy sprays of the Ganges waves. The forests are filled with blossomed flowers that

are surrounded by the 'clouds of flower pollens' of various colours.

GET RID OF YOUR MISFORTUNES AND SINS IN THE PURE LAP OF NATURE

(If you cannot melt away in the presence of the vast skies and Oceans, the forest-lands, the serene lakes and tall
mountains, and are addicted to only the man-made temples and worship-places, your life is indeed wasted away.)
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After seeing the 'spread out forests in other countries', the 'flower-filled lands', the 'gardens and cities', the
'rivers and lands sanctified in the holy places'; the fear of misfortune is forced away instantly.
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After seeing the 'peaks of the great hills'; the 'direction-spheres filled by saintly people'; the 'hollows of the
sacred ponds and lakes'; 'tall mountain-valleys covered by the clouds'; 'forests filled with flower-bowers'; and
the 'ocean holes extensive like the sky'; all the sinful acts even if heinous/ melt away.

DO NOT WASTE AWAY YOUR LIFE LIKE A BLIND RAT INSIDE A RAT-HOLE

IFTTeCAdIAT & Ao ety AT 39T Helld U Ulgelid el dog, Hgegra
ReardtvuequRiRIEr. #67 @fd & Fecaeurgaey siviied ey S S|

Hey King! In the Malaya Mountain, the forest paths through the sandal trees are indeed very pleasing and
beautiful. In the Vindhya Mountain abound the elephants roaming in intoxication.

In Kailaasa Mountain, is found the excellent gold. In the Mahendra Mountain, there is the reddish glittering
gem. In the Snow mountain peak are found divine herbs.

Everywhere varied types of precious stones are found. A man (without interest in seeing these things) wastes
away his life in his deteriorating abode, like a blind rat (hiding inside its dark hole with its stored wealth).

MONSOON TIMES

AieeTd SeTfa®ders arion [Fafed fafaror
TEgRIed o olled 3daT fage: ABRDT g ofre: |

The water-carrying dark clouds fill up the high skies here making it look like the darkness of the dissolution
times. The entire world looks like a single pond of waters (by the pouring rains).

The flashes of lightning appear like the Shapharika fish jumping in the pond.

(Rains in the Mountain-lands are terrifying.

The clouds fill up the entire sky and the world is covered by darkness as if it is the Pralaya times. Sky and
earth cannot be distinguished separately as everything is just water above and water below. World is just one
big pond of water where lightning-fishes jump about everywhere.)

MONSOON WINDS

HTAIAIATAABRYURT URIGRICATRGIeATGTed:
M FARATTE: NaToee, diecdyl aydardr: |




Aha! The monsoon winds blow with such noise, as if violent arguments are going on with the rise of
horripilation by the onset of cold.

They are filled with snow; and have thinned out the streams. They are making the clouds mad by pushing
them here and there; thus making them throw out abundant waters.

(Monsoon-winds are making such a rattling noise as if there is a violent argument going on amongst people
who are affected by the cold and whose hairs are standing on ends because of the extremely cold wind (as if
they are engaged in fights).

The grounds are covered with snow; and the streams are shallow.

The winds are pushing the clouds here and there making them mad, and the clouds show their anger by
throwing out abundant volumes of water on the mountains.)

MOUNTAIN WINDS

& arfd ATTSTeURIgEN! dld: fohicae Uedaysqaeste
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(A lover laments like this.)

Ha! The wind is spreading out the dark clouds.

It is scattering clusters of leaves and flowers that grow on the trees. It is pleasing with the fragrances carried
as it passes wildly through the forest areas filled with the sprouts. It is carrying away the moist essence
(honey) of all the flowers mixed within it, that it contains more honey than the flowers.

ATEAT: FlAhleddledia:AfdRa aefed gig =4 T od Faofifga =gar:|

These winds join with the sighs of girls tired by the union with their lovers; and so increase slightly in
volume and fragrance, like those who swerve from the heaven with little merits still hang on to them.
(Merits of course lead a person to heaven,; but once the enjoyments equaling the merits are over, the Jeeva
has to fall down from heavens. Yet, even if only a little merit is left back, the greedy Jeeva will want to cling
on to the heavenly pleasures for a little more time.

These mountain winds lose their fragrance on the way to the ground and are merit-less as it were; but when
they gently caress the faces of the girls who are sweating by the exhaustion of the union and mix with their
sighs, it gains some small amount of fragrance from their breaths; and hangs on to its life with that merit.)

APl b gAddIdeelddl Hed: Taucureducd! [AYdiudal gl gde: |

These violent winds blow hard shaking the gardens.

They are very talented in tearing off the cloth of thick clouds. Yet they are very soft when making the lotuses
on the ground bloom up and when trying to open the buds filling the creepers.

(A valorous man may tear up his enemy’s armours and make the entire enemy army tremble in fear. Yet,
when he is in the company of his beloved, he is very tender in his touch and is careful not to hurt her.)

( pdeld - mal-formed circle; means Bhoomi, and also the lotus.)

FeATHARUATT 1T AHEAS! PlHCTDFIAA JUISI0T GoUfAfRATEdTad Jcaadr 3dd|

These winds approach the shallow clouds of the evening sky with very light touch; like the good servants
treading softly in the palace courtyard which are decorated by various designs of flower-work (without
stepping on them hard).

FIRIC I FHRTGII: Tl gaanion afyaaRTamRor:
Fafaea RAuvsal eRAdeRITHT defed REufden: FPRadA-coAoe: |

These winds blowing at the peaks of the mountains, sometimes are fragrant like a mixture of various
flowers; sometimes are fragrant like only a collection of lotus-flowers; randomly sometimes they rain
flowers with the soft cloud of pollens; sometimes they are white with snow, or green, yellow and bluish dark
with the various coloured pollen-dusts and minerals; and they remove the heat of tiredness produced by the
union-acts.



THE HOT SUN

FII, GPRBIBRISIR AT : Feherdfafehicae! s@aaararaal
Sometimes the sun as if in the company of fools, (madly) scatters through his servants namely the

SuryaKaanta gems (sun-stones), heaps of burning embers inside the caves, as inferred by the moans and
groans of the animals inside.

THE WOMAN WHO IS TO BE AVOIDED LIKE POISON

TLARAGATIAHAT YHASAT AATAdeIooraT 3T aqur o v Rufdagsada wamdn

If a woman, who has no satisfaction in union with any man, and who has been removed of her shyness
through intoxication, is embraced bodily, it is like catching on to a poisonous fever which is intolerable.

WOMEN WHO ARE SEPARATED FROM THEIR LOVERS

afordareRar FgRfe: ARIcadRfaRa: Tee 3a amerm: g fRfeoly aamafaarE:|
The winds from the forest grounds are soft and cool as they arrive after embracing the lotuses; and pass
through the waves dancing in the moonlight. Yet they become very hot and burning in front of the women
who are away from their lovers.

(The winds carrying the fragrance of lotuses and the cool water-drops of the waves are very cool indeed; but
they burn the women who are separated from their lovers and are already burning with passion.)

HUNTER WOMEN

3¢ it qduaifdacrae fawcuaucT: dedhidaer: AqAGIdAaAaGsAT: Herd Alfed B AT |

Observe, how in the shallow bank of eastern ocean, the hunter-women who wear large weird leaves as
garments, and are living inside the metal-made camps, move about intoxicated by the liquor of youth!

SANDAL TREE AND THE CLINGING SERPENT

FRAHIAR [ARMITALTIHATR RTTATEIAT FSI el Bl T AT gAfdrer afercda qusiafer:|
AT CaiRa afSiar gda Tpfear afr fAelen gRarf|

The sandal tree in front is encircled by serpents tightly.

(It reminds one of) the lady who does not even in the least release her lover from her embrace; since she is
anxious in her mind; (because) she fears the ending of the night that has arrived with its fresh bliss of union
producing the intoxication like liquor.

(She does not want the night to end. She is like a person who has not had enough of the liquor; and is
anxious that the morning may arrive soon and take her lover away. So like a serpent embracing the sandal
trunk, she also is tightly holding on to her lover.)

(It is also like) Threatened as it were by the arrival of the day which is announced by the blowing of Toorya
instruments, this lady has her heart exploded as it were; and has become one with the chest of her lover.
(Rather, when she is still lost in the bliss of the union with her lover, she hears the sounds announcing the
morning. Her heart has burst by the very thought of separation; and has stuck to the chest of her lover.)

KIMSHUKA TREES WITH RED FLAMING FLOWERS

WeeahhuT GRAIUTSTAdEdesT Teklel Safod STaaigd: T el Readsagaan|

This ‘line of forest” with blossomed Kimshuka trees filling the bank of the southern ocean, looks as if it is on
fire and is sprinkled again and again with waters by the ocean (to extinguish the fire as it were).

(Look! The Kimshuka trees look like they have caught fire, because of the clusters of red blossoms covering
them. It is as if the whole of that forest is on fire and flames have covered them. The ocean is dashing
against these trees, as if trying to extinguish the fire with its high-rising waves.)



3T TAAATAANGAT Ta FOTRPEUFIERT: ISR 3d FYAZURATAISITRAT GIHSI: |
Blown by the winds, the clouds of dark pollen rise up from those Kimshuka trees, looking like smoke.
The flowers are like embers; and the birds and bees are like the embers which have been cooled.

(If fire is there, the smoke should be there, logically.

Look, the dark pollen is getting blown by the wind and it is as if smoke is rising up fiom the burning trees.
Where are the embers? Flowers are the embers; and birds and bees sitting on the branches are not red
because they are the embers that have cooled down!)

REAL FIRE IN THE MOUNTAIN

$TT faeiy aeRel Hegafear safdr ARRRRE qavear BRY ¥ q@a o @ gae)

In the same manner, look at this line of forest burning by real fire, getting fanned by the winds in the sky,
in the peak of the mountain at far, in the northern direction.

FORESTS AND PEACOCKS

iz Hfd ARRATIHRIFHRARIGA T Tqa el
TR JHAAG T AT ATYTYSUH AU eeadehld 194 |

The peacocks dance when hearing the deep thundering sound of the slow moving array of clouds.

In the Krauncha mountain slopes, the forests filled with flowers, fruits, and leaves (looking like plumages)
are looking up as it were and dancing as it were, because of the strong rainy winds hitting them.

(Forests in the mountain are covered by variety of flowers, leaves and fruits of different colours. They look
like giant peacocks with colourfull plumages. When the dark clouds arrive, they also look up at the clouds
like the peacocks, being hit by violent winds. They also dance like the peacocks when they are shaken by the
wind.)

SUN AND HIS BROKEN CHARIOT

HEATIS fahedhr>aegedl [ HuceATH R dToRaredeu:
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In the western Mountain, the 'sun’s chariot' dashes against the uneven golden peak edge and so, its beautiful
joints get broken and shattered. It drops down into the empty hollow place, and this is the sound of the pole
of the carriage breaking along with the screeching wheels.

(In the western mountain, the winds produce loud screeching noise in the evening.

It must be actually the sound of the pole and wheels of the sun’s chariot breaking down and falling into the
hollows of the west. The chariot must have hit the spiky peaks of the mountain! What can the Sun do but fall
along with the broken chariot?)

CREATOR’S FAULT

HaaHaurpRsal fAematded aRfasfad ofid smar Aenforearfaa:
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In the Udaya Mountain, which is the ‘roof-top’ of the ‘mansion called the world’, the Bheruka flower
resembling the moon, and also considered auspicious, is afraid of inauspiciousness; and fully blossoms
spreading its shine all around (to keep away inauspiciousness).

(It is very pure and avoids inauspiciousness like a person observing purity who sits on top of some hill or a
building that is away from pollution.)

But even that (moon-like auspicious flower) gets tainted by the dark bees. Therefore, in this world, there is
nothing that exists as great, which the horrid Creator will not instantly get tainted.

(The wicked creator not only has made the moon with a taint; but has tainted the moon-like flower also with
bees!)



BEAUTIFUL MOON-LIGHT

HIANTCCE AT HATHTIHAT TY HAGehlol: &IRATIATIGI IFTATCUTeg; 3HTeileh: |
This beautiful moon light rising from the ocean of the sky!

Is it the laughter of Shiva dancing his destruction dance of the three worlds?

Or is it the white plaster for the huge mansion of the world?

Or is it the overflowing flood of Milk Ocean?

MOON —-RISE IN THE MANDARA MOUNTAIN

TY e T HIH I AL AT TegUTd oo RiclgI Yo SITHS I
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Beautiful milky waves dance around by the churning of the Moon-ocean, touched by the evening time at
Mandara. Look! With such waves of brightness, the directions are all filled completely, as if the Gangaa
coming from Shiva’s (Ugra’s) head is flooding the directions.

(When the moon rises in the evening time on the Mandara Mountain, another nectar-churning event happens
as it were. The moon turns into the milk ocean, magically by the touch of the Mandara at the evening time.
The moon rays spread out beautitully like waves rising in the milk ocean as at the 'nectar-churning time'. Or
is it the Gangaa stream flowing down from the head of Shiva? Or, is it Bhageeratha’s feat again repeated by
any chance?)

THE KING IS PRAISED FOR HIS VICTORY

Td Udecddd dTaeiereddroarediod a1 Jerenier:
FOHAREY AIRIS fAREAMe Fafedsarfeianhenia doid e

Hey Atula (Incomparable one)! The hosts of Guhyakas (invisible servants of Kubera) are surrounded by the
Vetaala kids who are terrifying with their tall figures as that of the Taala trees; they fall (pounce) at night, on
the cities of Huneshvara (your wicked enemy) which now are handicapped being without the auspicious rites
of Shaanti, Svasti, Shrava etc; and they are forcefully eating off the citizens.

(The people belonging to your enemies do not perform the auspicious rites and are given to unrighteous
ways. The Guhyakas are entering those inauspicious places with the Vetaala kids who are as tall as Taala
trees. They are killing and eating off all those wicked citizens.)

WHICH IS MORE BEAUTIFUL — THE MOON OR THE BRIDE’S FACE?

drafganfa e oRyoTaegr aagyaeaaifa a a1 I
HIGEASSIUANEITcATAAGldeq : AATHBET o &l faw: |
As long as the face of the beautiful bride is not seen outside of the house, for that long will the full moon

shine in the sky (as the symbol of beauty). If the 'moon of the girl’s face' rises in the sky of the outer
courtyard, what difference is there between the moon and the faded piece of white cloud?

MATTED LOCKS OF SHIVA

geifal TegiAarFERI agatafagaiien—aaa Raradegaddarsea qURAHRATIHI |

These heads (white peaks) of the Lord of Snow Mountain, increase the moonlight and create new skies.
These rocks are also washed by Gangaa (as do the Shiva’s locks); and are covered by the white snow. so are
like the creeper-like matted locks of Ugra (Shiva).

(Look at the peaks of the Snow Mountain! Moon is shining above, like a crest jewel.

The snow-covered peaks reflect the moon light and are creating a new sky around them like the shining head
of Shiva. The snowy rocks are all washed by Gangaa and look like the curves of the matted locks.

1t is Shiva with his matted locks for sure!)



MANDARA MOUNTAIN

T UY HAcgRAadddal etk PIaaarRard: FaiaeAoadiaaaad: dedd A dAcelie: |

This Mandara Mountain is garlanded by Mandaara flowers (blossomed trees).

The winds spread out the melodious songs sung by Apsaraas who sport in the swings there.

The mountain is seen reaching high in the sky, presenting a wondrous sight, with its varied gems shining
here and there.

(Look at the Mandara Mountain.

Forests of Mandaara trees filled with blossomed flowers are covering it all over.

1t 1s as if the mountain adorned by the 'garland of Mandaara flowers' shines like a king.

1t 1s so tall that its peaks are adorned by the array of stars which shine like gems.

The winds bring in the melodious songs of the sporting Apsaraas as if in servitude of the King-mountain.)

MOUNTAINS WELCOME THE KING WITH RESPECT

Mgy RN ey gsUred U= gARgAET: AegiaendiRgeall aafeaRarBaagsied|

The huge mountains hold the ‘Argyapaatra’ (vessel holding the offerings to the guest) filled fully with
blossomed flowers which densely cover the entire valleys without a gap.

In the deep dark belly densely covered with clouds, they hold the beauty of the sky filled with thrstars.

(The mountain-valleys are fully covered by flowers of various colours.

It is as if they are holding the Argyapaatra filled with flowers to welcome the king.

The hollows in the center of the mountains are filled by clouds adorned by the flashes of lightning. It is as if
the sky has settled down there with its stars.)

KAILAASA MOUNTAIN

sc: @ ShorafaRTzar gHgareer e 3w @
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Here is the Kailaasa Mountain; its flood of thick shine spreads all over the sky.
It looks like a small mud-hill (of pearl powder) made by Shambu’s child Kumaara, and the moon also looks
as if he has drowned inside the milk ocean (of brightness) as it were.
(Kailaasa Mountain 1s shining brightly with its snow covered peaks; and has filled the sky with its flooding
lustre. The sky looks like a milk ocean. Moon is lost somewhere in that ocean; he is not seen at all.
What is Kailaasa Mountain to Shiva but a tiny mud hill made by his child Kumaara when he was playing
around there?!)

HEAVY WINDS

TAUAT COA/NEAT FeAAAT T arfa: UG UT GV dTctehEm 3|

Look! The randomly spread out stumps of trees distant from each other, have their branches cut off and are
covered by the mud. Indra is tying up all these stumps, like tying loosened hairs together, through the winds.
(Strong winds blow on the mountain slopes, joining as if all the tall stumps together like hairs; maybe by the
order of Indra!?)

Td eFdpadecgiricudrdl foFuicd AFTTIAT ANLGqe:
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These winds carrying the fragrance of the jasmines and the Kadamba flowers, fattened with the shower of

honey, paste the nose with thick scents. Like the thick clouds filling the sky, they even carry off the swarms
of dark bees also along with the fragrances looking like the cloud-arrays.



GODDESS OF BEAUTY AND PROSPERITY

Sfecdggerecdy aeedelly HToRRIGAHAY I Si5dely
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In the slowly opening petals of buds, in the forest-lands, in the wild jungles spread with grass and thick

shades, in the villages, in the hosts of trees always filled with fruits, Goddess Lakshmi herself resides as it
were, coveting such a beautiful residence.

BEAUTIFUL MOUNTAIN VILLAGES

ATATIATITT AT T eI RIPT AMAD TG GH DI AR 1 -
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The Koshaataki plants with flowers grow all around the grounds near the buildings.
The winds bring the pollen of these flowers inside the windows and scatter the buds in the courtyard up to
the ankles; thus making the village look like the city of forest Goddesses.

ﬁmﬂwﬂ?@ﬂﬁm RN ARY: TRERUIAGATCIGHAT:
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Women amuse themselves in the swings made of creepers in the trees which are filled with newly blossomed
taintless Champaka flowers.
The waters in the mountain torrents make a sweet gurgling noise.
All around are the Taala trees, filled with freshly blossomed flowers.
The peacocks are dancing inside the creeper bowers adorned by the clusters of bright blossoms.
The Saala trees stand extending to such great heights that clouds hang on it.
So beautiful are the mountain-villages!
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The grass lands are fully covered by the tiny creepers with strangely shaped leaves which move pleasantly in
the blowing wind.

The Pulinda women sing along with the sounds made by the Laavaka birds, geese and cocks.

Children and untroubled calves are happy and contented; they look healthy and well-nourished by
consuming curds, honey, milk and ghee.

For whose sake these arches made of nectar have been constructed!?

So beautiful are the mountain-villages!




PART THREE
INTRODUCTION

Aakaasha (sky), clouds, mountain villages, love-stories, dogs, crows, cuckoos all belong to the Avidyaa-
perception only.

TR 5

Attendants spoke

BATTLE STILL GOING ON

¢ UAUTT HATHNIAHHAAHHAT Phdfed siagarar e genfa =i

Deva! Look here at the kings of the subordinate states engaged in war.
The glittering missiles are colliding and the four types of armies are on the move.

EAlCe AHEIRIN: HEE: IR T Ilfed TRITLATSIARY: |
Look! Look! The soldiers are all dying one after the other in thousands. As and when they get killed, they
appear in front of the Apsaraas of heaven, and take them off to heaven in their divine chariots.

DHARMA YUDDHA

fafsroiel: ge: urd dehe Uehe 07 g foReid g€ Alad ged g
For a man who desires victory, a righteously fought war alone adds glory to him, when he is able to fight his
enemy in a battle and face the danger; like the union of a woman aloe gives joy at youth.

AR dedRRITY Agdfcad 9d g€ wda Shfaaedids wod|
The wealth which is obtained without harming any one and through honest means is indeed conducive to

one’s well-being, and is endowed with glory. The war fought in the righteous manner for protecting others is
the excellent fruit of one’s life.

HRYT 9T g HAWANI AUGERY AT §led QL F9d: F AL
Without any hostile feeling (of violence or wanting to injure), a valorous man who fights ‘the one who faces

him in the righteous battle, and who is equal in all ways regarding weapons, chariot etc when fighting the
opposing one,” and kills him, he alone deserves the heaven, not the other.

A R AT AR TN SETHATHA T cATARVIfARMITH ST
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(Like the dark-hued Vishnu who is decorated by ornaments and is adorned by the blue lotus garland, wins
over the heart of Goddess Lakshmi in the dark night, the brave king also conquers the Goddess of wealth.)
Endowed with the ‘ornament of missiles’ held up; and appearing dark-hued accuse of the blue lotus garland
which is actually 'the excellent sword in the hand', with the dust rising from the horse’s hoofs producing the
darkness of the night, look, how he conquers Goddess Lakshmi!

(He is like a handsome lover adorned by blue lotus garland (sword) shining bright with all ornaments
(missiles) wooing the beautiful goddess at night time.)

Td dafed ARRATHITGIHAUEILET Ao Ul FAhYUIT:
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These valorous men shine forth (like blazing conflagration) by wielding ‘weapons’ like ‘arrow, spear, mace,
Bhushundi, Shoola, sword, Kunta, Patu, Tomara, and discus’ that shine forth like the ‘fire-flames’; and they
move violently on the ‘mountain-terrain covered by the grass’ (namely the battle-field filled with the weak
enemy soldiers). The battle-field is like ‘an ocean’; and the weapons slither along with their bodies (so
gracefully) like the ‘serpent-crowds rising out of the ground’.




AAKAASHA

(Aakaasha is of three kinds, Chidaakaasha, Chittaakaasha and material Aakaasha.
In essence any Aakaasha is the expression of Chidaakaasha only.)

URYTFRR TAGCFILRITRIGOT TRIATFR AATRBAREN
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Look at the sky which is like an ocean where the clouds move violently (like waves).
Look at the sky which is adorned by a garland made of twinkling stars.

Look at the sky which is made only of darkness which is very thick.
Look at the sky which is sprinkled with moonlight all over.

(Ambaram is a term denoting the sky in Sanskrit; it means a cloth or covering.
This Aakaasha-cloth is never the same everyday.

It has new designs decorating it at different times.

Some days it is designed with fast-moving dark clouds carrying water.

Some nights when the moon is absent, the sky looks garlanded by the twinkling stars.
Sometimes it is densely black with thick clouds.

Sometimes it is sprinkled with the waters of moonlight.)

(Chit expanse also is similar to this sky.

1t is also known as Chit-Ambaram.

1t is the Chit-cloth which shines forth as the perceived.

1t is the mind where thoughts filled with desires keep moving like clouds.

1t shines forth as so many perceived worlds which adorn it like tiny stars.

1t is the dense ignorance which fills the minds.

1t is also the bliss of knowledge which removes the darkness.)

FALSE THEORIES OF THE IGNORANT

TAADGIGUEIGHET ARNTCRT ITAT HETON T Jeus faadl Faieadiel T Ie
ARASFATATT TN TRYATIET 91T AFR BIseAT ARG AA ST AlhIgane &1: |

The hordes of vehicles of Suras and Asuras get to be believed as the stars.

That which is the support of all stars and all the lustrous objects at extreme heights, gets defined as just the
void (Shoonya).

Such misinterpretations about the Aakaasha have not disappeared even now.

Which other person is capable of erasing the ill-repute built up by the ignorant?

(The ignorant have not much knowledge about anything; and base their lives on only some made up belief-
systems they have. They never understand the greatness of anything. Even the expansive sky cannot do
anything to prove its greatness to them when they call it empty and void, even when it holds all the stars,
moon and sun at such great heights, which is quite a feat! The ordinary people think of the stars as some
shining vehicles of Suras or Asuras!

Who has the power to change their misconceptions, when the sky itself cannot erase off its ill-fame?!)
(Chit-expanse is also a principle beyond the grasp of the ordinary.

When the material sky itself is a mystery unsolved, who can ever understand the principle of Chit-expanse
through which the understanding-state itself becomes a possibility?

Though Chit-expanse contains all the ‘perceived’ within it, still people call it ‘Shoonya’! How can void be
the source of anything?

Reality has varied misconceived theories concocted by the scholars.

If ignorant, people are satisfied with some unseen gods traveling in their air-vehicles in the heavens. They
can look up at the far off stars and pray to them for solving their day to day life-problems. They do not have
the need for understanding any truth. They never make also an effort to understand the truth through rational
analysis.

When the Chit-expanse itself is shining as their ignorance, who else can cure them of their
misconceptions?!)




TAINTLESS NATURE OF AAKAASHA
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Though a witness to countless events like the grand show of clouds, dissolution fires, cutting of the wings of
mountains, filling up of stars, repeated battles between Gods and Asuras etc, the ‘sky’ (Vyoma) even today
does not lose its true nature of (taintlessness).

The greatness of those with noble virtues never ends; so it is observed.

(There is no end the greatness of the noble.

They never lose their good qualities, whatever situation they face in their life.)

(So also a JeevanMukta never swerves from the state of the Self, whatever events he becomes a witness to.
Chit-expanse which exists as all the perceived of any sort in any space and time, never swerves fiom its state
of purity and changeless nature.)

HRTIEITR S INATRASS AR T ARA T FAAATOT
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Hey Gagana!

Incessantly you swing on your lap, the sun, Naaraayana and his gods, the moon and all the planets and stars,
and also other luster-forms, flashes of lightning and so on.

It is a wonder O good one, that even then you do not get rid of the darkness within you.

(Hey Sky, you hold so many lustrous objects and shining beings in you, and allow them to move about
inside you. Why are you not becoming lustrous like them? Why do you not get rid of the darkness within
you by their company?)

(Hey mind-space! You have mastered all learning, all philosophies, all the scriptures; yet how do you still
stay ignorant and are bereft of true knowledge?)
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Hey Aakaasha!

Where the black dark stain is seen on the moon-disc, you alone seem to leak out there revealing your real
blackness. It is a wonder that you do not turn the moon completely black by your company.

However, if one is pure inside, how can anyone taint him?

(Hey Aakaasha! The moon shines brightly in the dark black sky. It has got some black taint on it. It surely
does not belong to the moon. You the dark one must have made a hole in that moon, and your blackness is
leaking out of that hole. That the people call as moon’s taint!

Actually you could have turned the moon completely black by your company!

You failed because no one can make a man of pure heart turn completely wicked!)

I e R @e A3 qUEdd @ aardREadn

The world is filled to the brim with faults. However, I believe that, for the sky which is always changeless,
remaining empty of all objects alone is blissful, like for a Knower.

(Chit-expanse is also changeless; Chitta-expanse of the Knower is also changeless; Aakaasha is also
changeless.

The outer material space is untouched by the events and objects of the world; so is the mind of a Knower; so
is the Chit-state which exists as all the perceived.

This is actually the reason of the bliss experienced by a Knower; and the space also must be happy because
of that only. It never swerves from its true nature similar to the Knower established in Chit-state.)

MAGNANIMOUS NATURE OF THE SKY, AND THE HOT SUN
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Hey Aakaasha! You are Asamkulaashaya!

(You never can get crowded; so extensive you are!

(You have space for anything and everything.)
You are equal-minded and pure in nature.
You are the one who produce the space required for heights; and support and hold the dissolution clouds,
trees and creepers in great heights.
You also support the moon, clouds, sun, Kinnaras, wind-branches and the immortal gods also.
Everything about you is very wonderful!
Alas, dear one, this heat of yours gives much suffering to us indeed (for you allow the sun and fire also
to burn like this)!

(The verse contains some humour. A traveller who is experiencing the hot sun, and is getting tormented by
the heat, expresses his distress like this.
“Hey sky! You are indeed great; you are so wonderful; everything about you is so nice; you allow space for
all things to grow. Every being in the world is held by you.
I have lot of admiration for you my dear friend; but why have you allowed the fire and sun to be there with
you? Look how the sun is burning me down with hot rays!)

(Noble men support many people by offering wealth, knowledge, friendship and make them reach the
highest positions in life. However, if they support the unworthy also without being discreet, these uncouth
characters will take advantage of the generosity of the noble to increase their wickedness and will exist like
thorns in the society.)

ESTEEMED STATUS OF THE SKY AND ITS FALL
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Aakaasha! You are the brightness that is extremely pure and not tainted (by objects).

Because of your lofty nature, you are an excellent support to the excellent ones like Amaras and others.
However, this cloud which rains hailstones, has somehow entered you who always have space for anyone
and every one; and is hurting all the people with its hailstones.

Because of such worthless ones, you have been dragged downwards from your elevated status.
(Generosity must know its limits!)

{PURITY OF (CHIT) AAKAASHA}
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Hey Aakaasha! I think that in order to test your purity, the touchstone used for gold alone proves worthy of
you at all times and not any other. You are empty of everything; yet you hold clouds, stars, air-vehicles,
moon, sun, winds etc, and shine forth in glory.

You are not a person without any value. (You do have virtues and equal the gold in character).

(Hey Aakaasha! You do not possess anything and have nothing that belongs to you.

Yet, the entire world of the perceived exists only because you hold them within you and give support for
their appearance. You are not tainted by their absence or presence.

You remain changeless always. You are as pure as the gold and as worthy as the gold.)

MYSTERIOUS (CHIT) AAKAASHA
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Hey Vyoman (empty expanse)! In the morning, you are bright.

At the end of the day, you are of a reddish form.

At night which is measured as Yaamas, you are black.

Yet you are empty of everything. You never carry anything as real.

Even the learned never understand this Maayaa of yours, though they try hard.



(Hey Aakaasha! Who can understand the great Maayaa of yours!

You appear difterently to different people.

For Taamasic people, you are like the night sky which is bound by the measurement of time and nothing
gets understood by these ignorant. They exist in the lowest level of thoughtless existence, and go through
life like a grass piece lost in the floods.

For Raajasic people, you are like the evening sky, red and beautifil. Little do they know of the impending
doom of night which immediately follows the momentary pleasures of the evening!

For Saatvic people, you are like the brightness of the day where everything is clearly visible. These good
ones strive hard to keep their minds and actions pure and righteous.

Chit-state is beyond the reach of all these three traits.

Aakaasha is not actually white, red, or black; it is colourless.

These colours do not taint it in any way and they do not belong to it as its nature.

Even learned scholars fail to understand the empty nature of Aakaasha.

Only a sincere seeker, who can go beyond these three Gunas and understand Chit as his true essence, can
transcend the Maayaa of Brahman. He also does not understand anything; because there is nothing to
understand when you are the one without a second!

There 1s only ‘the understanding’ and not anything else ‘that gets understood’.)

PERFECT NATURE OF AAKAASHA
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Though you are nothing, you complete your tasks with your extensive nature.

Though empty within, hey Vyoman, you are the cause of the greatness of everyone.

(Hey Aakaasha!

You are not anything that can be perceived. You are just inferred by the existence of objects. Yet you never
fail in your duties. You give place to any object that is conceived by the mind. Though you are filled with all
the perceived objects, you remain always untouched by their presence or absence. You are empty always.
Without you nothing can exist. The greatness of any object is there as a possibility because you have offered
it the space to exist and grow.)

PERSEVERANCE OF THE NOBLE MINDED
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There is no grass or water; no village; and no city at all.

There is not even a single tree filled with leaves, providing a pleasant shade.

There is not also a place which offers cool waters.

Even then, the sun traverses the sky-path, each and every day without fail.

Noble ones do not discard the work that they have started, even if it is very difficult.

(The noble-minded never give up the task they have started. Though encountered with problems and
despairs, they strive hard with determination till their task is completed.

Look at the Sun! Day in and day out, he regularly gets up in the morning, treads the long path from east to
west, and goes back to his abode at night, without any complaint.

There is not an iota of shade anywhere on his road; and no one offers even a glass of water to him with a feel
of sympathy. Yet, he never stops his work. What a determination! And what a perseverance!)

{PLAY-GROUND OF THE SUN AND MOON}
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Everyone in the Tri-world decorates by turn the sky-playground of the two lords who keep the time.

The night-Yaamas (night-measures of hours), with a cloth made of darkness; the cool night, with moon rays
filled with camphor-like anointment; the day, with the fresh garment of sunlight; the heaven, with the
scattered heaps of star-flowers; and all the six seasons, with the clouds, snow, water, and flowers.




(Sky above the earth is a huge playground built for the two lords of time, the Sun and the moon.
They are famed in the three worlds for their greatness.
Everyone take turns to decorate their playground beautifully, so as to please these lords.
‘Night-hours’ paint it black.
‘Cool night’ paints it white with the moonlight.
‘Day’ paints it daily with fresh bright sunlight.
‘Heaven’ scatters star-flowers all over.
Seasons are six; and they also take turns in decorating it.
‘Monsoon’ will cover it up with clouds and waters.
‘Winter’ will cover it up with snow.
‘Spring’ will fill it with flowers.
‘Autumn’ will sweep it clean.)

UNPERTURBED AAKAASHA AMIDST PERTURBANCE

YATIRUIf AR AT AR AATAITES TG GIoT
&R ypfaassifa deaiker fAfcyar Rufawer g FerE|

Though disturbed by smoke, cloud, dust, darkness, sun, moon, evening-time, stars, air-vehicles, Garuda, and
the movements of Suras and Asuras, the sky never discards its taintless nature.
Aha! The nature of noble ones indeed is amazing!

THE WORLD-HOUSE
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The directions are the walls that hold the roof of the sky above. Earth is the floor.

The objects in the house are the heavy and aged mountains and the cities.

Vidyaadharas (adept in magic) are the spiders; and the immortals are the slithering serpents.

And it is filled with fourteen types of world-beings who move about like ants.

(World is just some dilapidated old house. The roof is made of the blue and black sky.

Earth is the floor with its uneven grounds.

The mountains and cities are the vessels which contain all the things needed for the house.

Vidyaadharas and the immortal gods move around like spiders and snakes.

Of course the place is fully loaded with the ants moving purposelessly with purpose; they are the beings that

occupy the fourteen worlds.)
MYSTERIOUS MAAYAA
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‘Kaala and Kriyaa’ and ‘world and its happenings’ (like a couple) are established for long as the ‘garden and
the blooming flowers’. Every day they are considered as perished only; yet never perish even today.

Aha! Who is this wondrous lady called Maayaa!

(Kaala is the ‘change’ that keeps swallowing every thing continuously.

Kriyaa is the ‘action with result’ which accompanies Kaala.

The world is made of experiences only.

Time, action, world, and events guised as experiences are always meeting us afiesh every moment.

Kaala and Kriyaa are like the gardener-couple who are connected to the 'world and its events', which are like
the garden and its flowers.

Each and every day Kaala and Kriyaa are considered as ending; but they never cease to be.

Every moment moves off; but the ‘now’ never ends.

Things go on happening; time keeps on moving as it were; world keeps on changing every moment; events
after events keep following; everything is perishing; still the world continues to exist every moment as an
experience of the ‘now’. Is it not an unfathomable mystery of Maayaa?!)



AAKAASHA DOES NOTHING: YET DOES EVERYTHING

T A UGUIEI AT fAdledld 3hqid HAedl AfeFalaid dadrl

I believe that the sky keeps a restraint on the height of the trees and other growing things.

Though it does not do any action as such, its performance gets acclaimed.

(Aakaasha gives place to the growing things to grow to their respective heights.

It actually does nothing; but its presence is enough to make the things grow.

The great Knowers of the world do not have to do any work visibly to help the world; their very presence is
enough to bring goodness to the world.

A Jnaani who is absorbed in the Chit-state inside a cave in the forest need not do any action with effort; his
very absorption in the Chit-state brings auspiciousness to the world.)

FIE ON THE MISCONCEIVED THEORIES OF SHOONYA AND ISHVARA
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That Aakaasha where all the worlds get absorbed and rise up also, gets defined as mere ‘void’.
Fie on the un-refuted scholarliness (of ShoonyaVaadins)!
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Everything dissolves into emptiness and rises up from (Chit) emptiness only. Only those who are at the
height of insanity have invented the term ‘Ishvara’ which is separate from the empty expanse.

(There is no separate God or Ishvara with a form, who has created this world.

The entire ‘perceived’ rises from the emptiness of Chit and dissolves into it. It is not ruled or created by an
Ishvara, as separate from this Chit-expanse; or, maybe these insane people are calling the Chit-expanse itself
as the Ishvara.)
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That from where these grand shows of creations arrive, move on, fall down and again rise up, like the tiny
sparks ising from the fire, is the ‘empty expanse’ (Kham) that is referred to as the ‘I’; it is taintless, without
beginning or middle and is one (without a second). I am of the opinion that, 'that which is called by the term
Ishvara' is not the cause (as held by the Naiyaayikas).

CHIDAAKAASHA

INMURAITR  FTeaoliamas RArciffaa=advarg
AT REQE WA AY FACAFAAIATT SCHATSTH|
I am of the opinion that -‘that which extends without limit’, ‘that which is the support for the gems of three

worlds’, ‘that which holds within its body, limitless objects without leaving out anything’, that Vyoma
(empty expanse) alone is the supreme expanse of Chit, from where this Jagat-delusion rises and sets.

A STORY OF VIDYAADHARA LOVERS

( The travellers are seen walking downwards in the mountain path.

Some melodious song filled with extreme sorrow that is sung from far above the mountain enters their ears,
making their eyes moist. Some beautifil woman who is wandering in the mountain forest near the summit is
singing this song from the inside of one of the beautiful bowers.

One of the travelers remembers his wife whom he has left back at the home.

He looks up to see where the song is coming from.)
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From this peak of the hill, some pretty girl in love, who is wandering in the forest, sings from inside the

groves of beautiful trees in the forest-land. Some young man who has left his beloved back at home is
looking upward in that direction, with deep emotions, as he walks away.




(The song is sung by a Vidyaadhara lady actually.
She is separated from her lover; and while she is wandering alone in that mountain forest, she keeps singing
such heart-rending songs, thus remembering her lover.)
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The Vidyaadhara lady is suffering the separation of her lover.

With a choking voice, and with extreme longing, she heaves deep sighs, and in the bower of leaves near the
tallest tree on the peak, she sings a love-filled song.

As soon as it is heard, immediately, this traveler on the road, has stopped moving; his heart is oscillating as if
moving to and fro on a swing; and he is not disturbed by his companions also.

(There is a very tall tree on the peak of the mountain. The Vidyaadharee lady stays in the leaty bower next to
the tree. Only the tree acts her companion in her lonely life; and it consoles her as if; by embracing her with
the branches taking help from the winds.

The travellers on the road are hearing the sorrowful song sung by her; and feel extremely sad. One of them is
so much moved in the heart that he has stopped walking; and is standing like a statue. He wants to run up the
hill and see that lady; but knows that it is useless. As he stands there unable to take a decision, the others do
not disturb him but move away slowly. Afier a few minutes, he also joins them.

They talk about the sad song and the sad singer of the song.)
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The Vidyaadharee stays inside the bower of leaves under the tree on the peak of the hill, and is singing with
a high pitched melodious voice. She is suffering much from the separation.

(Her face shows extreme pain). She has no decorations on the forehead also.

(She wears no ornaments; no garlands; and no decorations on the face. She does not even have a ‘Tilak’
adorning her forehead.) Her eyes are pouring out tears profusely.

(What does she sing?)

She sings, “Naatha (Lord)! Inside the secure house of your lap, you held my chin, and with a light smile,
kissed me; I remember and enjoy that nectar-like moment again and again, and pass these dreadful years
somehow with great difficulty.”

(She remembers the love-filled moments she spent with her lover.

On that dreadful day, she was lying down on his lap; secure in his embrace. He had smiled at her with so
much love; and had kissed her. She has only the memory of those nectar-like moments and sings the same in
her song again and again. Where is her lover? What happened to him?)
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Her husband who was there with her previously, was cursed by a Muni to turn into a tree, and to remain like
that for twelve years. She stays there itself near the tree, keeping count of these years.

Staying at the base of that tree, she sings about that lover only, with a longing tone.

Raajan, I have heard about this when journeying on this road, through the talks of other travellers.

(Lost in the joy of amorous sports, they both had wandered in the forest without any restraint. When a Muni
came that way, the young lover was lost in love-making and did not even get up to salute the Muni with
respect. Since he had behaved like an inert tree, the Sage had cursed him to turn into a tree, and be like that
for twelve long years. The beautiful girl who was in her lover’s embrace for one moment, found herselt
standing next to a tall tree, the very next moment.

She stayed in the naturally formed leafy bower next to the trunk of the tree; and remained counting the
twelve years which were like twelve Yugas for her.

Alone and forlorn, she keeps singing woefully from that bower; and that song alone is heard by all the
travellers who walk through the mountain paths.)

(As soon as the great king Vipashcit and his minister approached the tree, the young Vidyaadhara was fieed
of the curse, as predicted by the Muni; and he turned into his original self.

Instantly at the sight of the king, the tree turned into a young man, the branches which were hugging the lady
turned 1nto strong shoulders; the clusters of blossoms turned into his smile.)
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Look! By our sight, the Vidyaadhara has been freed of his curse, has got rid of tree-state, and embraces the

lady by her neck (with extreme love), with the same gestures as that of a tree, with those very shoulders and
those very smiles of blossomed flowers.

MOUNTAINS ARE LIKE ELEPHANTS

(The mountain is very tall; and looks like a huge black elephant at night. All the flowering trees look like the
hairs on its dark body. Its peak reaches up to the stars. Like an elephant’s head is covered by the dew drops
at spring, the peaks also have the scattered stars on their peak.)
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The blossomed flowers on the trees shine forth in the Mountains, like the hair covering the bodies of the

elephants. As if by the scattered stars of the sky on its peak, it has the dew drops of spring on its head like
the elephant.

RIVER KAAVERI
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Aha! This River Kaaveri looks formidable with the crying ospreys playing around in the water-waves where
the line of fishes are violently leaping in and out of them, splashing with noise.

She shines beautiful covered by the white cloth of flowers. The moist lands near the river are filled with the
herds of ‘anku’ animals freely playing around, without any apprehension.

GOLDEN ROCKS AND VADAVA SPARKS
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The golden rocky terrain spread out with small rocks like scattered lustrous pieces, in the encircling area of
the Suvela Mountain which shines beautifully by the light of sun,

It can be compared only to the sparks of Vaadava fire which gets scattered all over the water surface, by the
turbulent waves of the ocean tat is restless with its tides.

VILLAGES IN THE MOUNTAINS

(See O King, the tiny hamlets of the herdsmen situated here and there in the mountain valleys. Huge clouds
cover these huts like a misty screen. Unique types of flowers blossom on the trees that surround these
houses. Their huts are covered by leaves. So beautiful the sight is!)
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See the beauty in the mountains, where the little houses are surrounded by thick clouds; where the 'forest

trees filled with the blossomed flowers' surround the outer areas of the houses; where the little huts of
herdsmen are covered by the leaf-screens.

(Look at the colourtil panorama presented by the mountains.

Clusters of newly blossomed white flowers smile fiom all over.

Mandaara trees look like huge baskets overflowing with flowers.

Hollow grounds of the mountains near the waterfalls are filled with dancing peacocks.

Countless waterfalls and mountain streams, small and huge fill the mountain terrain and their soft gurgling
noises are melodious to the ears. Somewhere the villagers are singing their own folk-songs as they are
engaged in their daily routines. What a beautiful world the mountain contains!)
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Flower-lands filled with extremely white flowers just blossomed; Mandaara trees are like the vessels holding
abundance of flowers; moist hollow-lands are like the baskets containing many dancing peacocks; the
orchestra of the sounds produced in the water-falls please the ears; the songs of the people echo back from
deep caves; the villages in the hills are indeed wonderful!
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The honey-bees blinded by intoxication are humming, and burying themselves inside the freshly opening
buds of flowers. Observing that, the vile men also get mad by drinking liquor and become blind with
intoxication (and are singing, dancing, copulating, eating, laughing and so on).

I believe, such a pleasure is not there for Amaras also as what these men enjoy residing in the cow-based
communities inside the deep forests.

(So happy and carefree they are!

Ignorance provides its own bliss, when you are happy just in the level of bees and insects; and believe that
there is nothing more to life than intoxication brought by liquor and the satiation of base desires!)
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When the hunters observe the creepers swinging because of the bees, they see the faces of their women who
are singing (in the fields); and are moved by tender feelings towards them.

When inside the deep forests of the mountain, why then do they kill the innocent deer without any mercy
as if they are their enemies (who also have the beauty of the eyes of their women)?

(The lines can also mean:

When these hunters are lost in the thoughts of their women whose eyes move like bees swinging on
creepers, do they get angry with the deer which have stolen the beauty of the eyes of their women and
feeling enmity towards them, kill them mercilessly?)

(These mountain-dwellers love their wives, children and gather food and other necessities for their loved
ones. But when they are hunting in the forests, they act very cruel; and kill all the animals and birds
mercilessly!)

BEAUTY OF THE MOUNTAIN VILLAGES
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The tired bodies of the travellers are cooled by the leaves of the creepers moved by the wind, which carries

the essence of mixed fragrances of various flowers blossoms. These villages which are situated inside the

deep valleys of the mountain, win over the moon also in their coolness, because of the lakes where the

winds move about with the cool water drops also. (Moonlight is not moist; but winds carry water drops.)
(These villages are like the parts of Chandraloka brought down to earth.

The mountains are filled with countless waterfalls making beautiful music.

The trees and creepers grow so tall that the forests have canopies of flowers covering the land. ‘Saala trees’

grow even taller and clouds are hanging from them like decorations.

How wondrous the sight is!)
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The waters falling in the waterfalls make a pleasant sound. The Taala trees move lightly lolling in the wind.
The randomly grown flowers and leaves cover the creepers which create canopies in the sky.

The clouds look beautiful, as they hang about in the tall Saala trees at the outskirts.

These hill-villages have turned the place into ‘Chandraashvattha’ (Ashvatta which oozes out the nectar of the
moon), and are like the parts of Chandral.oka garden.




(Mountains usually have moist weather only.

The clouds frequent their peaks and hang about also in the valleys, producing random showers unexpectedly.
The peacocks never stop their dancing since there is no dearth of dark clouds with flashes of lightning.

As they dance wildly, their colourful feathers get loosened and float all over the place.

From above, the valleys where the hamlets are built look as if they are covered by the flying moon-gems.
What need is there for precious stones in the lap of nature!?)
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When the ‘dense clouds’ thunder aloud with ‘yellow flashes of lightning’, the peacocks dance wildly.

The soft feathers from their plumage get loosened and float about.
The villages appear as if covered by flying moon-gems; and win over everything by their beauty.
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The ‘Beauty goddess’ resides only in the villages and mountain slopes, where one side is ornamented by the
beautiful sphere of moon; and on another side are resting the huge dark water-filled cloud-elephants.

How can she (excellence in beauty) be found in the rich kingdoms (overflowing with wealth and riches) of
the Creator even?
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I enjoy the deep valleys of the hills, which are beautiful like the interiors of Nandana garden (of Indra) filled
with fragrance; with bowers smiling with the clusters of Kalpa (Santaanaka) flowers; with dense groves of
tall pines; and the low humming sound of honey bees resting on freshly blossomed flowers.
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In the ‘hill villages’ filled with the pleasant cries of female deer, in the enchanting green colour of the green
birds; men get attracted as if with the ‘cities of Manmatha’ filled with flower arrows (of love).

WATERFALLS ARE LIKE THE CRYSTAL PILLARS

TR HEYFHAFARIFITASRATR O JcTecddr: R@ls-a: gearfEa« JmTal|

Look! In this village situated inside the deep valleys of the hill, the peacocks are dancing near the water falls,
which are so beautiful and transparent, as if they are the materials used for making crystal pillars.

RIETsar [Aenfea: QCUHREAT ofdn: 37 Fcdfed oy (0TS gsen |

Peacocks, playful girls, creepers weighed by flowers; all these dance here in these bowers accompanied by
the delightful music produced by the waterfalls.

FRITETRERAUaAGATY ATAUATUR [OTcTeeTehehel |y
TEFHEYANY FARITEIINTIAG 78 AW AT TR BIA: |

I believe, ‘Kaama’ (Manmatha) is overjoyed and enjoys his own beauty, in the trees of the gardens attractive
by the green birds; in the high pitched sharp shrieks (of birds) filling the whole pond; in the village areas
concealed inside the deep mountain valleys.

THE CLOUD

THE CLOUD/THE COMPASSIONATE ONE
AAEAHEAITATRITANHRIG PTG HIOT A Y I PRI
Udq STWHAATTY Il AT cadl addl eNqRUcTdEATdeSaFHI faHTITh: |




(Hey noble ones with compassion! Learn to be discreet!)

Hey you cloud! You follow a noble path (of doing good things to others)!

You are magnanimous in nature (by maintaining the world through rains).

You have a profound form which is at heights and removes the heat of the sun.

You become an ornament on the head of the mountains.

Hey! You alone are the one who is the cause of the prosperous nature of earth.

However, your method of dividing waters hurts the minds of the good men, that when you pour down rains
so happily, you offer your waters to all the saline, marshy, worthless thorny trees too.

Hey cloud! (Learn to be discreet!)

THE CLOUD/THE HYPOCRITE
e wnfd gidaRifaatesd ueedissqe: e aicafaed Gaafl gReustaea:
RepEarafasicald ad: BRMHEAT dedd Ned—IRIAATAT e oo darfRad|

Hey you cloud! Daily you bathe in the holy oceans and rivers spread out with waters (bathe in holy waters).
You stay at a high place and offer water to all (do charity).

Appearing as very pure, you reside in the wood-lands taking recourse to the practice of silence (observe
vows). Though empty of waters, the white shine (on the surface) alone belongs to your body.

You rise up and throw away flashes of lightning with harsh noise.

What is this lowly act of yours (which does not behove you at all)?

(Though you lack sincerity, you appear on the outside as a person of purity.

Yet you are rude-mouthed and get irritated easily.)

BAD COMPANY

(Bad company affects even a good person. Water is white and transparent; yet, when it seeks the company of
a bad cloud, it also becomes black like the dark cloud.)

TECTEATAIN FE YHAIYH HAcGHY FAFAEE aY el I |

Even an auspicious object placed in an unsuitable place will turn inauspicious.

The (white) water reaches the bad cloud and loses its whiteness.

RICH CLOUDS AND POOR PLANTS
3T o AU STol ARl o Al fagqRar o 13l o it aRUIRaw Seldared: yorha &=
Aha! The water has been released by the cloud. Aha! The earth is covered by waters. Aha! The plants and

trees have been made to rejoice by the waters, like a favoured poor man by those who possess wealth.
(Rare indeed that a rich person p[arts with his wealth to help the poor!)

WHO FARES WORSE, THE DOG OR HUMAN?

AYuIARENIAARRIcd 1eaecd uRgfcadcd
AFA R e A AR Tary AT 4 FE|

Cruelty, unstable nature, unclean habits, wandering on streets, disgusting conduct of all sorts!

Were these qualities taken from the dogs by the fools or did the dogs borrowed them from these idiots, I do
not understand! (Do dogs imitate these human-shaped dogs, or do these fools copy the behaviour of the
dogs and act like the dogs?)

ot BiduRa agaisi weEafd sureal dacda ARIEATTHRh: |
Though endowed with many faults, sometimes, the fools (behaving like dogs) also become accepted by a

master as useful. just with a handful of good qualities (that belong to dogs) like valour, cheerfulness and
devotion.

SeATAAUAA e H G UTTATAATATT AR TG AN AY HhaAf:

JeHTd JoTerary fAaihdeordcd STecadd areyg fararddr Jdq|

Hey (worthless) edge piece of the grass (which can hold on to nothing worthwhile)!

Look at these ignorant fools who act insane by consuming some drug-containing herbs; who are intoxicated
by liquors and other alcoholic drinks; who stumble and fall at every step; who run here and there as if



possessed by spirits; who conduct themselves with excessive self-conceit and ego; who freely move along
the paths of pleasures without shame or self-control.

Hey edge piece of grass! Analyse whether these qualities are based only on vile desires (like dogs) or, are
they just inert-states (making these fools worse than the grass pieces)?!

(A man given to consuming intoxicating herbs and drinks has no control over his mind or actions. He hurts
himself and others also in the society.

Should he be considered as some dog-like creature which wanders about without any purpose or control; or
should he be considered as worse than even the edge-point of that grass, which at least has growth as its

purpose?!)

Freee: TAAST fOdFcdsafeuaeiy: 3=aar vera RgsifocRegar afd:|

Though the loud thundering noise of the clouds is the same for all the animals; the ‘lions with undisturbed
minds’ close their eyes and react to it in a different way; the dogs on the other hand, with disturbed minds
also close their eyes and react to it in a completely different manner.

(Lion is not bothered by the sound at all; it ignores the thundering sound and closes its eyes; but the dog gets
frightened and closes its eyes in fear.

A wise man never feels anxious about anything. The fool is afraid of his own shadow!)

A T HUOIh AT AT HATTA THAET DT
BIIRITAATINT Ay HYUT hedfdee ad AR

(Hey dog!) You are always dirty; are ready to bark at people who look at you kindly also; you spend all your
time in just roaming in the streets without any purpose.

Hey Kauleyaka (Dog of noble birth)!

Alas! Because of finding an equal mind, I believe that some fool must have taught you all this!

(There are people who carry dirty minds inside a well-dressed body; rudely react to elders and well-wishers;
waste their time in worthless entertainments.

May be the dog learnt all these bad qualities from these men only!

Yet, why blame the dog, when some humans outdo it by behaving in the worst possible manner?)

fAcd wd sercaed padrAfdun aiftasfaepfa waed AfAd adaa)

AT sAITaRGex Aol YT FdTeirh Pefagriad: adfdea RR#|

The Creator always makes everything different in higher beings (as per their action-results).

However, he has made all the qualities equally despicable, in this dog species which has descended from his
daughter Saramaa (female dog belonging to DevalLoka).

The dog lives inside a hole dug by itself on the dirty ground. Its food is feces and purulent matter.

With uncontrolled mating desire, it mates in a disgusting way in front of all the people.

It has a body blamed by all (as inauspicious).

ca: DISUH FGAIRTdd Aare giliedd #dl FACIAATAIALN I: Jad ifen:
M wiepFar gfaRfa MaA qon Afeq F FqEY 7o afamRicasy Jf dead|

‘Who is worse than you?” When questioned like this, the dog smiled and said; He who imitates my qualities
of foolishness; desire for impure things; blindly acting without thinking; seeking of inauspicious things;’ he
is worse than me. The good qualities which I have, like bravery, uncorrupted loyalty, self-command etc the

fool does not get them, even if he makes heaps of efforts. (So alone, he is to be considered as worse.)

HSTHSHCIAACT TF WA AT Agrarmy qooiiafy gaad pafafa¥dd gedfd

TR @ ehfdafoa adsdedsaa am= Yeaaafcaafafate e $ar a4r:|

Dog eats dirty things; enjoys always staying in dirty places. It eats feces and other filthy stuff without bother.
It mates consciously; but bites everything live or dead acting inert.

Mating in front of all, and stuck with the bitch, it gets hit with stones by all.

The creator has made this dog species (or the human with such qualities) in this world, as a creature passing
its life in wasteful activities only, without any control.



CROW

forsTreaed e 3cArd aued Faly:uTdeldgarTd uedd AfAfa|

Hey Kaaka! You are crowing aloud sitting above the Linga and present yourself (proudly) saying as it were,
“Among all the downward leading things, I have reached the height and will get the offerings done to Shiva.
Look at me who is a crow and yet better than you all.”

(Even a crow which eats the food offered to Shiva is in a higher state of merit, than the lowly humans who
never act with devotion to Shiva.)

CROW AND THE SWAN/IGNORANT AND THE KNOWER

Pleheh PHghobRd DATATIUIhGH HACIIE HecRITH AYWT Jedl # R wereqa:|

(An ordinary man can pretend to be a Knower and try to fool others; but he will lead his followers towards
harm only, since he never experiences the ‘State of Selt”; and has only book-knowledge.)

Hey Kaakaka (horrible crow with harsh sounds)!

You are crowing with harsh sounds and have false pride. You have swallowed up all the good qualities of
the swans. You wallow in the slushy parts of the lake (pretending to be a swan).

You conceal the silly prattle of the drunkards in you cries, which has now yielded a fruit on my head.
(You stupid crow! What a harsh noise you make!

You have observed swans and other good birds; and are imitating their behaviour in the slushy shallow parts
of the lake, since you cannot swim like them in real waters.

Your harsh cries actually are like the loud prattles made by drunkards.

All this pretence has not made you into a swan; but has brought a headache to me!)

i eI UREXTd Tl Cargel: AedlsT AT FATT FARIE HaT Fed |

The ‘crooked eyed crow’ eats so many horrible things; and avoids the lotus-stalk which the swans consume.
Let this fact not be a cause of surprise. Because of long habit, it can relish only the dirty food.

(Those who are after sense pleasures and stay attached to families and relatives, can never know the bliss of
a Knower who has developed dispassion and desirelessness.)

ffIUaagASERYTIIYEd 3d TE: Plh: PlAPehdd [FoledAAT Hderde ATd: |

(How do you find the difference between a crow and a swan?)

Covered by the pollen of various forest flowers and thus looking white, the crow was seen as a swan.
When it started pecking the rotted worms, it was understood as what it really was.

(A fake Knower may shine with flowery speeches and look attractive with his ever-gracious smile; but when
he loses control and pounces over pleasures, he is what he is; a cheat and a scoundrel.)

JeIauTTos;: HOUT: HI: et difdhel: el =TI hreh: T Afg  Hwd |

Staying in the company of cuckoo birds because of the same black colour (and mistaken as a cuckoo) how
can the crow be identified, if it does not open its mouth by itself?

(If a fool who pretends scholarliness is clever enough to remain quiet in an assembly of the real scholars,
how can you identify him? Very difficult!

There is a word called ‘Vyaakarana-KhaSoochi’ in Sanskrit. When a person who does not know any
grammar as such is questioned about any grammar point, he will just look up at the sky in a profound
manner and stay silent as if he is lost in some great thought.

That is how the fake Knowers also behave. They are called ‘Mithyaachaaris’ in Geetaa.)

3RTIATAT FYe: TN YT et Aqera degrerrfewrary Ay g& s g

In a huge jungle, staying on a muddy stump of a tree, the crow looks all around; like a thief climbing on to a
lone tree that is growing on a moun, to see in all the ten directions, when all the people are asleep.

(What does a fake Knower’s thoughts are like, when he is alone?

He calculates which one among his fan-crowd is gullible enough to be looted and what method he should
use to fool that person. He is no less cunning than the above mentioned crow which tries to grab some
unwary small animals; or the thief who is planning to rob a house where the house-members are asleep.)



WATARETAGTcShi AP gray T HUTAE Taed Hreh: THIGae fdenI aEIED: |

How is it, that this (dirty) crow with its shoulders covered by heaps of dust brought in by the wind, is moving
about, in this beautiful lake where the Saarasa birds break open the lotus to get at the honey within?!

(What is a fool doing in the assembly of the learned?)

o HETATAY FHequslichen!d HuBATARITHE: UL

TRAY P 3UTART PUeaalsTAA oferr: I fafaer: wg Tererd:|

Ah, the horror of it all!

In this ‘store house of bloomed white lotuses’ (lotus lake or the assembly of the noble) which are favoured
by the royal swans (that consume only lotus-stalks or wisdom-talks), look at this crow that is like a meat-
consuming vampire (relishing lowly pleasures), with a face that needs whipping (for its deceitful acts),
sitting in this muddy puddle (shallow waters of shallow words, and imitating the actions of royal swans (as
if equal to them)!

(Hey wicked crow! You do not have one commendable quality even! How dare you pretend to be a swan
amongst the crowd of swans?)

& Pl HHIRT hhAbdg dEFEaASHAATT & J dsT AT

PEATCAIHTHG, TUFUBHADBYARRT daid o Guerdged |

Hey Kaaka! Your cry is extremely harsh; and can have only the ‘saw’ as your emblem. (You make very
harsh sound.) You (cry continuously and) call your own clan of birds so that the food does not get consumed
by other birds who are not of your clan. Why have you not lost that (selfish) habit even today?(You are
selfish also!) Wanting your own son to live, (believing him to be your off-spring) why do you nourish the
child of a cuckoo bird wastefully? Even this becomes a topic of ridicule by others! (You are stupid also!)

(A man goes to a lotus pond to enjoy the sight of swans. There comes a crow; sits on some branch nearby
and starts crying harshly without a break. The tormented man laments like this.)

HTTFT Uehotad Aidelidded Phlh holghaeel HAHARCd

& PEACATATIAARAT AT A AT hepaad fae—ar 4|

Seeing this happy crow in the lotus forest, who is like a taint on that place, and who is continuously giving
out harsh cries in abundance, alas, if anyone does not cry in agony unable to do anything, with his mind
blasted by hundreds of such harsh sounds, then, better slice him that (inert) person into many pieces, with a
saw of harsh words! (If an idiot is blabbering nonsense in the assembly of the learned, and the learned do not
chide him, because that fool is wealthy and rich, then it is the learned who are to be blamed for bearing with
him.)

ASSEMBLY OF THE WICKED AND FOOLISH

TIRTEIRTHY ThAGHA T Tedel IUT: FTATE PIABBIBEIEIICT HHIeadl TNET|

In the muddy pools abided by the frail and the violent, and densely populated by the cranes and the diving
birds; if the ill-mannered owls and crows (hostile birds) also join up, then the assembly is complete with
suitable characters. (There will no dearth of fights and shouts, and nonsensical talks!)

CUCKOO BIRD AND THE CROW

A LEARNED PERSON (CUCKOO) IN THE ASSEMBLY OF FOOLS (CROWS)

Pifhel: PRI : THAUNAATR I IGACABATHIT FHTITHG Tiosd: |

The cuckoo bird with the same colour and face of the crows, when in the company of the crows, shows its
true nature when it speaks out, like a well-learned person in an assembly.

(It is well-said; the crow is black; cuckoo is also black; but when the spring arrives, crow is crow and the
cuckoo is the cuckoo.)

A NOBLE ONE NEVER HURTS ANYONE INTENTIONALLY

AGDYATSINC A HIGHS DHholed HYHI, F J PShIUHAGDIDDFDHCATIHGATH |




The creeper with the soft flower can bear the breaking of its tiny flower bud by the cuckoo bird; but not a
mistake (wanton destruction) as done by herons, vultures, Madgu birds, cranes, cocks and crows.

(It does not matter much if a good person commits some light mistake and unintentionally hurst some one;
but the wicked exist only as bundle of sins !How can they be forgiven?)

DO NOT INSTRUCT KNOWLEDGE TO THE UNWORTHY

HACHd dd Tl HelhUs DIsT G Ul fa ziaiaaga’i@qa’

FIhehdae e JeAdY  HRETERIT: HfRETdREdH|

Hey Kokila! Indeed you have a very melodious voice! It is a festival to the ears!

You of course, act also as a good messenger when the lovers are in a tiff and have to be united.

But who will hear your singing voice here (and appreciate), when the ears have lost their power of hearing,
due to the harsh and piercing sounds of the fighting crows and owls, inside the thick clusters of trees.
(Hey learned man! Do not waste you talent in teaching the unworthy.

When you are living amidst fools, do not sing and get stoned by them.

Here the only noise that can be heard is the harsh sound of fights and arguments.

The people around are all buried inside the dark forest of ignorance.

These people are not after truth; but are intent on presenting their wrong theories.

Do not speak any sensible to thing to them. They will not appreciate you.)

STORY OF A YOUNG CUCKOO BIRD (AND ITS IDIOT COMPANION)

ATATPIAIT GBI fAL: HeATUBeUT HAT FaTdodHATeded Hod Aracylr A0
AT ST HATRA GrhRAARICASAONUa fAucT J97a: Id FdT R4 |

The nice little baby cuckoo bird, with its soft and tender voice, is telling the story of a great festival with its
charming simplicity, in front of the lovers and entertaining them (is singing melodiously). At that time,

everyone were made to lose their happy mood by the crow suddenly jumping inside the garden from the sky,
with its non-stop harsh crying and loud shrieking, proclaiming aloud, ‘this is my son (brought up by me)’.

ADVICE TO A CUCKOO (LEARNED MAN) WHICH (WHO) SINGS IN THE WRONG SEASON (TALKS TO FOOLS)
foh o ifehel FoITH goRd FTWICHI eI, FaThled: T, AT el o o4,
3T AT A AUGFNT Hedel PARFJURTADY: YR 313 TreuT: |

Hey Kokila, what for are you cooing like this expressing your delight through your hastily coming out cries?
Turn it back from the neck to inside. Do not hold this delusion for long.

This is not the garden (world) filled densely by flowers (people eager to learn knowledge) as it happens in
spring (Satyuga); but these are dry trees (idiot brains) covered by heaps of snow (drowned in ignorance) as it
happens in snow-season (KaliYuga).

A YOUNG WOMAN IN LOVE ADMONISHES THE CUCKOO BIRD
Folcehlichel PIHE DeRdicicd JAEPd Dol ad IR aee g:@ue giar

T ey fRfeol afts caar Irca: FEad AYRcadeda dacgd caliod |

In the Chaitra month when variegated sprouts appear on the trees, the young woman separated from her
lover says like this; Hey Kokila bird cooing softly!

You are commended for your cries always! (You are not worth it!)

By whom have you been taught to say such words which bring pain, and are untrue?

When questioned (by me) ‘For which person this Madhu (joy/honey) is?” you reply quickly from the tree
the words ‘tava’ ‘tava’ (yours yours)

(What you say is not right!

Where do I have the joy or the honey of the company of my lover?

You must sing ‘mama’ ‘mama’ (mine, mine)! You alone are happy with your companion; not me!)

A NOBLE MAN IS RECOGNIZED BY HIS NOBLE CONDUCT EVEN IF SILENT

AlegeefagRaviaqyi AT Prehgolshie: Hifhel TY SHliedeia’l GeTR=Id
ALY AEIATT U0sd 3d TAGRATRRT: FaT & UfdAaaiad FeaedaadlchRd:|

In the group of crows, a Kokila bird gets recognized even from far, though it looks similar in colour, body
shape and the silent movements of the wings (because of the difference in conduct).




A scholar (of noble conduct) gets recognized from among foolish people, and gets commended by his own
uniqueness, though all those with him are of the same actions and looks (but are ill-mannered).

HEY SCHOLAR! HIDE AWAY FROM THE CROWD OF FOOLS!

HTd: PIfhd FIANRAH, AT JurEqeoiiarea fafoiuviueees Fafdcpiel|
SEIHGHDCY Dhelcchhladiage: Pralsd RAIRRET dufd a@ a1 addicaa: |

Brother Kokila! Enough enough of your singing!! No great achievement is going to be there for you!
Remain silent, in some hollow nest concealed by the dried up leaf-screens, inside some hollow of a tall tree.
This is a crowd of crows with harsh shrieks.

This is the cold season now. Friend, this is not the time of spring festival!

(If you are in the country of fools, do not reveal your talent, lest you be stoned by those non-appreciating
minds. Hide off and never show yourself out.

Wait for the spring season, when your singing will be appreciated by one and all.)

A MAN OF LEARNING SHINES EVERYWHERE
R ATRAY HIRARNY: Fedod Blehi I1:, VT Jadiid AraeeaAaTeadnia ol
dracarsf qury] Argae fErer wgfig aremnfa el TaamagerT: dareg Arercraa|

Strange, that this Kokila baby has left its mother and gone to the female crow.

When I think at that moment, that she is going to hurt him, then she also like a mother embraces him and is
prepared to raise him up with love.

A naturally pleasing man, in whatever direction he goes, there and all his charm of nobility gets him
whatever is needed.



PART FOUR

TR 5

King’s followers spoke

BEAUTY OF THE LOTUS LAKE

SERVANT OF MANMATHA
qRITfgaEdd [afFad @ qU-E ARYGET T
hERUTcTeSITelATelelel g A TRy faTdIca |

Look at this lake in front in the mountain summit, in which the sky is getting reflected on it (because of its
pristine nature.) It is like the most devoted servant of Manmatha (attractive to the lovers).
It is filled out with birds making weird cries gracefully going after the stalks of white and red lotuses.

BRAHMAA’S ABODE

[CEAIN RIS L EC NP S AR E [

ol imhigaTelithole Hd T HHAIHAEY |

The royal swans surrounded by the bees and the birds (Dvija) alike, enjoy the beauty of the fully bloomed
‘thousand petal lotuses’ rising from the stalks.

It looks like the ‘house of Brahmaa’ that has appeared on this earth; where Brahmaa is seated on the seat of
thousand petal lotus surrounded by the Brahmins (Dvija).

BEAUTIFUL LAKE THAT HOLDS THE SKY

HAGHTAYUTgSIN AN a1 I iFarsrer aged|

The ends of the directions are covered by the water-sprays and are very cold.

The surrounding area looks white by the screen of pollen rising from the fully bloomed lotuses.

The place is filled with the songs of the bees and the birds intoxicated by the sweet fragrance.
It has become a roof as it were by holding the sky on it (as a reflection).

THE VARIED LOOKS OF THE LAKE

FATITRAR ARSI AU R TANTTa8SaT
FARIGHRIHATRGH FITIGH Sl T gSUIHd |

Sometimes the waves move lightly (by the wind).

Sometimes the bees make a lot of noise in enmity towards each other, maddened by drinking honey.
Sometimes with the waters staying unmoved, the lake looks as if it is in profound sleep.

Sometimes it is hidden completely by the bright lotus flowers.

THE SKY AND THE EARTH ARE JOINED AS ONE
hUTTUHDISTercTICTe ARy f&ee Gelargere
aEafAgaRIeTEes ASTABRIFATIHSH|

With the spray of water drops looking like pearls, it removes the heat.

The creepers hang from the edge of the trees till the water-surface, thus blocking the lions coming to the
bank. The surrounding areas with rocks are moist by getting washed by the waves. (Because of the clouds
hanging about,) the earth and the sky have become single endless water-place.

THE LAKE LOOKS LIKE A DARK CLOUD WITH LIGHTING

RIER LN CRE: R G Ea | U IS I HEE IERE

QUG CATed A DR HeATFIRIAITIRATIRIRIH |

Due to the shine of the pollen rising from the lotuses, it looks as if it has kept the lightning in its belly, after

dispelling the cloud (and it has become a cloud by itself). Dense water drops fill the place and make it appear
dark(like a cloud); so it is without brightness and looks like the (cloudy) evening sky.




LAKE IS LIKE THE AUTUMN NIGHT SKY
ATATIhUARGFIGEUSHUS AT hel el HH OTHATGATS T

gHeafgaadThaaTaad: Hleld TaAPINT Tegiaad:|

The lake shines like a ‘single piece of autumn cloud’ made of many pieces of autumn clouds that are pushed
to one corner by the winds.

(Where is this cloud? In the sky!)

All over its body, it has only beauty set in motion (KevalaSameeranam), like the empty sky filled with air
(KevalaSameeranam).

Swans are carrying tiny bits of lotus stalks to their young ones, and are slightly tired in their shoulders and
are floating very slowly) (like the white autumn clouds).

(Where is the moon?)

Th lake (reflects the moon in each water drop) and so looks as if covered by all the moon-discs collected in
course of time as it were.

THE SCREEN OF FLOWERS MOVING IN THE WAVES

(The lake is having a screen of flowers over its surface.

How? Because of the wind!

The wind is blowing very slowly over the lake because it is laden with the honey and fragrance of the
lotuses. Heavy with the load, it falls on the wet mud on the bank, with sudden noise; the birds sitting on the
creepers rise up suddenly; and all the flowers from the creepers fall into the lake, thus creating a screen of
Howers over it.)

3'1Id-I\IC\d-Io-d\d-Iq?{rd\q?{I(ﬂdIdOi-II*-Ldl-IE'gq7gCl-IICdLIICdd

STCHAEIUCUCT aadId oIl §J3TcEIMAdedl >alageaaya |

‘The row of waves weaves a screen as it were of flowers’,when ‘the wind’ wet by the honey drops moves
slowly by the weight of the fragrance of the lotuses. As it blows on the wet mud around the lake, it breaks
the ground there with the loud noise ‘PataPata’, thus making the birds resting on the creepers rise up
suddenly with fluttering wings, which produces a shower of flowers from the creepers (into the lake).

THE LAKE RESEMBLES A KING

dedeAglhAdUcaddlogedddiiald dfeddraAadrEthe

USTIATAA TR eIl HgdUSholeldTe o ISaTeA e

HSIUTHTSTAHATEI TR JTSARURUTHTOTAIZIT

S Tof : ; — : . 0

The lake gets fanned by the ‘leaves of huge lotuses’ as if by the Taala fans, the beautiful foams looking like
chowries. It is served like a king by the songs sung by the bees and the cuckoo birds (acting as bards).

The ‘lotus creepers with their circling bodies’ (with good character) (Sadvrtta) move about charmingly like
the crowd of ‘ noble women attendants’.

The bees which occupy the foremost seats, sing pleasing songs (like the bards)

The waters look yellow by the scattered pollen of lotuses (like golden garment worn by the king).

It is decorated by the white lotuses which are white like the pieces of white foam bordered with the garden

(with flowers) on the bank (like a white crown made of pearl-lotus designs bordered by colourful precious
stones).

THE LAKE IS LIKE THE COMPANY OF THE GOOD

fAfahgcaredlsl geagled W IWAcEg Tl TX: HcHITA T |

This lake shines like the ‘company of the good’ giving enjoyment of the best kind.

It has varieties of lotuses in its heart. (Good people are with many virtues.) It gives supreme bliss.

THE LAKE IS LIKE THE MIND OF THE KNOWER
IfFaaa Fecae ardig dea e arerduioma Fearfea Aaaa|
Hey Saumya! By reflecting the desert-like sky (of cloudless autumn), (which is like the taintless

Chidaakaasha), this lake shines taintless like the minds of the great Knowers which have changed into ‘that’
(Brahman), which is pointed out by the scriptures.



THE LAKE BECOMES A SNOW-CLOUD IN SNOW-TIME

AT THURITHA YucUyARRd fedATH{da HTdie d0: SaaREdH]|

When the winds are harsh with cold frozen water drops,we will see the lake not very clearly.
This lake will shine like a snow-cloud with its sporting Saarasa birds.

PERCEIVED IS THE BRAHMAN
JAE RN TIANAIRIG AR JAFIR dxgone Ietequfia Ryas]|

Whatever is perceived is nothing but the changeless Brahman.
Raajan! It stays as if separate like the waves etc in the lake-waters (as not different).

TURBULENT WAVES OF SAMSAARA-LAKE
ATcHANTHATATAT ThIIATAUTAAT FSIRATAT TAVHAT & PoalloTUIFUT |

Ha! The succession of these turbulent waves (of Samsaara) is indeed terrible!

They are cold (dull intellects); create whirlpools (of suffering through endless life-dreams); and are produced
by the waters themselves (Brahman risings as experiences).

(Ha! The Samsaara-waves which rise one after another as creations, are terrible indeed.

They are steeped in ignorance; produce succession of never ending life-experiences from which it is very
difficult to come out; they rise from Brahman itself by itself, as its very nature.)

SAME ESSENCE OF BRAHMAN IN ALL

FUATHERIESAT TIA Ao} ANGLEARITAT [T areolea’ |

The difference seen in the waters of the well, pond, lake, and ocean should be understood as similar to the
difference seen in the women, men, and other forms.

LOTUSES AND JEEVAS

SdIRART AAAT TANTAIISHURT TR AR HAT
Hadgfaafdi=afdddadiia B d1H Hhadg HAAA Ab: |

Who is capable of counting (JalaJaati) the water-born things (lotuses) in this lake, which rot staying in the
water always; which are shattered by the oncoming waves; which get hit by whirlpools repeatedly; which
produce more and more plants in succession?

(Who is capable of counting the (JalaJaati) water-born things (lotuses) in this lake, which is like the mind of
the ignorant Jeeva (JadaJaati)?

1t is also worn out by the getting bound to different wombs through cherishing various Vaasanaas.

1t is ever unstable and deluded by the shattering waves of sense-experiences.

1t is always caught by the ‘rotating whirlpools of births and deaths’.

1t also produces more and more seeds for future births and has many successions of lives.

Who can count the number of these ignorant (ignorant/desire-filled) (JadaJaati) Jeevas?)

A WISE MAN IN THE ASSEMBLY OF FOOLS
R OSfEndagl STSEIAET T Jfedsrauneoniady:
3ed: YINuAfd Huedd T F4ET et gaerhueeta|

Ahal! It is a indeed a very strange conduct of the (beautiful) lotus!

Staying in the company of fools (cold water) (Jada), it hides all its good characters (fragrance, beauty, honey
etc) inside; keeps them all hidden inside its neck and stays like a bud; (closed mouth) and shows others the
ugly heap of thorny stems only (ignoring their presence) (to keep them away).

IGNORE THE STALKS (FAULTS) AND SEE ONLY THE LOTUS (VIRTUE)

afeedee: EATUAdSBIagd: 3R -an: wdd oReH|

Lotuses have enough virtues that one can easily ignore the ‘stalks’ that abound around it,which are porous,
unsteady, have no beauty, are feeble, hidden, and are thorny.

VIRTUES OF GREAT MEN OF NOBLE FAMILIES

FEdl AU UTHICIMTAT THTT AT FEITG TG b |

Even Vaasuki (King of serpents) with his thousand hooded Shesha also, is not capable of counting the




excellent virtues of great Kula-lotuses (men who are adornment to their families because of their greatness))
which are beautiful with many good qualities like fragrance etc (who shine with virtues).

GODDESS OF BEAUTY ENHANCES HER OWN BEAUTY BY THE LOTUS
eRasrar JedRY A afcanfd wae T&d SIS Hdd|

Even Goddess Lakshmi who resides in the bosom of Vishnu, (and has nothing more to aspire for), holds the
lotus in her hand to increase her beauty. Who else deserves the praise here?

JEEVAS WITH LIKES AND DISLIKES
AT FUTRAT HACTIEUSTT: dATERT HATceh AT SASASadl: |
The red and white lotuses, who have white and non-white forms (as the difference), are similar in their

foolishness by the contact of the cold water (Jada) (by liking and not liking the moon and the sun) (like the
religion-bound Jeevas getting addicted to deity images of their choice).

A LOTUS-FILLED LAKE IS BEAUTIFUL LIKE THAT OF A HAPPY YOUNG BRIDE
AT PedlAad TG I QT F dRPIAA o degfaad:
I RAAATMNIRATT Pooldd USholdaed Falical AT:|

The ‘beauty of the sight of freshly bloomed lotuses in the lake’ bears no comparison to the forest filled with
bloomed flowers; or to the moon discs along with its star companions in the sky; but is like the beauty of the
face of a dancing bride with the happy smile.

BEE/BHRNGA
JEEVANMUKTAS

AN YEUTTRFATCIAIHAAT Il HSIMOMAGIANH T T GHINIHAT: |

Hey Good one! Those bees alone are the excellent ones, whose lives have extended by the enjoyment of the
flowers in the creepers and who have their minds fixed on that only.

(The Jeevas who conquer death by enjoying the nectar of Chit as their essence are indeed the excellent ones.
They take in the taste of all good scriptures and realize that which is pointed out by them. They have their
minds tixed on the Aatman only!)

YATARIHACHN T>eIbRled F T Td FIHD S SATAYoTe |

Those bees which taste the wondrous produce of the mango trees, they alone are wondrous; others are just
some numbers in the clan.

(The Jeevas who see the ‘perceived’ as the ‘wondrous shine of Chit’ are really wondrous and are to be
commended as excellent ones; rest of the Jeevas in the world, are just numbers to be counted.)

FAT AYAGTAIG: oy WMed I JEATHREIGHFION gHled o

Those bees which hum with intoxication by the fragrance rising from the lotus ponds, are laughing at the
other bees, who are happy by the honey of ordinary flowers.

(The Jeevas who in the state of Chit, enjoy the fragrance of Chit in all the lotus ponds of the ‘perceived’,
they laugh at the ignorant who feel happy by the day to day pleasures of the life.)

AT Faecdeeead TgH usiedy AfrpIeTdaey

#7591 @ 0y AR [AAY #1d 8 HReITT HY TeYeuHhy|

How can that bee, which resided, hummed, sported, and slept inside the ‘excellent hollows of lotuses’ stay
inside the honey-less flowers of the trees, at the winter time?

(How can that JeevanMukta, who resided, hummed, sported, and slept inside the ‘Hrdaya where Chit shines
as the lotus, with a mind oozing with the nectar of bliss; make himself get attracted towards

the bliss-less inert objects of the ‘perceived’ which are relished by the ignorant?)

(How can a man, who remains in the ‘blissful state of the Self” though engaged in all the routine duties of
the world, ever be attracted to the inert objects of the ignorant world?)



HpeoATeADIEAAD AR TCUG: TITA BIovavl el Uid Fa=Uh: |

The (six footed) bee looks like Andhaka demon nailed on the spear by KaalaRudra (Destruction deity),
when it is perched on the freshly formed spiky jasmine buds which have not yet bloomed.

(The bee is so greedy for honey, that it sits on the bud itself, waiting for it to bloom.

It looks as if it is nailed to a spear at that time; as if it is the ‘Jeeva blinded by ignorance’ that is getting
punished by the angry ‘Death’.

The 1gnorant Jeevas endowed with the six senses, seek the inert objects with the idea of extracting happiness
fiom them. They are unwary of the ‘Death’ standing behind them who has already pierced them with his
spear; because they have not conquered the death by seeking the real bliss of the Aatman.)

A fea[aUgeuAY H59T AT HAHDAATATTY
AT JoITH fhaAZI qUrNsfd A T ARAFWS a1 93937 |

Hey bee, even after enjoying the honey of various flowers at all times, even after wandering in the creeper-
bowers of all the hills, are you not satisfied yet, dear fellow? I think that you must be greedy; or you do not
get any true joy in these forests!

(Hey Jeeva! You are trying to possess various objects; running after various types of pleasures; yet you do
not seem to have enough of them!

Are you filled with never ending desires; or is it that you do not get any pleasure out of any sense object?
Where is the true bliss for you, unless you find the honey within yourself?)

AP elhacThliag s TU AYY, AT 7S Teley A0l & F% Bucehshean: |

Hey you bee, you are talented in extracting the honey of lotus flowers. Go to the lotus-lake only.

Do not wound your body nourished by the lotus honey, in the Badara groves filled with thorny saws.

(Hey Jeeva! You have got the ability to extract the knowledge from the truly realized Knowers. After
obtaining the knowledge from them, do not again revert back to the company of the foolish scholars whose
guidance will bring harm to you.)

ITNPGN Pacde ooy RS T AT WA FYAT arg aaeia uftsd: gou: |

(Hey black bee!) When not getting the honey of the lotuses, then spend that part of your life by the honey
obtained in the blue ‘Atasi flowers’, inside the ‘safety of the blue water lily petals’ or in the ‘bloomed
Tamaala trees’(camouflaged in their dark colours), like any learned man does, when he does not have
suitable company.

(Hey Jeeva! If you do not find realized Knowers, or suitable company with like minds, then take recourse to
great texts which explain Knowledge like Vaasishtam, stay in solitude; do Vichaara of the same repeatedly,
till you gain the state of the Self.)

SWAN/HAMSA

BRAHMAA’S WORLD
ge3uT ArfHeforha: arferdr 133 gaaTaAddee AHIMIAR A |

Look at this ‘garland of swans’ moving gracefully like a ‘taintless creeper,” singing the ‘Saama’ as it were
in a deep voice, with the ‘beauty’ nourished by the pollen of the lotuses that grow at the centre of the lake.
(Look at this garland of swans moving gracefully like a taintless creeper, in Brahmaa’s world

singing the Saama in a deep voice, nourished by Goddess Lakshmi by feeding them the pollen of Vishnu’s
navel lotus.)

(Look at the group of Knowers singing Saama-Gaana of Brahman-knowledge in Brahmaa’s world; they are
cared for by Goddess Lakshmi herself by allowing them to seek instructions from Lord Naaraayana.)

INFATUATION FOR THE WOMAN
ST ATAISEST ToCaT W UfAfafFad &8 eFiiAgaeaUse g ddfd
AR EATIGANT IeTecgataiar §e7 udar [fFadar goar grdiagaeda: |

The male swan (cob) is looking for the female swan (pen) in the lake surroundings.
She is (resting) inside the swinging nest of lotuses.

Her reflection in the transparent waters gets seen by the male swan.



(He believes that she has sunk inside the waters.) He falls faint (with his heart broken.)

Raajan! Let this type of infatuation be never there.

Look here! This male swan followed the reflection of the female swan and died (without proper reasoning
capacity).

(The ignorant are punished by their ignorance itself and suffer because of attachment to family and wealth.)

ROYAL SWAN AND THE ORDINARY CRANE/ THE TRUE KNOWER AND THE PRETENSE KNOWER

(A Knower is known as a ParamaHamsa, which has the capacity to suck only the milk out of the milk
diluted with water. So also a Knower experiences the Chit alone in the perceived world.)

CRANE CAN NEVER BECOME A SWAN
ol T TSTeFld Tcpd bepiold o dGERAAATY STATATIATET] eh: |

This melodious cry of the RaajaHamsa rises from it casually without any effort; such a natural singing
cannot be learnt by a crane, even in hundred years.

JUST BY IMITATING A KNOWER, A FAKE-KNOWER CANNOT BECOME A TRUE KNOWER
HAATATHUBRSATATEIRIANRY FFEET TSTeFaET GlHATedHH |

The ordinary swan and the RaajaHamsa, though they have same abodes, same forms, belong to same
species, have same actions and same way of consuming food, the difference is quite marked.

SWAN IS LIKE A MOON ON EARTH

(A white swan is swimming across the pristine waters of the lake that is reflecting the entire sky. The swan
looks like a moon moving across the sky.)

YFAUETIEUT AP FIAGTRIHHD: IHTEIEAT VA THHeg Salicd: |

(The lake itself is like a sky because of reflecting the expanse of the sky.)

The swan rises up like the beautiful moon (like Brahman personified). (How?)

It is ‘ShuklaPaksha’ (rising phase of the moon).The swan also has white wings (ShuklaPaksha).

(A Knower is endowed with the wings of Viveka and Vairaagya)

The moon makes the abode of Kumuda flowers beautiful by making them bloom; so does the swan beautify
the Kumudas (seekers of knowledge) as it moves among those white flowers.

Both the swan and the moon delight all the minds (like the Knower endowed with a pure mind reflecting the
bliss of Brahman).

PARAMAHAMSA

SeATelA oG dFHHPe da Taeldl &l FFaATATd &h: WT: |

Which bird can have the beauty equal to that of the swans which roam about in the grove of cool banana-
trunks as if ,which are actually the thick tall stems holding the lotuses?

(The lotuses are standing on very thick stalks. The swan moves gracefully along the stalks as if wandering
inside the cool banana grove.)

(Which Deva who moves in the sky can have the wealth equal to that of JeevanMukti that belongs to the
Yogis, the ParamaHamsas, who float in the cool lake of Self-bliss?

They are adept in passing the Praana through the subtle nerves.

The Heart is the lotus. They attain the KadaliVidyaa (Stambhana).)

LOTUS-LAKE IS A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

REGIAIT AP hIEIRON HACTTAPERISTHNRG )

HEIATSITe Dol IICHRAAGN TJATdIATHIRT Trg R fael=ar

TcTaTATOT &R THE SREARIT I areeraehedr foRrard |

(The lake shines in its all glory with its beautiful swans, like a ‘beautiful woman’.)
The lake as a woman is adorned by the ‘bangles of waves’.

She is wearing the ‘garland made of water drops’ spraying about gracefully.
She is beautiful by wearing various flowers like white, blue and red lotuses.




The ‘swarm of bees’ act as her ‘pretty locks of hair’.

The ‘cries of Saarasa birds’ are her ‘anklet sounds’. She has the ‘whirlpools’ as her ‘pretty navel’.
‘Restless waves’ are her ‘eyes’. Her waters (Rasa/beaity) are her ’desires’.

She waits eagerly for her lover namey the ‘mountain’, who fulfils her wants (fills the waters) (by reflecting
inside her). Like a woman wears ornamental anklets (Hamsakas), the lake-woman has with her, the baby
swans (Hamsakas) (which make melodious noises.)

HEY GOOD MEN! STAY AWAY FROM THE WICKED

© BFH AGADDPIhINTTHR AT o TIEATRA P ATHD:

3ugdie gRMCaAaaTid: A9:Her Hafd arfaireaadt: |

Hey Swan! Do not ever stay alone for long in a lake where stay the injurious birds like Madgu birds, cranes

(water-crows) and other type of crows. Even when in difficulties, it is better always to be with those who
have equal conduct, equal age and equal words.

DIFFICULTIES FACED BY GREAT MEN
UTGTShledAeHAEdDhdC: TIThdlerd: haRicuegeaarTeholdraHIITaIHIgar
HMsAY fAYdAa RN E gui Tagg=Nd Yehadpcasl F fauer &3 # |

This bee (is so great that he) can place his foot (like a lion) on the edge of the elephant’s head!

(Bees sit on the heads of the elephants attracted by the rut.)

His abode is the lake filled with the lotuses (beautiful and highly esteemed abode).

(Bees frequent the lotus groves attracted by the honey.)

He has union with the creepers of flowers like red lotuses, water lilies, jasmines and Champaka flowers and
is the most fortunate of all. (Bees visit all the fragrant honey-filled flowers.)

Yet, by the play of fate, he has to consume mud pieces and grass shoots in the winter season.

(All the plants are dried up at that time; and there are no flowers.)

So it shrieks like a dry crane (depressed and forlorn).

Alas! In difficult circumstances, even the mind of the great withers away.

(Even the noble men have to bend down in front of the difficulties and weep out aloud, for, such is the
suffering that is brought about by the ‘perceived world’!)

A SWAN BABY’S EXCITEMENT

(The minister speaks about his experience. He was wandering near the lake filled with dense grove of lotus
stalks. The stalks were bent because of the swans moving through them.

On a hot day, one baby swan enters inside the petals of a brightly shining lotus. It is enjoying the cool water
drops sprayed by the waves which create a wide canopy of shining pearls above the lotuses.

Don’t you wish that you were also living the life of a swan in such a beautiful lotus lake?!)

JIEE o) gfd Rar R §9d saeaaiddediees §amRom A #31|
YeFeTaR ATt fafpefa Fa aRfdegea #ears RIRR ATl gear e ¥ 7Iam|

Raajan! When I was wandering in the dense grove of stalks that bend by the wings of the swans, a swan-cub
had entered the inside of the petals of the lotus which shone brightly.

These words were uttered in a shrieking voice by him to his father; and I remember it now.

“Father! Look! The lake with lotuses is throwing up its own waters as if they are fine pearls.

Even in this noon hour, it is like the cold snow that is instantly spreading out above the head.”

BRAHMAA'’S LEAF-CUP AND THE GANGES WATERS

AFAleaIRg AlFgafor AR fA:eegsd audl FaraediestaadaalathegcShald:
TZIMATRAGT SR JCTCSe G HET T STelldegdl STelell 8T Udecany] drw|

(The water drops never stick to the lotus leaves. In the lake, the water-drops thrown about by the winds are
held by these leaves within their folds like in a cup. When the swan floats in the lake, its shoulders hit the
stalks and they bend. The leaves which are connected to the stalks get violently shook; and all their water
drops get thrown about; and the fish swallow them happily.)

In the placid waters of the lake the swan is floating silently for long, like the moon in the sky.

From the cup like folds of the leaves, which shake by getting pushed when the lotus stalks get hit by the
shoulders of the swan, the water drops on it get thrown about.




The fishes and other beings inside the lake drink it happily, as if they are Ganges water-drops sprinkled from
the leaf cup held by Brahmaa.

(It is as if Brahmaa has sprinkled the sacred waters of Ganges held in his leaf-cup, over all those seated in
his assembly. Like the Sages feeling happy by those sprinkled waters, the fish also are happy by the waters
thrown by the lotus-leaves shook by the swans.)

CRANE/BAKA (HYPOCRITE)

fAeored gepearer qquT TR TRIdl Iugy FARATA urge urgfefd gad|

Observe that the crane which has no qualities. It has only one quality as such.

It goes on saying ‘Praavrt Praavrt’ (monsoon monsoon) and brings in the memory of the monsoon.

(A fake Yogi, sitting in a meditation posture without moving his limbs, calls himself an adorer of Nirguna
Brahman. Outwardly he does not show any quality; but is reciting something similar to a crane which is
waiting for the monsoon to bring in slushy waters so that it can get some fish! )

9% §FE SATHITE TOEAN AgHlge RFHcd T avfl T chdcdl A W THeH|

Hey Baka (crane)! When in the lake, you are like the swan, only because of your white colour. Discard your
friendship with water snakes, cruel nature and harsh words; and turn yourself into a swan completely.

(Hey hypocrite! Outwardly you look like an ascetic, like the crane which looks like the swan.

Why don’t you renounce all your bad qualities and try to become a real recluse?)

LESSON FROM THE GURU, THE WICKED MADGU BIRD

TFHR ariared ggcsterel A IR Uiy UsicEdeidasaaqic W SIYded! fagaer: |

d ATy fEvear FATATRIATAAT: Hrerges AfRFAT ABprATT HATAT: AT G ggara
AgalsI T fagead ol TIAfd geeagaged I sodd Flfd gote:|

Hey talented King (Caturatara)! These Madgu birds are experts in that they enter again and again the deep
waters of the lake filled with fish and other beings; poke the fish with their beaks; kill them and eat them.
(This is their usual routine.) (One day these cruel ones get their due back.)

They somehow are infected in the throat by swallowing some dead Timi fish by chance.

(They cannot swallow anything because of that infection.)

Today by the play of fate,even as they stay in a row on the lake bank, they are not catching the fish at all as if
they have become lame, even when those fishes are moving close at hand!

A person suffers like this as a result of his selfishness!

So does this Madgu provide an example and has become my Guru (Madguru)
A wicked man (has changed his ways and) praises the Madgu like this.

12

‘SWAN-LIKE’ IN THE SKY; BUT A CRANE ON THE GROUND

Scahe el fadaiaeforareual §aIsTAT FFAd STet: Tl |
TEIA TedoloToeo®ml JGTH! ATdEdal Wo] dehlsTATHAE olleh: |

With the neck held high, with the beautiful taintless spread out wings, the crane gets identified by the people,
as the excellent swan that is flying in the sky. However, when the crane grasps the fish from the muddy
pond, then it is understood to be a crane by the people here.

(In the sky, the crane also looks like a swan; but when it enters the slushy pool to peck at a fish, the people
on the ground understand that it is not a swan; but is just an ordinary crane!

A fake scholar is found out by his foolish words, and pleasure-secking nature.)

CRANE-ASCETIC
JfAagareidaledeldd TehiEduleeHe IaiafeReEgEdeatdr faffsdr Y=

Observing the cranes standing motionless as if in penance for long time, but agitated within (with the desire
for fish); the girl on the bank of the pond, was surprised that here also (in this world) such wicked are there
who pretend to be good, but wait for the night to arrive (so as to rob the houses).




TeaHEad: HAUNY:

The attendants who were following spoke in turns

SOME SCENE ON THE MOUNTAIN-PATH

(One woman attendant is describing a tiff among lovers. The young man is staring at the young girls who are
entering the lake waters to pluck the lotuses. His wife gets angry with him and walks away. He tries hard to
pacity her inside the forest-bower through pleadings, and is begging her for forgiveness.)

39 Sol fedgel: UAAT 3uicd AU, ool aT Heileq &% o deddT TlHiid

AN

PIUAT dHGA] AU Ty TY UfY Hlecll, IHelellhd ALAAD HPHAIATPehioidNas

sfad granafdafidfdaaaaurdeReaa paron wafaar Huafa @ TeIdr T

“Look! These ladies are stealing the white lotuses disregarding the chillness. If you want to follow them,
then I am no more your beloved; [ am leaving” (says the angry lady.) This traveller is trying to pacify his
angry beloved in this sportive garden filled with flower-creepers, which is on the path.

Look O king of men! Raajan! This women attendant is describing this story of the lovers with all the
gestures and emotions expressing feigned anger, smile etc.

THE FOOL AND THE LEARNED CAN NEVER UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER

AN HAcTABpaArAy HhisTed [l ge=t gufaguiaa|

For the cranes, Madgus, and killing beasts, though they all live in the same abode, there is no mutual joining
of the minds like the fool and the learned.

HOW WILL IT BE TO GET EATEN BY THESE CRUEL BIRDS IN SOME WORST LIFE-EXISTENCE?
T>oad WroNIeEd Hie: fhfefherad divvaey quorey garsaiRgdlead|

The tiniest insect caught at the edge of the bird’s beak, is fluttering, as if it is the flag fluttering high at the
peak; symbolic of a long time misfortune (of sins of many lives).

DEATH IS BETTER THAN DISHONOUR

dR Rt ¥ Afq R Trags: WeadTddcTeaadtuesFhioe Jagareed
FAoolecdr asrdia Aqer 1d awdl  HAIYEsIa Aeude & Addeagdcdieaea|

When the crane cries in a shrieking voice, as it playfully sits on the tree on the bank, then, the fish which is
in the tiny shallow waters of the puddle gets frightened, sinks her body inside the mud, as if burying herself
inside her lover’s chest (and dies), and so her body was saved in a clever way.

There is nothing more joy-giving than dying by heart-break, for the one who meets with difficulties.

(When the crane comes to the slushy puddie, the fish buries herself in the mud and dies; but its body is not
eaten by the crane. A chaste woman will discard her life even, to protect her body from the wicked ones.)

HOW WILL IT BE TO GET SWALLOWED BY THE BIRDS AND SNAKES IN SOME WORST LIFE-EXISTENCE?
I believe that the state of the fish and other insects, which are swallowed wholly without getting chewed by
the crane, snake and other Madgu birds, will be like sleep only!

HHARGARIUTISTOHITSSAT 374 Hafd Teaferemrrer
TETIEGUITAARITAUTTNEIN SITAEARoT faquichare: qu A|

A terrible fear rises in the water-abiding beings, by seeing the Madgu, crane, vulture, cat and snake, when
they are close by. “Compared to that fear, getting hit by stones also is nothing”; this was told by a learned
man to me in the past in private, when he was remembering his past lives (where he had been killed by these
things.)



SOME FOREST SCENES

5% WRAIRRETS FHIFRMTATT FIIFINGR:, TATANDRT SehaTel! TecHFAdHIOTAd Terhcehle|

Here, under the tree on the bank of the lake filled with flowers, look at the deer in front of you; and the sight
where the bees are completely covering the freshly bloomed lotus flowers.

T Wead R @eg UarEd, § I a9 FAelcAT A& #8|

The peacock, because of its humble nature, begs Indra; and the noble one (Indra) fulfils its wishes; and
covers the entire earth with rains.

AUATIAT AYIEIAUT 30, AfoAr AfoaEda g7 g ad|

These peacocks follow the clouds as if they are its children that need to be breast-fed.
Like dirt belongs to dirt, one can infer whose son it is (by the children following their mothers).

FIATART TR e deg (a0l [WEY Uerdy Jeagiehal a1d: |
Looking at the deer, the traveller is thinking about his wife’s eyes, and has become a (blind) mechanical
puppet for all the objects in front of him.

(He is lost in his wife’s thoughts, and cannot see anything in his fiont, and is like a frozen mechanical doll.)

el ar i ared, s e, eRiced deal o b aden RifE=syar|

The peacock does not even accept the water (given by the clouds); but violently catches the snake on the
ground. (It is ignoring the rains and is pecking at the snake!) Therefore, I do not understand to whom the
wickedness should be attributed- for the snake or for the peacock! (Both are cruel!)

HSSTATMIA DI TeFedl Tof HAectiR: NacTFeanfaseyd AL deafasfifad:|

The (proud) peacock moves away from the huge lake sought by the good people (where they have to bend
and drink the water) (humbly), but drinks only the water falling from the cloud (with its neck held high).

I think it is because it is afraid to bend its head (for fear of breaking it) (and is feeble)!

(Many arrogant men perish by holding on to false honour.)

eRIcheTISTolaT: URY Scdied AfeuT: Yearl: Ueadledleg Uqy: UideHn 34|

Look at the peacocks dancing in the showers produced by the beautiful clouds (their mothers). These clouds
are cleaning the radiant moon inside their plumages, as if they are the young ones of the rainy season.
(Clouds are the mothers washing their babies, namely the peacocks.)

WA TAATATIHTRON TUTTeGh AT TSIV S8 TATATIRG et [agdHbadd [aemrde: |
In the beautiful forest, the forest winds blow. The waves hit by the wind produce beautiful flickering moon-
rings on the waters. But, here, the sea itself is spreading out pearls like the dancing peacocks (without the
help of the clouds).

FOREST FIRE

W onial are gerasdl serd [T deoiiasd
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Hey Chaataka bird! Why are you acting so shocked?!

Haughtiness does not in any way help you when this forest is burnt off by the fires.

Move among the moist grass; and drink the water found in the forest land. Take rest in the cool plantain
groves. (You have to adjust to the surroundings, and changing times.)

A AYY ADGUAIATRGIYUINCT STALURIFIHATELE]:

SR AGIYIAUTGURICTTYATT g SfcUd Ty Aelrd|




Hey peacock! (Do not feel so excited!)
This is not the cloud ascending towards the sky, with its belly full of ocean waters; but is the circle of smoke
from the hollows of the forest trees burnt by the fire.

BE HAPPY WITH WHATEVER YOU GET

Irec Rfgurafy e Fafiar afaat aviea qraafe sxeagedeiRd
AR FHAAET Foolololedl eie AT HAgeicATcHAIT AGHT S Blel FHAIZT: |

The peacock gets fully satisfied by (meagre) waters from the cloud even in the autumn season (and is content
by what it gets). “The lake does not get enough waters to get filled fully by that cloud (even in the
monsoon)” ; such (dissatisfied) comments belong to the immature minds only (who are always
discontented.) Observing the generosity of the good ones (clouds) , and in order not to make them unhappy
by ridiculing them, the peacock is prepared to carry its thirst for a long time (and remains content with
whatever meagre water it gets).

Fhiehiade el did Belexictad Wafd & oAl afagequny RE sters|
T o T Tcal Teal & A0 fAUgd qurafa s SR s#As garde: |

The peacock drinks the crystal clear water coming out of the dense clouds; later it does not drink from the
road-side puddles, even if suffering from thirst. It feels enlivened by repeatedly remembering the cloud; and
does not suffer by thirst. The suffering gone through by the virtuous people who keep their desire for good
things only, equals happiness only.

TRAVELLERS LOST IN GOSSIP

SEldaEdecdd ARG g HUfH: ufden: g [Aeger shfaa T2

At rainy times, when the road is not travel-worthy, then the travellers pass the time in sheer gossip (halting
on some way-side shelter). This is how the ignorant pass their life by attending to their own worthless life-
stories.

SEPARATED LOVERS/CHITI AND JEEVA

(Chiti (Self-state) is like a beloved girl waiting for the union of the individual soul, her inseparable lover.
The lover unfortunately is lost in the forest of desire-fulfilments, where the desire-clouds block his journey
towards his beloved. He hears about this Chiti from Knowers, and develops a desire to meet his beloved,
which also is a cloud in the dark space. When he realizes that the false notion of body-death alone is
blocking his union with his beloved, he raises himself out of the death-pyre by singing the song of Saama
like a sacred flute, and rushes towards his beloved, and is lost in her embrace. Anyhow, since he is always in
union with his beloved, the very story of his struggle for realization is proved false and baseless. )

TR ATY HIH: HAAICTIDIAG AHHUITCAT haRUTTIAT HRIAGII STTorehrTerd: |
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Look Lord! These young girls are carrying the weight of water in the lotus leaves,and also the stalks of red,
blue, white lotuses. “Why are you carrying this?” When questioned like this, they said like this.

“Hey traveller! We are the young attendants of the lady who is suffering by the fever of love, feeling the
pangs of separation.” (These lotus stalks and water will be useful in cooling her body that burns in passion.)
The memory-line brought back to the minds of the travellers, once again, ‘their beloveds’ left back at their
homes, whose hearts were filled with love and passion (and bleeding red); who had huge breasts; and who
were extremely charming and graceful.

T ol HA PBledl ToCAT FRATIUATH:ATH INH T YeadTedd Yeuld Hid Tdfd fae@erid|
“My beloved would indeed be seeing the water-filled dense dark clouds in the sky; and the forest bereft of

movement. (She will understand that her lover cannot travel in these rains.)
She will weep; collapse on the ground, and stumble as she tries to get up and move.




SN G orATd ol Tes U H AT HTUTA T T YUTT T :
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Ha! The wind blows (torturing my mind). ‘Nabhasvaan’ (wind which moves in the cloudy sky) is intoxicated
by drinking the ‘honey of the lotuses’ that was offered to him in the ‘lotus-cup’ which was surrounded by the
‘lotuses with the swarms of bees’ (in the lake.)

(The lover remembers the kiss of his beloved, where he tasted the honey from the lotus-cup of her lips,
surrounded by the lotuses of her body-limbs, and the swarm of bees which were her loosened hair.)

(The wind is the lover who carries the memory of the honey (kiss) and the leaves rustle in the wind as if the
rustling sound is like the love-lorn song sung by his beloved filled.)

The wind carries the fragrance and coolness; and moves slowly, bringing along with it the song filled with
enchanting words that is produced from the movement of leaves in the trees on the bank of the lake.

LOVER CONCOCTS A STORY OF HIS SUFFERING
(When the lover returns home, he describes to her how much he suffered without her company. He just
makes up a story to please and pacify her; and the gullible innocent girl believes it to be true.)

FUTRAY Ufdeh: URY Al oA AR TN gai FoReHHhATH|
Inside the Mandara bower, this traveller is relating his woe of separation to his beloved whom he has met
after a long time.

Tehd U] Thqaar i gl caledee gode Medlieadisacs |

“Hear what amazing thing happened once, when I was engaged in thoughts as to which messenger was
suitable enough to send near you.
HE CHOOSES THE CLOUD AS HIS MESSENGER

fAATTTReEA fadeT A A % #7F A I8 9 &: T
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In this ‘separation-time’, which is as terrible as the dissolution times, who is fit to go to my house with news
about me, and console her ?There is no one in this world who can strive for removing the sorrow of others,
with love and unbroken honesty.

3 oy @ A9 T 39 TG Ageadiiaeniaear afaar I&ew: f&ua:|

‘Aa! This cloud on the peak of the mountain is ready to travel, like a horse of Manmatha.
He is a Rasika (full of emotions) (full of waters); and will understand the love-feelings proper.

He is also embraced by the beautiful girl namely lightning.
HE TALKS TO THE CLOUD

HITHY AgegaUA I cATeldFed S U7 ATl A o &Il A ACUYOIETOT|
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“Brother cloud! Take your Indra’s bow (rainbow). Tie the string to its neck (you have a powerful throat).
(Give this message to her through your thundering noise.)

Just thunder very lightly just for a few seconds. Show concern to her. (Do not frighten her by a loud noise.)
That young girl will have her eyes filled with tears. (She will be crying at all times in my memory.)

She has a body as tender as the lotus stalk and is slender in build.

She cannot bear (your loud thundering noise).

Hey cloud - ‘you who are going through the beautiful path in the sky’!

Reach her; with just a slight drizzle revive her with your softly blowing winds.”

Rraqierar eafda ff@carfefSrdr @t F = Frygadd: gdie gRdr I
“Hey Cloud! I drew her on the sky with the brush of my mind and embraced her.

I do not know now, where she vanished! ( I am also suffering here in her thoughts.)”
HE FAINTS IN THE PAIN OF SEPARATION

gc¥ RcdmRadAdedicd caaTsHaedalduaAad: FIiy Al THiAA
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Hey slender-bodied girl! I had become sorrowful in the mind like this.

My mind has sunk inside and my capacity to think properly through memories had gone along with you.
(‘Then what happened?’ the girl is wondering.) (The lover continues his story.)

“Now I have no sense of anything present or past. My body has become something akin to a wooden log.




(I was like a dead-body.) How can I bear the misfortune of the pain of separation at all?

TSI Phelberd: Hedd Uiy JaremcdaafayRiaued 7 o]
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Immediately there arose a lot of commotion among the co-travellers.

With sorrowful words and shocked by the calamity, they are blaming the cloud.

(All this happened because of that horrible cloud!)

(This person saw the cloud; remembered his lover and is dead now!)

“Alas! The traveller is dead!” Such sounds as “Ha! Ha” were produced in a great quantity, with all the
women in the crowd of travellers beating their chests; and crying out aloud.

DA FT i Tl ACTHYRATET AT Gall faTdeaar dediiped e
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Those people thought me to be dead. Their eyes were filled with tears.

In order to do the necessary rites connected to the dead body, they collected some wooden sticks; and in
order to cremate my body, I was taken to the terror-filled Rudra’s abode of cremation ground, where
countless funeral pyres were burning fiercely with the crackling noise made by the burning corpses.

dAe o: FPHAdEA aregyuNiaTgadEd: hiRfcafaddad agdidpioed
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O Lotus faced one! There, [ was placed on the bed of the pyre by the people with their eyes wet with tears.
It was surrounded by people standing in a line all around.

The pyre was like the ‘excellent crest jewel” adorning the head of the ‘intoxicated deity of death’.It was
made of gold shining like the slightly blazing fire. The smoke was like curled up matted locks of his hair.
(The lover had been placed on the pyre. He was covered by the logs, and the tire was lit on the surface. The
wood was wet and so the smoke filled the air. The pyre was like the crest jewel of Death-God; blazing fire
was the gold; and the smoke was his curly hair. The smoke slowly started entering the nasal holes of the
lover.)

HEHADT DI AATDIH YHAET AHRY FGITel el & Fgar =arg
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At this time, the line of smoke started to enter my nasal holes.

It was soft like the creeper of lotus; was hot; was black. It was like a baby serpent chased by a mongoose
entering the hole in the ground, with its body contracted due to fear.

(The girl who is hearing this story is in shock; but the lover continues his bluff.
The lady has already forgotten all the complaints she had against him; and is feeling sympathy for him.)

cacHB AP IAl ATUTIZETATE PedATAT TEUTAAT TSl JATST: |
Armoured by your Samkalpa (your memories), | was not injured like Brahmaa with his diamond-hard body

was not injured by the continuous line of spears falling firmly on him (from the hands of Death.)
(He knew the story of Brahmaa and death maybe!)

CATHATT HEAAN Tge el HATOTATY FATAAT ATAE deeAre: |

(He was mentally experiencing the union of his beloved; and was not aware of the fire and smoke.)
I was bathing inside the cave of the heart where you were there as the ‘stream of love’; and those pains never
were felt even in the sensitive parts.

Udded GAIHT dicd A cadledelionale gig R deAamagiqda|
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Hey slender one! All that time, while I was with you enjoying your company, inside the heart, such a bliss
was experienced for long in the faint state. Compared to that experience which was like a continuous
immersing inside the nectar-lake, the enjoyment of all royal pleasures get regarded as extremely worthless
deadly pains only.

(He praises the bliss of her union now. ‘The joy of your company which is incomparable to any other joy!
Your love-play, your words, your glances accompanied by a smile, the blissfil embrace after the union, you
being decorated by only one single strand of necklace with a small remote jewel in the centre, those wants,
those sounds, those passionate acts, those laughter-filled movements, those fast movements, all those
pleasant agitations, when all these things about you get remembered, what is there that does not give the
bliss of tasting nectar?)’




CACHITH P EIRAIAA dTel AAISEATIIATAT HATC:
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My young wife! In your union, by enjoying the nectar of your company, I became extremely satisfied.

I felt the need for rest, and I remained there on that soft bed which was like the moon disc with the taintless
cool radiance.(Because of her thoughts, the pyre was like a moon-bed for him!)

(His beloved is completely enamoured with his love.)

AT ST TegAughNaTaiGdegRreheaerliel: Heq:
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Meanwhile, all of a sudden, from that cool moist moonlight, from that long piece of the moon where I was
lying down, I saw the fire blazing in that funeral pyre with a loud noise, like the Vadava fire in the milk

ocean, burning my body.” (The fire slowly reaches his body; and he wakes up.)
(The lady faints in shock.)

gcghafd BledsTEAA & edreAfa arfeet Four Atveargiradrgsnar #fsar fear|

While the lover was speaking like this, that gullible girl cried out aloud- “Ha! I am ruined!”and being caught
in the whirlpool of unconsciousness, fainted.

ATHATHY AffAgerdiale aifi: JTATEIEIATTEAT HUS Feard FiEAd:|

He immediately fanned her with the lotus leaf and by sprinkling some water on her, brought her back to
consciousness; and remained embracing her by the neck.

Qe: GETSAAAT afth UY it HehAT TN UMt J[&icar g Oam |
When again questioned by her, look (hey king) how he is telling her the continuation of the same story
embracing her who is seated next to him; and is holding her chin inside this Mandaara bower.

&1 &1 ga1el 3fal fehfarferausirarel aerfér wef ardes cerrare|
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“Ha Ha Fire!” “Quickly I started shouting like this, feeling a little pain.
Then those other travellers feeling joyous, extinguished the crackling fire in a second.

UTeAREddER AT [T HaTI AN AT ATAIIAEGRATSIT
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The travellers hugged me who was like a musical instrument lifted out of fire.

(He made noise inside the fire like a musical instrument; so was lifted out.)

I was covered by lots of auspicious flower clusters and leaves (like a dead body.) They all surrounded me
who was lifted out of the pyre; shouted in glee; moved here and there; laughed; danced and jumped about.

THE CREMATION GROUND

(For the body-identitied Jeeva, the Cremation-ground is a terrifying site, and a reminder of his own
cessation of life. However, for a Knower who is not identitied with the matter-heap, the world itself is a
Cremation-ground where the Rudra dances his dance of destruction along with Kaali, where nothing remains
left back but ‘That alone’!)

Rvafaaraergad afed seaferalRust: aftruaeniysure agia A @mawy Te|
I saw then the cremation ground (Jagat) which was like Rudra’s body.

There was the Kapaala (skull) (the dead mind), which was white (pure) like the (taintless) moon.
Ashes, snakes, and heads of corpses were scattered about (as at the destruction of all).

It ended all enterprises (of desires) like a contradictory Vinaayaka.



THE JAGAT OF THE IGNORANT IS THE CREMATION-GROUND FOR THE KNOWER

TATERIT el [Aafadiagaicraeahgareruredededl HRATATTITITRTEBIATIATAT: Tt
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The winds blow there, carrying the terrible tinkling sound produced by bones that dash against each other;
removing the green colour of the trees nearby with the covering of ashes; filled with the fragrance of the
breaking and moving skeletons; spreading abundant ashes all over, thus making the place misty; and
caressing the hairs of corpses.

STeGAd A AydTEfAdcudagarsATaeehuuTgat
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All the trees there, had lost their leaves because of the heat brought by the winds that carry the smoke
produced by the flood of blazing funeral pyres. That place was like the pleasant home of the ‘son of the Sun’
(Shanishvara) (the son of knowledge) and the burning wind.

TE AT dGAcaHHPIShFPIATATHI
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The cremation ground was seen terrifying with the howls and cries of the intoxicated female jackals, crows,

herons, vultures, Pishaachis, and Vetaalas.
It was disgusting with the thick smell of rotten skeletons and half burnt corpses.

A IRl eI dg>ai
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Various types of dead bodies were getting carried inside continuously.

The loud lamentations of the relatives were adding to the joy of the direction-bowers.

(Their cries reached the skies.) The trees were appearing dead and burnt by the sinews and body parts dug
out by the birds, hanging all over them.

FITATTIAaNTHPAURIA FafdeHabAPdlecges
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Sometimes, the pyre would get disturbed by the burning sticks; and suddenly blaze up and light up the
surroundings. Sometimes, the half burnt hairs would fly in the wind; and create a cloud above the pyres.
Sometimes, it will look like having a canopy made of blood; sometimes like a thundering cloud at night
which has fallen down from the hill.

TAURT: HAT: FAcURAATHYT AecUd Yl Ul GeIferarator|

Hey King with lotus-like eyes! Look! This wonderful couple (Brahman and Jeeva) who conversing like this
are enjoying the essence of the wine as it were (and are lost in the union-bliss).

(This is the true Yoga, the union of two into one!)



