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Editorial Note

THE PRESENT BOOK contains (1) original poems (and one prose
essay) published by Professor Ryder many years ago, mainly in
the Univa"sity of California Chronicle; (2) a few translations
from the Sanskrit, and one from the French, which also appeared
for the most part in the Univa"sity of California Chronicle; (3)
some translations from the Sanskrit, hitherto unpublished; (4)
reprints of Womros Ey~s and Relatioes, two small volumes of
"verses translated from the Sanskrit" that are now out of print
and difficult (0 obtain. "Pot-ear's Awakening;' one of the translations in the latter volume, has been expanded by the addition
of verses found among Professor Ryder's papers.
For permission to reprint Rekaioes the University of California Press is indebted to the courtesy of Mr. Harry Robertson, the
owner of the copyright on the volume. For similar permission
to reprint Professor Ryder's sonnet on Kalidasa it is indebted
to Messrs. E. P. Dutton and Company, the American publishers
of Everyman's Library, in which Professor Ryder's volume of
translations from Kalidasa is included. The title of the present
book does not provide for the prose tribute to Professor Lanman
(t'Laboremus") and the verse translation from Leclerc; it seemed
pedantic to draw up a long-winded title that would [nclude rhem.
The account of Professor Ryder's life and work is by myself,
but it is based to a large extent on conversations with his friends
and students; I should like to acknowledge the special kindness
of Dr. A. E. Hutson, Miss Dorothy Elise Madison, Dr. Rajko
H. Ruzic, and Mr. William A. P. White. Professor Walter E.
Clark of Harvard University, also one of Professor Ryder's pupils, has written me a letter on his work, from which I have
quoted passages, usually with no indication of the source. But
Iam particularly indebted to a glowing appreciation of Professor
vii

Ryder's character and achievemem that was wriuen for me ,by
his devoted pupil, Professor H3rOid Chern iss of Johns Hop~Lns
Univusity, and later privately printed by him. Par~ of this I
have inserted with quotation marks; other p3SSOlge5. in ~me ~£
which I have slightJy modified his wording, I have WIth his
permission utilized without indication of the source. Professor
Cherniss. and abo Professor J. M. Linfonh of the University of
California. have been kind enough to read my work and they
have made most valuable suggestions for the correction ~d imprOVement of it. Professor Leon J. Richardson, the fnend to
whom Ryder dedicated his volume, R~/aJ;vt:l, has courteously
permitted the use of his sonnet to Ryder as a dedication to the
present book.
Professor Ryder occasionaUy varied in his transliteration of
Sanskrit words, using for example both H;IOpQd~lha and Hitopad~fa.I have normalized his usage, employing such forms as
H;lopQd~!hain order to avoid the use of diacritic marks.
Professor Ryder spoke to Professor Che.rniss of his desire at
some time to publish a collection of his own work; whether he
had abandoned that intention before his death I do not know.
~o ~nother pupil he protested vigorously against the custom of
glVing to the world compositions that the author had not intended for print. Under such circumstances it seemed safe to be
guided by the wishes of his sister, Miss Winifred Ryder, with
whose ~peration this volume has been compiled. Such of his
unpubbshed work as she did not wish printed has not been
included.
G. ll.. NOYES
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RYDER

was born March 8, 1877, at Oberlin •

Ohio. He was the son of William Henry Ryder, a Congregational clergyman, then Professor of the Greek

.)]
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and Literature

at Oberlin

College, later (1888-1908)

Professor of New Testament Interpretation at Andover Theological Seminary (Massachusetts), stilllater (1908-18) Andover
Professor of New Testament Interpretation at Harvard University. He thus grew up in an atmosphere of classical scholarship.
He graduated from Phillips Academy (Andover) in 1894 and
from Harvard College in 1897. In his college course his main
interests were Greek and Latin literature, but in his last year he
began the study of Sanskrit under Professor C. R. Lanman. During these early years, aside from his formal studies, he read extensively in Greek and Latin authors. In 18974 he taught Latin
at Phillips Academy. In 18!)8-1901he studied in Germany, one
semester at the University of Berlin and three semesters at the
University of Leipzig. Among his teachers were Professors
Brugmann, Geldner, Pischel, and Windisch. He continued to
work in Greek and Latin and began Old Persian, his minor subject for the doctorate. His chief study, however, was in Sanskrit;
he received his doctor's degree from the University of Leipzig
in ]901, his dissertation being on Die R.bhu'sim Rgoeda.
Returning to America in 1901, Ryder taught at Harvard University: during 191)1-2 as Assistant in Sanskrit, from 1902 to
December, 1905.as Instructor in Sanskrit. In his years at Harvard
he assisted Professor Lanman in his work as editor of the Harvard Oriental Series. In January, 1906,he came to the University
of California (Berkeley. California), as Instructor in Sanskrit;
in 1908he became an assistant professor, in 1919an associate professor, and in 1925 a professor. At the time of the war he wished

to enter the United States service and he took lessons in French
conversation preparatory to life in France. But, owing to high
blood pressure, he could not obtain a govunmeOl position of any
sort. On March 21, 1938, he was seized by a heart attack while
teaching, and died while being taken to the hospital.
Ryder was not in the conventional implications of me terms
either a scholar, a man of letters, or even (except by title) ::I professor; he was a reader, a man of literature, and a teacher. He
was a man of genius, but his genius was not of the academic typc.
Ryder went to Germany, panly at least, to study comparative
philology. But during a semester's work with Brugmann he
discovered-or thought he discovered-that Brugmann, the: acknowledged master of linguistic science, "could speak only one
language and could understand none:' Hence he acquired ::I profound contempt for comparative philology; he quoted with approval a remark by Pischel, a teacher for whom he had deep
respect, that the subject was "the greatest fake of the nineteenth
century:' (Yet chance comments in his classes would show that
he remembered more of the subject than he might have: cared
to admir.] Henceforth for Ryder grammar was merely a 0001to
be used, not something to be studied [or its own sake. "10 the
for~al stru~ur,; of a complicated grammar;' Professor Cherniss
~r.ltes .of him, he took the same delight as does the mathemancran 10 an deg.am demonstration, and he could expound the
wh?le of Sanskrit ~ammar with such intimate knowledge and
loving understandlOg that it sttm-d t be
' r:
'.
..
0
a COsmiclugue constructed by a demlUrglc organist; but he did not believe that
such knowledge even supported by an •.
kn 1 d
f
'
b I"
c.>UlaUStlve ow e ge a
voca u ary and etymology' constituted knowled e of a Ianguage, fo~a language, he knew, is not analyzable int~ words and
grammatical forms but consists of ph
idi
f
th
rases,li1 roms,
nuances 0
aug h.t. It was the languaO"f'as it ,..,_
C
0......
ne a ve rrom the author
.j,

'

• "Suppose I plan a long walk, and find a bb .
.
a necessary condition of success in my pl
pc: Ie .In my shac. It. removal IS
plan; hinders it indeed if I imam" ...
an,. yet of Welf doe, noe further that
b
'.,ulIS acnoa to be f' If
. ,
ecome attached thereto. The same rusonillg a r 0 Its<: me~l~lOUl, and
grammar of a language by one whose object' : lei. to the acqUlSltlon of the
m that laQguag~:'-r-lntroductiou to the B"ag~~.. enJoyment of poetry written
gaf4, p....
L·
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that he desired to know. 'Not what this word should mean according to the philologists but what the author intend.ed it to
mean in this particular place; this was his principle. I.t IS measured by this standard that one must understand his senous statement that he knew only one language well, his native English.
That he was a master of English his writings amply prove; th~t
he came miraculously near to realizing the same standard 10
Sanskrit, however, is obvious to anyone who is capable ~f ~mparing his translations with their originals. His determ~atlOn
to approximate this standard in any langua.ge that he studied was
the reason for his early decision to curtail the number of languages to which he would devote his energies. He soon abandoned all but Sanskrit, Latin, French, and German. Only the
abandonment of Greek, he said, remained a matter of sorrow to
him. What he called his 'abandonment of Greek; however, would
have been considered by most philologists the continuation of a
lively interest and understanding; he would in the course of conversation recite whole choruses of Sophocles and long passages
from Homer and discuss with penetrating intelligence both
Greek literature and Greek philosophy. Yet he felt that it would
be quixotic for him to attempt to master both. Gre.ek and Sanskrit: he had made his choice and he abode by It. HIS regret was
due
his belief that in Greek was written one of the world's
three truly great literatures, the other two being in Sanskrit and
in English:'
.
For all technical scholarship of the usual academic type Ryder
soon came to cherish the same aversion (that is, as far as laboring
on it himself was concerned) as for comparative philology. Of
his doctoral dissertation, on a subject in Vedic mythology, he
spoke with no great pride. His later con~ibutio~s were t",'o very
brief articles in the [ournal of th~ American Oriental Society for
1902: one (two pages) on a hapax l~gomlmon in the Veda, the
other (five pages) on a modern Hindu commentary?n the Shakuntala of Kalidasa: and a longer article (37.pages) 10 the same
journal for 1906, containing notes on Th~ L~tl~ Cia? Ca:t.
The failure of well-read and reputedly brilliant UlliVerSltymen
to fulfill the promise of their youth in productive scholarship is

;0
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usually due to mere intellectual laziness or to II lack of any synthetic ability; they merely soak up information and perhaps use
it in their class teaching, but do not organize it. They illustrau=
Milton's lines:
Who~ds
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not
A spirit and judgment equal or superior, ...
Uncertain and unsettled still rem:ains,
Deep-versed in books and shallow in himsdr.

This was by no means true of Ryder. He was emphatically not
lazy; though deep-versed in books he was not shallow in hi.mself.
and he probably did not lack constructive capacity. But he thought
that he could do better and more useful work in other ways
tha." in ~echnical scholarship. In an unpublished "13Ysermon" he
wntes:

'We know how in the universities

the fetish of scholar-

:hip is held be~o~e:the: e:ye:sof young men, and is used to perve:rt
nd crll.sh all disinterested love: for intellectual things:' In the in~oduct1on to his translation of TIle Ten Princes he says (p. x):
Let us pay homage: to the: unknown artist of chapters i-v, who
was zealous for art .not r.
"
.
lor seIet-explcitation;
who stands a Silent
b uke--needed if h d d f'
re
"
and
. '. un ee: e --0 any 3ge greedy for scholarship
"( ,"b"d)
""D"ISmal other
t di stultlfymg
" " R self-advertise mem: "A n d ag3ill
I ••
S U res in In uences and so
be
eli"
th
hand
f h
h
urces may
securely I t 10 e
so t ose w a have no 10 t: Ii
\
is alw
h
ve ror nerature, since: the resu t
ays t e same. A zrear auth
h f
d
in using' t
r 0·.
or uses w at ts his purp:>se, an
I , so translOrrns It as to
ke i hi
lations Ryder nev
d e
rna e It IS own:' In his trans·
er use lootnote:s' th
h th
h
h Id
speak for itself w' h
' e:te:xt, e aug t, S au
,
It OUt comme:ntarv v R d
ld
sound and hone:st w k f
. J' .let y er cou
respect
or 0 a son th h h"
undertake.
A proof of th' . h' a~ e: Irnsdf would never
ISIS
Isbnda
t" I "L b
..
( re:printed in the: prestnt volume)
r Ie. e:
a oremus
Lanman, a man who in t
' a noble tnbute to Professor
"h
e:mpe:ramem and"
'd \ f
P IIS ment was utterly differe:nt fi
m I ea s 0 accom·
r
rom
Ryde:r
h'
1£
P rolessorChernisscitesRyder'
unse .
"'
h
sown
e:xplanat"
'"
m~ lrom sc olarly publication:
Ion 0 f h"ISre:lr31nHe had been reading Sanskrit d
peculiarity of technique which he one:
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:rama an~

had noticed a
y tnenUoned in conver-

sation with an older Sanskritist. This scholar urged him to write
a paper on the subject; and he, deferring to his older colleague,
went home with the intention of following this advice. Upon
sitting down to write, however, it occurred to him that for anyone who did not read the texts themselves the essay could have:
neither meaning nor legitimate interest, while anyone who did
read the dramas must either observe the point himself or else:
be so obtuse that he could not profit by having it pointed out to
him. From that time forth Ryder never published any 'scholarly
research:"
This reasoning most men will find fallacious, merely whimsical, not worth attention. A man who has not read Beowulf may
have a legitimate interest in an account of its position in English literature and of the: alliterative: technique of its verse. And
scholarship is a cooperative business. Even the most brilliant student may fail to observe all the peculiarities of a text that he: is
studying and may profit by the aid of others. The discovery of
the composite authorship of the Pentateuch, for example, was
the work of a whole series of scholars. But for Ryder the reasoning was characteristically satisfactory.
On the other hand, reading was for Ryder a controlling passion. Almost deaf to music, he was sensitive: to all shades of
expression in prose and poe:try. Through his careful reading of
English authors he became himself a master of English style.
But even in his native English Ryder's reading had curious
gaps. He loved Shakespeare but apparently cared nothing for the
other Elizabethan
dramatists; neither did he: care for English
ballad literature. He was no more an omnivorous reader than an
omnivorous student of languages. He followed his own inclinations, reading over and over again his favorite books; Gibbon's
Decline and Fall he: read six times. Neve:rtheless his taste was
more catholic than, say, that of Matthew Arnold. He admired
the high seriousness of Milton; he was e:qually devoted to W. s.
Gilbert and Edward Lear. (Once:, probably whimsically, he told
a student that Walt Mason was the be:st American poet; his serious opinion gave that rank to Emerson.) Wit and humor were:
part of his nature as much as moral earnestness.
xxi

According to Ryder1litc.raturcshould be read intelligently and
thoughtfully. (or Its own sake, for instruction or amusement, or
for both. Information about the lives of authors was in his eya
superfluous. "Daudin" [the author of T"~Ten Prinus] he wrote,
"h as been as successful as Homer-more
' Shake.
successful man
speare-cin baffling the impertinences of the 'Who's Who' brand
of scho~a~ship. And while. a few more details might prove piquam, It IS better to know too little than tOO much. In the case
of truly great writers, both understanding
and enjoyment are
co~m?nly enhanced when we have their works and have lost
their hves:' Hence mo 5t t eac hiLng 0 f E ng I'ISh literature
'
, school
10
and college was abhorrent to him: the language was that of the
reader and the reader must rna k e hiimsel f one with the author.
A pparently he expect d th
e
e average bcvy or
or si
girl to be of the same
temperament as himself. H'
.
in fact B
11'I
. e enjoyed biography for its own sake.
s ohn!on was one Orc hiIS b est-loved books' but
h
b' oswe
d
e o Jette
th ' to gossip on d omesucic derai
etails as a substitute for' the
sympa, elIC, und~rstanding of literature.
DUring his reSidence in Ge
R
mand of Germ
.h
I rmany ydcr acquired a fine coman
than mere g"m , ~ colu d write the language well, with more
mauca correctnes B r G
'
aside from Heine L
h
s. ur lor erman literature,
, enau t e roman .
d
he cared little He'd'
tic poets.un Schopenheuer,
.
concurre In a coil
'
.
was "a local celebrity'" th f
cague s verdict that Goethe
as the greatest Oerrnar
e t h. that Goethe should be regarded
poverty of the literatu;e ~et, eh~eemed a definite proof of the
Kalidasa (p. xvii] he .(' et III IS volume of translations from
"
rerers to Gaeth
bei
,
S rr Wilham Jones translated h Sh
e as elOg ill 178g, when
u
poet of Europe:'
t e ak 1ltaJa, "the greatest living
For French poetry, aside from V'U
'
Ryder cared little but Fr
h
lon, RaCine, and Moliere.
,
,enc
prest: h h
h
slstently great of any in the world M e ~ aug t the most conFlaubert, and Anatole France
. ontal,gne, Stendhal, Balzac.
rlpS. M a I"lere, however he b I'Were
ed ever In h'IS h ands or on his
'
elev
lobe h
F ranee.
t e greatest glory of
Among the Latins Ryder's fav '
H orace, an de aesar whom h
Otlteswer e V'"81'I Lucretius
,
e regarded as th'
,
e greatest writer of

xxii

prose in the language. These, with Carullus and Tacitus, he read
and reread, and none of the other Latin writers did he believe
really significant.
Though Ryder could read Italian, he apparently was little
acquainted with Italian literature. Of Spanish literature he was
ignorant. Of the Russian writers he read 'Iolstoi, whom, judging
from his poem on him, he respected even more as a personality
than as a novelist. Yet in his later years, when he himself had
grown intensely conservative, he came to dislike the Russian
genius because of his socialistic and anarchistic teachings.
The Sanskrit language Ryder valued solely as the vehicle of
a great literature, a literature in his eyes of more worth than that
of Greece. In it his tastes were as individual as they were in
English literature. Despite his early study of the Vedas he cared
less for them than for classical Sanskrit literature. Though his
erudition in Hindu mythology was vast, he was not interested in
its anthropological
or historical aspects, only in its function in
literature, in what the great poets had made of it. His attitude
towards Realien, details of domestic and public life, was the
same: a knowledge of them seemed to him interesting and valuable only as it aids one to understand the literary texts. The RigVeda, however, he never ceased to read, not merely because he
felt that it is the stuff of which all Indian literature is made, but
as a collection of great poems. Sanskrit drama and the "fable
literature" he read exhaustively and repeatedly; but all this he
took seriously even as he did Indian philosophy, not as a collection of primitive curiosa but as the work of real artists to whom
he was not ashamed to go to school. When he read the Mahabharata or the Ramayana he read it from first to last; and that he read
them thus not once but several times will furnish some notion
of the way in which he read Sanskrit. He said to a student that
if he were confined for life to a single book he should certainly
choose the Mahabharata. He read for his own instruction and
amusement, not merely as an aid to teaching or publication. He
roundly condemned an eminent Sanskritist because he "never
read any Sanskrir for fun:' He would have scorned the attitude
of a famous Spanish scholar who said: "I do not read ballads,

xxiii

I study
.. _11 d eveted 10 the high senousness
.
th
Bh them"'. He was tC(u.my
cl
e di Q~QvQd.gJ~aand to the depntly picaresque narrative of

D an

10 $

Tt:1IPnnus.

Through and through a man of literature,

Ryder was not to

;n~gr;a~degree a man of leuers. (Here he is in sharp mnlrasl
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History Ryder regarded as a pleasant and instructive subject
for study and reflection but not a matter of equal importance
with great literature, for he agreed fervently with Aristotle that
poetry is more philosophical and more serious than history. For
him history was an art, not a science. He knew best the history
of Greece, Rome, the French Revolution, and (by "fortuity of
birth;' as he explained) the United States. He was specially interested in the period of the Civil War. Gibbon's Decline and
Fall remained for him the greatest work on Roman history. The
notes added to it by later scholars he termed impertinences that
merely demonstrated
the greatness of Gibbon and the inability
of his commentators to understand him. This is the point of view
of a bright twelve-year-old lad poring over his Christmas Plutarch. Nothing could better illustrate Ryder's almost exclusive
interest in literature and his dislike of scholarly disquisitions
about it. It would seem that any truth-loving man with enough
interest in history to read Gibbon from cover to cover would
wish to know how far the statements and views of an eighteenthcentury Englishman have been corrected by sources of information discovered since his time.
Ryder loathed the formal features of academic life; he detested
the machinery of courses and grades, examinations and degrees.
One of the bitterest gibes in his "Tolstoi" is:
They of the Inquisition prayed
To him of Galilee!
The Renaissance of learning made
A University!
His own examinations in his language courses were perfunctory;
he appraised his students by his personal knowledge of them.
Only one student ever received under his supervision a higher
degree in Sanskrit, and that was only a master's degree. The student wanted the degree and had the requisite preparation for it.
The Dean of the Graduate Division sent to Ryder the formal
papers that must be filled out and Ryder tossed them in his wastebasket. The unfortunate student appealed for help to the Dean,
who instructed him to capture Ryder and bring him to his office.

xx,

~~,.stUd~tf finding Ryder in II mdlow mood, did 10. So after
W<;:QI;$
of delay the
.L_
R d
I
prop« UUl,;umcnll were made out and filed.
y er nod\Y ocsened up; he conduacd IIformal e:xamin:llion and
th e stu em fecrived h'
_..1 d
ever th
I
IS COVetcu cgree. It iJ fair 10 SOle. howproc' d at ~~ east once R.)"der mCOUl"3gcd a brilli3nt nudenr to
tt
to. e doctorate In anskrh, BUI the student's main inreresr was III Greek
lha h d
fo, th d
I so
t e offered
a.nskrit only as II minor
e egree.
Neverthdess Ryd
k
.
.
versity doi
I leT too part In the administraucn
of the Um, omg oya Stt .
th
'
""'gned
'
f Vice on e ccmnunees to which he was
-r-servrce 0 roo
I th
'
colleagues.Th D
re va ue an that of the majority of his
has been n L ~ ean ~fthe Craduate Division testifies that there
o oener chairman th R d
£
mittee on Fell
hi
an y er 0 the Important ComRyd
OWl IpS and Craduare Scholarships
er was a teacher f h
.
be remembered
.
t e most genuine worth; he hoped to
students had t IPnmartly as a teacher. In his first-year class the
.
0 earn Sansk '
d~ll1it into lhcm. The had fit grammar. though Ryder did not
did not order the
Yl
to work. If they did not work, Ryder
,
Illl0 eavethccl
t th
'
h
personality of the m
R
ass, ey JUSt left, awed by t e
them. Professor Cia -k , yder Icd his students; he did not drive
ing students to thin~ ~ernarks that he had "a gift (or encouragt
After the first year th a~they could do things for them.selves~
enrolled in them in Re~ a~s usually mct, if no women were
that he thought ;dc U~tcers roo~: Ryder would assign a lesson
q
for the rest of the tim
,~~~r It In half an hour and thcn char
b h
e-or ......
Jond h .
'
Y t e text or on topics
t c tlme-on topics suggested
eral can d uct of hfe
' 0' not
suggested
b'
,
th
Y It: on literature the gen"" med to havc a genuin
'
ewaysof
'
.
. t he world. For students
who
wonhwh" '
etnterestlnS
k' ,
'
I e 10 themselvesR d
ans fit literature and to be
rea dmg S k'
yerWouldd
'
than he d;ns ru privately with stud Oanythmg.Heenjoyed
d the conduct of fi
I cnt, or ex-students more
spectfully to th
"
orma classe H
,d
e opmlons of th 10
s. e would Listen retne to for h'
e wli
he m' b ce IS way of thinking
est student. and he never
Ig t condem'
upon an
another h
n With vehemence th
~ne; for, although
own mi:ta~~a:n~~y upheld ~e right o~:tlon5 or opinions ~f
IS OWn fashIOn.
tty man to make hiS

?

nvl

Ryder believed that the only true foundation for a general education was a knowledge of Greek, Latin, and mathematics. He
found the world fallen on evil days and coped with the situation
as best he could, permitting students to start Sanskrit with him
even if they had little previous experience in language study.
Once a young woman who was intensely interested in Hindu
philosophy. but who had never studied either Latin or Greek,
enrolled in his elementary class. According to her own account
she worked about eight hours on a lesson, and at that was "the
dunce of the class:' In her second year she was reading the Bbagal/ad-gita with intelligence and understanding. In her third
year she started in on the Upanishads; sometimes Ryder would
read with her only two verses and then discuss with her the
Hindu philosophies.
Besides his courses in Sanskrit Ryder offered lecture courses
on "The Veda and the Philosophical Systems" and "Classical
Sanskrit Literature:' These soon became crowded with miscellaneous and untrained students. He skillfully remedied affairs
by limiting the registration to "students who for four years have
studied ancient languages: Sanskrit, Latin, Greek:'
Ryder was a man of wonderful personal charm and he displayed fasctinating wit in conversation. Yet from the first he
shunned general society; he was not seen at teas, though at least
twice he gave them himsel£ He repeatedly expressed, for instance
in his poem on Tolstoi, his scorn for "respectability:' Yet his own
offenses against it were no more than breaches of convention.
He was no Bohemian; no breath of scandal was ever attached
to his name. He belonged to no clubs except the Faculty Club of
the University, where he would spend long hours playing chess
or billiards, games at which he was an expert. He was intimate
at different times with various colleagues; then he would suddenly drop the friendship, apparently not from any ill will but
because the society of the person concerned no longer gave him
pleasure; he might speak with warm appreciation of the individual from whom he had paned company. Nevertheless by his
desertion he sometimes caused real pain to men who valued his
friendship. To his students and [Q his brothers and sisters he was
nvii

always devotedly loyal and helpful. Frugal in his ow» habits, he
w~s a man of generous nature, repeatedly gwing assistance (0
fnends who were in need of it.
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she was eleven when he died: during his last years she perhaps
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well proved by academic experience. In his youth Ryder likewise
expressed admiration for men with large private libraries. Yet he
himself at his death had only a small collection, well under two
thousand volumes, and those mostly in cheap editions, for he
had none of the collector's spirit. Four or five shelves would hold
his Sanskrit books. These were mostly texts of the authors that
he loved; he would study in Sanskrit, as in other languages, only
works that he regarded as masterpieces, and he cared little for
books about books. He lived in a small room, comfortable
enough, but bereft of all beauty and without even the simplest
luxuries. He desired nothing better.
Ryder hated mental arrogance, the spirit of persecution, as his
poems on Torquemada and Ignatius Loyola amply testify. Yet he
himselfwas by no means free from it. His words on theBhagauadgita, "In its combination of sternness with tolerance, the Song is
unique;' might be applied to himself. Sometimes he passed the
bounds of discretion in expressing his scorn for very worthy men.
To a student he described one colleague, a man of more than ordinary ability as a teacher, scholar, and writer, as "a perfect fool";
another colleague, one of the finest scholars in the University and
a man of genial and generous temperament, was "a menace to
intellecrual Iife" The basis for this last judgment was probably
the fact that the man in question occupied himself with details
of scholarship that Ryder thought frivolous. He castigated whole
departments of study: economics was "vile;' public speaking"not
worth damning:' In 1921, indignant at what seemed to him an
unrighteous act of the Harvard University Press in raising the
price of volumes of the Harvard Oriental Series that it held in
stock, Ryder addressed to the Press violent letters of protest and
was not appeased by the explanations offered him. He published
and distributed the documents in the case, sending to the Harvard University Press a sarcastic bill for ninety-five dollars for
"printing and distributing matter designed to raise the moral
tone of the Press:' The documents prove his singular wrongheadedness and singular command of vituperative language bur
also his own honesty of purpose.
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to the doctrine of Christ:' "But the heathen, no less than the
saint;' Ryder adds, "always perceives that the church is hostile to
his ideal, because it works toward a standard"
Ryder classified himself :lmong the hentheu. As far as doctrine
goes, if one may trust his endorsement of the atheistic Sankhya
philosophy, he apparently had no faith in a personal God, but
did believe in the immortality of the soul. As for morals; "I began to consider what goodness meant, and at last hit upon a definition which has ever since given me tolerable satisfaction. To be
good, I thought, meant to do hard work and to add as much as
possible to the happiness of others" And further: "Our first duty
is that of clear, honest thinking, which is in practice not to be
severed from courage. If we cannot bring ourselves to leave all
and follow Jesus,let us not ... pretend to follow Jesus. If we believe that love and friendship are worth all they COSt,let us be
as brave as those who believe rhac sainrship is worth what it costs.
Let us rise to the courage of the magnificent challenge: He that
is not with me is against me. Let us dare to say: We are not
with you, therefore against you. That is, we believe that the religious ideal is an ideal full of truth and beauty and hardness,
but one-sided and therefore crippling to all who are not called
and chosen. We natural men believe, with Paul, that the natural
man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are
foolishness unto him. And in this belief we find great comfort
and joy. Secondly, it is our obvious duty to strive toward genuine
sympathy with other human beings. This is the very cardinal
point of our gospel. If we fail here, we have given up something
of value [prayer], and gained nothing in its place .... Now sympathy and loving kindness would be easy if all felt as we do. The
pinch comes when we feel the duty of sympathy toward the
pious. This is our stern test. Here we must not fail. We must
improve on the Golden Rule. It is not enough for us to do as
we would be done by. Though this is hard enough, yet it requires no human sympathy. We must do as other people would
be done by .... We must treat the pious-not
as we would be
treated, but as they would be treated. We must not talk frankly
with them about serious things, for they do not like that. It is
xxxi

very hard, particularly because there seems something of insincerity in using the terms of intimacy where we fed that real
intimacy is lacking. But it can be done without sacrifice of delicate honor .... Perhaps I may be permitted one small piece of
prudential wisdom. Gallio is more successful in pious surroundings than Robert Ingersoll:'
Ryder in practice fell short of his "heathen" ideals, but probably not more so than the majority of the "pious" fall short of
their ideals.
Th~ record of a teacher is usually written in water, Aside (rom
teaching, Ryder made translation from the Sanskrit the chief
occupation of his life. His published volumes are: The little
Clay C~rt (a drama attributed to King Shudraka : 1905),
Women. Eyes (verses translated from the Sanskrit: 1910), Kaii-

dasa: Translatio~s of Shakuntala and Other Works (1913)'
Twenty-two Goblin. (1917), Relatifles (further verses translated
fro~ the Sanskrit: 1919), The Panchatantra (1925), The Ten
Princes (a collec~ion of prose tales, mainly by Daudin: 1927),
T.heBhagavad-gtta ~1929)' Aside from these books, Ryder published ma~y shan bin of translation, and one long translation,
the Ma/afl1kaof Kalidasa, Most of these are included in the pres.
ent volume. Taken as a whole Ryder's work
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as alien to English,

should not be copied, any more than Greek
into quantitative English hexameters, or even accentual English hexameters. Ryder decided
that English rhymed verse best reproduced
the effect of the
Sanskrit meters, and he used it consistently, in stanza form.
These principles are illustrated in Ryder',s translations
~f
The Littl~ Clay Cart, Shakuntala, and Malavlka. The Sanskrit
dramas had previously been rendered either into prose or into
blank verse. But as Ryder explains in his introduction to The
Little Clay Cart (p. xxiii) :
"The Indian plays are written in mingled prose and verse;
and the verse portion forms so large a part of the whole that the
manner in which it is rendered is of much importance. Now this
verse is not analogous to the iambic trimeter of Sophocles or
the blank verse of Shakespeare, but roughly corresponds to .the
Greek choruses or the occasional rhymed songs of the Elizabethan stage. In other words, the verse portion of a Sanskrit
drama is not narrative; it is sometimes descriptive, but more
commonly lyrical: each stanza sums up the emotional impression which the preceding action or dialogue has made upon one
of the actors, Such matter is in English cast into the form of the
rhymed stanza; and so, although rhymed verse is very r~e1y
employed in classical Sanskrit, it seems the most a~propnat:
vehicle for the translation of the stanzas of a Sanskrit drama,
Granting skill in execution, which Ryder possessed to an eminent degree, one can see how vastly superior, from a literary
point of view, his versions of the Sanskrit dramas are to those

hexameters should be rendered

made by his predecessors.
,
Ryder's version of The Littl~ Clay C~rt w~s perfor~ed m the
Greek Theatre of the University of California on April 10, 1907,
and many times at the Neighborhood
Playhouse in Ne;, York,
beginning December 5, 1924, (For these performances 1U ~ew
York Ryder characteristically refused to accept compensation.)
His version of Shakuntala was performed in the Greek Theatre
on July 18, 1914.
"
In his minor translations Ryder often deViated from hIS general principles. His versions from Bhartrihari are sometimes
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even mor.e brief th:m. the originals. In an epigram brevity is the
soul of wrt and omission does no harm if the spirit of the original
be preserved. His versions from the Mahabharata and the Ramayana usuallr consi~t of single verses extracted from a long paseage, sometimes WIth an occasional change of order. The result
IS a sh~rt ceo.to, ,?n English poem based on the Sanskrit. "The
Lovers Meeting; a translation of an episode in the KathlUaritsagara that tells a story of somewhat th
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Professor W. Norman Brown, himself a specialist on the Panchatantra, writes that he does not always agree with Ryder's
interpretation
of the sense or the tone of individual passages:
"Yet there is a general literary character that charms. By ignoring the lexical and interpretative problems he has made a book
that is definitely readable. His prose is sure; his verse at times
almost as neat as that of the Sanskrit. Without the verses the Sanskrit text would be good fable, as is 'Aesop' or Babrius; with
them it becomes rare and precious literature. Never, to my observation, does Professor Ryder miss a humorous point; in fact
he seems at times to insert a Rabelaisian touch where none was
intended'w
For the Bhagavad-gita Ryder had the greatest admiration,
terming it "the most influential,
and probably the greatest,
among the many sacred books of India:' He writes further:
"Why do one's duty, in such a world as the present? How is it
possible, in such a world, to see any profit or joy in duty done?
Partial answers may be found in Homer, Ecclesiastes, Lucretius,
the New Testament, and elsewhere; the full answer, satisfying
both intellect and spirit, is given in the Song of the Blessed On~~'
Whether this Song, which takes for granted both the Indian
caste system and the transmigration
of souls, can become a practical guide for duty for us Occidentals, is a question that may be
asked. Brushing this question aside, let us see what difficulties
Ryder had to overcome in translating the Song.
He faced the same problem that confronts a man who attempts to translate the Hebrew Psalms into modern verse forms.
No English poet has ever solved that problem for the Psalms
with even tolerable success. Ryder's solution of it for the Bhagavad-gita was far from complete, but it merits our admiration.
Ryder had a theory that only three meters in literary history
could be read indefinitely without becoming monotonous: the
classical hexameter, English blank verse, and the Sanskritshloka.
But he translated the shlokas, here as elsewhere, into English
"eights and sixeS;' with a rhyme on the sixes. This meter is
.. Saturday &.new of liren:ture, II: 313 (Nov. 21, I925)' The sentences, tahn
from a long review, have been rearranged.
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"What they call Sannydsa (Renunciation), know, 0 Panda va,
that to be Yoga; for never doth anyone become a Yogi who hath
not renounced his fancies:'
Ryder's version is:
That man renounces and performs
Who scorns his labor's price
Yet does his work, not he who shuns
Fit work and sacrifice.
Renunciation, discipline
As one we must admire:
No mao is disciplined without
Renouncing heart's desire.
In the prose versions, not to speak of their fatal lack of any
beauty of expression, the letter killerh any emotional reaction
to the impressive ideas of the original; it likewise leadeth Mrs.
Besant into pedantic footnotes, as it doth even Pramada Desa
Mitra in some other places. No reader who has not steeped himself for yearS-Qr at least months-in Hindu philosophy will
feel his heart leap up at the mention of "Sannydsa,' "Yoga;' or
for that matter "formative will:' Ryder preserves the essential
ideas of the original and expresses them with a poetic skill that
at once evokes an emotional response.
Mter finishing his Bhagaoad-gita, Ryder practically ceased his
work as a translator. To a casual inquirer he would say simply,
"I have done enough:' To a student he gave a more satisfying explanation: For his work he must have a text that was worthy of
translation, that had not hitherto been worthily rendered into
English, and that was within his own powers. Nothing remained
in Sanskrit literature that satisfied these three conditions. But
perhaps he no longer felt the same joy in poetic expression that
he had in his youth. It is noteworthy that his last original poem
dates from 1917.He had longed to translate a drama by Bhavabhuti, but he felt that he could not write an English style that
would be worthy of the original.
In his last years Ryder became more and more solitary. Prob~
ably no more than two close friends remained to him. His chief
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relaxations were visits to his little prote.g&: Virginia and ~e study
of military tactics, which held a great if purely academic fsscination for him, In his youth a fanatic idolater of Grover Cleveland, in his last years he was an equally fervent despiser of the
New Deal. At heart a conservative and perhaps somewhat of
an aristocrat, he was at odds with the world and with its ideals
of education. Probably he parted from life with no regret.
This inadequate attempt to describe the achievement and the
personality of Arthur William Ryder may fitly close with tributes from two of his pupils.
Professor Chern iss writes:

A truthful spirit, slow to wrath,
Detached, just, peaceful, kind;
Good-will to life; a lack of greed;
A shy, firm, gentle mind;
A radiant spirit, patient, pure;
A loyal valor sage.
Are his, brave prince, succeeding to
The godlike heritage.

"Ryder ... loved Sanskrit literature and it was his desire 'to
extend an accurate and joyful acquaintance
with the world's
masterpieces: This he could do in two ways, by teaching people
to read the books themselves and by translating into English
some of these masterpieces, in order that those who did not know
Sanskrit might still gain a measure of the profit and enjoyment
which these books contain, or even by enjoying this sample of
the wealth of Sanskrit literature might be induced to learn the
lan~ge
which would put the original treasure into their pos-session. These two things he set himself to do; that he did them
both supremely well is attested to by the best of witnesses: the
t~anslatlons themselves, which are now monuments of English
literature and at the same time the best commentaries on their
~riginals; the thousands of English readers who have gained delight and knowledge from these books: his students to whom
Sa~skrit is not merely a language but 'a world of b~auty over
which broods forever the spirit of a teacher and a friend half
divine in his great humanity;'
Anoth,er pupil, Dr. Rajko Hariton Ruzic, feels that Ryder's
personality could not be better described tha b th opening
hi
.
n Y e
stanzas a f IS verston of Canto XVI of th B'
d.

e nagava -gIla:

A generous spirit, upright, strict;
Pluck; punty Within;
Study; self-conquest; sacrifice'
Strong, wise self-discipline; •
xnviii
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Yes, I have crushed them; yet a few more years

The empire staggers, free from sickening fears
Lest all the glory of its massive past,
Dishonored now, decaying to the last,
By vermin Hun
Poisoned, undone,
Should rot in death irreparably vast.
Nay, heaven could not decree that such a foe

Should win, that Caesar's Rome should perish 50By witches' seed struck down, with black, lank hair,
Whom devils fathered in a desert lair,

Their cheeks rough~gashed,
Their noses pashed,
Moon-legs, and deep-slit eyes with lust aglare.
Yet why these labors for a dying state?

Why struggle briefly with a certain fate?
Why strive to keep the body still upright
When that is gone for which men love to fight?
For well I know
The Gothic woe
Engulfs the world, and superstitious night.
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This Gothic and Germanic

brotherhood

We hate, as always. both ror ill :LI1dgood;
Though all.are: brave and ma.ny of them chaste,
By vulgar Vice each virtue: is defacedTheir brutal. rude,

•

DuB h:udihOO<!
Creeps low, by stern. artistic. aim ungraced.
And they inherir man's great cenruries-e

The sombre dignity of Rameses,
Plato's
--,hi! " t h r illSo
And dear light that \.4JJnSW
welt
Caesar's splendid majesty. that fills
The trump of time

With breath sublime,

From Nile reechoing to the Roman hills.
h
C ith
w en III and grace: arc gone
an that warms a man to look upon

Dark days I see

Ad'

Wh

en Christian
..
•
"'
SUperstltlOn onward creeps
ObIIteratmg hum d h
'
Wh h
an epr s and steeps
en oncr's prize

•

With honor dies
When priests and '

women rule, for manhood sleeps.

So is my question answered; I must fight
Just to abridge the inevitable night;
To bring some civilizing vision home
To these rough German brutes, of what was Rome,
That they may see
The mystery,
Ere all dissolve in froth and bloody foam.
What will the world be, when at last the dawn
Kindles, the sadness of the night is gone?
Decaying Egypt could not well foresee
What Greece, decaying Greece what Rome should be;
And sudden change
As great as strange,
Will startle men again and make them free.
In this assured belief I fight forlorn
For men whose parents' parents are unborn;
For men who never will be told that I
(And some few others) did not weakly cry,
But conquering fears
Shed blood for tears
And dared to fight unrhanked, unpaid to die.

Religion is like empire' the 1
Are fit to keeo t
•
Ya one

While wors~rp'bot who crc::atetheir own;
trowed rro
r
.
Serves only to d'
m a lorelgn sky
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Brave men and
th
'
at elan Will
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surely die.
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At which the world might be redeemed;
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She even trained her orphaned sonNot now the pledge of what she dreamed,
But first-fruits of nirvana wonAnd gave him to her faithless lord,
His faithless father, bade him prove
A faithful follower of the Word,

Forgetting home and mother's love.
What shall she have for recompense
Of so great sacrifice that shook
The deep foundations of her sense?
Some mention in a Pali book.
And what is his reward? That still
Through twenty centuries and five,
While men forget his mastered will
And love, they keep his name alive;
That all his myriad following
From Singapore to Kandahar,
From Lion Island to Peking,
Cares little what his teachings are.

Oh, tragedy the soul to Ray,
That through all near and distant lands
Though many study, preach, and pray
Scarce one is found who understands!
There may be persons who believe
One woman's deep-devoted soul
Would, in eternal justice' sieve,
Oursiti this more diluted whole.
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No! He must sacrifice-c'rwas known
To Buddha, as to every other
Who strives for light-not self alone,
(Small task!) but son and wife and mother)
Preparing thus the perfect day
When, to nirvana fully grown,
We put all lovesof earth away
And know, at last, as we are known.

TOLSTOI-A

CRITICAL SYMPOSIUM

I. BY THE

CLERGYMAN

This Tolstoi puzzles me a bit;
Although an earnest man
He does not seem to be a whit
Episcopalian.
He seems quite free from moral stain;
Then why so oddly live?
Religious life is easy, plain,
And mostly negative.
To trust in words, and not in things,
To teach in Sunday-school,
Reject all brave imaginings,
Love, think, and pray by rule:
Conventions dear to mine and me,
From testing which we shrink;
Ah, where would true religion be,
If everyone should think?
A young and fair parishioner,
Too lovely to be chid,
Told me that Tolsroi seemed to her
To do what Luther did,
And Paul, and Augustine, and all
The saints of long ago:
He sacrificed at Heaven's call
The things that pleased him so,

8
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To find his Savior crucified,
Contented though his search
For righteousness should end outside

Of the Established Church.
A moment dashed, my spirits rose:
"Dear sister, be not led
Astray by reasoning from those

Long comfortably

And here's a man of mighty brain
Who spreads his writing thin
O'er such vague themes as love, and pain,
And duty, God, and sin.

dead.

"Their duty was, to brave the powers
Of darkness, and to die;

Strange. in a scientific age.
To spend one's efforts thus]
As if the scientific page
Were not enough for us!

To be respectable, is ours,
Nor ask the reason why:'
I trust the godly will not mock;
Doubts must not, shall not be
The robbers of my little Rock-

Yet is it all so plain to me?
His words. sincere and burning,
Have made me doubt that there may be
At least two roads to learning.

Yet Tolstoi puzzles me.
II. BY THE ENTOMOLOGIST

His thoughts are not the thoughts
Into the world he lugs

In classifying. much remains
Today, to be made tidy.
A man of taste would find his pains
Rewarded by Vespidae.

I love;

A God he cannot touch nor prove;
I COUnt the spots on bugs.

Some broad. true highway have I missed,
That 'Iolstoi's feet have trod?
Is he my fellow scientist.
A specialist in God?

The world seems very plain to me;
FuJI half its joy is missed
By him who feels no call to be
An entomologist.
And no such call has Tolstoi known'
At science' need he laughs_
•
The Hymenoptera alone
Lack many monographs.
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III.

BY THE

LADY

AU men are quttr: and Tclstoi seems
Just half as queer again,
His novels haunt me in my dreams,
And yet-cthese menl These menl
He lacks the decent, social pride
That makes us better, sweeter;
I fear it cannot be denied,
His linen might be neater.

I try to be a faithful wife;
But Anna, mangled under
Those cruel wheels, makes all my life
Seem strange. Could I, I wonder,
Learn duty from that dirty man?
I wonder if I need it.
One thing I should do, and 1 caoMy daughter shall not read it.
IV. BY THE

PROFESSOR

Of ENGLISH

LITERATURE.

He does not need to pinch and save
And miser all the whileHe is not clean; he does not shave;
His clothes are not in style.

Tolseoi, qua artist, is my theme;
But I must travel far
To separate such things as seem
From such as vital are.

Why should he labor with his hands?
He might make more of life,
As every woman understandsHis poor, unhappy wife!

The common herd heed common things;
When they have understood
This man's evangel frightened kings,
And helped to make men good,

She must be jealous of his books;
A man who writes so dearly
Of ~nna's fascinating looks,
Might act a little queerly.

They are impressed. The critic, nol
His task, so subtly sure,
So poignantly elusive, so
Strange, intimate, obscure,

I wish I had the faintest trace
Of Anna's power of pleasing.
I would not wear a double face'
But just a little teasing
,

Is this: in cultured phrase to tell

Would d~ my husband good todayHow bitterly I cried
To read about the awful way
In which poor Anna died.

To classify, to eliminate
All that may touch the heart,
Inform the mind, improve our stateThe residue is Art.
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An inattentive earth
The pith of books; to strip the shell
And pierce to inner worth;
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In Tolsroi's work there is not much
Of Art in evidence;
Why, people read his books as such,
And understand the sense.
They love his drastic; vulgar scenes:
Small chance for Art is there!
Now, no one knows what Pater means,
And none but critics care.
An idle hour may well be spem
On Tclstoi, it may be;
But let more earnest thought be bent
On Arnold, Lamb, and me.

'Twill be the climax of my joys
When we shall down the fools,
And teach the truth to glad-faced boys
In Tolstoi Sunday-schools.
VI. 8Y THE OLYMPIAN

The man by whom new fire is brought,
Is never understood;
They praise his most imperfect thought,
And blame him for the good.
Whatever fits their petty scheme,
With flowers of praise they strew;
Whatever makes them think, they deem
Fantastic and untrue.

V. BY THE ENTHUSIAST

I cannot praise him as I ought;
When I was sick of soul
I found tru e peace .In w h'at he taught:
He saved me, made me whole.

He helped me to be Simple,
'
pure,
To do what good I can
To laugh at mad ambitio~'s lure
To trusr in God and m an.
'

Thus I found Totstoi; he m

Forevermore shall be'
Y gu
The best of mortals m' 'fi d
'h
-megnine
Ih
n IS umility.

ide

And so I spend contented d
In teaching what h
ay.
Till 11 h
e taugh,
I ate
world shall soun '.
.
And think as Tolstoi thod his praise,

ugln.
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Yet worse, the littler ones are sure
To organize his truthSome school or church that shall endure
In everlasting youth.
And thus they always kill at length
The thing they organize;
The more the body gathers strength,
The more the spirit dies.
They of the Inquisition prayed
To him of Galilee!
The Renaissance of learning made
A University!
None seeking forms, or praise of man,
Or scholarship, or art,
Or any social glory, can
Be quite sincere at heart.

IS

Tbp Tol"(JI w~ D<(fC; hi! prtde
Of power ... d bnin OIId binh
And 810<),Wend ou, end died
In me yi»oo or an earth
Where: men ibouJd U1\'t: th~( JOuls by pain.
houJ~ conquer pride and bind it;

The encem u:uth be:taught again:
Who Iooa hre:, shall find II.
Thi~ is his lessen to his race,
Dieon it 3$ tbey can;
The world becomes a better piau

For one: brave. honest man.

SONGS FROM NIRVANA

NIRVANA
What all have sought with mad or tame surmise,
To India's seers was givenA glad. serene, and lasting Paradise
Which, wisely known, the wisest most would prize,

A satisfying heaven.
By none beside was such a vision found,
Though many sought in vain;
The red man with his happy hunting

ground,

The Arab in his sensual fetters bound,
Stir wiser men to pain.

The Christian drops the clean, insipid scheme
That John at Parrnos saw;
For life's impetuous, turbid, Gothic stream

Makes more appeal to men than such a dream
Of inadventurous awe.
Wise in our generation, very true,
But too unpractical;
For all the thoughts we think and deeds we do
Are vain unless they lead us onward to
That which should be and shall;
Nirvana, where the knower and the known
Weave and cornpenerrate:
Where special name and personal form are gone,
Where, in a life-crammed desert, truth alone
Broods in majestic state.
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Not there the cbwing..ner

DREAMS

m steru:,

The dull brain overborne,
The thirst, the fret, the ch:ue or that which Bees,
Until such biu or truth as we do seize
Seem fragmtnl$ soiled and torn,
But whole prcception,Ii"ing.
Of truth forever growing"

(tCC

from Baw,

ThusH
d"
•
I
. era uus cr Pyth3gotllSS3\l1
n TJungs au nllmMs an eternal law
Or EU"Ytl!ing is pOl£:mg.

Once upon a time, I,Chuang Tsu, dreamt Iwas a butterfly, fluttering
hither and thither, to all intents and purposes a butterfly. I was conscious only of following my fancies as a butterfly, and was unconscious of my individuality as a man. Suddenly, I awaked, and there
I lay, myself again. Now I do not know whether I was then a man
dreaming r was a butterBy, or whether Iam now a butterfly dreaming I am a man.
_BUTrERFLY CHUANG

I dreamed I was a butterfly,
And how, I wonder, can
I know for certain if 1 be
A butterfly or man?

When such light dawns., the truth iJ me. and so
All petty aims of men-,
All
F hare,. all leve an d h ope, aU suffered woe
ro~ fnend desired or detested foeDissolve: and perish then.
N~ k;.ndJy fate to lesser folk denies
Th g Impse of such a heaven
r's
'boo°V<kparadise,
his lady'~eyes

n:

h-worrn's.!' InCURa bulary
o eac , scm e hiLOt "IS given.
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1 dreamed I was an ocean wave,
Majestically
Hongkong

-

To burst the
nt may be enough
and flee
F reed from tho cage
c.
•
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lettering
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Pan vice and vi
an mortal stuff.
trtue earth]
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YsmOOth and rough,

im and me,

Past all that separates an

All good and ill

bi ~ makes afraid,

To find, when fear::el:~t'
Truth, from within unfold~

In one glad imuinIon.

18

slow;

I had a pleasant passage from

Hints only! Yet a hi

Past thee and hi '

I dreamed I was a spider fierce,
By Fabre classified;
I ate my husband with a will,
And laid my eggs, and died.

to Mexico.

Again, I was an emperor,
With empress all my own;
And while the others worshiped
I worshiped her alone.

me,

Another night, 'twas radium,
Endeavoring to dodge
The keen research that Soddy makes
And Rutherford and Lodge.

and doubts are laid,

g and self-made '

'9

Else.Hke the vulgar comfort-seekers

nd eoee I "au bIde chdd
And h.oppocrby wThan all the dngymtn and kmB'
And toefl« tcamus arc.

The hours they trade or pray
.
Or paint or love, he sinks in stagnant sin,
Dribbling his soul away.
Until he loses all things fierce and warm,
Grows shriveled, blunt, inane,
A flat distortion, like a solid form

I ca.n'~ deny J am a mm;

And y~.with sua :II Store
Of inc:arn~tionl., t am sure

Projected on a plane.

That I am JOmfthing more.

And freedom is so cheap! Some hardy scorn
Of death and thirst and pain,
Some willingness to love yet be forlorn,

The man is but a thlck cement
Or skeleton, it seems.
To bind the bricks and blood and life

Will make a man again;
Some inner sympathy with dogs and tramps,
Some readiness to flee
The age-old enemy that chains and c1amps-

Of never-ending dreams.

Respectability.

RENUNCIATIO
So~e aum:rity and Wintry negativity, some roughness. dangtr,
stnngtney, and dlon. lOme 'nol no!'
_w. JoOllS

Some danger sought, some scorning of a part
From What is offered whole,
So::;.esdf-conttmpc:, some jolting of the cart,
t:lerVa an unbribed soul.
~t
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•
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.

So cramm"d CYth~Jwhere peace is none; so Wild.
.. \VI
riak illifi
Where safety cradla;
C,
He looks within for~~
youth or child,
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A few can make the last, great sacrifice,
All others far above,
Sweetly renounce the pearl beyond all price
Of woman's special love,
Contented see the long years follow years,
The loneliness, the sense
Of what might be, yet view them still through tears
Of soft, glad reverence.
These are the heaven-foretelling
salt of earth,
The spray before the wave,
.
Hints of an age that struggles to the birth,
More dean and free and brave,
More swayed by truer, deeper an, more warm
And truthful and intense,
When special loves shall all dissolve to form
One vast benevolence.
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IGNATIU

LOYOl.\ TO TIiE

"let us aU think in the -a.mc way,l~
ner if pomblc:."

houlder

10 shoulder,

. [PANY OF JESUS
US

all speak in

me same.man-

warriors, fight,

Fight for the Prince of Peacel
The world is full (If Jesus' foes.
And every ChriSliJ..Dcomrade knows
It IS his privilege: and right
To burn and tenure, lay and fight,
Fight for the Prince of Peace.

Well ye remember, comrades all,
Ere God me gave release,
How Ihave fought for women 's praise,
For gold and lust-ah, sinful daysl
But never with the courage high
An~ love that 61Js my heart, while I
Fight for the Prince of Peace.

For when in lazaret 1 Jay
{Fight for the Prince of Peacel}
My broken bones and sweating pain

Were, by God' 5 mercy, not .In vain;
.I.Was then . th e ShiIQIDg Virgin came
With
1i ~hrlSt, and set my blood aflame
a ghr for the Prince of Peace.

orr.

And from th
hour
U nil'I tnyhatconSttrated
-bea
I fight for Jcs=
ts cease,
et
In wicked Paris,
: home,
Where Gama and etl Orne,
New worlds for Chr' umbus spy
Fight for the p' lit to govern, I
nnce of Peace.
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We dare not doubt, we must not think,
We may not look for ease;
OUf enemies are legion-strong
Who think-and thought is sinful wrong;
Chastise them, disobedient
To Jesus' orders, heaven-sentFight for the Prince of Peace.
The Jew, the Moor, the heathen all,
(Fight for the Prince of Peacef )
The German monk who dares to flout
God's holy pope with canting doubtUphold our Inquisition well
And give the curs a taste of hell
Who scorn the Prince of Peace.
Dear Jesus loves His Spanish men;
(Fight for the Prince of Peacel)
He has elected us to see
What He desired in Galilee,
To 611 the world with slaughter grim
And render it, blood-washed, to Him,
Our King, our Prince of Peace.
And when we gather at His throne,
When earthly labors cease,
Perchance He'll bid us fly to hell
And souse in some deep, sulphurous well
Iscariot and the Roman throng
Who did the unpardonable wrongFight for the Prince of Peacel

JOO'S VALEDICTORY

On~hundr~ )'ears are gone and forty more
Smce God relaxed my toils,
Replaced my childrttl and renewed my store,
And freed me from my boils:
And be:~er,solved my probl~; when it seemed
Solution grew more distant,
.
Ysimpler methods than I could have dreamedHe showed it nonexistent.

B

For I and oth er men accounted Wise
.
Had wondered what it meant
That good mal suf1i'ered m the very eyes
Of God omnipotent.
We searched a ut eVI-wbether
'I h
.
It be:true
Or but illusive semblance.
W~hugge~ ?ur problem, as'men ever do,
ept evil In remembrance.
Real evil came' I . d
And H ' ' erie to God in tears,
I'
e in storm replied;
ve proved His ens
th
And f
wer rough a hundred years
ony years beside,
H e showed he .
In H' d ' w Ignorant I was of fact
IS etaded creation
S~:e:07~yra;!:°ulble~s
r-'"

';'luble by act

anon.

He told me wonders of Egy ,
Far fro.mOurland ofUz!tl.an Nile
The quainrlv imperturbable cr
.
And hiPPOPOtamus,
ocodil-,
The wild ass, unsubdued t h
The war-horse pro d 0 uman laws,
The ostrich heedless ~f commanding,
God gave no und
er .eggs,because
erstandmg.

it
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What is my duty if young lions roar?
To probe their mission here?
Nay, either win their pelts to deck my Boor
Or leave them far to rear.
What is my duty if a Shuhite friend
Or Temanite reproach me?
Why, make my exit certain or his end,
Ere Buzite friend approach me.
Evil is not a problem, but a fact;
No need to seek its cause;
Our duty is to lessen it by actTo break the spoiler's jaws;
To save the fatherless and the oppressed;
To see each sorrow tended:
And so to earn the grave's eternal rest.
The words of Job are ended.
ECCLESIASTES
Stern, truthful figure of an antique day,
Whose roughly tested plan
Of life stands firm, while others fade away,
Endures, while man is man.
For, building an abiding monument,
He builds it square and good,
Like other noble architects, content
To be misunderstood.
Such doctrine, piled of massive blocks of fact,
All cosmic weather spares;
Such fundament, the rock of righteous act,
Brave superstructure bears.
Not his the higher stories; none the less
Should firm foundation-stone
Have honor, not the added stateliness
And ornament alone.

sho"" us WI

the \'istons yaR and vain
Of pn>pI>cu. wn'l, and IICCfS
.
May topple dowa,)et cena.i.n rruths remain
UnshU<Il <hrougb <h. y<2I"S;
ADd ,,'bJil abades to mao, iJ stiU enough
To Ave and fortify
1.0righteous domg through the journey rough,
Until he comes to die.
He

And of the given truths, not least nor last

Is that me Preacher saw,
When larger visions fade, and hopes are past,
To instil courageous aweLet life be stripped of all we cannot touch,

Of future joys be refi,
The life we live today availeth much,
And righteousness is left.

o Babby God is his, conferring peace,
Whereon a man may throw
ResponsibiJjti~

and find release

From labor, danger, woe;
No quicksand God, glad to engulf and hide
Things inconvenient;

No God who weak excuses wilJ abide
"It was DOt what we meant:'
His

God is built upon a sterner plan

Deserving of man's awe,
Greater than man, and yet himself, like man,
Bound by etttnallaw;
A God who knows that life wonh living must

real advatture be.
That dust infallibly ra'urns to dust,
A

That none is wholly free.
But is it truth? Th . .
.
,
e msistenr question
Must man forever grope,

moans,

Li~;-<lthestined with them. in the sands and stones,
YY1 OUt a larger bope!
One answer, yet sufficient H
\I h
• eaven can
cue safe us, tonic, grim-;
Eternal truth is not, or not for man
But truths are given him. ,
'
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TORQUEMADA
Why do they hate me? Me who only do
My Christi an dUlJI?
Who. under God and Jesus, suuggle to
Fill Spain with unity, with passion true,
And holy beauty?
Yet scarcely will two hundred men suffice

My life to guard,
When forth I fare to smite jib)"wing vice'
Th
"
•
Y SU'lICe, with its strictly reckoned price
o God, is bard.
'

With stern devotion have I spent my lifeFor Jesus' sake~ bringing heretics, with child and wife,

sackcloth d ungeon. torture, rack, and knife,
.
Ad'
n to the stake.

.10

SixTh
thousand
" have I burnedk 0f th e vermin
au now'S[ the story'
ODe hundred th
' .
With loss of
ousand, penitent, returned
Be tho thgoods, to thee whom they had spurned;
me e glory.
So has thy will he
No fear 00 . en done throughout the land;

, pam
Has stayed my toil for

.

For tender-heaned I ~
King Ferdinand,
For God and S ,sa Ha, and
pam.
And how, great God co
.
Through length of. dauld life be better spent
Than planting truth th ys,
And sternly smiting ~h ~ cry~gout "Repent!"
Unto thy praise.
e lmpenltent,

For if God's truth be truth, to us revealed.
There cannot be
A task more urgent than to see them healed
By fire who err, that God's church may be sealed
In unity.
Should I be lukewarm, godless men would blight
The church's power;
It is for their salvation that I fight;
It is from deepest pity that Ilight
The stake's red Bower.
And still they hate me! Ah, my God, my God,
The task is hard;
So may I have, when this beneath the sod
Is laid. when the last dusty mile is trod,
My great reward .

THE YO

KALIDASA

'G MOTHER

She scenu a diamond set
In gold of mothtthood;
A rare) white violet
\Virhin the dark pine-wood;
A saint that Dever yet

Need .truggle

10 be

Of love's deep, simple wisdom. healing o'er
The world's old sorrows, India's griefs and ours;
That healing love he found in palace towers,
On mountain, plain, and dark, sea-belted shore,

good;

A spray of pink and whitt:

~nfoldin.g hour by hcue:
A nver sparkling bright
In answer to the shower'
A beam of purest light
I
Whose gentleness

is power

A life awaking late
To find how SWeet is earth'
A happiness too great
•
To show itself in mirth:
A young soul incarnate •
NewL-...
"
•
-corn Ul 8lVlng birth.
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An ancient heathen poet, loving more
God's creatures, and His women, and His flowers
Than we who boast of consecrated powers j
Still lavishing his unexhausted store

In songs of holy Raghu's kingly line
Or sweet Shakuntala in pious grove,
In hearts that met where starry jasmines twine
j

Or hearts that from long, lovelorn absence strove
Together. Still his words of wisdom shine:
All's well with man, when man and woman love.
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PIERRE'S PRAYER,
THE PETITION

OF A HUMBLE

CITIZEN

OF RHEIMS

Father, forgive. They know not what they do.
They who bombard my dead saints' witness true,
Our shrine and very soul with fire and steel
Kno"th
•
,
w ncr er what they do nor what we fed.
Thy temple's wounds
Cry without sounds,
Father, to thee. And only thou canst heal.
FsOhf human love and labor nevermore
. h t again the battered door,
R all setthupng
enew e roof from black and moldering sticks
R estorc: the murd ed 1
. '
W; h
er g ass whose fragments rmx
It powdered stones
And sacred bones
0, piece a gam
. th e shell-torn
•
crucifix.
Oh, have we 1 d th
0", weak
ave
e symbol overmuch?
ness
Father
And if th ift'
, Iaves to see and touch.
Som h e s ed daylight let us win
e eaven (with e th
I
And hId
ar y co Drs mingled in)
e pe us see,
Though dimly th
All-merciful , dOSt th'au~Impute a sin?
If sin it was th ch .
The thing ~e l~veda:::ment is sore.
Yes, Worse than de d f ead forevermore.
The rotting ruins d , or We can never lay
Each deadl
ecendyaway;
y rent
A monument
To them who hated God
upon that day.
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Why. Father, hast thou given power of late
To them whose hearts are full of childish hate?
Save France from that! May our brave soldiers still
Show condescending love for what they kill.
1£ heathen must
By France be crushed,
Let all be done according to thy will.
Help us. our Father, freely to forgive
Our martyrs' death. the rape of some that live;
Even as a mother with a child whose day
Was spent in selfishness and crud play,
Still hopes the best,
Lays him to rest,
And prays that God may take his guilt away.
Then all the world shall send a happy glance
At Jesus' spirit shining over France.
Father of mercy! Let thy mercy shine
Upon us with a radiance divine.
Let some dim rays
Of prayer and praise
.
(Great things we ask) appear beyond the Rhine.
The saints of France have borne the cross afar
Wherever heathen sin and sorrow are;
And red men listened, black men turned to thee,
The brown and yellow pondered patiently.
All these have heard
Thy holy word,
But not the heathen by
Baltic sea.

me
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N>c tha< Jut heathen, Father, do we pray.
Commc.od our preaching 10 their hearts today.
Bid them in ad humiljty repent
When they behold their sin, Thy temple rent,

Which they, in scorn
Of God, have torn.
Make men of them. Thou
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~rlomnipctenc

Original Prose

ORIGINAL PROSE

LABOREMUS
likes a compliment, said Lincoln. I hope that C. R.
Lanman, Professor of Sanskrit at Harvard, will like this, though
it is not, strictly speaking, a compliment, as it contains no pleasant window-dressing. It is a mere statement of facts, plus a moral
lesson for the rest of us-the writer is of New England ancestry.
Professor Lanman went to Harvard in 1880. His early years
t~ere were occupied as the years of professors are. His publicatlO~ dating from those years enhances, but does not create, his

EVERYBODY

lasting title to gratitude.
Then came the task that fitted his attainments and his nature.
~. H. C. Warren. who was (1 hope to be believed) an Oriental1St and a man of substence.Iefi a generous sum of money and an
a~mirable volume on Buddhism from his own pen, as a foundanon for the Harvard Oriental Series. For more than thirty years,
Professor Lanman has been the editor of this series. It is hard to
imagine a man and a task more fully absorbing each other.
The Series now comprises some twenty-five «arely volumes.
The contributors live in America, in Europe, in India. Every
ce
volume is competent, a fair percentage of high excdlen .
Professor Lanman is the Napoleon of editors. If a contributor
dies, Professor Lanman, with prodigious sang-froid completes
his volume. 1£ any detail is wrong, he sets it right. If right, he
makes triply sure that it is wholly right. He illustrates the manly
sentiment of an old Hindu (all the verses quoted are translated
from a Sanskrit text published in the Oriental Series) :
l

Mount Meru is not very high,
Hell is not very low,
'The sea not shoreless,if a man
Abounding vigor show.
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~' :: pu~IC othtnr.-ue.. be: NOS the 1m .nake to ground. realizg e wUdom of m. S... kru "YlIlg:
t.D bou.ta. where no mUes,/e found,
ODe tJer:p; «whut the: snakes arc bound;
But ptrfca ~

With

tetpcDU

it bard

wtn
bobbing OUf and in.
to

Or. in yet another form:
The 6nal penny of. debt,
The 6o.t1 foeman dire,
1De 6na1twinges of disease,
The. fina.I spark of EireFuuUty 00 these imposed
Leaves nothing to desire.
Of the
. ns
invcl
d idiffieultiM
<hi
-, th e. heartbreak]
eartbreaking delays and frustrauo
vc: one
l.D
..
. work, it is vain to give
. a
list. Let
ills world. -WI d e cooperative
note:
ustrauou stand for a thousand. Here is a recent
VolUJne$
India
in 19 21 fiand n
hisan d ~3.... Dr. Belvalkar, when returning to
1
collations an~
.::
nudl~at !iarvard, shipped his manuscript"Fangturm:' In A r papefl and his books by the German freighter,
port of Pal
n_~~'
1914. the "Fangtwm" was interned at the
ma, oa.tunc Islands • In 1919. s b e was released. In .""y.
".
192 .Dr Belvalkae
0
.-r recvered his pa
Volume:u was' ued i
pen.
Of vclurne aa
first in 1915. complete.
ary.1915 awai;ing f
!P pages •.. have been in print since [auuthe material for the or o;er five and one-half years the recovery "f
to Madras from Calrest 0 the book •... manuscripts ... from Nepal
'
curtaofto Do my
ba .•
HIS. Majesty'.
Secretary
gcnerow assistance ~f
hope: now that volwne
State for India In Council ... There IS
• 2.2 and 23 may be issued.
Tluough the tan led
err and by cantanfer
mass of troubles raised by man's machino

J::

'.the:

stur~y way. tramplin;:s='
~rofessor.Lanman ploughs his
It mIght be more graceful
es like a rhinoceros in the jungle.
would then be no broad tr:: lr~
like a serpent, but there
or oUowers. It is inspiring.

One bold and plucky fighter
Will give an army pluck;
One broken, routed blighter
Diffuses evil luck.
Now for the morallesson.lt
is plain enough-nothing
but the
power of devoted work on worthy material to raise a massive
memorial, if life be spared. But it is a needed lesson, when the
natural sciences, having seized much ground from mathematics,
find themselves defeated by the nature of their victory, themselves yielding in turn to baser things; when the modern foreign
l~guages, having stolen upon the serene classics, themselves
give way to the so-called "study" of English, while other subjects,
nameless here, are beginning to make Shakespeare actually appear almost a "study;' no longer the joyful recreation of the educated. The power of work is forgotten, the joy of work is missed.
Hurrah for Professor Lanman! LaboremusProfessor Lanman studied in early life under rhe direction
of W. D. Whitney. Filled with veneration for his teacher, he
would be indignant were it stated that his own native abilities
or achievements attain the white grandeur of that Himalayan
peak of philology. But in dogged work the twa men are equal.
Hence we may quote:
While water is given
By fate out of heaven,
If men dig a well,
It bubbles from hell.
Man's effort (sufficiently great)
Can equal the wonders of fate.
And since we like this, we shall continue the quotation:
Success complete
In any feat
Is sure to bless
True manliness.
Man's effort (sufficiently great)
Is just what a dullard calls fate.
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And why

not

have the 1351stlOU?
11lcn: is no toy
Called ""1JOY·
But man must nnlin
To bodts pain.
Even Vtshnu embraces his bride
With arms dut the chum-stick has tried.

Beside the massive dignity of this laborious life, how mean
seems all cleverness!
The lion's majesty derives
From nature, rich because he strives
To crown hi. fC2ts with nobler fC2t5.
What golden-collared

dog competes?

Translation from the French

,
TRANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH
THE PASSION OF OUR BROTHER THE POILU
Translaud from the French by A. W RYDfJl
l¥ith an introduction by G. CHINARD
M.uc

LECLf,l\C

[The: following poem was composed in March, 1916, by a soldier of
the army of Verdun between two [rips to the trenches. This name:
and this date: might of themselves serve as introduction. They would
Dot suffice to explain the success enjoyed in France by "La Passion de
Notre: Frere Ie Poilu" In the trenches at Verdun, among the simple
terr.itorials of Anjou, the Angevin poet, Marc Leclerc, has caused the
spong of medieval popular poetry to gush anew from the soil torn
by German shells. The enemy may furiously destroy the monuments
of past centuries; our brother the: Fbitu has preserved the vision of
Paradise which his ancestors endeavored to depict on cathedral windows. Toward God and the saints he feels the familiar confidence
which the simple of former days fdt for the Being, infinitely good,
whom they found vel')' near to them and, as it were, a portion of their
~ily life. The poem of Marc Leclerc is simple and somewhat sly,
Wlt~out being disrespectful; it is picturesque and highly colored,
while still remaining deeply religious; with no claim to depict the
French soul entire, it will prove pleasing, in its American dress, to
~I those who love to find, in the France of today, certain of the abidIng characteristics of France.r-G. C.]

He was a poor beggar, a poor lbilu,
Who went to the war, as he had to do.
No doubt he would have found it right
To be somewhere dse than in the fight;
But since 'twas duty sent the call,
Well, he just went, and that was all .

•
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For to mC" Fbllu II wat plain
There was no reuoo.ing with biJ pain;
In wartime, bds \yoo plough musl serve,
Even the broken-down reserve.
'Tis plain to sec not all the mob
Can hope 10 get a munition job'11s derks and workmen they m'ust find
For duty

00

the Front Bebiad,

SUlI; it's worse in the lighting van
If
•
•
you re only a common soldier man ;
Most shells you su are from a gun
'
That' b<ing handled by. Hun,
Our gunners send some tOO, you bet;
And everyone says they're better yet.

m

Crack! And the burst of a five·point-nine
A couple of rods from the fighting line.
The Poilu cried, "My God,l'm hid"
And slipped to his knees from the shock of it,
Then Rat. And on the earth a tide
Of blood from the poor lad's broken side.
"Pete;' he said to the corporal,
"You must tell the wife at home, old pal.
"At first just say that I've fallen sickDon't tell her the worst at a single kick.
And in my purse-there's a bit of swag
For the chums-you know, the squad-a jag.
The hand grenades-are in-my bag:'
So having made his final

n

The.Poilu and his comrades made
A night attack with hand grenade:
'Twas ugly weather for the raid.
'

BAlad,knight, and failing snow and sleet

n shell hal
d
'
,
And dro
es rna e to catch your feet,
p you on your face-or seat.

rThere
h were quit e enoug h biIg holes around:
d h
'
As if the 'd "t an t e more you found,
y rained all over the ground.

will,

He rendered up his soul-quite still.
tv

To heaven the Poilu's soul took flight,
With never a compass, through the nighr,
And came to Paradise-gates, all right.
There at the door he saw Saint Peter,
Hard at his job as carpet-beater,
Who cried in a voice that might have been sweeter:

.r'art er you wen
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"Before you enter, wipe your feet,
Then take the righr~hand door;' said Pete.
"Clear in you'll find the Judgment Hall;
Wait on the bench until they call"
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He cnler«l aU a-tremble. Right
In from WiU an angel, dressed in white,
\\'ho asked fIK hll papers quick enough,
H~ name. his cbu.lInd all that stuff.
The poor boy fell an awful fool,
Dumb in the middle of the vestibule;
But the angel said, Wore he'd been
W<liting forever, "WaJk right inl'
v
He'd never entered anywhere
The kind of church that he saw thereGold and vermlllicn-werk, for fair,
He saw God sitLing on a 5unMary at one hand, Christ at oneSix bushels of candles to left and right,
And lou of saints in a dimmer light.
They were mostly soldier saints. How fine
To see their helmets and armor shine!
Saint George, and Hubert, and Michael's grace
(The devil was under him making a face).
Leonard and Marcd next appeared,
And Charles the Great with all that beard,
Sulpicius, and Martin the holy one,
Saint Barbara handling her little gun;
There were Maurice and friends in the usual manner,
And Joan of Arc with her splendid banner.

When he saw this military crowd,
Th Poilu said but not out loud:
,
'IH
e's a rowl
"This is headquarters
u.
1"
I'llbet I'm going (0 catch It now
But now 'twas much tOO late to run;
He had to Stay and see the fun.
VI
"Hf

.

vve WIS

h to have a report from you;'

Poilu'

Said our dear God to the poor ?" '
"Before the war what did you d0

d

ed the ground;

"Well, God, I ploughed an ~w d
A job where not much cash IS fo~ •
And I had none too much aroun .

"But still so long as I didn't shirk,
'h
I had enoug
to pay my workb.
ife two oxen Ig,ardon) a pig.
""
Horse, cow, a WI,"
Some hens, and (beggmg your P
"Pigsl Ishould know one
Said good Saint Antony,
hking
God frowned, not I I
And good Saint Antony

, b er,"
ig from tot
~<bl ss you brothed"
e
11'
that at a ,
flit quite small.
c

b en a soldier-lad,
"And since you have e
b d?"
You haven't often been very a ~man;
"Dear God, my faults were. verIlY
I'll tell you tb e tru th about It a .
much aboard;
"At times I had too
iou Lord.
You know I come fro~~n~in~ we had;
And then 'twas wretc
"
You cou IOO't call me very bad.
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Then Father 'oah he chimed in:
..( wouldn't call m:u much of 3 sin.
I used to make 'em roe the mark
By always shouting, 'Forward, arkl'

V1l

to

"They ~ked me in the jail one night.
But I think I was in the right.
My pants were lorn. AU I could find

To cover up my poor behind
"Was a patch I took from the tail of my coat.
But the captain called me down. He wrote
A long report how I had went
And damaged goods of the government:'
Saint Martin said: "I did no more;
Icut my robe to cover o'er
A paralytic once. And see l
They watt and made .:1 saint of me:'
"And me they jugged,' the Poilu said,
"But, th ~,1covered myself instead, '
So that comes under a different head.
"And then the fleas that used to crawl"So ~an~ I couldn't scrunch 'em aU:'
Ah!
said Saint Labre ,Ieme"do 1 k
S
cratch, scratch in all humility:'
0

At this Saint Michael, sadly bored,
Moved Lab along with the Rat of his sword.

"Besides, dear Lord, if 1 did wrong.
My sufferings were dreadful strong,
And the misery it lasted long.
"I suffered things that wert: a fright
From cold. and heal, and hunger's bite,
And couldn't always sleep at night,
"Along the roads] used to drag
My poor skinned feel. and mustn't lag;
And great big drops of sweat would AowMy knapsack wasn't light, you know.
"And sometimes I would carry still
The sacks of others up the hill,
To help a little when 'twas rough,
Though I myself was tired enough:'
Saint Simon whispered to Jesus, "Ah!
Like us, dear Lord, at Golgotha!"
"Homeless before you at this hour,
A soul without a body's power,
1£ I, 0 Lord my God, did wrong,
Haven't I paid for it pretty strong?
You see me pale. My blood's full tide
Flowed from the wound upon my side:'
Then these words from Saint Thomas came,
"In truth, Lord Jesus was t hc same."

49

\1U

But Cod said not • weed. And so
The Poilu aretched his hand to show
The Virgin Motha', mantle blue,
The red robe of our Sevier, too,
The F.llher's big white beard. "Ob, see!"
He: cried. "There arc my colors three-The: colors or my country France,
For whom Idied. Those colors dance:

'"

The: Poilu sat in the midst of the crowd
And chanted among them, as loud as loud,
"Glory 10 God in ,Ilt! h;gMrt Mautn!"

While the response, by the angds given,

In waves of light sttmed ever to Bow:
"And P~acebe on tile Earth below
To all good men who wish it so:'

"Upon my coumry's Rag. And in
My love for her I lost my skin.
For her I cast my Lifeaway:
For her, Eternal God, today

S«: me, before you, kneel and pray:'
rx

God smiled at that. And 00 each side:
Heaven behind him opened wide.
x
And the Poilu saw the angels jumbled,
F~r sor:ncthing among them moved and tumbled.
Right In their midst there was a fearful
Crowd of the Poilus, mighty cheerful.
-r:hc:irsky-blue coats made a kind of border,
Flttmg as if they were made to order'
Helmets of gold on the heads of the ~ldiers,
And a great pair of wings on each pair of shoulders,
For easy, dry-shod transportation
Ah un dred miles
. to the nearest station
'
And never a blister for amputation.
'
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Translations from the Sanskrit

WOMEN'S EYES
BEING VERSES TRANSLATED
FROM THE SANSKRIT

u
Should fancy cease,
The world would be

Q

forest dead and dry.
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HYMN TO FAITH

WIPE OUT DELUSION

By Faith the holy fire is lit,
And sung the liturgy;
We pray to Faith with all our wit
For prosperous piety.
Give wealth, 0 Faith, to me who give
Such worship as I can;
Make me respected, make me live
A rich, religious man.

Wipe out delusion, 0 my soul!
Seek peace in Shiva ever;
Dwell on the banks whereunder
Floods of the sacred river;

roll

Who trusts in waves that break and crash,

In bonfires' flaming flakes,
In bubble or in lightning-flash,

In women, streams, or snakes?
_From

BnARTRIH"RI

The gods have faith from imps, I see;

For what they will, they can;
Enlarge .my prosperous piety
As a nch, religious man.
Gods worship Faith, and pious men
M~st worship every hour;
If faith first fills our bosoms then
Faith gives us wealth and 'power.

LIFE
Here is the sound of lutes, and there are screams and wailing;
Here winsome girls, there bodies old and failing; .
Here scholars' talk, there drunkards' mad commonon-'Is life a necrared or a poisoned potion?
_From BHAlI.TJtIHAlI.l

HOW LONG, 0 LORD?
We call on Faith by morning's light,
On ~aith in glare of day,
On Fal~ when evening sinks to night:
Faith, give faith to prayl

a

-From

the Rig·Veda

Alone, without desire, at rest,
In atmosphere of heaven drest,
My hand for spoon, when shall I be,
o Shiva, God! from karma free?
_From

LITERARY

BKAl'Tl<IHAJlI

CRITICISM

Established fame is not enough;
Not all the new is wretched stuff.
The wise approve where.'~ they may;
The fools repeat what cones say.
.
_From

120
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KA1-!DAU'SMa1~"'ka

A lOY

ORO.

REVER

The poa-Iun ~ he> know the an
1D 10U<h the chord WI mov'" dle heart,

Secur ...... y draw their btea!h;
Far rrom the bod. 01 !h.ir ram. 'P'"
Lurk, fcar. of agc and denh.

-FroID 8H.u'JUW1

A mat of straw upon the 6oor,
WOlter, and kindly words 3S well:

These things at lea~ if nothing mere,
Are a1ways found where good men dwell.

-From the HiJoptJtIU

HE CANT STAND

PROSPERITY

does not Steel his heart
To evil fates and fair ,
Is crumbled by prosperity
The man who

Like unbaked

earthenware.

DE/I. nt

. the ~8. hll"ydr- -'d ""'" ..ofho had
From the. AJ./UlbJtllnr •• Orona lS
instructed the berocs of both the: opposing annict In the UK I.rtnS.

While Orona led the Kuru van,
The Paadu army to a man
.
Was beaten back and wove in vain
To dominate the battle-plainWhue

HOSPITALITY

/I.'

tramp and da~h of battle grew

Like crackling fb.mes in dry bamboo,
There Drcna blazed, a smokeless fire
That fed on death and mounted higber.

Where aged Drona's arrows

passed,.

Horse, man, and tusker breathed

their last.

Like hissing snakes hi~ arrows sped
And IJt a trail of reekang red.
The Pandu army fought in vain .
Against him. They had
slain,
Had not they striven to begUile
.
Their foe with false and wicked wile.

an ~

-From the UIlWw-

NO NEED

For Bhima cried aloud and said:
d
"Old man, your son is stark and dea .

OF BOASTING

The wise who conquer cities vast,
Win wealth untold, and call

The. mighty earth their own, are not
DIsposed to boast at all.
The fire cooks silently; the sun
Shines, but he does Dot talk;
The dumb earth bears all moving
And all that do not walk.

di d in th .. school of strife,
.. Wh ostu Ie I'"
.'
d
.d his lesson with his life.
things

-From the Mlllulhn._

122

"As silly simpletons will fight
bri h
For wife and child and money fig t,
So u have fought-and
aU for one,
Yo'!: dearly loved, your only son;

~al: theplain

his body lie~ "

at creeps and Hies:
A Prey to all th
123

The Either heard the lie•• nd slow

fi,,"

HiJ hood released the
bow;
He I;lnk~ )tt roused bi.nuclf again
In one strong cry: "Fight on, my menl

•.Destroy the treacherous Pandu line,
But hope no more (or aid of mine.

Saw hea ...eo's everl.il!ting fire
Flash out, and Ricker, and c:xpiIe;
And knew that he \\'~ wuh the ~inl.S
Where God's love \\C2ries DOt nor fainu.
Bur all could see the bloody cone.

AU h~tred d~es from OUt my breast;
Remauu religion's peacefiil rest:'

By arrows torn and trampling hone,
All sorrowed for the e\'il done
Save one insatiate foe alone,

His foe believed the Brahman's word
And. darted with uplified sword
To pierce him through, while all we men
And all the horses shrieked in pain,

Who scorned our hero's eighty ytars
And scant hair gray behind the ears;
He hacked the body from the head,
To show his hatred for the de..ad,

But Drone, in ecstatic prayer,
Knew not his foe was standing there;
Wrapped in inviolable fire,
He thought on God with pure desire.

And all the army fled awaYi
Where Orona died, they could not staYi
But Orona's spirit dwells on high
Among the stars that light the sky.

We saw his lifted face' we heard
His murmuring lips ~ronounce the word
"Amen!" We felt him pray; at last
We knew his hero soul had passed.
For while his body tumbled dead,
A flame flashed from his cloven head'
His soul flew in the flame above
'
To dwell with God in deathless love.
There were but 6ve of mortal birth
Who saw his spirit leave the earth;
W.h~ heard the choirs of angels sing
DIVInely in their welcoming;

THE THIRsTY FOOL
A thirsty fool had labored much
To reach a river fair i
Then would not drink., perceiving such
A lot of water there.
dri k ,.. neigbbct cried
"Why don't you nn . a ......
Who saw the thing befall;
"How can I?" Simpleton replied:
"1 couldn't drink it aU:'
"Suppose you leave a little bit~'
Said neighbor, "00 you thlOk. ?"
The king would punish yo~ for it.
The booby would not drink.

Jultlike,

rool! He _.

That IUriJia blJ hean;
He Joles time in cbIl in8t
ADd ne\'u gell 3 am.
-From die:

<lung

As log oollidcs ",,,h log upon

The:sea. and pans :again.

So friend and gold and wi c. and ton
Love and abandon men.

KM~'"""

PESSIMISM
Our happiness is put; ::a curse
On lin and lack of rruth l
Yet each tomorrow will be worse,
For earth has lost her youth.
Fraud and illusion crowd the time;
Conduct and virtue flee:
Religion seeks a happier climeThe worst is yet [0 be.

-From the At,/rIJiJAIlTIlU

As i£ a tra veler lhould meet
A hurrying caravan,
And say: "l too \\lith \\-;Iliog

feel

Will follow as 1 can;'
So to the long parade we cleave
That with the world began:
Then do not grieve, you cannot le:lve
The social caravanThe hours of youth grow ever less;
No river climhs me hi";
Then turn your thoughlS to h3ppiness,
Which is your portion still.

_From the b".·Y""

OPTIMISM

Toward Death we move with every breath;
Death dogs us every day;
However far we journey, Death
Is never far away.
We laugh to see the: rising sun.
And laugh to see him set;
Nor think that when the day is done,
Our days are fewer yet.
Our hearts are warm [0 each new spring,
Each summer, winter, fall;

But what the passing seasons bring
Is only Death to all.

THE THIEF'S SONG
Bilha a

.... hrmr.
l"-as

:f~~:
!O

The Chaura_paflC/ltuAi1{a o( the poet
; ,
'cess' heart, and
in the clevenlb century .. The thief ha.s st en
intrigue, by the
has been thrown into pnson, on ~ ~scovery
he writes his song.
iti
irate father. While aW3iting the king ,s p1~su7berty and the leg 1m
which comes to the roy31 ear, Procurof,"ghe
I -',o'on is found ;Usc
.
hal . k t traOM
maucn o( his love. The vet
tnc
in the Sanskrit.

] think of her today:
As then she was,
cd sh woke from sleep,
The face that blossom as e
Th slender waist, the golden champaks gay.
~e self.sucrcnderinglove; and I must weep
. hanniness 1 could not keep.
For magiC rr127
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who livcu

If I muld see her once IIpn Iocb.yt

Fair as the. moon, as be.lutifuUy cale
Ful~booo
F~ ,
O'
med, Iove...uc.k.bearing queenly sway
1i er )'Vuth and charm.lhat

o heal my fever. and

10

only would avail
make me hale.

II I oouJd see: her lotus-eyes today,
The breaJ( moll into sloping shoulders slips,
Would I ~t cla.sp h c:r 10
. my arms su31ghtway
.
~nd dn~k the maddening honey of her lips,
runk like the bee that from the IOIUS sips!
10 prison I remember her today:
Dark curls against the caller of her cheek;
The soft reserance
.
F~
as she strove to 5L11
My eager love with arms around my neckYet shamed. and even in her resisting, meek.
Awaiting death, I think of her lO<13y:
Of her sweet face, her timid, downward glance,
Her eyes that in their restlessness betray
The madness of love's long and waking tranceQueen-swan among love's flowering lilyoplants!
If I could see her in my cell today
If arms that yearn for her could 'but receive her,
My best of love should comfort her should slay
The a bsence and the sorrows that' bereave her,
I'd cIose my eyes, and never, never oeleave her.
A

..
VISion comes to comfort me today

UA slender form that gives to dance 'a grace
nkno~n .before with beauties that obey
~ve s bl?ding, and a pale but shining face,
nd earrIngs that in air strange patterns trace.

And I remember U\ m ' bonJs 10da '
How she. with Jt~
lft)OCIlh pnJ).l·po\\dcr 1\1o't'C-t.
And musk dlfi'using pungent ptotfumc. by
Upon her couch, 00\"\' ardung ~r~wl
w uld greet
Her lovely e es, like lips lh:n kl 109 meet·
Here chained and feuered, I recall tod y,

The slender form, eyes veiled in modt:$t

The wine-sweet lips 1 kissed in loving pl~y,.
The musk. the saffron of my own Ka hmtr,
Betel, and camphor. thal to her were dar.

The crowning moment 1 recallto<by,
When all her soul is given to my lips.,
When clad in love's warm, golden, glad array,
My 'darling from the hated palace sl,ips.,
Like to the moon delivered from eclapse·
But slighter joys are in my mind today,
Iee:
How once a lovers' quarrel checked our gee,
. S5 would not say
Then when 1 sneezed, th e pnnce
"God bless yOUl" but with silent coquetry
Stuck blossoms in her hair. to madden me.
Another picture visits me todaY:f1
U ld eek
The drops of weariness that? t Wo
s
To make upon her face a pe~r1IO~y rn and weak;
When love had left her pa e a~d ~v~ her cheek.
The golden earring that wou
re
I seem to see her t~velYdbhreast
t~dka!;ep'on the Roor,
ki .\. t irtppe er quic
T he s irt u,a
l" would \ead astray
The glance that modesty
th l'ps grown sore
And love bring back to me, e I
be kissing evermore.
Because I wo old
129
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Iesr,

IICCm '0 ... '" pru><ca-bride toeby

rfoYlng '" lIh JWUlhk~ undubtiog grace,
Alld ,n her hand a red ashok."I"'Y'
Fbl'l Dcck.lacc: on her breaJc in dose embrace,
Quia amilca
Ugh, the pallor of her Iace.

w,

Isec her gold-bcJp>oglcd dress tod.y
Held as a frail defending ,hidd, the p'in
Of my (00 e;ager pUlioD to allay,
Clutched tightly a' she struggles once again
For very shame to leave me-but in vain.
Her golden bracelets haunt my thoughts today,
Her restless eyd thar pierce a gloom like ihis
As memories that none can take away.

The teeth of pearl, red lips, the secret bliss,
The wealth of hair that fresh.picked

blossoms kiss-

That wealth of hair I seem (0 see today
When ribbons break and flowers begin to fall;
Then heaven is opened in the dazzling ray
Of b~r d~ar smile; at love's imperious call
We ,10k In bliss that none may share at all.
And I remember in my cell today
~ow she would come to find me through the night,
Guided by beams illumining her way
From lamps that glitler with a gemlike light .
On her shamed face, and mine with kindness bnght.
Well I remember thee, my love, today:
Thy startled eyes as of a gentle deer,
Thy body wasting at the least delay
Of I.ove, thy graceful gait, thy teeth SO dearDelights of heaven transplanted to Kashmir!

'3°

1hear the echo 01 thy laugh ..,.lay.
1 see thy boIom qui..cr in.hccr glcc;
1see the ncekbce, cWting be,unl tNt
About thy neck i lure. LAve. h» pl~ntcd thee
Upon a bill, his brighl60wer-n g to bel

-sua,

Yes,I can hear through dungcoo.w:alh today
Sweet 8attuies of thine, when, soon or l:ate,
Passion grew Wt::1fy in ill house of C\:),Yj
1 bear the parrot quaintlY unitale,
Learning soft words to utter to her nuu::.
Even as in prison 1 re<::lUtoday
.
The limp! surrendered [arm, the luscioUS hair,
The h:llf'5hut eyes, the swanlike, queenly play
In love's bright lotus-pool! I cannet bear,
In death or life, 10 be without her there.

U 1 could see her once again today
At sunset. see her fawnlike. gracioUS eyes,
lion her heavenly bosom 1 could lay
.
My cheek and rcst-Qh, I should quite ~esplse
The saint, the king! the blest in ParadiseFor I r<member fervcouy tod·y
Her beauty perfect in its eVery part,
To which all other lovely women pay .
Their homage, for 'tis far beyond their art- 1
Queen of love's drama, rnisuess of my heart
1 could not, if 1 would, forgeta wondrous
today
.r
wne,
ch
Even for a moment, sU
So young, so helpless that she seems to .pray
. stabbed by love as by a kmfe,
are, more deat than life.
Fo r pity.
Nearer than garments

The vision of her beaury comes today
To make all other beauty seem awry.
To sb:l:me the pride of women and to slay
Men's hearts by hundreds; and 1 know that I,
Consumed by absent fires, shall surely die.
Heroic wisdom, teach me how today
To act, to save a life man life more dear.
And deeds of heaven's heroes to ourweigbj
For well I know mat death is creeping near,
And for my bride. my brave, true bride. Ifear,
My bridel,And must I think of her today
Wit~ bright eyes dimmed by sorrow and by fears,
With iJght feet treading slow the future gray;
1 hear her voice come stumblingly through tears,
And see her bowed by woe through endless years.
For I have never seen, nor see today
A (ace that with my darling's could compare,
Though all the rival world should challenge. Nay,
The sweetness of Love's wife is not so rare;
The moon itself is not so spotless fair.
Her wealth of wondrous hair I see rodav
H
;'
er teeth of pearl; and I remember well
How.so now 10
. h er presence would not stay;
How union with my bride would ever spell
The bliss of heaven; one moment's absence, hell.
The last grim moment 1 recall today
When from her palace slaves that seemed to be
ReSIS
. t1ess slaves of Death. tore me away,
And all her prayers for me were vain' yet she
Su'II gazed and gazed. That gaze still ' tortures me.

1think wllh an gu,"'.1 her &<c Iod>yThe face that 10 iu beaUty overbcrt
The wonder of the mooD'$ unclouded r3
Because upon thal face t may not pore
Again. and )·et apn. and evermore-

1think of her, m)' hope of life; loeby.
How she would listen with her mind and hart
To aliI said. My maiden young and ~)'J
Thy YOUlh was mine alone, thine artless art,
And shall be mine again, though de:llh us part.

And 1 recall what I have lost today,

How she would move in such sweet perfume dad
That bees would gmher round her cheek alway;
The very tinkle that her bracelets had
When she would fix her hair, will drive me mad.
Aod 1 remember woefully today
How gently 1 would waken her, while she
Would shiver, and her startled eyes would stray,
Unable yet our love's new day to see.
e
She wakes, starts back, then recogOlzes 1TI '
And I recall another hour today
When, jealous, she would leave me. I entre3t
Her and she does not turn her face away
B~t weeps when kissed. I faUbefore her feet:
"Be gracious to thine humble servant, sweet.
"Thou canst not think that I would fall today
In thy bedchamber, victim to the glance
Of others, I, the subject of thy swayFar rather would I perish in a trance
"
Of thy dear kisses, playfulness, and dance.
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I mink of her uxbYJ
1£ &hebe heaven's queen come down to earth,
Or bjva's bride, or V'uh.nu's. Or she may
Be ~'s own mought of be3Uly in mortal birth,
To drive men mad with wcmaa's perfect worth.
I

nder,

h

There is DO man that lives on earth today
Who could depict her; none but me has seen
Such beauty. Should the king of heaven essay
The task. with memories of his heavenly queen,
He might succeed. one other could, I ween.
And I remember in my cell today
How she would Stop her ears in graceful fim.
No other face like hers is lovely. Yea,
And if her form blots OUtbeneath the sun
All other beauty, why. what harm is done?
No doubt her heavenly features keep today
The pallid splendor of the autumn moon
And trip the saint on his ascetic way:
'
Would I might gain the glory lost .so soon,
And lose no more forever such a boon!
Ah, yes. if I might plunge again today
~neath love's waters that so long I miss,
Might save love's lotus-blossom from decay
And share with her the heaven of a kiss
I'd give my life for one such moment's blissl
Though lovely women walk the world today
By tens of thousands. there is none so fair
In all that exhibition and display
.her most perfect beauty to compareThis IS my consolation. and my care.

Wi?t
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men

she bled. 10 she lIoau
,
A swan..quecn. down d.e nYU of 11\ muW
O'er .,.". t1u1 thnll be" .. lft bet plums
'
Sbe lea...cs my adm'UllOn Us bdund.
AndBying d.... o[ bl_nul"'''
me bbod-

As

In sadness 1 remember her toU.ay.
.vdl
The daughter o( my king. wb!: m love has dn
To me with umld, Clgcr eyel-thc:n 'I,
Was she: a goddess" or ~ nymph of heavef',
Angel, or fairy. to my longings gwen?
I cannot for an hour forgtll()(by
. h
From dawn unul the evening ~nk in nlB t
How sleeping she would gather bc:.lllty; n3)'.
hi
.'
b
more Wile,
Her form seemed slenderer. her ru.~ . li h
by morning s 18 t ,
Her gems more: fa d lant yet,
Her golden 'be3uty comes to me lo<by, d Ii
.
shew ul ie
Her slow, coquemsh guce, as
Id ,ray
1
h
ili
her couch wou I
n shamed urn Iy upon
,
might I
For maddening love and kiSses. ."
Taste that elixir now, I could not die.

Oh

I could not die, might I enjoy today woe'
That bliss so deep as almost to bel
'
We hardly knew if it were war or p ny,
So fi
1 did we clasp each other, so
ace y.
. d'd our faces glow,
Flte-hot With passion I

1 after that, endure today
H owcou Id • fi scinations a f ana
.
The subdest a
He straightway;
Far rather would 1end my 1
kindly brother,
'ck!y, Deathl Come
as a
h
ComeqUl
k flifelOsmot er.
With one swift act my spar a

roc<'
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God Shiv .. has his pown even today;
The ocean guards bu awfirl, hidden fire;
The tortoise bears upon his back alway
The burden of the earth. However dire
The things they love, they keep what they desire.
THE STRENUOUS UFE
Success the strenuous will reap,
And not your pensive sinner;
For when the lion fe.Uasleep,
He had no deer for dinner.

EXT\l.\ .\0.\.

11><1cook Ihcir gw. lO beryl k"
W;lb flKl.! ..

..w..hoou.

Th<y plougb".m plough>011"_
To &'" lbe JC'tum,......J
They mne I hedge oI ..... pbot
About me bumblcsc rom,
Unb3pp , foolsl who:are ... p>d
On eanh whete th wert barll.
From ......

Remember that a single grab
Suffices for a fish or crab.
For fool or woman; and 'us so
For sot, cement, or indigo.
-From

the Paru:!latantra

ART IN A PUPIL
Art in a pupil shows
The artist doubly wdl j
The: raindrop turns to pearl
When falling in a shell.
-From

KAUDA5.\,'S
Ma/(UJika

FATALISM

What shall not be, will never be;
What shall be, will be: so:
This tonic slays anxiety;
Taste it, and end your woe.
-From the HilopaJuha

nltt ...

TURE

-From the: HirofHIderlta

A SINGLE GRAB

mculo

The babiu we acquire. are little W()rth ;· h
before our birt
The nature. that wll our
.
-""h
n....'
Will master us, w h'lI e yet \Y ehvto the'
1I1/O,.Jf!.N
_Fn>m

YOUR NATURE
,
hi
U cannot ~llt;
Your nature IS a t 109 yo
h'
you do:
It serves as guide. in everythang neat
.L
tmat eta
'
Give a dog all me mea
'at
a shoe,
You can't pre:ve:nthis gDa~~rnd!e HiIo,Jf!tM

PREAGHING

. from lotus-bowers
He longs, with tWlgs t
To bind an dephan,
, is-f\owe.rs
He: strives, with softest SU'
To sever adamant, y >-ops alone
ith hone -uJ
He yearns, Wl
's taint,
To sweeten ocean -.r..coated wne
be
with su&Who

pes.

To make a ro

gue: a saint.

_]lrOIII BHod
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DEAD LOVE

In early days, my husband, we

ow you ace tyrant of my life,

_ FNa

And 1 am nolbing but your wife.
ObI it was hard as Slone for me,
The fruit of life's alluring treel

THE BLESSI

_Fram Aw ....u

HEI\ VEN ABOVE I\ND Hf.A VEN BELOW
Oh, dwell by Ganges' holy wave
Where passion's slave his soul may lave;
Or on the bosom of a girl
Where strings of pearl would charm a churl.
BI-I.uTll.IHA~l

THE BAD SON
What profits the begetting of a son.
So he be neither good nor wise?
With sightless eyeballs what is to be done?
They ache and yet they are not eyes.
-From the Hitopaduha

ENTER INTO THY CLOSET
Although thou sink to hell, fly through the air.
Or flutter o'er the earth and never cease,
Think not, my soul, to find salvation there:
Remember God at home, who gives thee peace.
-From

.\1,'

Do no< d<>pisc _nd~m ' .,n,
For orly ill·SUCCC$I;
For things th:n were DOt. come to be,
While things that arc, grow lCSt-...... .-

Were one: unsevered entity.
And neither or we lovers knew
were I me dearer half. or you.

-From

1\

BHAR'I"1UIlAAI

F

cJw; "'~

ILENC£

The fool among me wise: mJoy shine
A moment, if his dred be finc;
But
il hi mouth is shut.
One moment, whi e IS
Froft'lthl:: III",pJr,N

SIMPLE DEER·H

RN

I

• IS youth
Young Deu.horn was a plOt
Devoted to religious truth,
A hermit innocently ~
he wood.
Who grew to manhood In l

i~snb~:~~,

His mother left him at
He only knew one sou f he
His austere father; th~re ore
Grew up in natural piety.

. d m near at hand
Now in a king 0
the land,
No rain had fallen on . kill
d b the magic s 1
Prevente
Y . had ueated ill.
Of priests the klOg
An aged priest advis~~:~:ing:
"Propitiate the clergy , from the wood,
, d d J)eer- hern
Pure~rnlO e
1 good,
'!bat hermit innocent y
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"He dwells in purity afar;
He does not know what women are:
Fetch him, and then the rain will fall;
Of this I have no doubt at all:'
The counsel pleased the king; he planned
To entertain the hermit, and
Invited women of the town
To go and bring young Deer-horn down.
But they refused the royal plan,
Fearing to meet a holy man;
At last an aged crone's ambition
Drove her to undertake the mission.
"If you will give me what I ask]'
She said, "I can fulfill the task;
But I require a rich reward
Of gold and gems, my royal lord:'
With royal bounty richly laden,
She [Oak her child, a youthful maiden
More known as beautiful than good,
And so departed to the wood.
n

She waited till the coast was clear
•
An~ then she sent her daughter dear
To Interview the hermit who
Had never learned what women do.
The maiden found the lad and said:
"I trust your pious life is led
Without offense, and that your food
Of roots and fruits is sweet and good.

''I trust your father's heart is blest
With deep religious peace and rest;
For I am hither come to see
Your unpretending piety:'
And Deer-born answered; "Sir, you are
As radiant as a beaming star;
I neva saw a man like you;
Then tell me, sir, what shall 1 do
'To make you happy? Here are roots,
Water, a couch of skins, and fruits.
What vows are yours, most holy sage?
Where is your pious hermitage?"
"My hermitage;' the maid replied,
"Is three long leagues from here, beside
The river; there I practice now
A fearfully ascetic vow.
"For I have sworn that I will greet
Such other hermits as 1 meet;
And I must clasp and kiss you tooSa my religion bids me do:'
She spurned the fruits that he had offered,
And in their stead to him she proffered
Confectionery sweet and good
That she had brought into the wood.
She gave him fragrant garlands too,
And brilliant garments, dean and new;
She offered wine; and while he quaffed,
She played and swayed and danced and laughed.

She played about him with 3 ball,
And Ort coquettishly would (all
Upon his bosom, until be
Took fire rrom her immodesty.

"He came in beauty like the sun.
Black eyes. sweet voice. his hair undone
And hanging sort, dark. rragrant, and
Encircled by 3 golden band.

At last she saw the deed was done,
That she had charmed the hermit's son;
And, gazing o'er her shoulder. Red.
To make her sacrifice. she said.

"A relic on his neck was seen
That danced like Bashing lightnings keen;
Below it, tWO sort swellings white .
That thrilled me with a strange delight-

When she had left him, peace and joy
Departed from the luckless boy;
Sadly he sighed. by love distressed,
An aching void within his breast.

"Large hips he had, but slender waist
Which Icould see was dose embraced
Bya golden beltj I saw it s~ine
And it was not at all like mme.

His father, while he sighed. returned,
Whose eyes with fire ascetic burned,
Whose li[~was one devoted prayer,
Whose nails were overgrown with hair.

"And on his ankles something stirred
That jingled like a cooing,bird,
While on his wrist there unkled free
A novel kind of rosary.

When he beheld his son distressed
With eye upturned and heaving breast,
With longing written on his face
And passion in contentment's place,

ed
jeads would sing
"And as he mov , the
Like gay flamingoes in the spnn.g,
wondrous fair.
His pious ro be was
ik rh garb we wear.
And quite unli e e

"What troubles you, my dearest son?"
He asked, "and are your duties done?
Who has been here with you today?"
And Deer-horn answered him straightway.
m
"A hermit youth with hanging hair,
Not short, nor very tall, but fair
And bright as gold, with lotus-eyes,
Some child of heaven, wondrous wise.

lJI;d

'.

"His face was beautiful [0 see;dd d rne;
ki d nd gla ene
,
H peeehwas m a
.
I'
IS S
like the nighunga e,
His voice wa~ and earn and pale.
Ir made me Sigh
y
.
. the forest trees
"And as Ul sPflDg
~'£:.11
in the breeze,
Wave beaUtlluuYh wind blew, he
r_ther when t e
.
,
[ik a Rowenng tree.
So , iii
Shed fragrance
e
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"His hermit locks-I wondered how
They parted on his noble brow;
And dangling from each ear, there stirred
And danced what seemed a brilliant bird.

"A round, dame rruh he had
That bounded from the earth like mad
When he would Strike it merrily'Twas very wonderful to see.
"He moved and swayed with graceful ease:-I thought of wind among the trees:
A wonderful delight and joy
Came when I saw the godlike boy.
"He held me in a tight embrace;
I felt his hair; he pressed his face
Against my face and made 3 noise
That waked in me the strangest joys.
"Our simple fruits he did not think
Were good, or water that we drink;
He gave me other fruits and rare,
And said: 'This is my humble fare:
"They were not like the fruits we eat,
But tasted wonderfully sweet;
They had a different sort of skin,
And different was the pulp within.
"A strange, sweet kind of water he
Offered with noble piety;
It filled me with an odd delight,
And earth grew wobbly to my sight.

"Sweet prbnds wuh a carc:lc»

"And since be went. 1 fed dinressc:d; .
My limbs are burning and my brC;2.5t,
1100g to go to him tocby
Or have bim here wah me a!w2IY·
"Yes, 1 will tread the path he ~ God'
And learn the w2IYhe worshi~
I
With him 1100g to make a tnat
Of holy life and self-denial.

"I find no peace from him apart; ..
,
fill my heart.
Religious yearnings

,.

"It was a devil, dear my son;d_ ee _
are uo .......,
By foes like these we .
uering charm
earth to eceq
They walk t h e
rnuch harmAnd work religioUSmen
, .,'-.;Dg wiles,
"They win us WI'<h <ho' ~"-d their SJ111iles,
Their wondroUS beau:; a:dernons feU
Then show th~seJ7e pit of bell.
And plunge us to
reli .ous peace
"The man who ~
fro~ sUchas these;

:get

Should keep h<h- dc1igh'
'Ic ruin us

My

piOUS

IS

boy-

the sight.
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n\lM

He wcve, and tcanc:r~ on the: earth;
Then, g\oriou.s as an ancient lagt,
Departed to his hemutage.

And those: sweet waters thai you had
Are lasted only by the bad;
And we ascetics never wear
A perfumed garland 00 our hair.

U

"Resist the devil, boy" j he said
And then he hunted for the jade:
Three days he sought without success
And ceased for very weariness.
Meantime, the tempting minx returned,
And seeing her, young Deer-horn burned;
"Come quick]' he said, "and let us roam;
You see my father's not at home.
"Your hermitage I fain would view";
So, hand in eager hand, they flew
And found a boat and floated down
The river to the royal town.
No sooner did the hermit gain
The royal palace than the rain
Fell, drenching every thirsty part
And gladdening the sovereign's heart.
The joyful monarch to the brave,
Bewildered young ascetic gaveLest he should ever seek release-e
A princess-and her name was Peace.

r \
1 would ... calla rnrnd at IU: 1ft"'" owo.
A gan at clod. a bed 01 BoW<f> 0< "ooe.
A """'" at • 1tfUl& 01 "'_
purl ..
A bunch 01
at' b",,<h 01 &ul
So might 1 see With Wm. un\lo'a\'cc1og c e
My pcacd"ul day. roo'. ",rtly ~hdong b ,
The white 1 murmured '" :a ptPu, sro"c
To Shiva , b.i",~,Shlva.all m)'f\oIO
loveBIt til ftl .......

va-

1 LOv£' THE WOODS
Girl, girl! Wh.lt man thOlClender gtMl?Cd
Like budding Rowers in laoguuJ d.\llCCS
......
e entrances,
top, nopl Your arl no m.....

1 love the

W

" ch·ldish llladness
nod s. I''''y
I

Awakens memories of ~dnC$S~31 ladness.
The world? A straw bnngs eq
~from 1'l11",,",,tI"-'

NO COMPROMISE
Oh 1 would have her whole,
Else leave her free:
1
Not clasp her, while her sou
Is not for roe.
No, let us rather die

Hopei'"
VISION
Who sees his life in others' life ,
In others' wealth a clod, a weed,
His mother in his neighbor's wife,
He sees, he sees indeed.
-From the Hitopadeslla

apart,

If in a londy sigh
Heart answers heart.

.••'5 Mulavik.a

_FIOJU KAUIO-"
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CAUSE A 0 EFFECT

THE FAILURE OF EDUCATION

As knowledge. in the just
Increases self-distrusr;
In others, pride and lusr-.

JuS( so, the saint will find
When lonely, peace of mind;
Not so the lovesick kind.
-From

B'IAaTaIK.Ul

Uneducated moths will fly
Into the blazing fire;
Ignorant fish will take the hook
In the bait of thor desire.
And we who know so many things
Forger the price, and feed
The creeping lusts that coil us roundOhl We arc fools indeed.
-From BH.uTllIHMJ

NATURAL BEAUTY
The color on the lily's face
Is natural. So is maiden grace.
The bee flits vainly round the flower,
The fool round beauty's virgin power.
-From

BHMTJ.IHAKJ

WOMAN'S WEAPONS
The skillfully coquettish frown,
Bashfulness choking laughter down,
The love-word seeming free from guile,
The undulating step, the smileThese things, to every woman true,
Are ornamems, and weapons too.
-From

BHAl:TllI!LUU

A NEGLECTED EDUCATION
Alas, my foolish, foolish boy,
Whose nights are spent in thoughtless joy,
Among the wise as ill you stand,
As some poor cow in boggy land.

YAYATI'S SONG
Desire is never satisfied
By winning each desire;

As fuel, added to the blaze,
Gluts

DOt

the hungry fire.

Not all the barley in the world
And rice and gold and kine
And women, are enough for oneRemember, and resign.
For when our longings and our sins
Toward every creature cease,
When deed and thought and word are pure,
We find eternal peace.

When all things lose their fear of us,
And when we find release
From fear of them, and hate, and hope,
We have eternal peace.

_From the MIl!lllhAilTiIU

-From the: HilopaduAIl
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GOOD-BYE TO SPRI G

The mango trees are bending
Beneath the fruits they bring ;
The amaramhs :lJ'C spending
Their Rowen with lavish fling;
The heart of youth is sending
A SOld good-bye to spring.
-From

KAuooUo\'. MJII"i~1l

USE THE ROD
The youngsttts nowadays run wild
From petting; whipping makes them mild.
And therefore J would never pet
But whip a pupil or a child.
-e-Frcm the Antl"'/,,rY

STRIKE
Fear fearful things, while yet
No fearful thing appears:
When dangers must be met,
Strike, and forget your fears.
When all his safety lies
In fighting, blow for blow,
The wise man fights and dies,
And with him dies his foe.
-From

the Hifopadaha

UTI1.E

CHILDREN

They ohow lbeir liule buds o[ ,cclh
In peals of causeless bughter.
They hide their ltusuu! h"ds bcoc:nh
):'Our heart. And stumbling afier
Come sweet, unmeaning sounds th:n sing
To )'Ou. The f;J,ther warms
.
And loves the very dirt they bnng
Upon their linle forms.
..
_From KAuOAlA" S~·111

WHY MEN FIGHT

Perhaps the warrior, smitten by his~~ beloW;
Will rise to heaven :lOd.'c.-avc:the W
d:
Perhaps the fighti.ng ISIlsown rewar J
No god bas told us and we do not know.
di beat
We only know that the applau n~L grcc'
.
shouts u.at
Of eager hands, the JOYoushi fi and friends.
The sturdy fighter from IS oes
.
d very sweet.
Are music in his ears, an
_fron'I Jbl,U.Tl.nuaJ

AFTER UFE'S FITFUL FEVER
loves philosophy
My mind no longer. ht in poetry.
No longer seeks
doubt so often trod.
Contemns the p
. d with its God.
And yearns to be UOlte
_fron'I BJWlTJ.ntARI

::~£
'5'

•

.
n1E INnW

ENT CORPSE

A begp- In the 8""'eyud cried:
"Awake, my friend, be satisfied
To Jive again and bear the weight
Of poverry; for Iof late
Am weary grown; my heart it Jed
To crave the comfc tt of the dead"
The corpse was silent; he was sure
'Twas better to be dead than poor.
-From BIUoanlK.UJ

WISDOM'S
learning

Is erudition'sluckless

'{
... en VOlid 0 1 ..........

got

dupe,

A spoon to ladle wisdom's

soup.

The fool who hears but cannot prize
The wisdom of the truly wise,
He too is erudition's dupe,
A spoon to ladle wisdom's soup.
But you, dear reader, if you prize
This wisdom of the truly wise,
Will soon be added to the group
Of tongues that relish wisdom's soup.
-From

we MalfiJ,1l1U1dQ

and
d\olf.1Cttf. IdY.

worth.

w...so7h~

Religion. lUndn""
eanb:
Ale but a monal burden un ,cd, () w~ndc.r (rcc:·
Such men arc be:asu .J1lov.: l'
A

by rete,

-

RTRIHARI

BE.'srs
1--,"

SOUP

A scholar who can merely quote
Unmastered

FRO 1 BH

. 'SOU1°10.

U there are F.unau pocu, fit
To teach the "~ ~~;C:e;ses Bit,
So tweedy ~mOO.
YertyAnd if they hye in po
of the. king;

That ,hows the dullness .ch In fame.
h pnnr are n
Poets. thoug d undervaluing,
Where~m~ fiOd is to blame.
Only the lew er

V
All

m

en

birth.
alike, ttt
.L.
lire 00 earu',
h uSC
bl h after

Enter upon a
. deed whose 0
. born to
'.
d>Orth.
h
But e IS
his sterhng ow
Gains glory from

V
oble birth.

.L •

• _L
an i.s0 f n
ling worU1,
The rrcu m sense. and ster
Has learning, d beauty's tIlouldIs eloquen~an clingS to gold.
ForeverY~
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ALL OR

OTIlI

G

Vishnu or Sblva-cbut one god 1 crave:
One rriend-31ordly king or hermit good;
One home-a city cr a lonely wood;
One love-a beaury or a desert cave.

o
Although the strong man be disdained.
His purpose never bends:
As when a lighted torch is held
Flame-down. the Same ascends.

WI...

I

\\'bcn ... ,

To yield lb<

..""

.-...1bf

....

lJtl<»

due lb<y .,.......

Thq r..ciJul< aDd

\J<lllUm.

&tnlda. mod<. aod -wca him.
....d al "'" <lid .hey

b....

v
A noble soul. in days of power,

Is tender as a lotus-flower;
But when it meets misfortune's shock,
Grows hard as Himalayan rock.
TIlE FLATrERER

By stammering and tumbling down
You try to smooth the monarch's frown;
In the farce of life you play the clown.
What part, I wonder, will you play,
When age has sucked your strength away,
And when your ears are fringed with gray?

V
Hark to the counsel of the good,
Although irrelevant it looks;
Their simple talk is richer food
And wiser than the best of books.
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1

THE

LPIi M UN1'
Why did God nuke the
ldtn Mount,
Fair richel' nevedil,hng
.

CoUnt?
In
t
'n'
know
not It I
II
Contented breastS t at

It never wakens 'poIPoR

It never satisfied __
the
min~
bl:..
·
.I
","'lIStOOS
.... d
Of men with grccu'f y-Its wealth is for itself, 1 see;
___
1 dcss to me.
It seems quite y-"",U

SORROWS OF SPRING
When spring coma on the wanderer
From her he lcveth far.
With cooing songs of nightjngales
And winds from Malabar,
Though sweet the season, sweet the song.
His sorrows are so grim
That even a cup of nectar seems
A poisoned cup to him.
AN APRIL EVENI

G

A little lazy loitering
WIth her you love, in early spring,
Is not a despicable thingA little music in your ear
From nightingales that warble near
A smiling bower, is sweet to hearA little converse with a fewNot many-first-rate poets who
Enjoy the moonlight as do youAn April evening, taken so,
Is not without delights to showBelieve mel to the few who know.

u

YOunt

bed a1l"""'n.ft<>wcn ..
h,
A cloud <hot hKks ,he moon ollfU<h.

A

A 1Jnk~cIwo oIl'""""" fell.
Sautee 01 the hundred ..
of bell,
The dwcllioS-Pb<c 01 .,cry b><!n.-. S
The frieod of Lo"c, the teed of M.ldnd .
\..0\"1;

pERFECT

Then oDly lS a perfea. IO\'Ct
When bearts h3tmonious wed i
Love void of h:u-Mony mUSCprove
A union of the dCJd.

U
Gracefcl amid the forest stude
Wandered a we~Y, wcJry m.tidj
Alone, by moonbums sore opprestt
Lifting the gotrme.nt from her breast.
WOMAN

Abode of wanton impudence.

5m's palace fidd of fialsepretense,

cd

Whirlpool ~fdoubts, and ba~et, st~~d
With tricks and mean deception s
'
Bolt barri.ng heaven'S gate. tOOwell,
Wide. portal to the. hoUse of h~:-nce, woman.
tr
Who made that strange. chcon
keeps
us buman 1
hi
That poison sweet. W

The pious scholar talks and talks
Of leaving girls alone;
With tinkling girdle in She walks
And he must change his tone.
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THE FEAR OF DE.ATH

The joy I fdt in life is dead,
And men's respect for me is fledj
My dear-loved friends are all in heaven
To whom my days wcregladly given;

1 rise up slowly with a stick,
And in my eyes the dark is thick:
But the body still is obsUn:ltcj
It feared Death soon, it fears him late.
VAIN EFFORT
The joys of home I have resigned,
But not for higher ends;
To mercy 1 was not inclined
In treating foes as friends;
Storm, heat, and cold I faced unbent,
But not to save my soul;
My days in centered thought were spent,
My heart in stern control.eAlas! I did not think of God,
But wealth, to win and guard;
The paths the pious tread, I trod,
And fail of their reward.

£\'ER\'nIl.

'G OR . 'OTHI 'G

Suppcsejou have the sweetCSt og be~ore )'Ou,
The graceful potU or the lOulh beside )'Ou.
Fan-girls behind who winsome,I)' adore ~u
u
Wilh tinkling rings; if nOllung be denied yo I

Then you may well be: most exuemely gr~Y
To taste each charming. mort.a.l deicet':lUoni
But if you be in anything left needy,.
.on
Renounc.e it all and plunge in nlC<!lt3U .

o
Since kings arc peevish, and their lords
Like restive horses are,
I fix my wish and set my mind
On 3. high p1:aceand far;
Since age will snatch my~y, and
There waits the final trial,
'
Of death for all, naught dse IS Wise
And right but self..denial.

o
Is he a Brahman, or a slave,
Outcaste, or saint forsooth?
Or yet perchan~e ~ finished sage,
Skilled in diViding truth?
hi while
Such doubtful chatter m~
im,
The sage in contempl~UQl1,
Pursues his course, devo~d alike
of pleasure and ceseuoa-
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THE BETTER PART-II

FROM THE

Have. mountains lost their running strC3JllS,
The hillside nooks their fOOlS,
The trees their bark-c.nvdoped limbs
And all delicious fruitS?

HOW TO

Why else should mao disgrace himself
Before a loveless brow
That scowls in pride of scanty pelf.
With pain acquired but now?

HAPPILY 0.

!'IOTlilt'G"

yEAR

Imagine thal WhJ.l is
Does not exist at aU,
Then Will you not be grieved,
However lew you fall.

V

Your deeds of yesterd:ly

"Another night, another day"So thinks me foolish man,
Runs to the same old job again
As briskly as he can.

And those th3t went before
Are past and gonej for them
You need not sorrcw more.
What W3St no looger iSj
WhatW3snot, will notbe:
The past need bring regret
'To none from blindness free.

Frustrations that reiterate
How life is e'er the same,
Still leave him keen for stale delights.
Mad, mad! Is there no shame?

.

father now?

Where IS your
be ?
Where may his father
You do pot see their life;
Your life they do not see-

JOY SUPREME
Forget society and clothes and food;
Seek thou that knowledge sure
Which makes imperial power that men think
Insipid and impure.
There is a higher joy, eternal, freeSelf-knowledge is its nameWhose taste makes universal sovereignty
And such-like joys seem tame.

uvs

I HABHARATA

good,

dUO
King, and I,
AoWi~ :very foe and friend,

Wi" surely cease to be.
d
Since all things have an en .
The men of twenty years,
Or thirty years, or more,
Will all be dead when on~e
A hundred yearS are ° er.
161
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And even should riches cling
To you, do not repine;
But seek for comfort in
The thought, "They are not mine"

If man leave not his wealth,
Then wealth the man will leave.
Since this is surely so,
Why should the prudent grieve?
And poor men live today
Who calm a nation's fears
By wisdom and by strength.
Your betters or your peers.
They do Dot grieve like you;
Then cease to grieve at length;
Surpass or equal them
In wisdom and in strength.

And be n.. ,roubled if
fen mow unworthiness

Of wealth they have; for thus
)our sorrows grow no less.
though riches smile::
On aU but )'Ou alonej

Endure

For men of sense enjoy
The wealth Lh:u others owo.
Yea, brave and righteous men
In willing sacrifice
Abandon wealth and home,
Knowing salvation'S prtce.
Even kings a kingdom lea~e
And count their loss a gam:
In pain's extremity
.
They see::kthe end of pam.
From such men learn to find

Consider what the past
And what the future teach,
Not grieving at events.
Indifferent to each.
Desire the things you may.
Not those you may not gain;
Enjoy the gifts of fateThose lost deserve no pain.

In peoury, re::lief:
Grief ofte::n comes as joy; .
Joy wears the form of gnef.
Nay. who would set his heart
On gold that ends as dross,
On life that ends as death, il
On love that ends as loss.

The pole-lusked elephant
And he is surely fool
Who curses God and weeps
For what he had, and lost-.
Ingrate for what he keeps.

Is like the sage; for he
Lives lonely in the woods,
Gladly, and frugally ".

]<".104

Bu, when d>e WT«ch<d
THE LAZY CAMEL
There was 3 camel once who prayed
To Brahma fervently. He said:
"0 Brahms, if your lordship please,
I wish to browse with greater ease.
"I pray you make my neck to grow
Longer, a hundred miles or so:'
"So be it; said the god. And he
Regained his forest, filled with glc=e.
From stupid pride at Brabrna's grace
He sank in laziness apace.
He would not stir a foot to find
His provender. Fate made him blind.
One day he stretched his neck to eat
A hundred miles [rom legs and feet,
And browsed in comfort and repose
Until a mighty windstorm rose.
While freezing rain began to fall
On living things. and drenched them all,
The creature stored his neck and head
Upon a cavern's sheltered bed.
Just then a jackal with his wife
Entered the cave to save his life
From chilling cold and pelting rain,
Starvation, and exhausting pain.
Starving, fatigued, and funhermore
By nature's law a carnivore,
The jackal started in to eat
The camel's neck, as being meat.

ct<>Iut<

ko<""

His ned w bcsng C,IlcD lbtoUlht
He r....tic>U .-l h" r<ngth
To ohnnl< the nedt 10 Ie-. lcogth·

'8 \\ hile be. 10Ptd lbe oede. .,bout,
Upwa.rd IlOd downward, in and OUl,
The $l:lrving liKkal caltn\y ateThe wife was oot be.hlnd her m~te.

At \:m the jackal sud his \...ife
By eating took the camel'll.ife,
And when the wind and rain were gone.
They \dt. the ave 2nd wandered on.
The camel died in consequence
Of Coolish pride and indolence.
Behold how evil follows hard
00 lazinesS. 25 its reward. XII.112

THE WAY OF PEACE
In shifting joy and gri:£
Should 1 rejoice. repine,
1 should despise the soul .
'fhat 1 must still call JOine.
Because this life, this world
Ne other men's no les~

Than they are mine, 1 WID
An end to all distreSS.

As log meets Jog upon

The sea, and (Xlrls again,
So kinsman, friend, and son
Love and abandon men.
Grief starts and ends as joy;
Joy starts and ends as grief.
The wheel, while whirling, finds
Antipodal relief
With countless bonds of love
Men cling to objects, and
Assailed by failure's waves,
Collapse like banks of sand.
To him with foe, with friend,
Him lacking friend, or foe,
To wise or fool, comes joy,
If fate will have it so.
To hero, sage, and coward,
To ~et, dullard, fool,
To weak and strong, comes joy
By no discovered rule.
To him who drinks her milkObtained no matter howCalf, herdsman, king. or thief,
A cow is still a cow.
The dullest wights on earth
Live joyfully; and so
Do men supremely wiseThe rest are sunk in woe.
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Few hfavc men 'Ioll"C Cl\fc:rnCl,
•• e<n:X the prudent mtSD:
E>u<mn, <hey Y. ,,,,,,oy,
And grtJ. wh.al bes bc:twcd'l

1'h<:duncc slecpo jo .fully.

Selllng his dtccls as.idc.
\\''''~
'" hIS fool.,bo'"
As in a bl1nkc:l WIck.

The man suprc.mdy WI$C,
Pa" opposiles. and ill
Mean envy. sees unm~~U«1
Wh t good or ill beta ,
While meo

nOl wholly fool~
something less thlln WIse.
Are boisterous in suce.tSS R'
And writhe when fortune ICS.
):ct

The fool is always g2y
e in heaven,
As :loge 15 ar
,
Glad in his se1f..c;On~t,

'Tbat gift by fol\y gov"',

51 th and grief:
Joy ends in ~- kill-and joy.

G rt'e! ends tn
d sdis with ski'II,
And fortune W
To sloth is ever coy·
whateVer con1es
'then greet . eVOUS smart,
Of joy or w:.1 with brave,
~_"gbt
or palO.
~
able heart.

lJncoPqu ....

\

A thousand sorrows and
A hundred fears assail
The fool from day to day.
The wise: man does not quail.
For sorrow cannot touch
The truly modest soul,
Long-suffering,
peaceful, wise,
Rooted in self-control.
If your own limb should be
The scat of sorrow, doubt,
Wrath, or timidity,
Cut roots, and cast it out.
Desires, departing, leave
A void. joy fills it higher.
But he who will pursue
Must perish by desire.
All heart's desires of earth
And heaven's great bliss fulfilled
Form one-sixteenth the joy
That comes from passion stilled.
This wisdom clasp. Faint not
Upon the righteous path.
Scorn all desires of sense,
And put behind you wrath.
For love is death that lives
And feeds within the heart:
And anger lives until
The soul and body part.
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THE JACKAL'S

PRAYER

WISDOM

OF BALI

Oh, thrice and four times blest art: they
Who have a pair of hands!
I lift a fruitless prayer to heaven
In envious demands.

I notice Timt: destroying all
The creatures in his path;
If 'rwere not so, I should indulge
In joy and pride and wrath.

I cannot pull a sliver out
Because I have no hands,
Nor nab the lowly parasite
Where sting or nipper lands.

You see me living as an ass
In lonely stall forlorn,
Devouring husks. And seeing this,
You chuckle, filled with scorn.

While those to whom a kindly god
Gave two five-fingered hands
Can catch a bug on any limb
And smash him where he stands.
They get them beds and dress and food
And shelter with their hands'
They build a house no frost or heat
Or wind or rain disbands.
And they bestride the lesser world
With all-contriving hands:
They make the bullock pull the cart
In fear of reprimands.
Yes, all
Must
For we
And

the rest of us on earth
follow their commands'
are poor but honest folk,
weak. We have no hands.

And if I would, I could assume
Some form so terrifying
That you, beholding it, would soon
Be seen in terror flying.

If heaven's king in armor stood
Here in a gleaming mist,
I could, if Time commanded,
Him low with naked fist.

smite

But this is not a time for fight;
This is a time for peace:
Time causes every action; Time
Bids every action cease.
I understand the ancient laws
By which events unroll.
You tOOmay understand. But first
Make friends with your own soul.

xii.

Thank God you are not classified
By bug or jackal brands,
Or mouse, or snake, or frog, or such.
Thank Heaven, man, for handsl
xii. 118. 11-18
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MEDHAVIN'S WISDOM
He plucks a blossom hac and there,
His thoughts directed otherwhere:
Before he sees desire or plan
Complete, Death comes upon a man.
Tomorrow's duty do today;
Let not the evening's task delay
Till evening hours. Death will not stay
To ask if it be done or nay.
Work out salvation. Do not wait;

Lest Death your thought anticipate.
Who knows the hour? or who can say
Whose fatal moment comes today?
Regardless of his settled plan,
Death seizes on the helpless man.
Then let your youth be given all
To virtue. Life is whimsical.

THE YOGA PATH
For as a steersman guides a ship,
Holding the tiller down,
Who, leaving stormy seas behind,
Sails to a lordly town,
Just so the wise and earnest man
May guide his soul, and find
A far, high place of perfect peace,
The body left behind.

Or as a c:a.rc.ful driver yokes
Good horses to his car
And quickly drives an archer [0
The spot desired, though far;
As UfOW$ hit the target, when
The bowstring gives release,
JUSlSO me saiDt, with centered thought,
Soon re3cbes perfect peace.
Yes,but the lurnM Brahman knows
How hard that path may be,
And DO man, so the wise declare,
Can tread it easily.

w7 .

for

JUSt as in a lonely
h snakes,
That creeps 3nd craw s wit fail
Where pitfalls yawn and water at s,
Tangled. with thorny brakes,

Aw

ild and foodless wood whose trunks
f
fire

Are gnawed bYk or~~e r~bbers hide,
A youth may see ,w .
The path of his desICe,
fi d and tread
So maya Brahman n
Yt
ath Yethe
The .oga PI 'his footing there,
May qUIckly ose
b
So many snares there e.

'Io sran d on

whetted razor.blades

Is easy. Not a so:; Yoga path

May stand upon

t

Who lacks in sdf-contrO·
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xii. 306

VERSES

The dullest people in the world
Live happily; and so
Do they whose wisdom is supreme:
The rest are sunk ill woe.

Speak not, unless you questioned be,
Nor speak, if questioned wrongfully:
The truly wise are able to

Sit quiet, just as boobies do.

xii. '5. 28; also xii. 1]3. J4

u

But for their patience, self-control,

But for their common sense,
And but for scorn of wealth, the wise
Have no preeminence.

u

xii. 81..26

There is no grief in others' grie£So fools proclaim aloud;
For they who never suffered much,
Love babbling in the crowd.
He cannot speak who feels the stab
That brings the stifled groan,
Who knows the taste of perfect grief.
His neighbor's as his own.

u

Fire, water, moonbeams, good, and ilIWe know them by the way they feel.
xii. 293. 39

u

Alone each creature sees the light;
Alone grows into youthful might;
His pains and pleasures are his own;

He journeys toward his death-alone.

U

xii. 294.16

A caJ£ can find its mother cow
Among a thousand kine:
So good or evil done returns
"
"I am t hine"
An d WhlSperS:
me.
xii. 330. 16

xii, 139. 65, 66

Rate not too high your righteousness,
And preach to other men still less :
Great cattle drink the water cool ,
Though frogs are croaking in the pool.
xii. 141. 8:&

An evil word, though men may shout
It loud, grows dim and flickers out.
A worthy word, though whispered low,
Pervades the world with steady glow.
xii. 293. 32
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xii . .293. 35

u
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FROM THE HITOPADESHA

THE ONE TREASURE
Many the tre::asuresfor which men sigh;

One only is peerless forever:
Thieves cannot plunder, gold cannot buy
The wisdom that pe-isheth never.
THE HYPOCRITE
The man who flatten you before your face,
Then mars your plans, and lets affection drop.
Him from your list of friends you'd best erase:
He is a poison-jug with cream on lOp.

Notes

Notes
Page 3. "Aetiu.
61,6:1

It Ch1!om:'

From

the: Urliv~nty of Coli(ornioCkro"icl~, XVI:

Ow .• 1914).

P2gI:; 6. "Buddha', W,[c:' UNI., XVI: 63. 64 (Jan., 1914)'
t; Page 9· ~"ToUtoi:' Ibid., XIV: 430-36 (Oct., Igu). This poem was read beU
~c the p~8ct:I Kappa Society of the University of California on M.:Iy 10, 19 .
e folloMog

o

In

ace:rpts

connection with it:

. '1'be

hiuo!'J:'

last gener.atioD

from Ryder's unpublished
produced

"lay ,;erman" are of iateresr

in 'Iclstci DOC of the great saints of Christian

~islif~
";31 sadly torn, for he had &llen on evil day5 for saintly liviDg,

and evil louro,li.tIC

toogues were busy with him. Yet with less aterDllI encourage-

ment, ~ su",:en:d more for religion than Peary .u/fered fOI the North Pole. The
mute, loglonool Tolstoil annot be numbered ....
'~ere
arc still ocoltional, very unclerical saints. By far the greateSt of these is
Tolnol. For a variety of reasons, lo3iotship came hard to Tolstoi. In the first
plate, it came late, and met vociferous obst3des in the shape of a numerous
~Y, ~ITied over from beathen days. Then, it was uepepubr in Russian high
5OCldy, if books may be trusted, and even the saint cannot wholly escape the
fashion. More impotttnt than all else, 1blstoi had btains. The saint is usually.
rather dull man, though he becomes majestic and even wise by hitching his
WlIIgoD10 .. star. And huing brains, Tolstoi was required to sacrifice more than
~e stupid saint. Francis prOM-bly fdt no pangs at renouncing Dovel_writing and
literary &.me, Peter the Hermit was not troubled by giving up psydmlogy and
economics, vulgar old Stylites could without pain turn away from the fifthUIltury equivalents of Wagner and Baudelaire. Thus many things conspired 10
make sainuhip hard for Tolstoi, and his testimony becomes on that acrount
doubly valuable. The whole world knows-perhaps
tOOwell-the sad wreck of
tamily life that arne, growing ever more hopeless as Tolnoi grew mote religious.
Nor does he fear to stare his belief about the matter plainly. Thus, in the sequel

ne KrmtIer SOlJtalJ:
.. 'Being in love, and union with the beloved object, never makes [n'c) it easier
to gain any end worthy of man, but always makes it more difficult:
" 'In Christ's teaching there is no basis for the institution of marriage:
to

.. 'Christian

marriage never existed or could uist:
is, ... from the Christian point of view ... a fall, a sin .•• :
"Then, at the very end, came the strength 10 break away entirdy. Tolstoi died
as, with his beliefs, he should have died, away from his &.miIy. His last days

.. ' ... marriage

proved him a true saint~ [But see Introduction, p. IXiii.)
Page 11. ;><05 1'I\0M N1RVAN.... From the UmIJern'ty of CaJifin'niJI ChrolJide,
50

XVI: 17:1.-& (Apr., 1914).
With the poem on Ignatius
unpublished

Loyola may be compared 11passage from Ryder's

"lay sermon":
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"1\opIc oIi~ spc:alt u if tdlplU~ pm«\lllC>Cl _~
a Mnn~ and iUlIgal
dlaua:~
whICh ~
(D .. ppcar kG Ihc: Spuu./)
lnqulNl.IDn. Lbc dltc\lOOll
of tbr: Salem Wltcha. aad kGa ("" otb.:r .pond1C caacJo; u If rdipIW pcneeuOOll
wee now dead.
b~ II shgbl: KqU.W";lOC'e .ub hulory, C"teA a bnd obseo';1uon
of the piola DOW h'lDg.a.hcnu
l:Nt tim at DOl Lbcase. tIw on thccontnry
,~cutioD bas aJW;1J" ~.
aad ..,11 a1W1J'1 be, wbar mm 1IIe: pious, thaI IS, are
mo'f'Cd by td~

1ood.

rc:.c:hng. J'd do DOC wltbdnw

from commuJUOII WIth tbcir

"Rdigio4 is IObKJOaI. 1"bc piouS nun. wbdhcr conscilIU~y or POl, K'paralcs
from hiJ £1m,], a.od tn«KI .... He: pdu .. Uy Iotd lbe power of hunun
srmpathy.
He docs tlOI. he annoI know bo.... other people 1U1fct. Al Lbe Ja~
lime. be iJ; applying 1I dOlil, JlImuha to himself. Tlw
lead hIm to the .;lsceuc
hfe, as it bois of teD done bi.RorlcaJl" Mor~or[l~n-fOf motl rI1Cll arc IImld and
iliogJal-he
remaim amonK his lund. in whom lOme portion of his dal~y self.
sllmulalion mUJI find ill object. 11lex twO thlllis-the
znl which calS .hlm up,
.00 hu in;Ibility 10 Iympathiu: WIth oUw:r human b6og_lead
nC«'S5VIlyto :ul
aclioily which hu the re:wlls of conscious cruelly. The whole extanal hutory
of religion is a history of atecticiun and pttWCUtiOIl. of cruelly to onoclf md
crudly to OI:hcrs.

bUnsclf

ma,

"It is necessary 10 U$C' Ihe word crudly. and a Imle dlplanation
is in order.
II is by no means meant thai religion leads a man to take pll;:lsute in the suffering. of others; qUlle the opposite: is of len the casr:, But by blunling his hur:nan
M:nsibliitics. by making him blind to any kind or existence dlcepl his own kllld,
rdigion leadl the pious man to do, or sanction, M:II whIch cause: exquil'lC suffering. Bloody Mary was by nature a gentle woman. Perhaps the momtroUl Torqu~mada wal not intentionally
cruel. The everyday clergyman of Ihe pr~nt
IS
certainly not bent upon causing pain. Yet pain alwayl results ftOm the ~CUVllYor
luch people; and the f;'lct th:lt Iheir cruelly il nol conscious, makes itl dlects none
Ihe leM diustrOUI. "'rhJps they sa~e themselves, otherlthey
annat $Jve:'
Page 28. "Torquemada:'
From the U"j""hly of CaJi(or"ia Chronjd~, XVII:
40),404
(Oct., 19t5). Compare Ihe nOle jUil abn~e.
Page )0. "Th.. Young Moth ..r:' Ibid., XVII: 405 (Oct., 1915).
Page 31. "Kalida»:'
From KalidflSa: Tra'u/alions of Shol{unrala and OlhnWorks (undon,
Dent, n. d. [19131), p. xxiii.
A comment 00 Kalidal in the Introduction
(p. xvi) to that volume is lIf inter ..st
in coonC:Clion with Ryder's own ideals of life:
"Kalidas.a pr ..servcs his intellectual balance and hi. Ipiritual initiative: what
greatncss of lOul is rcquired for this, everyone knows who has ..vcr had Ihe misfortune to differ in opinion from an imellectual clique:'
Page 32. "Pierre's Prayer:' From the UnitJ"siry of California Chronic/f, XIX:
247-49 Ouly, 1917).
Page 37· "Laboremus:'
From the Unit/fuily of CalifOrnia Chronicl~, XXIV:
269-72 (Apr., 1922). The Har\'Jrd
Oriental Series now (1938) conuins 33
volumes; but, alas. volumes 22 and 33 have not yel bc:cn issu ..d.
Page 43· "The Passion of Our Brother the fuilu:' From the Universily of cali·
fornia Chronicle, XX: 93---99 (Jan., 1918).
Pagc 55, WOMEN'S EVEI. This collection of one hundred verses was published
in San Francisco, by A. M. Robertson, in 19tO. In his Introouclion.
Ryder sutes
Ihat eighty-five of Ihe verses arc by Bhartrihari, while "the remaining fiflee:n arc
from various source.:' But in his own copy of the book he made penciled noles
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ked" "Who Und~rsund.
a Man!" and
that "Arrows of Looe:' "She Only Loo,
.. L t "The Thief of Hearts"
~'" h"
e frorn Anuru, ina
~\VheD My teve Dnawl I'flg wer
hi h .
obably an abbre~ialion for
.
u:·
-,
, m "Subh;'''
W II: II pro
.L
and "o;\I1ne ~lSIOn wen: 10
-.,
f D lay" "Umrustworu.y
the Sllh"'p·t,j~..Ji of vallabhadeVll; thai '::eHD:an!~
0 ',. ~a;
"Docs She Love
.
'" were fr"m
we IIO"....Un,
.
Thi.ngs:" and "Vv:abOmu
.'
••
d "Slrugghng
.:...._..
"'-"
"00 Giving a Daughter In Marnage, an
.c
Me;' • !lUU An a ...... wa.
.
J' hat "Logic" was firom tne
Fancia" were: from the S"al{ufltaJll [hy Kahda~
'. t..
S from an "Amholc_J' that ''Proc:l1l15nnaUOn wa
~_
Bllimilli-'.11i.m to
"!foInll4lw.o,
fi'
u,,_....nm[acar1la, a drama
Cease" was rom t e
-'''ogy"; and thai "Should nncy.
The discrepancy may perhaps
by Bb.anbhUtiJ.
This is a 1Ol:>.1 of s,u:t~~~etses·of
s,mJkrit UIn'aJ"r~ (p. 175)
be. Cllplaincd by the stalCmenl III Ke'Ul I IstOry
.
!aIlzas from well_known
that "the ooIlcaions lof verses b)' Bhanr~rilcon::~ :tanzas which in the anworks such al the _ .. S"lJkllnto/" of Ka I asa," "L
n (he other
eighty.four
•
_.L
-L-rs
than B atn""n.
.
.,
""",,,,'cs are a"nbc:d to ",,":r auulO
.
,-~":An
of Bhartnhan t at
·d
l
fcrnng 10 t e CU'Uv
,~
Ryder added numbct"1 COl .. nt y re
, d This present note smacks
il left unmar e .
k h .
he: used, except that VeJlaoo~
f d. ,., •. but the ~ditor may remar t at III
<h
Ryda hImsel
\5 I cu,
of a pedantry IU. ~.
of his translations.
.
&fmi"u Ryder ,ndlClta the sources
br hed in San FranCISCO,by A. M.
Page: 87. RnJ,.,,\·u Thil collection ~a~, pu 's va has been given in a version
Roberuon, in 1919. "!\lI-e:ar'l ,Awak"lIln~h~:~:
in.:..rled the poem in ~aalivu
found among Professor Ryder s papers, .. ,.
the trnnslation disproporhonatdy
.
'pp"TI:ntly t ,n Lng
, ,
he: omlucd many ItanUs,
e included in the .mal YOume.
..
I,". in comparison to the others that h
bl"hed "The Belter Pari-Ii was
I Hilhcrto unpu
IS
.
Page 153· FIlO~1 BnAIlT1lJlL\~ .
b t re'CCted' sec p. 79.
. '
evidently intended for lVomrlli ~y(s. u t~i
a' Year:' From ["dia" Sft~d,u.w
Page 16,. "How to Uoe Happily on No
~d
Mass., Harvard UlIlyemty
Ho"or of Charles R«l{wdl Uzflmall (Cam n gc,

. f' ..
"

.

,r'

c.

IS
Press, 1929), pp. a 13l" Hitherto unpublished.
,,,-_.
Chrollicle,
Page 16". "The Lazy
me, .. From the Ullivrrnly of CallJ"'Nla
Page 165. "The Way of pc::t<:e.
.
,
dn~ts' magaZIne 0
XXIII: 31-34
an., I
.'p
.. From the occident stu~·
3ya
Page '70. "The Ja~al ~ J 'LX
33 (Mar., '920).
.c U·
'ro nf Cahfnrma •
. 6
,. , •
mC mvcr~l.,,,
." H' halO unpub ,s cu.
Page 171. "Wisdom. o~ B;~l.~ II" Hitherlo unpublished.
"MedhaYlO I \'>IWom.
. h d
Page 172. "Th Yo g:a Path:· Hitherto unpubh, efi'
ZlI is a ~ariant trans-

(,

~~

:~:: "Ve~l~

,"J

Hith~O

(

XV'

u;=I~~(;:

;~).

rst sun

lation of stanta 9 of "The
ay a
Hitherto unpublished.
TOPADE5HA.
Page 176. Fll.o!>lTHE H'
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Arthur William Ryder
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lUI does not include :lily material printed in this volume, or any

pm'l.lcdin the UlI;'yrsity of California Chronicfe that were later tztlH: "olumes KaliI!aN, The PaneMlanrrll, or TM BhagalJod-gilfl.)

8 8
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?it:

I
C.. "Note
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xxm.
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77-'18
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(190:3)·
on the Ikngal

recension of the <;akuntalii;' ibid.,

The utile CIIIYC,,' rMr«hil~lJJikfl]:II Hind,: DrllnHl Attrib"rd to King
79-8].
0
shiidrllJ{/1, tn.nsl:ated from the original Samikrit and rra,kritS ;1l1OEnglish prose
and verse. ~lnbridge,

MUs.;IchuseUs, published

by Harvard

19 5.
ll
(Harvard Oriental Serio, "01. 9') pp. exx + '77'
The Uttle CI., CaTr; A Hind,. Drllmll Attribllted til King Shljdrak , ••.
adapted for me ocddrnt.:ll stage by AgneS Morgan. Version as produced at the
Neighborhood
pb.~house for the National 1'heatre conference. (New York,
Theatre Am, Inc., 1934)' pp. vii+ 107· (JIlu,trated.)
"Notes on the Mrcchaka\ika;'
Tournal 0/ the AmmOl/!
06). the Traveller
XXVII:
"The Old
418-54
Tiger(19and

University.

Oriental Sodety,

a
[from the HilOpader ];' Univflsity

0/ Cali-

08
(ornia
Chronicle.
X: 450-53
()<:t., 19 ).and Other JVork; (London, Dent; New
Ka/iJIUIl:
Trant/Iltill
0/ Shakuntala
ns
York, Dutlon, n. d. {19 3] [Eveq'man's LibrarY, vol. 6~9J)· pp. "",,+216.
1
Sha~lInta/ll: An Ae/iug Version in Thrte Act!, by Garnet Holme and Arthur
w~ Ryder (lkrkdey, Uni"ersity of California press, '9'4)' Pp. 34 [Reprint from
9
80
a
the University 0/ Cllli/Ornill Chronicle, XVI: :>49(July, ,1 1~).1
,
.
Ma/avik : A Five.(U't Comedy 0/ J(alida<1l (Berkeley, Un,,·erSlty of Callfornt
Press, 19ll5)' Pp. 47. [Reprint from the Univflsity 01 California Chronic/e,
2
1
mcle
XVII;
J:I3-67
1915)·J
"Fables
from (Apr.,
the Hitopodero'.'
univt!Tsity al California Chro ' , XIX: 15- 9
(Jan.,
19 7)' Meeting,
"Lovers'
'

translated

tsa iJTl1
g
, Canw

from the Katha$lm'

..
104," ,b,d.,

XIX:
Twen/y-twO
364-76 (o«.,
Goblin;,191Trl1nsfllud
7)'
from the Sanskrit (London an~ To:onto, Dent;
New York, Dutton, 19 7)' PI" viii + Z20. (With tWentY iHustraUons In colour by
1
Pl:rham
W. Nab!.)
.
.
A CorreiflOfldefla
with the HiJTvard Ufli~ertity Prdr (Berkeley, Cahforn>a.
19

). PI" 13, [PJivately pIinted.]
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Pma, .92'). pp. m+ 410.
Go/trs Gloom; T.~s ;0,. 1.4.. '--kr.... (QIPao. UmvrrRl' of Chiago
Pr-. 192'). Pp.";+ 1'1.
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