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006 aBTOpE

Canrxapakmura poawics TojJ uMeHeM JIeHHuc
Jluareyn B IOxnHOM Jlongone B 1925 rogy. O GombIeit
4acThIO 00YJaJICS CaMOCTOSTEIHHO, Y HETO PaHO Pa3BUIICS
WHTEpeC K KyiabType W ¢unocopuu Bocroka, u yxe B
IIECTHAIATH JIET OH OCO3HAJI ce0s1 OYTUCTOM.

Bo Bpemst Bropoit MupoBoii BOWHBI OH ObLT IPU3BaH HA
BOEHHYIO CiIykOy u momnan B UHauto, Te OH U ocTascs,
CTaB Oy TUHCKIM MOHAaXOM CaHrxapakuuToi.
[Ipoy4BIINCh,  HECKOIBKO JIET TOJ  PYKOBOJCTBOM
BEIYIIUX YYUTEICH OCHOBHBIX TPAIUIMKA Oymau3ma, OH
Hauyajl MHOTO Yy4uTh W nucatb. OH Takxke ChIrpai
KIIOYEBYIO POJb B BO3POXKACHUH OynausmMa B Muauw,
0COOCHHO Onaromapsi ero paboTe cpemu mocienoBareneit
nokrtopa b.P. AmGenkapa.

I[Ipoxxus B WMHmuu [Baaunare JI€T, OH BEPHYICA B
Aarmto w1 B 1967 romy OCHOBaJI OpraHU3allUI0
bynnwmiickato O6umny «TpupatHa», a B 1968 romy —
bynauiicknit  Opnen  «Tpuparna». InyOuna ombiTa
SICHOCTh MbIlUIeHUss CaHrxapakIMThl Kak MOCpPEIHUKA
Mexay Bocrokom wu  3amamoMmM, MUpPOM Tpagulvi U
COBPEMEHHOCTHIO, MPUHIIUIIAMH U MTPAKTUKAMHU, TOTYYUITH
npu3HaHue BO BceM wwupe. OH Bcerga 0COOEHHO
MOJUYEPKUBAJl  pElIalolee 3HAYeHHEe NPEaHHOCTH B
JTYXOBHOM >KM3HHU, TMEPBOCTEIICHHYIO BaXXHOCThH JTyXOBHOM
Opy’KObl W  OOLIMHBL, CBA3b MEXJy pelIurued u
HUCKYCCTBOM W TIOTPEOHOCTH B «HOBOM OOIIECTBE», TIE
JTyXOBHBIE HJI€aJIbl M  CTPEMJICHHUS HAXOAWIH  ObI
TOJITIEPIKKY.

Ceromnsa bynamiickas O6mmnHa «TpuparHa» —
MEXTyHapOIHOE Oy/IMiiCKOe IBIDKCHHE C OoJjiee 4YeM
HIECTHIONECATHIO IIEHTPAaMU Ha TMSTH KOHTUHEHTax. B
nocineaaue roasl CaHrxapakimra mnepenan OOoJBIIYO
4acTh CBOUX OOSI3aHHOCTEN CTapIIUM Y4YEHHKaM, 4JIeHaM
Opnena. Tenepb, Haxodscb B CBOEW PE3UJICHIIUU
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«AI[XI/ICTxaHa)) B BGHI/IKO6pI/ITaHI/II/I, OH COCPpCAOTOYNIICA
Ha JIMYHOM O6IIICHI/II/I C JIIOAbMHU H MHCaTenbCKOM
JACATCIBbHOCTH.



Life is King

Hour after hour, day

After day we try

To grasp the Ungraspable, pinpoint

The Unpredictable. Flowers

Wither when touched, ice

Suddenly cracks beneath our feet. Vainly
We try to track birdflight through the sky trace
Dumb fish through deep water, try

To anticipate the earned smile the soft
Reward, even

Try to grasp our own lives. But Life
Slips through our fingers

Like snow. Life

Cannot belong to us. We

Belong to Life. Life

Is King.



7Ku3Hb — 3T0 1apb

Yac 3a yacom, AeHb

3a THeM MBI TIBITAEMCS YIIOBUTH HEYJIOBUMOE, OTIPECIIUTh
Henpenckazyemoe. LBeTh1

BsHyT OT IpUKOCHOBEHBS, JIE]

BueszanHo TpenwuT noa Horoi. BrycTtyto

Mp1 nibITaeMcs IPOCIEAUTH MOJET NTHIIBI B HEOE,
YCIIEIUTh

3a GecciI0BECHOIO PbIOOH Ha MTyOMHE, MBITaEMCS
O1eHUTh 3aCITy’KEHHYIO YIBIOKY, MSTKOE
OnoOpenue, naxe

[TeiTaeMcs yXBaTUTH CBOIO COOCTBEHHYIO kH3Hb. HO
Kuznb

VYTekaeT cKBO3b MaJIbLIbI,

Kak cuer. )Ku3np

He moxet npuHajuiexars HaM. TO Mbl
[Tpunagnexum Xusuu. Kuzup —

DTO 1apk.



New

I should like to speak

With a new voice, speak

Like Adam in the Garden, speak

Like the Rishis of old, announcing

In strong jubilant voices the Sun
Moon Stars Dawn Winds Fire

Storm and above all the god-given
Intoxicating ecstatic

Soma, speak like divine men celebrating
The divine cosmos with divine names.
I should like to speak

With a new voice, telling

The new things that I know, chanting
In incomparable rhythms

New things to new men, singing

The new horizon, the new vision

The new dawn, the new day.

I should like to use

New words, use

Words pristine, primeval, words

Pure and bright as snow-crystals, words
Resonant, expressive, creative,

Such as, breathed to music, built Ilion.
(The old words

Are too tired soiled stale lifeless.)
New words

Come to me from the stars

From your eyes from

Space

New words vibrant, radiant, able to utter
The new me, able

To build for new

Men a new world.



Hosoe

MHe ObI X0TeN0Ch TOBOPUTH

HoBeiM ronocom, roBopuTs,

Kax Anawm B paiickom Cany, TOBOpUTb,

Kak Puim npeBHOCTH, TpoBO3IIIaIas

CunpHbIM JHKYOMEKM rosiocoM CounHile,

JIyny, 3Be3as1, PaccBet, Betrpa, Orons,

Bypro u npeBsIiie BCero TaHHyr 0oraMu,
[TpsHAITYIO BOCTOPrOM

Comy, TOBOPUTH, MTOT0OHO O0KEeCTBaM, OTTIAIIAIOIIIAM
boxkecTBeHHBII KOCMOC 00’KECTBEHHBIMU UMEHAMU.
51 ObI XOTEN TOBOPUTH

HoBeiM ronocom, nosectBys

O TOM HOBOM, UTO s 3HAIO, HaTleBast

Ha necpaBHeHHbBIE pUTMBI

Hogeble Belu HOBBIM JTIO/SIM, BOCTIEBas

HoBplil ropr30HT, HOBOE BUACHUE,

HoBbli1 paccBeT, HOBBIN JIEHB.

51 6 xoTen UCToNIb30BaTh

HoBrle citoBa, MCIIOIIB30BATh

W3HauanbHbIe, IEPBO3JaHHBIE CIIOBA,

YucTteie U spKkHe, KaKk KPUCTAJUIBI CHEra,

3By4HBIE, BHIpa3UTENbHbIE, TBOPUECKUE,

Kak te, uto, cneTeie o1 My3bIKY, BO3ABUIIN MITHOH.
(Crapsle croBa — CIMIIKOM H3MYy4YeHHbIE, TPS3HEBIE,
U30UThIC U OE3’KU3HECHHEIC).

Hosrie ciioBa

[Ipuxonsar ko MHE CO 3Be31,

N3 Bammx 171a3, n3

[IpocTpancTBa.

Hogslie cioBa, BUOpupyIolue, CUIone, CliocoOHbIe
BBIPA3UTh

HoBoro MeHs1, cioco6HbIe TOCTPOUTH HOBBIA MUP
st HoBOrO yenoBeka.



The Buddha

Lean, strenuous, resolute, He passed His days
Trudging in dust-stained clouts the forest paths;
Stood as a beggar at the beggar’s door

For alms, and more than kingly, spoke with kings.
Only when blue-black elephants of heaven
With bellowings filled the vast plains of the sky
Sat He aloof, and listened, heart at ease,

To the soft thunder of the rain on leaves.

Else was He as the sun unwearying

Full five-and-forty years, and as the sun

Shed upon all the beams of truth and peace.
This did He out of love for all that lives.

They carved Him out of sandal, chipped from stone
The Ever-moving, cast in rigid bronze

Him Who was Life itself, and made Him sit,

Hands idly folded, for a thousand years

Immobile in the incensed image-house;

They gilded Him till He was sick with gold.
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bynna

Xymo#t, ycepaHbli, Hermokoaeoumbiid, OH mpoBoun CBou
JIHU,

[Tpoaupasice IeCHBIMU TPOTIAMH B TIOXMOTBSIX,
3aJISITAaHHBIX TPA3BIO,

Cros1, KaK HUIIMWA Y JBEpEU HUIIIETO,

[Ipocs monasinust, U ¢ BBICIIEH 10OPOTOM TOBOPHII C
HapsSIMH.

W numis xorja 4epHO-CUHUE HEOECHBIE CIIOHBI
Hanonusinu peBoM oOInpHbIe MpocTpaHcTBa Hebec,

OH caauicst B CTOPOHE U CIIYIIAJ € JIETKOCTBIO B CEPIILE
Msrkuii menecT 0K B JINCTHIX,

B ocranbHOE ke BpeMsi OH OblJ1 HEMCTOIINUM, IOA00HO
COJTHILY,

LlenbIX COpOK IATH JIET, U, KaK COIHIE,

Pacceiman my4yu UCTUHBI U TIOKOSL.

OH nenain 310 U3 JH0O0BU KO BCEMY, UTO JKUBET.

Jlronu BeIpe3asii €ro U3 caHjaalia v BHICEKIIU B KAMHE
Toro, ko Bceraa ObLI B IBXKCHBE,

Otnunu B npovyHOi OpoH3e,

Toro, uro ObL1I camoii JKu3HEIO,

W ycagunu ero ¢ npa3aHoO CIIOKEHHBIMU PYKaMH,

Ha teicsay neT 00e31BIKHUB B OJJarOBOHHOM KJIETKE
oOpas3a.

Onu ykpammaiu ero, moka OH He IPECBITUIICS 307I0TOM.
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And underneath the shadow of the shrine

They sauntered in their yellow silken robes,

Or — lolled replete on purple-cushioned thrones —
In sleepy stanzas droned His vigorous words

To gentle flutterings of jewelled fans...

Arise, O Lord, and with Thy dust-stained feet
Walk not the roads of India but the world!
Shake from the slumber of a thousand years
Thy dream-mazed fold! Burn as a Fire for men!
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U nont ceHbro anraps

OHU TPOXaXKUBATHUCH B CBOUX JKEITHIX IIETKOBBIX
OJIESTHUSAX

Nnm, 00beBIINCh, pa3BaIuBAIUCh HA (PUOJIETOBBIX
MOJTyIIKaX TPOHOB,

Toms ero cioBa, IOIHBIE CUJIIBI,

B connom 60pMoTaHum

[Tox Msirkoe KoJBIXaHUE YKPAIICHHBIX IPArOlEeHHOCTIMHU
BECPOB...

Boccranb, o Biagsika, u cTynai cBoe 3anblIeHHON
HOTO

He no noporam Muauu, a no goporam mupa!
CTpsIXHU THICSYENIETHIOK IPEMOTY

Co cBoeli macTBbl, 3a0JTyIUBIIEHCS B CHaxX!

CraHb OrHEM IS MroAcH!
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Meditation

Here perpetual incense burns;
The heart to meditation turns,
And all delights and passions spurns.

A thousand brilliant hues arise,
More lovely than the evening skies,
And pictures paint before our eyes.

All the spirit’s storm and stress
Is stilled into a nothingness,
And healing powers descend and bless.

Refreshed, we rise and turn again

To mingle with this world of pain,
As on roses falls the rain.
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Meauranus

3neck 61aroBOHNE TOHKO KYPUTCH,
U x menutanmu cep/ie CTpeMUTCs -
[Tpoub OT BOCTOProB CTpacTeil yIaaUThCS.

ThICSYM KPaCOK, UYJICCHBIX U SICHBIX,
Kpacox, BeuepHero Heba npekpacHew,
[Tepen ToOOM MTPENCTAIOT €KEYACHO.

Bce, uTo TBO# 1yX O€CKOHEYHO TPEBOXKHT,
3nech, B [lycToTe, pacTBOpsieTCs T0XKBIO,
U ucuenenue cBbIIE HUCXOIUT.

ITomnbIe CUJI, MbI CIICINM BO3BPATUTHLCA,

UYrtoObI Ha/T MUPOM CTPAZaHUN TIPOITUTHCS
CBexuM J0XK1€M Ha BECEHHHUE BCXOJBI.
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Secret Wings

We cry that we are weak although
We will not stir our secret wings;
The world is dark — because we are
Blind to the starriness of things.

We pluck our rainbow-tinted plumes
And with their heaven-born beauty try
To fledge nocturnal shafts, and then
Complain ‘Alas! we cannot fly!”

We mutter ‘All is dust’ or else

With mocking words accost the wise:
‘Show us the Sun which shines beyond
The Veil’ — and then we close our eyes.

To powers above and powers beneath
In quest of Truth men sue for aid,

Who stand athwart the Light and fear
The shadow that themselves have made.

Oh cry no more that you are weak
But stir and spread your secret wings,
And say ‘The world is bright, because
We glimpse the starriness of things.’

Soar with your rainbow plumes and reach
That near-far land where all are one,
Where Beauty’s face is aye unveiled

And every star shall be a sun.
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TaliHble KPbUIbS

MEI ceTyeM 0 cl1aboCTH CBOEH,

Ho panyxHble KpbUIbsi CHOBA MPSUYEM,

N k Be4HOI1 JTyue3apHOCTH Belllei

M1 ci1a0bI - OTTOTO HAIl MUP TaK MpavyeH.

MBI nepraem u3 paayr 1o Iepy,

Ha cTtpenbl n3Bo/s1 IBETHBIE KPBUTBS,
A mocie, IpeKpaTHB CBOIO UTDY,
JXKaneewm, 4To neTaTh yKe HE B CHIIAX.

bopmouem: "Bce BOKpyT Ul MbLIb U TJIEH", -
N MynperioB HacMeIKaMu U3BOJIUM:

"O, MOKaX HaM COJTHIIE B BEICOTE

3a nejgeHor", - ¥ 11a3a OTBOHM.

K HebGecHbIM cunam U Apy3bsiM 3€MHBIM
O nomo1y B3bIBa€M HEYCTaHHO

U crpaxa HEM3OBIBHOTO MOJTHBI

K Toit TeHH, uTO OTOpackIBaeM CaMH.

He mmaunTe e 0 ¢1a00CTH CBOEH,

Ho panyry-kpbuio mojactaBbTe BETPY.
Cxaxwure: "Jlydye3zapHOCTh BCeX Belllen
S BIKY, OTTOro MO MUp Tak cBeTen'.

Ho ornpaBnsiiitech B palyKHbIN IIOJIET,

Han comneuHoit cTpaHoit pacipaBUB KpPbUIbS,
I'ne raitnel HaMm PeasibHOCTH pacnaxHeT

W cTaHeT COMHLEM KaXKJ10€ CBETUIIO.
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The Unseen Flower

Compassion is far more than emotion. It is something that
springs

Up in the emptiness which is when you yourself are not
there,

So that you do not know anything about it.

Nobody, in fact, knows anything about it

(If they knew it, it would not be Compassion);

But they can only smell

The scent of the unseen flower

That blooms in the Heart of the Void.
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HeBuauMELIN IBETOK

Cocrpananue — He4To OoJbIIIee, YeM SMOIHSL. DTO TO, YTO
pacmyckaercs

B nycToTe, To ecTb, KOrJ]a BacC caMux HeT,

Tax 4TO BB HUYETO 00 3TOM HE 3HaAETE.

Ha camom fene HUKTO HUYETO HE 3HAET O HEM

(Ecmu 661 3Ha)H, 3TO OBLTO OB1 He CocTpamanue),

Ho MOXHO TONBKO YTOBUTH

Apomar HeBHJIMMOTO IIBETKa,

Kotopsiit pactiyckaetcs B cepate [1ycToTsl.
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The Bodhisattva's Reply

What will you say to those
Whose lives spring up between
Custom and circumstance

As weeds between wet stones,
Whose lives corruptly flower
Warped from the beautiful,
Refuse and sediment

Their means of sustenance —
What will you say to them?

That woman, night after night,

Must sell her body for bread;

This boy with the well-oiled hair
And the innocence dead in his face
Must lubricate the obscene

Bodies of gross old men;

And both must be merry all day,

For thinking would make them mad —
What will you say to them?

Those dull-eyed men must tend
Machines till they become
Machines, or till they are

Cogs in the giant wheel

Of industry, producing

The clothes that they cannot wear
And the cellophaned luxury goods
They can never hope to buy —
What will you say to them?
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OTBeT 00AXMCATTBEI

YTO ThI CKaXKEeIlIb TEM,

YbH KU3HU IPOPACTAIOT

Mex 1y IpUBBIYKOHN U CIIydaem,
Kaxk copHsAKM MeX MOKPBIX KAMHEH,
UbH KU3HU YKPAJIKOH LIBETYT

B otnanenun ot npekpacHoro,
[TuTas cebs

OTxonaMu U OTIIOKCHHSIMU, -

YTO ThI CKaKEIIb TAKUM?

TaM KeHIIIMHA HOYb 32 HOYBIO

JlomkHa mipoiaBaThes 3a XJeo,

31ech MaJIBYUK C TYCTO HaMa3aHHBIMH BOJIOCAMU
W nuiom, B KOTOPOM yMepiia HEBHHHOCTD,
JlomkeH ymamnBaTh

I'psi3HBIC TENNA KUPHBIX CTAPHUKOB,

U oH, 1 0HA JOHKHBI OBITH BECEJIBI JIEHb HAITPOJIET,
[ToTromy 4T0, 33 7yMaBIIKCh, COUTYT C yMa —

YTo THI CKaKEIIh TAKUM?

OTH NI0M € IT1a3aMu, ITOJHBIMU CKYKH,
JIOIKHBI 00CITYKUBATh MAITHBI,

[Toxa camu He CTaHYT MallMHAMU

Winu e npesparsaTes

B BUHTHKM T'MTaHTCKOTO KoJleca
[IpoMBIIIIEHHOCTH, TPOU3BOASAIIECH

Opnexny, 4T0 OHM HE CMOTYT cebe O3BOJIUTS,
W ynakoBaHHBIE B IeT0(aH POCKOIIHBIE BEIIH,
KynuTe KOTOpBIE UM HEYETO U HAAESTHCS —

UTo ThHI CKaKeIb TAKUM?
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Or these dim shadows which
Through the pale gold tropic dawn
From the outcaste village flit
Balancing on their heads

Baskets to bear away

Garbage and excrement,

Hugging the wall for fear

Of the scorn of their fellow-men —
What will you say to them?

And wasted lives that litter

The streets of modern cities,

Souls like butt-ends tossed

In the gutter and trampled on,
Human refuse dumped

At the crossroads where civilization
And civilization meet

To breed the unbeautiful —

What will you say to them?

‘I shall say nothing, but only

Fold in Compassion’s arms

Their frailty till it becomes

Strong with my strength, their limbs
Bright with my beauty, their souls
With my wisdom luminous, or

Till I have become like them

A seed between wet stones

Of custom and circumstance.’
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Wnu 5T TycKiIble TeHH, KOTOphIE

B GsieHO-30510TOM CBETE TPOIIMYECKOTO 3aKaTa
bpenyT u3 nepeBHu napui,

Vaep:xuBas Ha rojioBe

Kop3unbl ¢ MycopoM U UCTIpaXXHEHHUSIMH,
[Ipmxumasich K CTEHE U3 cTpaxa,

Yro Hag HUMH OyyT HACMEXaThCs UX COOPaThs -
UTO THI CKaXkeIIb TAKUM?

A KU3HH, IPOKUTHIE BITYCTYIO,

3aBanuBIINE, CTIOBHO MYyCOD,

Vnuisl COBpeMEHHBIX TOPOIOB,

Jyim, onycTUBIIKECS HA caMOe JHO

U pacronrannsle,

YenoBeueckne 0TOPOCHI, CBaJICHHbIE

Ha nepekpectkax, rje BCTpeuaroTCsl IUBUITU3AIINH,
YtoObI MPOU3BECTH HA CBET YPOJICTBO, -

UTO THI CKaXkeIIb TAKUM?

«S51 He ckaxxy HM4YEro, HO MPOCTO

byny nepxarb B 00bsTHAX COCTpagaHus
Hx cnabGocTh, MOKa OHa HE CTAHET
CuiibHa MO€EH CHIIOH,

IIoka ux 4yeHbl

He cTanyT cusath Mmoelt KpacoToi,
[Toka ux nymu

He OynyT cBETUTBCS MOEH MYIPOCTHIO,
Wnu noxa s He cTaHy, KaK ¥ OHH,
CeMeHeM MeX MOKPBIX KaMHEH
[IpuBBIYKH U CTyUas».
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The Mask

For seven years a mask I wore,

Secure behind, and firm before;

A mask acceptable and neat,

As folk accustomed are to meet.

It went to school, it went to college,

A mask it was of wit and knowledge;
Older grown, it wined and dined,

Was mask superior, mask refined,
Mask prominent, mask most renowned,
Mask with a hundred masks around.
One day, it felt so hot and tight,

I took it off to say goodnight,

Shake hands, — I think I tried to smile
(’Twas only for a little while).

They shrieked aloud with rage and pain
Until I put it on again.
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Macka

CeMb JIET IOJT MaCKOM I XOIUII,

3aluIIEHHbIN c3a1 U HEKOJIEOUMBIi criepenu.
Macka ObLTa IPUATHON U ONPSATHOM -

Takol, Kakue IPUBBIKIA BUAETH JIFOIU.

Omna xoaua B MIKOJY U B KOJUTEIK,

OTa Macka OCTPOYMHMSI U 3HAHMSL.

Macka pocna, nujia u ena,

Crana yTOHYE€HHOUN U U3bICKaHHOM,

Mackoii BeTnaHsl, MaCKOM M3BECTHOCTH,
MackoH, OKpYyKEHHOU ThICSYEN MaCOK.
OpHaxxapl B HEH CTaNo TaK >KapKo U TECHO,

Yto s CHATI ee, YTOOBI ITOXKEIATh CIIOKOMHOM HOYH
U noxarb KOMY-TO PyKH - AyMarlo, 5 OMBITAJNCS
YABIOHYTHCS

(D10 OBLTO TOTBLKO HA MTHOBEHHE).

OHU BONIUJIM OT SIPOCTH U OOJIH,

[Toxa st cHOBa He Hajen ee.
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Four Gifts

I come to you with four gifts.

The first gift is a lotus-flower.

Do you understand?

My second gift is a golden net.

Can you recognize it?

My third gift is a shepherds’ round-dance.
Do your feet know how to dance?

My fourth gift is a garden planted in a wilderness.
Could you work there?

I come to you with four gifts.

Dare you accept them?
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Yerbipe n1apa

S npurien k Tebe ¢ YeTHIPEMS JapaMHu.
IIepBblii gap — BETOK JIOTOCA.

Tbl nOHMMaeb?

Moii BTOpO#i 1ap — 30510Tast CETh.

Tol y3Haenb ee?

Moii Tpetnii 1ap — XOpOBOJ ITACTYXOB.
3HaeT JI1 TBOSI HOTa, KaK TAHIIEBAaTh?
Moi1 ueTBepTHIil 1ap — cajl, BEIPAIECHHBIN B IUTYIIN.
Cwor i ObI THI paboTaTh Tam?

S npuien k Tede ¢ YEThIPbMS JapaMHu.
Tl oOCMENUIIbCS UX TPUHATH?
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Fourth Metamorphosis

Too long have I been a camel
Ship of the Desert

Too long knelt to be laden
With other men’s merchandise.

Too long have I been a lion
Lord of the Jungle

Too long fought
Paper-and-tinsel dragons

Too long have I been a child
Parent of the Future

Now it is time to be
Myself.
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YeTBepToe npeBpaiieHmne

CrunikoM JT0NTo 51 ObLT BEPOITIOA0M,

Kopabnewm IlycTeinn,

CHIIIKOM JIOITO CKJIOHSJICS, U Ha MEHS BO3J1arajin
ToBapsl JpyTrux JHONEH.

CHUIIKOM JI0ATO s OBLI JIBBOM,
Bnaapixoro JIxyHrieu,

Cravrkom fronro 6oposicst

C npakoHamM# U3 OyMarv ¥ MHIIYPBHI.

CrunikoM J101To 51 ObIIT peOSHKOM,
Poaurenem bynymero.

Terneps MpUILIO BpeMs OBITh
Co0oii.

29



The Six Elements Speak

I am Earth.

I am rock, metal, and soil.

I am that which exists in you
As bone, muscle, and flesh,
But now I must go,

Leaving you light.

Now we must part.
Goodbye.

I am Water.

I am ocean, lake, rivers and streams,
The rain that falls from clouds

And the dew on the petals of flowers.

I am that which exists in you

As blood, urine, sweat, saliva and tears,
But now I must go,

Leaving you dry.

Now we must part.

Goodbye.

I am Fire.

I come from the Sun, travelling through space
To sleep in wood, flint, and steel.

I am that which exists in you

As bodily heat, the warmth of an embrace,
But now I must go,

Leaving you cold.

Now we must part.

Goodbye.
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T'oBopsT mIECTH 31€MEHTOB

S 3emus.

41 xameHb, METaJ1 U IOYBa.

S 1o, 94TO CymecTByeT B TEOEC
Kak xocTH, MEIIIIIEL U IIOTh.

Ho teneps s qomxHa yiTu,
OcTaBuB TCOS JICTKHM.

Ceiltyac Mbl JOJKHBI PacCTaThCs.
[Ipommaii.

51 Bona.

51 okeaH, o3epa, peKHu U pyubH,
JL0o’K b, KOTOPBIN IPOJIMBACTCS U3 Ty,
U poca Ha sienecTkax IBETOB.

51 To, uTO CymiecTByeT B TEOE

Kak kpoBb, MOUa, CIItOHA U CJIE3bI.

Ho Teneps s nomkHa yury,

OcTaBuB TEOS CYyXHM.

Ceifuac Mbl JOJKHBI paccTaTbCs.
[Ipomaii.

S Orows.

S npuxoxy ot ComnHia, nepecekasi IpoCTPaHCTBO,
YtoObl 3aCHYTH B JiepeBe, KPEMHE U CTaJIH.

51 To, uTO CymiecTByeT B TEOE

Kak TenecHslii ap, TeIo oObsATHI.

Ho Teneps s nomkeH yury,

OcTaBuB T€Os XOIOIHBIM.

Tenepb Mbl JOJKHBI paccTaThCsl.

[Ipomai.
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I am Air.

I am wind, breeze, and hurricane.

I am that which exists in you

As the breath in your nostrils, in your lungs,
The breath that gently comes, that gently goes,
But now I must go,

For the last time,

Leaving you empty.

Now we must part.

Goodbye.

I am Space.

I contain all,

From a grain of dust to a galaxy.

I am that which exists in you

As the space limited by the earth, water, fire, and air
That make up your physical being,
But now they have all gone

And I must go too,

Leaving you unlimited.

Now we must part.

Goodbye.

I am Consciousness.

Indefinable and indescribable.

I am that which exists in you

As sight, hearing, smell, taste, touch and thought,

But now I must go

From the space no longer limited by your physical being
Leaving nothing of 'you'.

There is no one from whom to part,

So no goodbye.
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S Bo3ayx.

A Betep, Opu3 u yparas.

S To, uTO CylIecTBYET B TEOE,

Kak nprxanue B HO3IpSIX, JIETKUX,

JlpIxaHue, KOTOPOe MATKO MPUXOIUT U MSTKO YXOJHT,
Ho Teneps s noswkeH yitu

B nocnegnuii pas,

OcTaBuB T€OS MyCTHIM.

Teneppb MBI JOJIKHBI pacCTAThCSL.

[Ipommaii.

S IIpoctpancTBO.

S1 BMemaro Bce,

OT NBUIMHKY J10 TaTaKTHKH.

S To, 4TO CylIecTBYeT B TEOE

Kaxk mpocTpaHcTBO, OrpaHUYEHHOE 3€MJIEH, BOJOM, OTHEM
Y BO31yXOM,

Kotopslie cocTaBisitoT TBOE (PU3NUECKOE CYIIECTBO.
Ho teneps Bce onm ynun,

U s nomxHO yiTH,

OcTtaBuB TeOs HEOrpaHUUYECHHBIM.

Tenepb MbI JOJKHBI PACCTaThCS.

[Ipomai.

S Co3Hanme,

Heonpenenumoe u Heonucyemoe.

S To, uTO CylIecTBYET B TEOE,

Kaxk 3penue, ciyx, 000HsIHHE, BKYC, OCSI3aHUE U
MBILIICHHE,

Ho Teneps s nowkHO yiTH

13 npocTpaHcTBa, O0Jiee HE OrpaHUYEHHOT'O TBOMM
(U3NUECKUM CYIIECTBOM,

He ocraBuB HMUETrO, 4TO ABISIIOCH OB «TOOOW.
Her HuKkoro, ¢ keM HY»KHO paccTarbes,
[TosTomy 51 He MpOIIaOCh.
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Earth dissolves into Water,

Water dissolves into Fire,

Fire dissolves into Air,

Air dissolves into Space,

Space dissolves into Consciousness,

Consciousness dissolves into - ?
HUM
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3emist pactBopseTcs B Bone,

Bopna pactBopsiercs B Orne,

Oronsb pactBOpsieTcs B Bo3ayxe,

Bozayx pactBopsiercs B [IpocTpaHcTse,
[TpoctpancTBo pactBopsiercs B Co3HaHUH,
Co3nanue pactBopsiercs B... ?

XYM
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Song of the Windhorse

I am the Windhorse!

I am the king of space, the master of infinity,
Traversing the universe

With flashing, fiery hooves!

On my strong back, on a saddle blazing with gems,
I bear through the world

The Three Flaming Jewels.

Once, long ago,

My galloping hooves were upheld
By the delicate hands of gods

As I bore through the night,

From home into homelessness,

A young prince of the Shakya clan.

With elephant, bull, and lion,

I stepped stately round the capital
Of Ashoka’s column,

We four beasts bearing between us
The mighty eight-spoked Wheel
That through heaven and earth
Rolls irresistibly.

Nostrils breathing fire, I uphold,

Quadriform, the throne of the Jewel-Born Conqueror
in the south.
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IlecHb KOHSI-BeTpa

51 Konb-Betep!

S Bnajpika MPOCTPAHCTBA, MOBEJIUTENh OECKOHEUHOCTH,
Muammwmiicst no Beenennoit

Ha cusionux orHeHHBIX KOMBITAX.

Ha moeii cunbHOM criviHE, B celjie, CBEPKAIOIIEM
JIParoleHHOCTSIMU,

Sl Hecy mo cBeTy

Tpu IIputaromue J[paroneHHOCTH.

OnHaXbI, JaBHBIM-JAaBHO,

Mowu OBICTpBIC KOTIBITA ITOJAKOBATH
UckycHsble pyku 60roB,

U s Hec uepe3 HOUb,

W3 noma B CKUTaHb,

FOnoro npunna u3 poaa [lakps.

BwmecTe co clioHOM, OBIKOM U JIbBOM

S Bem4aBo 0OXOAMII BOKPYT KalMTENN
Komonnbsr Anroku,

W Mb1, 9eTbIpe 3Bepsi, HECIHU MEXIY COOOH
Benukoe Bocbmepuunoe Koeco,
Kotopoe Heycranno Bpaiaercs

Ha 3emie 1 Ha HeOe.

Hcnyckast oroHb M3 HO3IPEH, 51 AepiKal

UYeTslpexyrosbHbIN TPOH [[parorieHHOpOX IEHHOTO
[TokopuTens rora,
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I am the Windhorse!

White, like a shooting star,

I appear in the midst of the darkness of the world.
Sometimes I trot, sometimes gallop,

Sometimes stand stock-still in the midst of the heavens
So that all can see me in my glory.

My neck, proudly arched, is white as snow,

And my flanks gleam like mother-of-pearl.

Mane and tail are flowing gold,

And my harness of silver studded with turquoise.
My loud neighings, as I paw the clouds,

Echo and re-echo throughout the universe,

Waking those who sleep, putting to flight

The hosts of indolence, apathy, and despair.

Hearing the sound of my voice

Heroes regain their courage, warriors grasp the spears of
keen thought

Against the day of intellectual battle,

Against the day of the great spiritual war

For Life, Consciousness and Vision, when the bow sings
And arrows of desire are loosed at immortal targets.

I am the Windhorse!

I am thought at its clearest,

Emotion at its noblest,

Energy at its most abundant.

I am Reverence. [ am Friendliness. I am Joy.

I only among beasts

Am pure enough, strong enough, swift enough,
To bear on my back the Three Flaming Jewels.
The pride of the lion is not enough.

The strength of the bull is not enough.

The splendour of the peacock is not enough.
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51 Konb-Betep!

benrrii, kak magaroas 38e3/a,

S mosIBNISIFOCH TIOCPEIU ThMBI MHUpA.

Huorna s uay peichbio, MHOT/IA MTYCKAIOCh B TaJIOI,
WNHoraa octarock HEABMKUM, KaK CKaja mocpean Heoec,
UToOBI BCE YBHJICTN MEHS B MOEM BEJIUKOJICTTHH.

Most mrest, TOp/io BBITHYTas1, Oejia Kak CHET,

A 0OKa CHSIOT, KaK IepaamyTp.

I'priBa ¥ XBOCT — KaK YKHKOE 30J10TO,

Korna st 6p10 KOMTBITOM B 00J1aKaX, MO€ TPOMKOE PiKaHUE
CHoOBa ¥ CHOBa pa3HOCUTCS HXOM 10 Bcel BeeneHnHow,

[TpoOyxnas Tex, KTO CIUT, yIeTy4rBast

OpJibl Ipa3AHOCTH, YHBIHUS U OTYASTHUSL.

ITpu 3Byke Moero rosnoca

I'epou BHOBB 00peTatoT XpaOpocCTh,

BouHel XxBaTaroTCs 3a KOIbS IPOHULATEIbHON MBICIU

B nenp uHTeMNIEKTYaIbHOIN OUTBBI,

B nenb Benukoil 1yXOBHOM BOWHBI

3a XKuznb, Co3Hanue u Buaenue, korga por Tpyour

U ctpensl xenaHU BBITyCKAaIOTCS B O€CCMEPTHBIE LIENH.

51 Konb-Betep!

S camas sicHas U3 MBICJICH,

Camas 61aropoaHasi U3 YMOIIH,
Camas u300mIbHAs U3 YHEPTHUH.

S Ioutenue. S pyxemodue. S pagocTs.
Sl enuHCTBEHHBIN Cpeau 3BEpeit
Hacrtonbko 4ucCT, cuiieH u OBICTP,
YToOBI HECTU HA CBOEH CITUHE

Tpu ITsutaronue J[parorieHHOCTH.
TopaocTu 1bBa HEOCTATOYHO.

Cunbl ObIKa HEAOCTATOYHO.
Benuxomenus naBinHa HEJI0CTATOYHO.
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With what joy I sweep through the air,
Bearing age after age

My thrice-precious burden!

With what joy, with what ecstasy, I fulfil
The greatest of all destinies!

Plunging or soaring, I leave behind me
A rainbow track.
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C kako# paJioCTH sl HECYCh CKBO3b BO3MIYX,

Hecs Bek 3a BekoMm

Moto TpHKIbl JparoleHHyo Homry!

C kaxoii pafioCThiO, C KAKUM BOCTOPTOM I BBITIOTHSIIO
Benuuaiimee u3 npeaHazHaueHUi !

Bpocasick Briepen wim NoAHUMAsICh BBBICH, 1 OCTaBIISIO
Panyxusii cien.
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