KALIDASA
fourth century

Kalidasa, the author of the Sanskrit play Abhijfianasakuntala (SakUntala,
ring of recollection, commonly referred to as Sakuntala), is Indig’s Preey
classical poet. As with other great writers of the classical era, his life i's-}?l
popular legend, but royal inscriptions and other sources indicate that h‘e,‘ﬂ
during the Gupta period, between ca. 335 and 470, possibly in: Ujjaying (s
the Gupta capital in north India, where he may have served at the ¢q 1
greatest of the Gupta kings, Candragupta II (375-415), called Vikramadig,
the Sun in Valor). il

Sakuntala is the most beloved of Indian plays. Sir William Jones’s English
lation (1789) created a sensation in Europe, especially in Germany, whe;
a powerful impact on Goethe and the writers of the German Romantic g,
Rooted in the values of India’s classical civilization, and at the same time a
ing a profoundly human vision, this play about lovers parted and reunited
scends cultural particularities. o[

bl
The plot, adapted from an older epic tale, is simplicity itself. Op ségi
lovely maiden Sakuntala in the enchanting setting of the woodland he "
presided over by the sage Kanva, Dusyanta (model king and romantic herg )i
tably falls in love with her. The young woman, daughter of a celesti] nymph
a child of nature, returns his passion. Circumstances cause the lovers to- D
sage’s curse and the loss of the king’s signet ring result in the king’s forgettiy
liaison with Sakuntala, and plunge her into further suffering, far away fron
lover. The recovery of the ring jogs the king’s memory, and now it is his
suffer, not knowing where to find his beloved. With the intervention of,g
sages, the lovers are reunited, together with their young son. ot et
In Sanskrit dramaturgy, Sakuntala is a heroic romance (nataka), a playa
love between a noble hero and a beautiful woman. The nataka is the
important of the ten types of plays (rapaka, “representation”) described i
classical texts on dramaturgy. While in some respects the play resemble
romantic comedies of the Western tradition, such as Euripides” Alcestis or §|
speare’s Winter’s Tale, its cultural premises and aesthetic goals are entirely di
ent from those of Greek or Shakespearean drama, following instead the canor
Bharata’s Natyasastra (ca. second century), the authoritative text on aesthetics
dramatic theory. N
Some Sanskrit critics consider drama (natya) to be the best of the kavya g
because it is most inclusive, or complete. Although rhythmic speech is the
expressive medium available to lyric poetry, with the occasional addition ofm
drama has at its command both prose and lyric verse as well as an entire rang
nonverbal expression. Hence it is also called, from the perspective of the audie
“poetry to be seen” (drsyakavya), as opposed to other kinds of kavya texts, Wh
are “poetry to be heard” (Sravyakavya). From stage directions in the texts th
selves and from ancient accounts and treatises on dramatic theory, we know!
extensive use was made of stylized gesture, facial expression, eye moveill
music, and dance in enacting the poetic text. Meaning was to be conveyed
audience through abhinaya, acting conceived as a symphony of “languages,”
verbal text being only one of them. The Natyasastra treats dance, music;!
poetry as aspects of dramatic action in the unified aesthetic of rasa, presene
the major traditions of classical dance in India today. 3
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sthetic theory, rasa signifies “sentiment” or “mood,” the eliesthet'%c

: lale(ed by the artistic depiction of human emotion. S.amsl'(nt poetic

jence e"o.shes eight fundamental emotions (bhava), _expressed in eight major

| disn.nguflrom the erotic to the horrific. (Later tradition added “the calm” as
ging

s, 120 According to Bharata, both text and performance are aimed at such
qinth.) A

-] states, stimulating in readers Fmd vi;wers their aesthetic flljavor. Ijlelsel(s1
amotion? ion but rather its universalized counterpart, to be convey,
laliemo f affect and
g lized interplay of text, character, and.the nuances of af !

‘ i ;Zced by the actors. Where real emotion limits by its partlcular.lty,

tros the individual from the limitations of the everxday world, prop(;lhng
ﬁ‘li‘fﬁi :oward a higher apprehension of beauty, an experience of extraordinary
rersaliff i Sa la ends in happiness and harmony because it
; kit plays, Sakuntala ends in happiness ;

Like i S%I[‘l;e abier}llce of tragedy sharply differentlate:s Sanskrit drgma frorp
must &0 so.a its ancient counterpart in the Western tradition. Tragedy is impossi-

‘ ﬂdmgi;ldu and Buddhist conceptual universes, in Wthh. time and life func-
*inihjpen,ended cycles and human beings are linked with natu(ge and the
ikl i 1 networks of volition, action, and response.

h karma—impersona : :
Lol ﬂ]r(::rgs of the Sanskrit drama, especially the hero aqd heroine, are types,
m;cl(]j?r?guals The universalization of emotion in aesthetic terms depends on
o (;Yltabili.ty of character and behavior; kings, sages, and beautiful women are
up:]l[: their social roles and dramatic personae and must look, speak, fmd
ain i yentirely recognizable ways. The individual will and. pe‘rs.onal destiny,
H?‘;e s essential to the notion of tragedy, have no place in this vision. :
'hw;f;arr;ed at seasonal festivals and auspicious occasions such as weddings, th.e
l)'een(t) dramas were regarded as rites of renewal and order. The gpal of Sansl'mt
ﬂiis to reestablish emotional harmony in the spectators l?y showing qr_lderlymg
ile th arent conflicts of existence. In Sakuntala,
worespondences that reconcile the app . .
the re:‘l:]ization of the play’s dominant mood, the erotic rasa, turns on tl}e Fensi?n
ire (ka traced through the relationship
hetween duty (dharma) and desire (kama), . ough
b l‘leen-thet{(ing and Sakuntala. At first each actls] 1mpulcsll\l/)ely, ?oyed Elll}:ell}:igé

i i d chastened by suffering. The

ion. In the end, each is refined by duty an ened .
::dsSakuhtalﬁ, as she needs him, for both the rgclu§1ve life of the }éerrtmt.zlige %r}lli
the outwardly vital life of the court are, in reality, incomplete and sterile. /
ieal life is the life of the golden mean, of mutually tempereii duty and deSJrel, o
wilality shaped by self-control, of nature celebrated as culture’s founda.ltlon and its
complement. At the end of Sakuntala, ‘throggh the intense, transport11(111g savoring
of rasa, we are to reach a state of integrity w1th.ourselve‘:‘s and our wor .ﬂ s

The curse and the loss and recovery of the ring, the ‘ chance events tha gl(lil :
the course of the plot, are Kalidasa’s invention, necessitated prec1sel}/ by an idea
ofplot that is not “action” in the Aristotelian sense but a chart of emothnal m(tlerilc-
lions. We trace not the progression of externaldevci:nts but the ﬁn;l‘y cahbrfteué—i s;}sf
of suggested emotional states, through individual moments and “scenes” s

in whi i ing S a is hidden vantage
the one in which we observe the king watching Sakuntala from h1s hid |
point, while the frightened young woman wards off an annoying bee. We must
4o remember that the full effect of the text is to be realized in performanceE
with the actors suggesting the transitory emotions of eagerness, fear, and nascern
dlirction, through dance, mime, gesture, the language of the eyes, and in thelc

ng’s case, lyric verse. The verses and songs in Sakuntala embody moments o
“Oncentrated emotion in the progression of the plot. - -

¢ effectiveness of a Sanskrit play depends to a great extent on carrll(;lmca y
"quired contrasts and complementarities among its diverse elements. e con-
in Kalidasa’s play—between lyric verse and prose dialogue; the erotic and
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the heroic moods; the gluttonous buffoon and the disciplined king; the g
spoken by noblemen and the Prakrit dialects assigned to women, éhildr ki
male characters of the lower castes (including the buffoon who; althoy hen, ang
high-caste brahman, normally speaks Prakrit) —are staples of Sanskrit drargn by
ory. The play’s plot, too, is analyzable according to the precisely delineat;glc
and junctures of the ideal dramatic plot according to Bharata. The conty shﬁﬂ
Sakuntala, however, transcend these traditional requirements. Court ang .
age, the active and the contemplative life, are pitted against each other, 5
domestic and public worlds and the emotional universes of women and’ mei:]re
women’s rites in Act IV contrast with the king’s court of Act V; Dusyanta
freely between earthly and celestial hermitages, Indra’s court in heaven an:i :
own on earth, paralleling the audience’s movement, through the prdlogilenfr
the real world into the world of the theater. 'l

Among the many excellences impossible to convey in translation are the Jj -
clarity and sweetness of Kalidasa’s language and the powerful imagery an( fom
perfection of his lyric verse. His genius shines equally in his deep feeling for nnm]
and the delicate and personal sensibility he brings to the stereotyped char;t:m
and situations of his play. The comparison between women and nature is 3 com
monplace of Sanskrit poetry, rooted in the notion of the relatedness of all Jife },m
Sakuntala’s personal kinship with nature makes her unforgettable, Bop ’ofu
nymph and a sage but reared by the sakunta birds of the forest, Kalidasa’s heroin:
expresses a touching love of the plants, birds, and deer of her adoptive fathep
hermitage. Act IV, in which the animals and plants bid farewell to the heroine;
one of their own, is in the original a passage of haunting, lyrical beauty angd
affective power.

In contrast to the heroine, and similar to the other kings of Kalidasa’s poeis
and plays, Dusyanta is an establishment figure, in whose persona the poet gathers
up the conservative values of dharma and the royal ethic of action and protection.
Itis clear from the focus of the psychological plot, however, that the kings hergi
persona is equally grounded in his vulnerability to the awakening of love and ji
permeation into the depths of his being. In Indian thought, with its framework of
karma and rebirth, all learning is recognition or recollection, a recovery o
retrieval, through memory, of lost knowledge and lost sensibilities. Memory e
carry us back not only into the past in this life but to the pasts of all our previoi
lives. In this sense then, love is a union with our deepest selves. In the symboli
acts of recollection in the play, and in the very symbol after which the play
named, “the ring of recollection or recognition,” Kalidasa has given profound artis
tic expression to the Indian belief that memory and love have the power of making
human lives whole.

Barbara Stoler Miller, ed., Theater of Memory: The Plays of Kalidasa (1984
contains the best translations of Kalidasa’s three plays, along with an excellenl
introduction to Sanskrit drama and dramaturgy. A selection of the major Sanskil
plays is available in (adapted) translation in P. Lal, Great Sanskrit Plays (1964). In
Two Plays of Ancient India (1968) J. A. B. van Buitenen has translated Sadraki$
Mrcchakatika (The little clay cart) and Visakhadatta’s Mudraraksasa (Raksasis
signet ring), major plays of the Gupta period, both very different from Sakuntalé
For a comparative perspective, see Henry W. Wells, The Classical Drama of Indid
(1963). Readers interested in Kalidasa’s lyric poems should consult the beautifil
translations of the court epic Kumarasambhava in Hank Heifetz, The Origin of e
Young God (1985), and of the minor lyric poem Meghadiita in Leonard Nathal
The Transport of Love (1976).
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KALIDASA

PRONOUNCING GLOSSARY

e fO“O
Jents of 5¢
Abhiiﬁgnaéékuntala: uhb-hee-gnyah'-

nuh-shah’-koon-tuh-luh
Anastlyd: uh-nuh-soo’-yah
Apayajitéz uh-puh-rah'-iee-tah
aéoka: uh-shoh'-kuh
,\yodh)'ﬁ? uh-yodh’-yah
Bharatavarsa: bah'-ruh-tuh-vuhr-shuh
cakravaka: chuhk-ruh-vah'-kuh
cakravartin: chuhk'-ruh-vuhr-teen
(andragupta: chuhn'-druh-goop-tuh
Qaturika: chuh-too'-ree-kah
Daksa: duhk'-shuh
Dhanamitra: duh'-nuh-meet-ruh
dréyakavya: dreesh'-yuh-kahv'-yuh
Durvasas: door-vah'-siths
Dusyanta: doosh-yuhn'-tuh
Hamsapadika: huhm'-sah-puh-dee-kah
Hastinapura: huhs'-tee-nah-poo-ruh
Jayanta: juh-yuhn'-tuh
Kalanemi: kah'-luh-nay-mee
Karabhaka: kuh-ruh'-buh-kuh
ksatriya: kshuh'-tree-yuh
Madhavya: mahd’-huhv-yuh
Madhukarika: muhd’-hoo-kuh-ree-kah
Marica: mah-ree'-chuh
Marici: muh-ree’-chee
Mitravasu: meet-rah'-vuh-soo
moksa: mohk'-shuh
Nalyasastra: naht-yuh-shahs'-truh
Parabhrtika: puh'-ruh-bree-tee-kah
Parivaha: puh-ree’-vuh-huh

wing list uses common English syllables and stress accents to provide rough equiva-
lected words whose pronunciation may be unfamiliar to the general reader.

Paulomt: pow’-loh-mee
Priyamvada: pree-yuhm'-vuh-dah
Puru: poo’-roo

Raivataka: rai’-vuh-tuh-kuh
sakunta: shuh-koon'-tuh
Sakuntala: shah-koon'-tuh-luh
Sakuntala: shuh-koon'-tuh-lah
§amt: shuh'-mee

Sanumati: sah’-noo-muh-tee
Saradvata: shah'-ruhd-vuh-tuh
Sarngarava: shahr’-guh-ruh-vuh
Sarvadamana: suhr’-vuh-duh-muh-nuh
§irTsa: shee-ree’-shuh

Somariata: soh-muh-rah'-tuh
Somatirtha: soh-muh-teert'-huh
§ravyakavya: shruhv'-yuh-kahv'-yuh
srigara: shreen-gah'-ruh

Stcaka: soo’-chuh-kuh
svabhavokti: svuh-bah'-vok-tee
svarga: svuhr'-guh

svayamvara: syuh-yuhm'-vuh-ruh
Taralika: tuh-ruh'-lee-kah
Trisanku: tree-shuhn'-koo
Tristubh: treesh'-toob

Vasumati: vuh-soo’-muh-tee
Vitayana: vah-tah'-yuh-nuh
Vetravati: vay'-truh-vuh-tee
vidiisaka: vee-doo’-shuh-kuh
Visnu: vish'-noo

Vi$vamitra: veesh-vah'-meet-truh

yakst: yuhk'-shee
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Sakuntala and the Ring of Recollection!

CHARACTERS

Players in the prologue:
DIRECTOR: Director of the players and manager of the theater.
ACTRESS: The lead actress.

Principal roles:

KING: Dugyanta, the hero; ruler of Hastinapura; a royal sage of the |
dynasty of Puru.

SAKUNTALA: The heroine; daughter of the royal sage Visvamitra apg the
celestial nymph Menaka; adoptive daughter of the ascetic Kapyy,

BUFFOON: Madhavya, the king’s comical brahman companion.

Ungy

Members of Kanva’s hermitage:

ANASUYA and PRIYAMVADA: Two young female ascetics; friends of Sakyy
tala.

kanva: Foster father of Sakuntala and master of the hermitage; a sage
belonging to the lineage of the divine creator Marici, and thus related
to Marica.

GAUTAMT: The senior female ascetic.

SARNGARAVA and SARADVATA: Kanva's disciples.

Various inhabitants of the hermitage: a monk with his two pupils, two hoy
ascetics (named Gautama and Narada), a young disciple of Kanya s
trio of female ascetics.

Members of the king’s forest retinue:

CHARIOTEER: Driver of the king’s chariot.

GUARD: Raivataka, guardian of the entrance to the king’s quarters.
GENERAL: Commander of the king’s army.

KARABHAKA: Royal messenger.

Various attendants, including Greco-Bactrian bow-bearers.

Members of the king’s palace retinue:

CHAMBERLAIN: Vitayana, chief officer of the king’s household.

PRIEST: Somarata, the king’s religious preceptor and household priest.

DOORKEEPER: Vetravatt, the female attendant who ushers in visitors and
presents messages.

PARABHRTIKA and MADHUKARIKA: Two maids assigned to the king’s gardell

CATURIKA: A maidservant.

City dwellers:

MAGISTRATE: The king’s low-caste brother-in-law; chief of the city’s
policemen.

1. Translated by Barbara Stoler Miller.

SAKUNTALA AND THE RING OF RECOLLECTION. Act 1 751
(CEMEN: Sgcaka and Januka.
P?SLHERMAN: An outcaste.
f
(.elestials: ‘ o F et uslonat
agon: A divine sage; master of the celestial hermitage in whic
\ARICA:

wla gives birth to her son; father of Indra, king of the gods, whose
armies Dusyanta leads.
oIt Wife of MﬁrTga.
CTALL: [ndra’s charioteer. ) 7 i
. A nymph; friend of Sakuntala’s mother Menaka.

AN “ATT: . . ez Y
:f’\p(;us members of Marica’s hermitage: two female ascetics, Marica’s
arl

- inle Galava. :
dls‘CIPISElrva damana, son of Sakuntala and Dusyanta; later known as
BOY: ’

Bharata.

tage voices: i i
2{{25? oFFSTAGE: From the backstage area or dressing room; behind the

curtain, out of view of the audience. The voice belongs to varioBs

players before they enter the stage, such as the monk, Sakuntala’s

friends, the buffoon, Matali; also to figures who never enter the stage,

such as the angry sage Durvasas, the two bards who chant royal pan-
rics (vaitalikau).

\'01czgl)r~:1;SHEE AIR: A V(zice chanting in the air from somevxfhere offftage:
the bodiless voice of Speech quoted in Sanskrit by Priyarivada; Fhe
voice of a cuckoo who represents the trees of the forest blessmg
Sakuntala in Sanskrit; the voice of Harhsapadika singing a Prakrit

love song.

The setting of the play shifts from the forest hermitage (Acts I-1V) to
the palace (Acts V-VI) to the celestial hermitage (Act VI.I)‘ The sea-
son is early summer when the play begins and spring du.rmg the sixth
act; the passage of time is otherwise indicated by the birth and boy-
hood of Sakuntala’s son.

Act I

The water that was first created,

the sacrifice-bearing fire, the priest,

the time-setting sun and moon,

audible space that fills the universe,

what men call nature,? the source of all seeds, 5
the air that living creatures breathe —

through his eight embodied forms,

may Lord Siva come to bless you!’

& Here, carth. 3. This verse is a nandt (“benedictory verse”) recited at the beginning of a Sanskrit

P immediately after the preparatory rituals performed before a dramatic performance in ancient
idia. The benedictory verses of Sanskrit plays usually invoke the blessings of Siva, dancer of thq cosmic
e of ereation and destruction as well as patron god of the drama. In this verse, Kalidasa praises Slya

# the cosmic divinity pervading the universe in his eight manifest forms—the five elements (ether, air,
‘6 water, and earth), the sun and moon, and the sacrificing priest.
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Prologue

DIRECTOR: [Looking backstage.] If you are in costume now, madap,*
please come on stage! '

ACTRESS: I'm here, sir.* , Y

DIRECTOR: Our audience is learned. We shall play Kalidasa’s ney
drama called Sakuntala and the Ring of Recollection. Let the play-
ers take their parts to heart!

ACTREss: With you directing, sir, nothing will be lost.

DIRECTOR: Madam, the truth is:

[ find no performance perfect
until the critics are pleased;
the better trained we are

the more we doubt ourselves.

ACTRESS: So true . . . now tell me what to do first!
DIRECTOR: What captures an audience better than a song?
Sing about the new summer season and its pleasures:

To plunge in fresh waters

swept by scented forest winds §
and dream in soft shadows

of the day’s ripened charms.

ACTRESS: [Singing.]

Sensuous women

in summer love

weave ¥
flower earrings

from fragile petals

of mimosa

while wild bees

kiss them gently.” ¥

DIRECTOR: Well sung, madam! Your melody enchants the audience.
The silent theater is like a painting. What drama should we play to
please it?

ACTRESS: But didn’t you just direct us to perform a new play called
Sakuntala and the Ring of Recollection? g

DIRECTOR: Madam, I'm conscious again! For a moment I forgot.

The mood of your song’s melody

carried me oft by force,

just as the swift dark antelope

enchanted King Dusyanta. 5

[They both exit; the prologue ends. Then the KING enters WI:th his
CHARIOTEER, in a chariot, a bow and arrow in his hand, hunting
antelope.

4. The prologues to many plays present the actress as the director’s wife. 5. Such verses ar¢ sung ¥
women in Prakrit and set to a melody, whereas the Sanskrit kavya verses of the play are recited 0';3
to a simple tune that follows the rhythmic pattern of the verse quarter. The women's songs sl
feature nature descriptions or the nuances of love in natural settings.

SAKUNTALA AND THE RING OF RECOLLECTION. Act I 753

GHARIOTEER: [ Watching the KING and the antelope.]

I see this black buck move

as you draw your bow )
and I see the wild bowman Siva,
hunting the dark antelope.®

gNG: Driver, this antelope has drawn us far into the forest. There he 5o
1S again:
The graceful turn of his neck
as he glances back at our speeding car,
the haunches folded into his chest
in fear of my speeding arrow, 55
the open mouth dropping
half-chewed grass on our path—
watch how he leaps, bounding on air,
barely touching the earth.

[He shows surprise.]

Why is it so hard to keep him in sight? “
CHARIOTEER: Sir, the ground was rough. I tightened the reins to slow

the chariot and the buck raced ahead. Now that the path is smooth,

he won’t be hard to catch.
«ING: Slacken the reins!
CHARIOTEER: As you command, sir. [ He mimes the speeding chariot.] s

Look!

Their legs extend as I slacken the reins,

plumes and manes set in the wind, ears angle back;

our horses outrun their own clouds of dust,

straining to match the antelope’s speed. 70

kING: These horses would outrace the steeds of the sun.”

What is small suddenly looms large,

split forms seem to reunite,

bent shapes straighten before my eyes—

from the chariot’s speed 75
nothing ever stays distant or near.

CHARIOTEER: The antelope is an easy target now. [He mimes the fix-
ing of an arrow.]
VOICE OFFSTAGE: Stop! Stop, king! This antelope belongs to our her-
mitage! Don’t kill him!
CHARIOTEER: [Listening and watching.] Sir, two ascetics are pro- s
lecting the black buck from your arrow’s deadly aim.
KING: [Showing confusion.] Rein in the horses!
CHARIOTEER: It is done!
[He mimes the chariot’s halt. Then a MONK enters with TWO PUPILS,
his hand raised.]

6. Th : . s % :
taken fhcco?;][)anson is based on an ancient myth of Siva’s pursuit of the creator god Prajapati, who had

god's Chariot,m of an antelope. The verse flatters the king. 7. The seven horses that draw the sun
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MONK: King, this antelope belongs to our hermitage.
Withdraw your well-aimed arrow! Your weapon should rescue vic.
tims, not destroy the innocent! 4

kiNG: | withdraw it. [He does as he says.]

MONK: An act worthy of the Puru dynasty’s shining light!

Your birth honors

the dynasty of the moon!®

May you beget a son

to turn the wheel of your empire!

THE TWO PUPILS: [Raising their arms.] May you beget a son to turn
the wheel of your empire!

KING: [Bowing.] I welcome your blessing. b

MONK: King, we were going to gather firewood.! From here you can
see the hermitage? of our master Kanva on the bank of the Maling
river. If your work permits, enter and accept our hospitality.

When you see the peaceful rites of devoted ascetics,
you will know how well your scarred arm protects us.? 0

KING: Is the master of the community there now?

MONK: He went to Somatirtha,* the holy shrine of the moon, and put
his daughter Sakuntala in charge of receiving guests. Some evil
threatens her, it seems.

KING: Then I shall see her. She will know my devotion and commend 5
me to the great sage.

MONK: We shall leave you now.

[He exits with his pupils.]

KING: Driver, urge the horses on! The sight of this holy hermitage will
purify us.

CHARIOTEER: As you command, sir. [He mimes the chariot’s speed.] il

KING: [ Looking around.] Without being told one can see that this isa
grove where ascetics live.

CHARIOTEER: How?

KING: Don’t you see—

Wild rice grains under trees 1l
where parrots nest in hollow trunks,

stones stained by the dark oil

of crushed ingudt nuts,’

trusting deer who hear human voices

yet don'’t break their gait, ]
and paths from ponds streaked

by water from wet bark cloth.®

CHARIOTEER: It is perfect.

8. Known as the “lunar dynasty,” because it traces its descent to the moon god. 9, Any ancieil
Indian emperor is a cakravartin, a turner of the wheel of empire. 1. For the fire rituals andIVCd‘
sacrifices performed at the hermitage. 2. It includes men and women and is organized like &
extended family. 3. One of a king’s chief duties is to protect hermits and ascetics. 4. A place

pilgrimage in western India. 5. These nuts are pressed by forest dwellers for oil. 6. Forest dwellﬂ:
wear a cloth made of tree bark. 4

|

SAKUNTALA AND THE RING OF RECOLLECTION. AcT I

(NG [ Having gone a little inside.] We should not disturb the grove!
Stop the chariot and let me get down!

CHARIOTEER: I'm holdmg the reins. You can dismount now, sir.

CING: [Djsmountmg,] One should not enter an ascetics’ grove in
punting gear. Take thesel [He gives up his ornaments and his bow.]
Driver, rub down the horses while I pay my respects to the residents
of the hermitage!

GHARIOTEER: Yes, sir! [He exits.]

wnc: This gateway marks the sacred ground. I will enter.

[He enters, indicating he feels an omen.]

The hermitage is a tranquil place,
yet my arm is quivering . . .

do [ feel a false omen of love

or does fate have doors everywhere?

voicE OFFSTAGE: This way, friends!
KING: [Straining to listen.] T think I hear voices to the right of the
grove. I'll find out.
[Walking around and looking.]
Young female ascetics with watering pots cradled on their hips are
coming to water the saplings. [ He mimes it in precise detail.] This
view of them is sweet.

These forest women have beauty
rarely seen inside royal palaces—
the wild forest vines far surpass
creepers in my pleasure garden.

I'll hide in the shadows and wait.
[SAKUNTALA and her two friends enter, acting as described.]

SAKUNTALA: This way, friends!

ANASOYA: I think Father Kanva cares more about the trees in the her-
mitage than he cares about you. You're as delicate as a jasmine, yet
he orders you to water the trees.

SAKUNTALA; Anastiya, it's more than Father Kanva’s order. I feel a sis-
ter’s love for them. [She mimes the watering of trees. ]

KING: [To himself] Is this Kanva’s daughter? The sage does show poor
judgment in imposing the rules of the hermitage on her.

The sage who hopes to subdue
her sensuous body by penances
is trying to cut firewood

with a blade of blue-lotus leaf.

Letitbel I can watch her closely from here in the trees.
" [He does so.]
IEUNTALA: Anastiya, I can’t breathe! Our friend Priyarivada tied my
ark _dress too tightly! Loosen it a bit!
MASOYA: As you say. [She loosens it.]

FRIVANVADA: [Laughing.] Blame your youth for swelling your breasts.
Wh)’ blame me?
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KING: This bark dress fits her body badly, but it ornaments hey
beauty . .,

.o from the jasmine to my face. [She dances to show the bee’s 205
flying ‘ ’

gi’tEICk] B , k
T oking longingly]
A tangle of duckweed adorns a lotus, KING: [LO? mg‘
a dark spot heightens the moon’s glow,
the bark dress increases her charm—

beauty finds its ornaments anywhere.

SAKUNTALA: [Looking in front of her.] The new branches on this
mimosa tree are like fingers moving in the wind, calling to me, |
must go to it! [Saying this, she walks around.]

PRIYAMVADA: Wait, Sakuntala! Stay there a minute! When you stand 4
by this mimosa tree, it seems to be guarding a creeper.

SAKUNTALA: That's why your name means “Sweet-talk.””

KING: “Sweet-talk” yes, but Priyariwada speaks the truth about Sakun-
tala:

Bee, you touch the quivering

corners of her frightened eyes,

you hover softly near

to whisper secrets in her ear; | » .
a hand brushes you away, S

but you'drink her lips’ treasure—

while the truth we seek defeats us,

you are truly blessed:

’ . [She steps to
: & This dreadful bee won't stop. I must escape [
SAISIJ:;TI;'I;% glancing about.] Oh! He’ks.,pursum,g me. ... Save mel 25
ve me! This mad bee is chasing me! ‘
ogfa;}(;ls;\;;s: [Laughing.] How can we save you? Call King Dus-
B : . . :
¢ he grove is under his protection. e ,
)a{]t;l.e};’]seriy chance. Have no fear . .. [With this ha]f—spoken,' he
KINt(szs and Spéaks to himself.] Then she will know that I am the king. 220
s
till, I shall speak. .. . S : :
éAI.a.H.\J’?AILA: [Stopping after a few steps.] Why is he still followmg me?
KING: [Approaching quickly.]. ‘ ‘ .

Her lips are fresh red buds,

er arms are tendrils,
impatient youth is poised
to blossom in her limbs,

ANASOYA: Sakuntal, this is the jasmine creeper who chose the mangg
tree in marriage,® the one you named “F orestlight.” Have you for- 14
gotten her?

SAKUNTALA: I would be forgetting myself? [She approaches the creeper
and examines it] The creeper and the tree are twined together in
perfect harmony. F orestlight has just flowered and the new mango
shoots are made for her pleasure, )

PRIYAMVADA: [ Smiling.] Anastiya, don’t you know why Sakuntala looks
so lovingly at F orestlight?

ANASUYA: [ can’t guess.

PRIYAMVADA: The marriage of T orestlight to her tree makes her long
to have a husband too.

SAKUNTALA: You're just speaking your own secret wish. [Saying this,
she pours water from the jar.]

KING: Could her social class be different from her father's?? There’s
no doubt! ‘

While a Puru king rules the earth -

to punish evildoers, N
who dares to molest .

these innocent young ascetics?

ing the KING, all act flustered.) . .
ANASI[J;S(‘;eISif there’s no real danger. Our friend was frightened when
attac J S ALA.] P
bee attacked her. [ She points to SAKUNT, . ' .
KII\?G‘ [Approaching SAKUNTALA.] Does your ascetic practice go well?
SAKUNTALA stands speechless.] ‘ o )
ANAS[EIYA: It does now that we have a special guest. Sakuntz?)la,hgoht.o 230
our hut and bring the ripe fruits. We'll use this water to bathe his

feet h is hospit l'ty ough
v KING: Your kind speech is hospitality en - d rest
She was born to be a warrior’s bride, PRICANIVADA: Please sit in the cool shadows of this shade tree Hf‘li 7
for my noble heart desires her— i |
when good men face doubt,

inrer feelings are truth’s only measure.

235
SIT,

:;iiﬁzsusiﬂg}? ]\?\fz tsllrlf)cilllec‘)?gsg(e)gtr (V)\i;)rﬂ;uest. Let’s sit down. [All
§AI§§£ITALA: [To herse]f.t] \;Vlrlglr(ll ?I see him, why do I feel an emotion .
KI:I}(]}?t[til(?oi(;;e;t;te zglsh (;f(;he éir]s.] Youth and beauty complement 240
PRi;?Al;vi\f;ﬁ;dfl}zlj 2{ stage‘ W]H’Spéf.] Aﬁasﬁyé, who is he? He’s so polite,

fine looking, and pleasing to hear. He has the marks of royalty. :

Still, I must learn everything about her,
SAKUNTALA: [ Flustered,] The splashing water has alarmed a bee, He is

7. The characters of the two friends correspond to their names: Anasaya (Without Envy) is a serious,
straightforward, decisive young woman, while Priyamvada (Sweet Talker) loves to tease and laugh and
has a way with words. As noted above, the women speak Prakrit, whereas the king and other upper-class
male characters speak Sanskrit,  §, In calling the jasmine creeper syayamvara-vadha (“bride by her
own choice”), Anastiya refers to the public ceremony called svayamvara (“choosing one’s gwn bride:
groom”) in which women of the warrior class chose their own husbands, thus foreshadowing Sakuntal#'s
own action later in the play. 9, Marrying outside one’s class in the fourfold Hindu scheme of classes
(varna) is forbidden. As the sage Kanva’s daughter, Sakuntalz would be a brahman, and the king, being

iti » mandated rite of hospitality.
of the kyatriya (warrior) class, would not be allowed to marry her. L. A traditionally mandate p
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ANASOYA: I'm curious too, friend. I'll just ask him. [Aloud.] Sir, your
kind speech inspires trust. What family of royal sages do you adory
What country mourns your absence? Why does a man of refine.
ment subject himself to the discomfort of visiting an asceticy’
grove??

SAKUNTALA: [To herself] Heart, don’t faint! Anastiya speaks your
thoughts.

KING: [ To himself] Should I reveal myself now or conceal who [ am?
I'll say it this way: [Aloud.] Lady, I have been appointed by fh
Puru king as the officer in charge of religious matters. I have come
to this sacred forest to assure that your holy rites proceed unhjy,
dered.

ANASUYA: Our religious life has a guardian now.

[SAKUNTALA mimes the embarrassment of erotic emotion.]

BOTH FRIENDS: [Observing the behavior of SAKUNTALA and the king:
in a stage whisper.] Sakuntala, if only your father were here nowl

SAKUNTALA: [Angrily.] What if he were?

BOTH FRIENDS: He would honor this distinguished guest with what he
values most in life.

SAKUNTALA: Quiet! Such words hint at your hearts’ conspiracy. I won't
listen.

KING: Ladies, I want to ask about your friend.

BOTH FRIENDS: Your request honors us, sir.

KING: Sage Kanva has always been celibate, but you call your friend
his daughter. How can this be?

ANASUYA: Please listen, sir. There was a powerful royal sage® of the
Kausika clan . . .

KING: I am listening.

ANASUYA: He begot our friend, but Kanva is her father because he
cared for her when she was abandoned.

KING: “Abandoned”? The word makes me curious. I want to hear her
story from the beginning.

ANASUYA: Please listen, sir. Once when this great sage was practicing
terrible austerities on the bank of the Gautam river, he became so
powerful that the jealous gods sent a nymph named Menaka to
break his self-control.*

KING: The gods dread men who meditate.

ANASOYA: When springtime came to the forest with all its charm, the
sage saw her intoxicating beauty . . .

KING: | understand what happened then. She is the nymph’s daughter.

ANASUYA: Yes.

KING: It had to be!

No mortal woman could give birth to such beauty—
lightning does not flash out of the earth.

2. Anastiya uses the formal, florid style of courtly conversation.

warrior class but acquired the spiritual powers of a brahman sage. ~ 4. A standard theme in dl

3. Vigvamitra, who was bom ll'l_t

Indian mythology, appearing in the narratives of the life of the Buddha as well. The gods fecl threalﬂ‘_
i

by the supernatural powers that ascetics amass through self-denial.

)
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GAKUNTALA stands with her face bowed. The KING continues speaking
to himself] . .
jy desire is not hopeless. Yet, Wh‘er.l I hear her friends teasing her 285
1t a bridegroom, a new fear divides my heart.
31)(.)1, ApA: [Smiling, looking at SAKUNTALA, then turning to the
PR“'AM‘] Sir‘ you seem to want to say more.
KIN%KUI\&ALA makes a threatening gesture with her finger.|
; ,G.SYOu judge correctly. In my eagerness to learn more about your
KIN ous lives, 1 have another question.
'lAMVADA: Don’t hesitate! Ascetics can be questioned frankly. 290
::TG [ want to know this about your friend:

Will she keep the vow of hermit life

only until she marries . . .

or will she always exchange

loving looks with deer in the forest? 295

pRIYAMVADA: Sir, even in her religious life, she is subject to her father,
but he does intend to give her to a suitable husband.

wne: [To himself] His wish is not hard to fulfill.

Heart, indulge your desire—

now that doubt is dispelled, 300
the fire you feared to touch

is a jewel in your hands.

GKUNTALA: [Showing anger.] Anastiya, I'm leaving!

AnasOYA: Why?

SAKUNTALA: 'm going to tell Mother Gautam that Priyarivada is talk- 305
ing nonsense.

ANASOYA: Friend, it’s wrong to neglect a distinguished guest and leave
as you like.?

[SAKUNTALA starts to go without answering. ]

KING: [Wanting to seize her, but holding back, he speaks to himself ]

Alover dare not act on his impulsive thoughts!

[ wanted to follow the sage’s daughter, 310
but decorum abruptly pulled me back;

[ set out and returned again

without moving my feet from this spot.

PRIYAMVADA: [Stopping SAKUNTALA.| It's wrong of you to go!
SAKUNTALA: [Bending her brow into a frown.] Give me a reason why! 315
PRIYAMVADA: You promised to water two trees for me. Come here and
pay your debt before you go! [She stops her by force.]
KING: But she seems exhausted from watering the trees:

Her shoulders droop, her palms

are red from the watering pot— 320
even now, breathless sighs

make her breasts shake;

:i‘?akllnlalé's failure here foreshadows her neglect of this duty and its consequences later in the
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beads of sweat on her face
: wilt the flower at her ear;

her hand holds back

disheveled locks of hair.

Here, I'll pay her debt!

il

[He offers his ring. Both friends recite the syllables of the name g,

the seal and stare at each other.]®
Don’t mistake me for what I am not! This is a gift from the king to
identify me as his royal official.

PRIYAMVADA: Then the ring should never leave your finger. Your worq
has already paid her debt. [She laughs a little.] Sakuntala, you are
freed by this kind man . . . or perhaps by the king. Go now!

SAKUNTALA: [To herself] If I am able to . . . [Aloud.] Who are you to
keep me or release me?

KING: [Watching SAKUNTALA.] Can she feel toward me what | feel
toward her? Or is my desire fulfilled?

She won't respond directly to my words,
but she listens when I speak;

she won't turn to look at me,

but her eyes can’t rest anywhere else.

VOICE OFFSTAGE: Ascetics, be prepared to protect the creatures of our
forest grove! King Dusyanta is hunting nearby!

Dust raised by his horses” hooves
falls like a cloud of locusts swarming
at sunset over branches of trees
where wet bark garments hang,

In terror of the chariots, an elephant
charged into the hermitage

and scattered the herd of black antelope,
like a demon foe of our penances—

his tusks garlanded with branches

from a tree crushed by his weight,

his feet tangled in vines

that tether him like chains.

[Hearing this, all the gitls are agitated.]
KING: [To himself] Oh! My palace men are searching for me and
wrecking the grove. I'll have to go back.
BOTH FRIENDS: Sir, we’re all upset by this news. Please let us go to our
hut.
KING: [Showing confusion.] Go, please. We will try to protect the
hermitage.
[They all stand to go.]
BOTH FRIENDS: Sir, we're ashamed that our bad hospitality is our only
excuse to invite you back.
KING: Not at all. I am honored to have seen you.

6. A clear indication that women were part of the literate courtly culture of classical India.

3%

]

5
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AKUNTALA exits with her two friends, looking back at the KING, lin-

o artfully.]
lhaileiiﬂe desire to return to the city. I'll join my men and have

p near the grove. I can’t control my feelings for Sakun- 365

them cam
fal.
My body turns to go,
my heart pulls me back,
like a silk banner
buffeted by the wind. 370
[All exit]
Act 11

[The BUFFOON enters, despondent.] st il
suprooN: [Sighing.] My bad luck! I'm tired of pl%}/ing mdyekmk to a
king who’s hooked on hunting.7 “There’s a deer!” “There’s a boar!
“There’s a tiger!” Even in the summer rqldday heat we chase from
jungle to jungle on paths where trees give barely any shade. We
drink stinking water from mountain streams foul with rusty leayes. 5
At odd hours we eat nasty meals of spit-roasted meat. Even at night
| can'’t sleep. My joints ache from galloping on that h.orse. Then at
the crack of dawn, I'm woken rudely by a noise piercing the fores‘f.
Those sons of bitches hunt their birds then. The torture doesn’t
end—now I have sores on top of my bruises. Yesterday, we lagged 10
behind. The king chased a buck into the hermitage. As luck would
have it, an ascetic’s daughter called Sakuntala caught his eye. Now
he isn’t even thinking of going back to the city. This very dawn I
found him wide-eyed, mooning about her. What a fate! I must see
him after his bath. [He walks around, looking.] Here comes my 15
friend now, wearing garlands of wild flowers. Greek women carry
his bow in their hands.® Good! I'll stand here pretending my arms
and legs are broken. Maybe then I'll get some rest. il e
[He stands leaning on his staff. The KING enters with his retinue, as
described.]
KING: [To himself.)

My beloved will not be easy to win,

but signs of emotion revealed her heart— 2
even when love seems hopeless,

mutual longing keeps passion alive.

\He smiles.] A suitor who measures his beloved’s state of mind by
his own desire is a fool.

7. The brahman vidasaka (buffoon), though the king’s constant companion, differs from him in every
Spect, from his obsession with creature comforts and his cowardice to his coarse language. A caricature
ol the learned brahman and Sanskrit scholar, the buffoon speaks only Prakrit and is incapable" of versi-
Vg 8. In Kalidasa’s plays the king’s bow bearers are identified as yavant (“Greek women”). North

::dian kings of the Gupta age and earlier employed Bactrian Greek women as bodyguards and bow
arers,
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She threw tender glances
though her eyes were cast down, 8
her heavy hips swayed

in slow seductive movements,
she answered in anger

when her friend said, “Don’t go
and [ felt it was all for my sake . . .
but a lover sees in his own way.

1”

BUFFOON: [Still in the same position.] Dear friend, since my hands
can’t move to greet you, I have to salute you with my voice.

KING: How did you cripple your limbs?

BUFFOON: Why do you ask why I cry after throwing dust in my eyeg
yourself?

KING: I don’t understand.

BUFFOON: Dear friend, when a straight reed is twisted into a crooked
reed, is it by its own power, or is it the river current?’

KING: The river current is the cause.

BUFFOON: And so it is with me.

KING: How so? :

BUFFOON: You neglect the business of being a king and live like 3
woodsman in this awful camp. Chasing after wild beasts every day 4
jolts my joints and muscles till I can’t control my own limbs any-
more. I beg you to let me rest for just one day!

KING: [ To himself] He says what I also feel. When I remember Kap-
va’s daughter, the thought of hunting disgusts me.

[ can’t draw my bowstring 2
to shoot arrows at deer
who live with my love

and teach her tender glances.!

BUFFOON: Sir, you have something on your mind. I'm crying in a
wilderness.? 55

KING: [Smiling.] Yes, it is wrong to ignore my friend’s plea.

BUFFOON: Live long! [He starts to go.]

KING: Dear friend, stay! Hear what I have to say!

BUFFOON: At your command, sir!

KING: When you have rested, I need your help in some work that you @
will enjoy.

BUFFOON: Is it eating sweets? I'm gamel!

KING: [ shall tell you. Who stands guard?

GUARD: [Entering.] At your command, sir!

KING: Raivataka! Summon the general! &

[The GUARD exits and reenters with the GENERAL.]

GUARD: The king is looking this way, waiting to give you his orders.

Approach him, sir! ;

9. Like Shakespeare’s fools, the buffoon likes to speak in riddles. 1. A comparison of women's &%
with the eyes of deer, conventional in Sanskrit poetry. 2. A paraphrase of the Sanskrit prov'e{b‘
expression aranyaruditam (“a cry in the wilderness”); this is an expression of his puzzlement at the kings
behavior.
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NERAL: [Looking at the kING.] Hunting is said to be a vice,? but our
GE y

klng prospers.
Drawing the bow only hardens his chest, 70
he suffers the sun’s scorching rays unburned,
hard muscles mask his body’s lean state—
like a wild elephant, his energy sustains him.

[He gppmaches the KING.] Victory, my lord! We've already tracked
some wild beasts. Why the delay? . -

ING: Mﬁdhavya’s4 censure of hunting has dampened my spirit.

: NERAL: [In a stage whisper, to the BUFFOON.] Friend, you stick to

E our opposition! I'll try to restore our king’s good sense. [Aloud.]

This fool is talking nonsense. Here is the king as proof:

A hunter’s belly is taut and lean, 80
his slender body craves exertion;

he penetrates the spirit of creatures

overcome by fear and rage;

his bowmanship is proved

by arrows striking a moving target— 85
hunting is falsely called a vice.

What sport can rival it?

surrooN: [Angrily.] The king has come to his senses. If you keep
chasing from forest to forest, you'll fall into the jaws of an old bear
hungry for a human nose . . . 3

kING: My noble general, we are near a hermitage; your words cannot
please me now.

Let horned buffaloes plunge into muddy pools!

Let herds of deer huddle in the shade to eat grass!

Let fearless wild boars crush fragrant swamp grass! 95
Let my bowstring lie slack and my bow at rest!

GENERAL: Whatever gives the king pleasure.
KING: Withdraw the men who are in the forest now and forbid my
soldiers to disturb the grove!

Ascetics devoted to peace 100
possess a fiery hidden power,

like smooth crystal sunstones

that reflect the sun’s scorching rays.

GENERAL: Whatever you command, sir!
BUFFOON: Your arguments for keeping up the hunt fall on deaf ears! 105
[The GENERAL exits.]
KING: [Looking at his RETINUE.] You women, take away my hunting
gear! Raivataka, don’t neglect your duty!
RETINUE: As the king commands!
[They exit.)

3. The censure of hunting in Hindu law reflects the influence of the theory of karma rebirth and the
"Mpact of nonviolent creeds. 4. The buffoon’s.
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BUFFOON: Sir, now that the flies are cleared out, sit on a stone bengl -
under this shady canopy. Then I'll find a comfortable seat too,

KING: Go ahead!

BUFFOON: You first, sir!

[Both walk about, then sit down.)

KING: Madhavya, you haven't really used your eyes because you
haven’t seen true beauty.

BUFFOON: But you're right in front of me, sir!

KING: Everyone is partial to what he knows well, but I'm speaking
about Sakuntala, the jewel of the hermitage.

BUFFOON: [To himself] T won’t give him a chance! [Aloud.] Degy.
friend, it seems that you're pursuing an ascetic’s daughter.

KING: Friend, the heart of a Puru king wouldn’t crave a forbiddep
fruit. . .

d

.||‘

I3

The sage’s child is a nymph’s daughter,
rescued by him after she was abandoned,
like a fragile jasmine blossom

broken and caught on a sunflower pod.

BUFFOON: [Laughing.] You're like the man who loses his taste for
dates and prefers sour tamarind!®* How can you abandon the gor-
geous gems of your palace?

KING: You speak this way because you haven’t seen her.

BUFFOON: She must be delectable if you're so enticed! ®

KING: Friend, what is the use of all this talk?

The divine creator imagined perfection

and shaped her ideal form in his mind —

when I recall the beauty his power wrought,

she shines like a gemstone among my jewels. 1%

BUFFOON: So she’s the reason you reject the other beauties!
KING: She stays in my mind:

A flower no one has smelled,

a bud no fingers have plucked,

an uncut jewel, honey untasted, 10
unbroken fruit of holy deeds—

I don’t know who is destined

to enjoy her flawless beauty.

BUFFOON: Then you should rescue her quickly! Don’t let her fall into
the arms of some ascetic who greases his head with ingudr oil! i

KING: She is someone else’s ward and her guardian is away.

BUFFOON: What kind of passion did her eyes betray?

KING: Ascetics are timid by nature:

Her eyes were cast down in my presence,

but she found an excuse to smile— )
modesty barely contained the love

she could neither reveal nor conceal.

5. A fruit, the extract of which is used to flavor Indian sauces. Wy
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FOON: Did you expect her to climb into your lap when she’d
UF :

een you?
bgre\z}fen we parted her feelings for me showed despite her mod-
KING:

esty
“A blade of kusa grass®
pricked my foot,”
the girl said for no reason
after walking a few steps away;
then she pretended to free
her bark dress from branches
where it was not caught
and shyly glanced at me.

guFEOON: Stock up on food for a long trip! I can see you've turned
that ascetics’ grove into a pleasure garden.

wnG: Friend, some of the ascetics recognize me. What excuse can we
find to return to the hermitage?

surrooN: What excuse? Aren’t you the king? Collect a sixth of their
wild rice as tax!

unG: Fooll These ascetics pay tribute that pleases me more than
mounds of jewels.

Tribute that kings collect
from members of society decays,
but the share of austerity

that ascetics give lasts forever.”

VoICE OFFSTAGE: Good, we have succeeded!

KING: [Listening.] These are the steady, calm voices of ascetics.

GUARD: [ Entering.] Victory, sirl Two boy ascetics are waiting near the
gate.

KING: Let them enter without delay!

GUARD: I'll show them in. [He exits; reenters with the boys.] Here you
are!

HIRST BOY: His majestic body inspires trust. It is natural when a king
is virtually a sage.

His palace is a hermitage

with its infinite pleasures,

the discipline of protecting men
imposes austerities every day—
pairs of celestial bards praise

his perfect self-control,

adding the royal word “king”

to “sage,” his sacred title.

SECOND BOY: Gautama, is this Dusyanta, the friend of Indra?°
FIRST BoY: Of course!

6. Ux‘d‘ in Hindu sacred rites.
selldenial,
fapect for the
z“' * peson of tremendous self-control.
carthly Ccounterpart of the king of the gods.
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7. The king values the sacred power that the sages amass through
8. While Dusyanta may appear worldly to a modern audience, his sacred royal office, his
sages, and his disciplined adherence to the standards of dharma make him, in the sages’
9. His friendship with Indra underscores the king’s status
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SECOND BOY:

It is no surprise that this arm of iron

rules the whole earth bounded by dark seas—
when demons harass the gods, victory’s hope
rests on his bow and Indra’s thunderbolt.

BOTH BOYS: [Coming near.] Victory to you, king!
KING: [Rising from his seat.] I salute you both!
BOTH BOYS: To your success, sir! [ They offer fruits.) ,
KING: [Accepting their offering.] | am ready to listen. 5
BOTH BOYS: The ascetics know that you are camped nearby and sepg
a petition to you. 1
KING: What do they request? f
BOTH BOYS: Demons are taking advantage of Sage Kanva's absenee
to harass us.! You must come with your charioteer to protect the
hermitage for a few days! i
KING: I am honored to oblige. ' b
BUFFOON: [In a stage whisper.] Your wish is fulfilled! 00l
KING: [Smiling.] Raivataka, call my charioteer! Tell him to bring the
chariot and my bow! bk
GUARD: As the king commands! [ He exits.] 4o
BOTH BOYS: [Showing delight.) 1

4
1

Following your ancestral duties
suits your noble form —

the Puru kings are ordained

to dispel their subjects’ fear.

KING: [Bowing.] You two return! I shall follow. &
BOTH BOYS: Be victorious! [They exit.] k'
KING: Madhavya, are you curious to see Sakuntala? i
BUFFOON: At first there was a flood, but now with this news of demons,
not a drop is left. &
KING: Don’t be afraid! Won't you be with me? i
BUFFOON: Then I'll be safe from any demon . . . g
GUARD: [Entering.] The chariot is ready to take you to victory . .. but’
Karabhaka has just come from the city with a message from the
queen.
KING: Did my mother send him? ,
GUARD: She did. 1
KING: Have him enter then. F
GUARD: Yes. [He exits; reenters with KARABHAKA.] Here is the king
Approach! :
KARABHAKA: Victory, sir! Victory! The queen has ordered a ceremony
four days from now to mark the end of her fast. Your Majesty will
surely give us the honor of his presence.
KING: The ascetics” business keeps me here and my mother’s co
mand calls me there. I must find a way to avoid neglecting either!

1. The motif of a royal hero slaying demons who destroy the sacred rituals of forest sages, %€
the Ramayana (p. 576), is traditional. L
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~on: Hang yourself between them the way Trisanku? hung
ween heaven and earth. 240
. 'm really confused . ..
o My mind is split in two
by these conflicting duties,
like a river current split
by boulders in its course. 245

[’ﬂ;inkiﬂg'] Friend, my mother has treated you like a son. You must
pack and report that I've set my heart on fulfilling my duty to
he ascetics. You fulfill my filial duty to the queen.
srooN: You don’t really think I'm afraid of demons?
BU o Smiling.] My brave brahman, how could you be? 250
‘::‘pp.oON: Then I can travel like the king’s younger brother.
:INGI We really should not disturb the grove! Take my whole entou-
fage with you! . .
BUFFOON: Now I've turned into the crown Prmce! :
«nG: [ To himself.] This fellow is absent-minded. At any time he may 255
tell the palace women about my passion. I'll tell him this: [ Taking
the BUFFOON by the hand, he speaks aloud.] Dear friend, I'm going
to the hermitage out of reverence for the sages. I really feel no
desire for the young ascetic Sakuntala.
What do I share with a rustic girl 260
reared among fawns, unskilled in love?
Don’t mistake what I muttered
in jest for the real truth, friend!

[All exit.]

Act 111

[A disciple of KANVA enters, carrying kusa grass for a sacrificial rite.]
piscipLE: King Dusyanta is certainly powerful. Since he entered the
hermitage, our rites have not been hindered.
Why talk of fixing arrows?
The mere twang of his bowstring
clears away menacing demons 5
as if his bow roared with death.

Il gather some more grass for the priests to spread on the sacrificial

altar. [Walking around and looking, he calls aloud.] Priyarmvada,

forwhom are you bringing the ointment of fragrant lotus root fibers

and leaves? [ Listening.] What are you saying? Sakuntala is suffering 10
m heat exhaustion? They're for rubbing on her body? Priyarn-

vada, take care of her! She is the breath of Father Kanva’s life.

Il give Gautamr this water from the sacrifice to use for soothing
er.

L Amyﬂ‘ic.king who was left suspended between heaven and earth in a contest of power between the
K¥imitra and the gods.
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[He exits; the interlude ends. Then the KING enters, sufferjy , «yaDA: [In a stage whisper.] Anastiya, Sakuntala has been pining
love, deep in thought, sighing.] i he first saw the king. Could he be the cause of her sickness?

' ’ - iy be suffering from lovesickness. Il ask h
KING: K : 5 She must be suffering from lovesickness. I'll ask her ...

Tl oud | Friend, I have something to ask you. Your pain seems so

and the rules that bind her,
but I cannot abandon my heart
now that she has taken it.

deep AL§ [Raising herself halfway.] What do you want to say?

" coyA: Sakuntala, though we don’t know what it is to be in love,
ur condition reminds us of lovers we have heard about in stories.

- Canyou tell us the cause of your pain? Unless we understand your

[Showing the pain of love.] Love, why do you and the moon by
i  {llness, we can’t begin to find a cure.

"
n
contrive to deceive lovers by first gaining our trust? sl

Arrows of flowers and cool moon rays 3 JING: Anasilya expresses my own thoughts.

are both deadly for men like me — )J GRUNTALE: Even though I want to, suddenly I can’t make myself tell
the moon shoots fire through icy rays

and you hurl thunderbolts of flowers. ; myyo;;vwg; Sakuntala, my friend Anastiya means well. Don’t you see

how sick you are? Your limbs are wasting away. Only the shadow

of your beauty remains . . g
nG: What Priyarhvada says is true:

[Walking around.] Now that the rites are concluded and the priests
have dismissed me, where can I rest from the weariness of
work? [Sighing.] There is no refuge but the sight of my love. I mygt
find her. [Looking up at the sun.] Sakuntala usually spends the
heat of the day with her friends in a bower of vines on the Malini
riverbank. I shall go there. [Walking around, miming the touch of
breeze.] This place is enchanted by the wind. } ol

Her cheeks are deeply sunken,

her breasts’ full shape is gone,

her waist is thin, her shoulders bent,
and the color has left her skin—
tormented by love,

she is sad but beautiful to see,

like a jasmine creeper

when hot wind shrivels its leaves.

! I

A breeze fragrant with lotus pollen :

and moist from the Malint waves

can be held in soothing embrace

by my love-scorched arms. ;

SKUNTALA: Friends, who else can I tell? May I burden you?

pori FRIENDS: We insist! Sharing sorrow with loving friends makes it
bearable. :

KING:

[Walking around and looking.]

I see fresh footprints

on white sand in the clearing,
deeply pressed at the heel

by the sway of full hips.

I'll just look through the branches. [Walking around, looking, he
becomes joyous.] My eyes have found bliss! The girl I desire is lying
on a stone couch strewn with flowers, attended by her two friends.
I'll eavesdrop as they confide in one another. [He stands watching.
SAKUNTALA appears as described, with her two friends.] :
BOTH FRIENDS: [Fanning her affectionately.] Sakuntala, does the
breeze from this lotus leaf please you? 1
SAKUNTALA: Are you fanning me?
[The friends trade looks, miming dismay.]
KING: [Deliberating.] Sakuntala seems to be in great physical pa
it the heat or is it what is in my own heart? [Miming ardent desire,
My doubts are unfounded! i

I Friends who share her joy and sorrow
discover the love concealed in her heart—
though she looked back longingly at me,
now I am afraid to hear her response.

SAKUNTALA: Friend, since my eyes first saw the guardian of the her-
mits' retreat, I've felt such strong desire for him!
KING: | have heard what [ want to hear.

Bty My tormentor, the god of love,
: - has soothed my fever himself,
m like the heat of late summer
- allayed by early rain clouds.

ori o -
“KUNTALK: If you two think it's right, then help me to win the king’s

-~ pily. Otherwise, you'll soon pour sesame oil and water® on my
Corpse . . .

MING: Her words destroy my doubt.

Her breasts are smeared with lotus balm,
her lotus-fiber bracelet hangs limp,

her beautiful body glows in pain—

love burns young women like summer heat

but its guilt makes them more charming. fty, because the hermits have asked him to guard their hermitage from demons.
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PRIYAMVADA: [In a stage whisper.] She’s so dangerously in love thyy
there’s no time to lose. Since her heart is set on the ornament of -
the Puru dynasty, we should rejoice that she desires him.

ANASTYA: What you say is true. ol

PRIYAMVADA: [Aloud.] Friend, by good fortune your desire is in hay.
mony with nature. A great river can only descend to the ocean, A
jasmine creeper can only twine around a mango tree. ¥

KING: Why is this surprising when the twin stars of spring serve the -
crescent moon?* B

ANASOYA: What means do we have to fulfill our friend’s desire secretly -
and quickly? "

PRIYAMVADA: “Secretly” demands some effort. “Quickly” is easy. ]

ANASUYA: How s0? ,(

PRIYAMVADA: The king was charmed by her loving look; he seems thin
these days from sleepless nights. ¥

KING: It’s true . . . '

This golden armlet

slips to my wrist

without touching the scars
my bowstring has made;

its gemstones are faded

by tears of secret pain

that every night wets my arm
where I bury my face.

PRIYAMVADA: [ Thinking.] Compose a love letter and I'll hide it ina
flower. I'll deliver it to his hand on the pretext of bringing an offer- -
ing to the deity. ;

ANASOYA: This subtle plan pleases me. What does Sakuntala say?

SAKUNTALA: I'll try my friend’s plan.

PRIYAMVADA: Then compose a poem to declare your love!

SAKUNTALA: I'm thinking, but my heart trembles with fear that hell -

reject me.

KING: [Delighted.]

The man you fear will reject you
waits longing to love you, timid girl —
a suitor may lose or be lucky,

but the goddess always wins.

BOTH FRIENDS: Why do you belittle your own virtues? Who would
cover his body with a piece of cloth to keep off cool autumn moon-
light?

$AKUNTALA: [Smiling.] I'm trying to follow your advice. [She sifs
thinking.] '

KING: As I gaze at her, my eyes forget to blink.

She arches an eyebrow,
struggling to compose the verse—

4. The king refers metaphorically to the two friends attending Sakuntala as stars attending a )0
moon that is waning. "
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the down rises on her cheek, 140
showing the passion she feels.”

NTALA: T've thought of a verse, but I have nothing to write it on.
ANivADA: Engrave the letters with your nail on this lotus leaf! It’s

s delicate as 2 parrot’s breast.
NTALA: [Miming what PRIYAMVADA described.] Listen and tell me 145

{his makes sense!
priEnDs: We're both paying attention.

GKUNTALA: [Singing]

I don’t know

your heart,

but day and night 150
for wanting you,

love violently

tortures

my limbs,

cruel man. 155

«iNG: [Suddenly revealing himself.]

Love torments you, slender girl,
but he completely consumes me —
daylight spares the lotus pond
while it destroys the moon.

BOTH FRIENDS: [Looking, rising with delight.] Welcome to the swift 160
success of love’s desire!
[SAKUNTALA tries to rise.]
KING: Don’t exert yourself!

Limbs lying among crushed petals

like fragile lotus stalks

are too weakened by pain 165
to perform ceremonious acts.

ANASOYA: Then let the king sit on this stone bench!
[The KING sits; SAKUNTALA rises in embarrassment.
PRIYAMVADA: The passion of two young lovers is clear. My affection
for our friend makes me speak out again now.
KING: Noble lady, don’t hesitate! It is painful to keep silent when one 170
must speak.
PRIVAMVADA: We're told that it is the king’s duty to ease the pain of
his suffering subjects.
KING: My duty, exactly!
FRIYAMVADA: Since she first saw you, our dear friend has been reduced 175
to this sad condition. You must protect her and save her life.

KING: Noble lady, our affection is shared and I am honored by all you
say.

IThﬂ“mg of the cheek is held to be a sign of inner emotion which the actress is supposed to be

nlionmore (:sz.ent 6. Sakuntala’s modesty and good breeding prevent her from making her own decla-
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SAKUNTALA: [Looking at PRIYAMVADA.] Why are you keeping the ki
here? He must be anxious to return to his palace. 9
KING:

If you think that my lost heart
could love anyone but you,

a fatal blow strikes a man

already wounded by love’s arrows!

ANASOYA: We've heard that kings have many loves. Will our
friend become a sorrow to her family after you've spent time
her?

KING: Noble lady, enough of this!

Despite my many wives, i
on two the royal line rests— q
sea-bound earth

and your friend.”

BOTH FRIENDS: You reassure us. i

PRIYAMVADA: [Casting a glance.] Anastiya, this fawn is looking for ,ﬂ,-
mother. Let’s take it to her!

[They both begin to leave.] i

SAKUNTALA: Come back! Don’t leave me unprotected!

BOTH FRIENDS: The protector of the earth is at your side.

SAKUNTALA: Why have they gone?

KING: Don’t be alarmed! I am your servant.

4

Shall I set moist winds in motion
with lotus-leaf fans to cool your pain, Al
or rest your soft red lotus feet®. (1
on my lap to stroke them, my love 4

SAKUNTALA: | cannot sin against those I respect! :
[Standing as if she wants to leave.)
KING: Beautiful Sakuntala, the day is still hot. '

Why should your frail limbs
leave this couch of flowers
shielded by lotus leaves

to wander in the heat?

[Saying this, he forces her to turn around.] )
SAKUNTALA: Puru king, control yourselfl Though I'm burning with
love, how can I give myself to you? &
KING: Don’t fear your elders! The father of your family knows the law:
When he finds out, he will not blame you. /:',1
The daughters of royal sages often marry il
in secret” and then their fathers bless them. N

7. Royal polygamy was common in ancient India; it served to make and cement political all
Here the king speaks of the conventional ideal of a ruler’s two “chief queens”: the royal con
son will inherit the kingdom, and the earth, personified as the king’s spouse. ~ 8. A commo
for feet in Indian verse. 9. The gandharva form of marriage, a secret marriage of mutu:
was permitted for the warrior class. By the beginning of Act IV this has taken place.
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xraLA: Release me! I must ask my friends’ advice!
c: Yes, | shall release you.

;‘NNNTAL;‘: When?

:‘“'NG:

f Only let my thirsting mouth

, gently drinf(, from your lips, 220
s the way a bee sips nectar

h from a fragile virgin blossom.

[Saying this, he tries to raise her face. SAKUNTALA evades him with a

dance] :
JOICE OFFSTAGE: Red goose;' bid farewell to your gander! Night has

ived!
“:::JTALZ [Flustered.] Puru king, Mother Gautamf is surely coming 25
1o ask about my health. Hide behind this tree!
KNG: Yes.
[He conceals himself and waits. Then GAUTAMI enters with a vessel
in her hand, accompanied by SAKUNTALA’s two friends.)
gori FRIENDS: This way, Mother Gautamt!
GAUTAMI: [Approaching SAKUNTALA.] Child, does the fever in your
Jimbs burn less? 230
GkUNTALA: Madam, I do feel better.
auTAMI: Kusa grass and water will soothe your body. [She sprinkles
§AKUNTALA’s head.] Child, the day is ended. Come, let’s go back to
our hut! [She starts to go.]
SAKUNTALA: [ To herself] My heart, even when your desire was within 235
reach, you were bound by fear. Now you’ll suffer the torment of
- separation and regret. [ Stopping after a few steps, she speaks aloud.]
Bower of creepers, refuge from my torment, I say goodbye until our
joy can be renewed ... [Sorrowfully, SAKUNTALA exits with the
other women.]
KING: [Coming out of hiding.] Fulfillment of desire is fraught with
obstacles. 240

Why didn’t I kiss her face

as it bent near my shoulder,
her fingers shielding lips

that stammered lovely warning?

Should I go now? Or shall I stay here in this bower of creepers that 245
my love enjoyed and then left?

I see the flowers her body pressed

on this bench of stone,

the letter her nails inscribed

on the faded lotus leaf, 250
the lotus-fiber bracelet

that slipped from her wrist—

my eyes are prisoners

in this empty house of reeds.

1L Al kn,

birds, mbi::’n as the sheldrake (cakravaka). In Sanskrit poetry, separated lovers are symbolized by these

tto a curse that separates them from their mates every night.
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VOICE IN THE AIR: King!

When the evening rituals begin, e

shadows of flesh-eating demons swarm 143
like amber clouds of twilight, /i
raising terror at the altar of fire.

KING: | am coming. *
[He exits.]

Act IV

[The two friends enter, miming the gathering of flowers.|
ANASOYA: Priyarnvada, I'm delighted that Sakuntala chose a suitable
husband for herself, but I still feel anxious.
PRIYAMVADA: Why? i
ANASOYA: When the king finished the sacrifice, the sages thanked him
and he left. Now that he has returned to his palace women in the
city, will he remember us here? ¥
PRIYAMVADA: Have faith! He’s so handsome, he can’t be evil. But[
don’t know what Father Kanva will think when he hears about what
happened. )
ANASOYA: I predict that he'll give his approval. I
PRIYAMVADA: Why? A8
ANASOYA: He’s always planned to give his daughter to a worthy hus-
band. If fate accomplished it so quickly, Father Kanva won’t object.
PRIYAMVADA: [Looking at the basket of flowers.] We've gathered
enough flowers for the offering ceremony. L 7|
ANASOYA: Shouldn’t we worship the goddess who guards Sakuntala?
PRIYAMVADA: | have just begun. [She begins the rite.]
VOICE OFFSTAGE: I am here!
ANASUYA: [ Listening.] Friend, a guest is announcing himself.
PRIYAMVADA: Sakuntala is in her hut nearby, but her heart is far away. %
ANASTYA: You're right! Enough of these flowers!
[ They begin to leave.]
VOICE OFFSTAGE: So . .. you slight a guest . . .

Since you blindly ignore

a great sage like me,

the lover you worship B
with mindless devotion

will not remember you,

even when awakened —

like a drunkard who forgets

a story he just composed! "‘

PRIYANMVADA: Oh! What a terrible turn of events! Sakuntala’s distrac-
tion has offended someone she should have greeted. [Looking
ahead.] Not just an ordinary person, but the angry sage Durvasas

himself cursed her and went away in a frenzy of quivering, mad =

gestures. What else but fire has such power to burn?
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ASOYA: Go! Bow at his feet and make him return while I prepare
the water for washing his feet!

pRIYAMVADA: As you say. [She exits.]

ANASOYE: [After a few steps, she mimes stumbling.] Oh! The basket of
flowers fell from my hand when I stumbled in my haste to go. [She 40
mimes the gathering of flowers.]

ouiyavvADA: [Entering.] He's so terribly cruel! No one could pacify
him! But I was able to soften him a little.

asovA: Even that is a great feat with him! Tell me more!

sryantvapA: When he refused to return, I begged him to forgive a
daughter’s first offense, since she didn’t understand the power of 45
his austerity.

swasovA: Then? Then?

prIyAMVADA: He refused to change his word, but he promised that
when the king sees the ring of recollection, the curse will end.
Then he vanished. , 50

awasovA: Now we can breathe again. When he left, the king himself
gave her the ring engraved with his name. Sakuntala will have her
own means of ending the curse.

privavivADA: Come friend! We should finish the holy rite we're per-
forming for her. :

[The two walk around, looking.)
Anastiya, look! With her face resting on her hand, our dear friend
looks like a picture. She is thinking about her husband’s leaving,
with no thought for herself, much less for a guest.

ANASOYA: Priyarvada, we two must keep all this a secret between us.
Our friend is fragile by nature; she needs our protection. 60

pRIYAMVADA: Who would sprinkle a jasmine with scalding water?

[They both exit; the interlude ends. Then a DISCIPLE of KANVA enters,
just awakened from sleep.) '

piscipLE: Father Kanva has just returned from his pilgrimage and

wants to know the exact time. I'll go into a clearing to see what
remains of the night. [ Walking around and looking.] It is dawn.

The moon sets over the western mountain 65
as the sun rises in dawn’s red trail —

rising and setting, these two bright powers

portend the rise and fall of men.

When the moon disappears, night lotuses

are but dull souvenirs of its beauty — 70
when her lover disappears, the sorrow

is too painful for a frail girl to bear.

ANASOYA: [ Throwing aside the curtain and entering.)? Even a person

Withdrawn from worldly life knows that the king has treated Sakun-
fala badly.

DISCIPLE: I']] i it’s ti &
+ Ill inform Father Kanva that it’s time for the fire oblation.

2 Thefiavanika (“im
Of the ancien
flered the stage b

peller”), a curtain hung over two doors separating the backstage area from the
t Indian playhouse. An agitated entrance was indicated when, as here, a character
y throwing aside the curtain.
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