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PREFACE.

THE DrEAM oF RAVAN appeared oviginally in a
sevies of articles in * The Dublin University Maga-
zine” of 1853, 1854. The name of the writer has
not been disclosed ; but, whoever he was, theve is no
doubt that he was both a scholar and a mystic.
That he had studied the ‘‘ Rimdyana™ from the
oviginal texts and was a master of Veddntic psychology
is amply manifested ; that he was a mystic himself
and spoke of things that were vealities to him and not
meve empty speculations, s evident to every earmest
student of Indian theosophical litevatuve. In mo
other western publication, have the three * states™ of
man’s consciousness been so strikingly and so intelligi-
bly set forth as by our author. T his mystic exposition
will endow such tntellectual productions as Professor
Max Miiller's ¢ Lectures on the Veddnta™ and Dy.
Paul Deussen’s ¢ Das System des Vedinta” with a
soul, and breathe into them the breath of life. Though
the marvative is set forth in the garb of phantasy
and much of strangeness is sntevmixed, so that the
geneval veadey will pass it by as mevely a strange
conceit, mevertheless the mystic and student of yoga
will vecognize many a home truth but slightly veiled,
and many a secret wholly disclosed.

G.R.S. M.






THE DREAM OF RAVAN.

A MYSTERY.

In the caves of Eastern Sibyl, what

curious leaves lie hidden, or go whirling

in the wind ! written over with strange,

hieroglyphic characters, not without

deep meaning—akin to prophetic,—
Teste David cum Sibylla.

Fragmentary-—incomplete—hard to put
together, yet furnishing here and there,
when the attempt is made, a piece of
chance mosaic that engagesourattention
like the forms in the moss-stone. Such
a bundle of Sibylline leaves is the
“ Dream of Ravan,” of which we pro-
pose to put together and interpret some
torn and ragged fragments.
Valmiki—in that musical epic, the
Ramayana, which stands beside the
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Iliad for antique and stately simplicity,
and for the surpassing melody of its
numbers, no less than for its elevated
morality, may fairly challenge a com-
parison with any poem in existence—
has told us the main incidents in the
history of Rama and his Titanic enemy
Ravan. We need hardly inform our
readers that the Ramayana is, like the
Iliad, the story of a city besieged, for
the sake of a wife who has been unjustly
carried off. Rama, the son of Dasha-
ratha, King of Ayodhya, having been
banished for fourteen years by his father
to gratify the ambition of one of his
younger queens, Kekaiyi, who wished
to secure the succession for her own son
Bharata (an admirable illustration of
the working of polygamy), proceeds with
his incomparable wife Sita, one of the
loveliest female creations of poetry, and
his brother the indomitable archer
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Lakshmana, or as he is now popularly
called, Laxuman, to wander in the wilds
of the then thinly-peopled India, ex-
ploring and admiring the magnificent
forests, rivers, and mountains which lie
in their course ; visiting the holy sages
and hermits who live far in these wilds
unknown to public view, and slaying
demons, goblins, and giantsinnumerable.

Sita, though the heroine and central
female personage round whom the whole
action of the poem revolves, and though
the immediate cause of the war between
Rama, the religious or Brahmanical
prince of Ayodhya, the modern Oude,
and Ravan, the Titanic, or in other
words the anti-Brahmanical, aboriginal,
fetish-worshipping monarch of Lanka
or Ceylon,—was herself but the
secondary and occasional cause. The
original mover and feterrima causa bells
was a sister of Ravan, a certain Rak-
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shasi or Titanic Ogress, whose nails
were of the size and shape of the Indian
winnowing basket, and who was thence
called Shurpa-nakha, or Basket-nails.
This lady had assigned for her main-
tenance the forest of Janasthana,
covering an immense tract in the South
of India, and lived here in considerable
ease, with her brother and a large train
of attendant Rakshasas, feeding upon
the Munis or hermits who resorted in
great numbers to the recesses of this
forest, as in later ages to the Thebaid,
for the purpose of leading, with their
disciples, in its silent solitudes, a
life of holy contemplation, and
abstraction, and attaining a perfection
which was not possible amid the uproar
and the temptations of the world.
Considering the life of mortification and
self-denial which these Munis led—that
some stood on their heads, some upon
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one leg, some with one or both arms
stretched over their heads; some
hanging by their feet from the branches
of trees,” with their heads downward,
and this for tens, hundreds, thousands
of years; that the most luxurious ate
only leaves and roots, and vast numbers
were *‘‘ Vata-bhakshas,” or ¢ wind-
eaters ’—we fear that Basket-nails and
her Titanic court, even after the most
successful day of hermit bagging, must
have had, after all, but meagre fare.
Still the ogress was happy in her
condition, for she knew not the pangs
of love. One fatal day, however, while
prowling about in hopes of picking up a
stray Muni, she chanced to spy the
foot-print of a man, so exquisitely
beautiful that she fell instantly in love
with its possessor; and tracking it on
through the thicket with the sharp sense
of a roamer in the forest, she came at
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last upon its owner, the youthful and
beautiful Rama. The sequel we shall
give as succinctly related in the
Adhyatma Ramayana— [Aranya Kanda
—Sarga V.].

Raghava, son or descendant of Raghu,
it should be stated, is a patronymic for
Rama ; Saumitri, or son of Sumitra, a
similar patronymic for Laxuman. The
Rakshasas are the Titans and giants of
Hindu mythology, the fiends and ghouls
of the Hindu cemetery, the ogres and
goblins of the Hindu nursery.

Tue Unxsarpy LovE OF THE RAKSHASI OR
TITANESS SHURPA-NAKHA AND THE TRAGIC
CONSEQUENCES OF HER REVENGE.

Translated from the Sanscrit.

In the great forest just then a Rakshasi,
changing her form at will, _
Of terrible strength, went roaming about,

dwelling in Janasthana,
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Once on a time, on the Gautami* banks, not
far from the Five Banian Trees,

The foot-prints of the Universe Lord, marked
with the lotus petals,

Chancing to see, inflamed with love, bewitched
by the beautiful feet,

Tracking them onward, slowly she came at last
to the dwelling of Rama.

There that lord of prosperity, along with Sita
abiding,

Beholding beautiful as Kandarpa, intoxicated
with love,
The Rakshasi spoke to Raghava :—Who and
of whom art thou ? in'this hermitage what
Seekest thou to accomplish, with hair coiled up
and clothing of bark ?. this unto me declare.

I am a Rakshasi, taking all forms at will—
Shurpa-nakha my name;

Sister I am to the king of the Rakshasas,
Ravana the magnanimous.

Here in this forest I dwell, j@gether with Khara,
my brother.

Unto me by the king the whole has been given.
I live by devouring Munis.

‘Who thou art I desire to know—tell me, most
eloquent speaker.

To her he replied:—My name is Rama, the son
of the king of Ayodhya ;

This beautiful woman is Sita, my wife, the
daughter of (King) Janaka ;

That exceedingly handsome youth my younger
brother, Laxuman.

* Another name for Godavari.
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‘What is thy wish that I can accomplish? tell
me, O universe beauty !

Hearing these words ot Rama, in anguish from
love she replied—

Come to the forest, O Rama, with me; come
sport in mountain and grove.

I am sick with love; I cannot relinquish thee
with thy lotus eyes.

Rama, glancing a sidelong look towards Sita,
said with a smile—

This is my wife, happy in me, whom I never
quit for a moment.

How, without pain to her, my wife, canst thou
become mine, O fair one ?

‘Without stands my brother, Laxuman, a youth
surpassingly handsome ;

He'll be a suitable husband for thee. Go,
-‘wander about with him.

Thus addressed, she said to Laxuman—DBe
thou my husband, O handsome youth.

Obeying thy brother’s commands, to-day let us
be united ; do not delay.

Thus to Laxuman spoke the terrible Rakshasi,
overcome with desire.

‘To her thus Laxuman :—Good lady, I am the
slave of that high-minded one.

“Thou wilt become his female slave. O, what
more wretched than this !

Go to himself, good luck to thee; he is a king—
the Lord of all.

Thus bespoken, the evil-minded one turned
again to Raghava :—

Why dost thou make a fool of me thus, with
anger she cried, unstable one ?
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‘This moment, before thy very eyes, this Sita of
thine I'll devour.

Thus saying, assuming a hideous form, she
rushed on the daughter ot Janaka.

Then, by the order of Rama, drawing his
sword and seizing her,

Laxuman, nimble mover, slit off her nose and
ears.

Then uttering a terrible roar—her body
streaked over with blood—with speed,

Screeching, she flew to the presence of Khara,
in utterance discordant.

What is all this? cried Khara to her, still
harsher in his utterance.

By whom, rushing into the jaws of death, wert
thou thus lacerated ?

Tell me; him will I instantly slay tho’ he
resembled Fate.

To him the Rakshasi thus:—Attended by Sita
and Laxuman, Rama

Dwells upon the Godavari banks, freeing the
Dandaka forest from fear.

'Tis his brother hath maimed me thus, by
Rama himself commanded.

If thou art a son of a noble race—if a hero,
slay these enemies,

That I may drink up their blood and devour
the arrogant pair,

Otherwise I, abandoning life, will go to the
dwelling of Yama.

This hearing, Khara rushed hastily forth, out
of himself with anger;

And fourteen thousand Rakshasas, terrible in
their deeds,
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He commanded to march upon Rama, thro’
desire to effect his slaughter.

And Khara himself, and Trishiras, and Dus-
hana,* the Rakshas—

All went forth against Rama, with manifold
weapons armed.

Hearing their tumult, Rama thus spoke to the
son of Sumitra :—

Hark to this mighty uproar! doubtless the
Rakshasas come;

"Twixt them and me of a truth this day will be
fought a mighty battle.

Lead Sita away, and go to the cave; and there,
O mighty one, stand.

All the Rakshasas, horrible-shaped, I am
desirous to slay.

In this not a word must thou utter: I by my-
self adjure thee.

Obedient, leading Sita away, Laxuman went to
the cave.

Rama, girding his zone around him, taking his
cruel bow,

And of arrows two inexhaustible quivers bind-
ing, the lord stood ready.

Then the Rakshasas, marching up, hurled
forth upon Rama

Weapons of manifold form, and fragments of
vocks and trees.

Those in a moment Rama asunder cleft, in
sport, like sesamum seeds ;

* All these names are significant. ‘* Khara' means
harsh ; ‘¢ Trishiras,” three heads; * Dushana,’ crime.
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Then with a thousand arrows slaughtering all
those Rakshasas,

Khara also, and Trishiras and Dushana the
Rakshas—

The whole he slew within half a watch, the
eminent son of Raghu.

Laxuman, too, having brought forth Sita out of
the cave, to Rama

Delivering her up, beholding the Rakshasas
slain, was filled with astonishment.

Sita, embracing Rama, with a countenance
beaming joy,

The daughter of Janaka brushed* the wounds
of the weapons upon his limbs.

But SuE, beholding those eminent chiefs of the
Rakshasas slain, fled away.

Hastening to Lanka—into the council scream-
ing she rushed, and down at the feet of
Ravan,

* From the word used here, as well as from the com-
mentary, there is little doubt that Sita is here described
as having, by mesmeric passes downward, completely
healed the bruises and wounds inflicted by the Raksha-
sas. The words of the commentary are remarkable—

¢* Shastra Vrandni marfita rudhiréni purna gartani
Satya-Sankalpatvach—Chaki—etyarthaha."

* This is the sense—Brushing the bloody wounds of the
weapons, she filled up the cavities by the volition of pure in-
tention.”

The ** brushing " indicates the mesmeric traction ; the
« filling up the cavities,” the perfect healing of the
wounds ; the * volition of pure intention'—the strong
will and pure intention laid down by Du Potet and others
as so necessary to success in mesmeric operations.
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She, the Titan’s sister, fell prostrate upon the
earth.

Beholding her, Ravan addressed his sister thus
overcome with terror—

Arise, poor darling, arise! The deed of maim-
ing thee thus,

Tho' by Indra ’'twere done, O auspicious! by
Yama or by Varuna;

Or by Kuvera, relate unto me. I will instantly
burn him to ashes.

The Rakshasi thus replied: Thou art arrogant
overmuch and stolid of mind ;

Given over to drink, by women o’ercome, thou
art everywhere seen as a fool:

Without any spies—those eyes of a monarch—
O, how canst thou be a king?

Lo! Khara lies slaughtered in battle ; Trishiras,
and Dushana too,

And fourteen thousand other Rakshasas, all of
them mighty in spirit,

Have been in a moment by Rama slain, the
enemy of Asuras.

The whole Janasthana forest now he has
rendered safe for the Munis;

And thou, O foolish one, knowest it not; to
thee by me it is told !

Ravan.

Who is this Rama? For what and how, by
him were the Asuras slaughtered ?

Relate unto me exactly. I will utterly extir-
pate them.
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SHURPA-NAKA.

From the Janasthana forest once to the
Gautami’s bank as I went,

I came to an ancient asylum of Munis, bearing
the name of the Five Banian Trees.*

There within a hermitage I beheld the lotus-
eyed Rama,

Glorious, holding arrows and bow, with hair
coiled up, and clad in bark;

And, even in like manner arrayed, his younger
brother Laxuman;

And the large-eyed Sita—his beautiful wife—
like a second Goddess Shri.

Among Gods, Gandharvas, or Nagas, among
mankind, such a being

Was never beheld—was heard of never, O
King, with her beauty illuming the forest!

Making endeavours to bring her away, O sin-
less one, for thy wife,

Her brother, Laxuman named, slit off my nose

And both my ears—that mighty one, com-
manded thus by Rama.

Weeping from intense anguish, I went and
sought out Khara.

Then he, in battle assailing Rama, with multi-
tudes of Rakshasas,

Thereupon in a moment, by that strength-
resplendent Rama

All those Rakshasas were destroyed—so
terrible in prowess. ,

* Panchavati.
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If Rama wished it, the whole three worlds, in
half a twinkling of the eye,

He would doubtless reduce to ashes; so, my
lord, it appears to me.

Ah! were she but thy wife—then hadst thou
not been born in vain!

Now endeavour, O King, that she thy beloved
become. ‘

Sita, with eyes like lotus leaves, alone in the
world is beautiful.

Thou, in the presence of Rama—Lord, canst
never openly stand;

By magic the excellent son of Raghu bewitch-
ing, thou shalt obtain her.

Hearing this, by soothing words, by gifts and
by marks of honour,

Consoling his sister the monarch retired into his
own apartment.

There with anxiety filled, he could get no sleep
through the night.

«How by Rama, merely a man, was my power-
ful Khara destroyed!

How was my brother, alas! with strength and
courage and .pride, destroyed by the son of
Raghu!

Or is it that Rama is not a man, but the most
high Lord himself,

Me and my army desiring to slay, with his
multitude of forces ?

That besought by Brahma of old, to-day he
appears in the race of Raghu?

If I'm to be slain by the Spirit Supreme, I
shall win the Vaikunta* kingdom.

* The celestial kingdom of Vishnu or Hari.
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If not, I shall long this kingdom Titanic enjoy;
I will, therefore, march against Rama.”
Thus reflected the monarch of all the Raksha-

©  sas, knowing Rama for Hari, the Lord
Supreme,

< By hostile intention to Hari I go; not soon
the Supreme by devotion is won !”

Thus the die was cast and the fatal
resolve taken, upon grounds that must
appear strange to European minds—
v1z., that hostile struggle with, and
death at the hands of Vishnu, incarnate
in the person of Rama, so far from being
a punishment to the soul, was its
triumph—was in fact union with the
Deity; a more rapid and royal road for
its attainment, than the slow and
wearisome path of devotion. Thus all
Ravan’s subsequent violence and crime
receives a religious colouring. However
the slave of earthly passion to the eyes
of men, his. whole conduct was really
motived upon this determination to
bring on the beatific catastrophe, and
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speed the collision which was to unite
him with the supreme soul of the
world ;—an interpretation of action,
which, however startling, seems to flow,
as a necessary result, from a pantheistic
view of the universe.

Ravan, soon after, carries off Sita,
Rama’s wife, to the great scandal of his
own queen, the virtuous Titaness,
¢ Mandodari,” who seems to have been
a very corpulent lady, as that name,
unless rendered by the singular term
which St. Paul applies to the Cretans,
must be translated euphuistically
¢ weighty-stomach.” The name, how-
ever, is not worse than that which our
fair Ulster friends apply to their sisters
of a dark complexion ; and which is, in
the south, applied indiscriminately to
all the natives of the barony of Forth.

Rama, assisted by an army of talking
monkeys—a race, we believe, not yet
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extinct in India, nor perhaps elsewhere
—under the command of Hanumanta,
an astonishing leaper and marcher, who
is to this day worshipped in India, and
has a celebrated temple in Bombay,
marches to the south in pursuit; bridges
over the straits of Manaar; besieges
the Titan's capital, Lanka, perhaps the
present Candy; and after Indrajit, the
heroic son of Ravan and Mandodari,
has fallen to the bow of Laxuman, and
several otherleadingchiefsof the Titanic
army are killed, takes and burns Lanka,
slays the ten-headed Titan, andrecovers
Sita, whom Ravan had never been able
to prevail upon to listen to his love,
either by flatteries or threats.

What Homer’s battle of the frogs and
mice is to the Iliad, the Dream of Ravan
is to the Ramayana; for although there
is in it much of sad and serious, all

these graver parts are bound together
B
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by matter of a light and sometimes
ludicrous character. It is free in this
respect as Don Juan ; and, after rising
from a perusal, one may be puzzled to
decide if the whole poem is to be taken
as having a deep and serious moral, or
is a mere jeu d'esprit. It may be
reasonably doubted if Valmiki is the
author. Indeed, we have little hesitation
in pronouncing our verdict against that
view; for although it contains some
descriptions, as we shall see, resembling
passages in the Ramayana ; and though
some of the epithets, such as the ¢ Ten-
headed,” ¢ matchless archer,” ¢ as-
tonishing marcher,” correspond very
closely with those applied by Valmiki
to Ravan, Laxuman, and Hanumanta
respectively, these coincidences are to
be expected from an imitator. There
are, moreover, apparent anachronisms
which militate against Valmiki’s author-
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ship, and the prophecies of the future
state of India, uttered by the Rishis to
Ravan, are at least suggestive of grave
'suspicion.

The poem opens abruptly—upon the
return of Ravan from a hard-fought day
with Rama and Laxuman. He retires
to sleep, attended by his Titanic queen
Mandodari; has a fearful dream; and
awaking in alarm, summons, like Bel-
shazzar, all his wise men and counsellors,
and especially the whole tribe of Yogis,
Munis, and Rishis—ascetics, saints, and
holy sages, who, singular to say, are
found in invariable attendance on, and
apparently held in reverence in the
Titanic Court—to interpret its meaning.
‘The first canto of the poem is, from
this assembly, called the Sabhi Parva,
or “Canto of the Assembly;” and
opens shortly after Indrajit is slain.
‘The main action of the poem, in the
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first Kanda or section of this Parva,
consists in the alternate narrative of
Ravan, and utterances, chiefly vedantic
and always oracular, by the chorus of
Rishis, or assembled sages, which give
the whole poem a dramatic cast.

In the subsequent Kandas, a third
interlocutor is introduced, a youthful
Seer, in whom the Rishis awaken, by
laying their hands (mesmerically ?) upon
his head, the dnyana drishti, or *“ gnostic
vision,” which is evidently clairvoyance,
Thus illumined, he proceeds, at the
request of Ravan, to picture as present,
the scenes of a far futurity, in which
Ravan shall be engaged.

We now proceed to quote the opening,
and a considerable portion of the first
Kanda of the Sabhi Parva.

SaBHA Parva. Kanpa 1.

Hark to the rushing and clangour, the snorting,
and galloping rattle—
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"Tis Rédvan the ten-headed Titan to Lanka
come home from the battle

‘With Riama the Prince of Ayodhya, and Laxu-
man matchless archer,

And Hanumanta the chief of the monkeys,
that most astonishing marcher.

Down from his chariot of polished steel the
Titan monarch descended,

And straight to his lofty sleeping chamber
overlooking Lanka ascended ;

There having doffed his coat of mail, and hung
up his tenfold crown,

And quaffed a dozen mashaks of wine, the Ten-
headed laid him down.

And he called his magnanimous wife, the
Titaness Mandodari,

And he told her beside him to take her seat
upon a bearskin godari

And shampoo his limbs while he went to sleep,
for he felt fatigued and weary

‘With all the combating he had had on that day
of battle dreary.

Out of his twice five noses the Titan soon was
snorin

As loud as if a hundred lions were all in a
concert roaring.

But his slumbers were not refreshing, his sleep
seemed sorely troubled ;

His body uneasily rolled about, and often was
upward doubled ;

His twenty arms were tossed aloft with all
their rattling bones,

His ten heads started fearfully, and he uttered
forth smothered moans ;
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All his faces were deadly pale, for he saw some
terrible dream,

And at last he started up ‘and woke, with a
wild tremendous scream !

Mandodari asked in alarm, What aileth thee
so, my lord ?

What fearful dream or vision thy refreshing
sleep hath marred?

Summon the council, cried Ravan aloud, the
Rishis and holy sages,

The astrologers and dream-expounders, and
readers of destiny’s pages;

For I have dreamt an astonishing dream, me
feareth it bodes disaster—

Speed for the Rishis and Councillors, why don’t
the slaves run faster ?

The nagara drums struck up at once, and the
kettle-drums rub-a-dub,

And, ere ten minutes were over, all Lanka was
in a hubbub;

And into the palace, with sleepy eyes, came the
yawning counsellors trooping, -

With descending beards, and matted hair,
from the weight of their ages stooping,

Next came the Senapatis and other heroic com-
manders,

The fire-eating chiefs of Akali youths, and

. similar salamanders,

Brahmins and Panta-Pradhanas, and Rishis
and holy sages,

Astrologers and dream-expounders, and readers
of destiny’s pages.
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The grave assemblage respectful stood, silent,
with joined hands,

Wondering what meant this hurried summons,
awaiting the monarch’s commands.

Solemnly looking upon the assemblage, R4dvan
the silence broke,

Respectfully bowing down to his Guru, thus
the Ten-headed spoke :—

Hearken, ye bearded sages, ye Rishis emaciated,

Ye Yogis with matted hair, and arms stretched
upwards and elongated,

Ye venerable warriors, and Akali heroes
elated,

Ye sleek-headed men of worldly wisdom, with
proportions round and fair,

Whom out of your beds I have dragged reluc-
tant, into the cold night air;

This night when weary from battle I came,
and laid me down to sleep,

I dreamt a dream that troubles my mind, for I
heard Mandodari weep,

And other voices of lamentation, that of evil
omen seem ;

Interpret me, I command you, sages, the signi-
ficance of my dream.

THE DREAM OF Ravan.

I wandered, methought, in a wonderful land
from which all life had fled,

Where everything was turned to stone, or
desolate, or dead,

And silent cities in the desert, profounder
deserts spread ;
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Along their sad and lonely streets there moved
no living crowd,

‘Within the vast colossal fanes no breathing
votary bowed ;

The warrior and his war-horse, the monarch
and his bride,

The priest, the god, the victim—alike were
petrified.

The maiden and her poor pet cat lay lifeless
side by side.

Gigantic forms of life gone by looked out at you
from stone,

‘With a sad, eternal beauty, that time had not
overthrown,

And wailing, as the sun arose, they uttered
forth a moan.

CHorus ofF Risuis.

Ten-headed Ravan! beware, beware,
How even in a dream thou venturest there ;
"Tis the land mysterious of those that mourn:
On the wings of the wind thou thither may’st
g0,
But woe for Mandodari! O woe!
Canst thou, wilt thou safe return ?
Ahno!

Ravan.

In that land of the silent and desolate 1
wandered not all alone,

For beside me there moved a beautiful one,
whom I loved and called my own ;
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And yet altho' she appeared as one I had
known from eternity,

It was not this my magnanimous queen the
dusky Mandodari :

She seemed as tho’ she were one with whom,
in some long anterior birth,

Hundreds of thousands of years before, I had
been the companion on earth.

CHoRUS OF RisHis.

Ravan, Rivan, thou errest, beware!
Hearken to this truth sublime—
To the spirit is no time,
Past or future—space or clime—
Before or after—here or there,
In its own, its primordial state
Of unity, purity, power and grace,
In itself it mirrors all finite fate,
Possessing in one-ness, gazing on all
That hath befallen, or shall ever befall
Its evolution in time and space;
Events and relations, persons and things,
Actings and thinkings, and utterings,
Been or to be, in its finite race,
All are in unity seen and possessed,
As present at once, without where or when
Such is the universal range
Of the spirit’s boundless ken,
Such the eternal spirit life,
Without succession, devoid of change,
Duality, passion, or strife,
<Condition of the free, the doubly blest—
Highest activity, in unbroken rest—
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Three-fold being, thought, and bliss
Crowding in one happiness !

In the eternal Now of that high sphere,
Which ever was and is, and will be there,

In that all-comprehending infinite Here,
Which circling boundless, centreseverywhere,

Within that recapitulated All,

‘Where person mergeth in impersonal,

Which It, and I, indifferent we call,

All scenes and all events, all times and places,

All persons, gestures, speeches, voices, faces,

To be encountered in our finite days,

Are present to the spirit’s sense and gaze.

Hence often man, chancing on some new scene,.
Whither in life his footsteps never bore,
Hearing some voice, meeting some well-marked
mien,
Feels vaguely, all familiar were of yore ;
He seems to live again scenes lived or dreamt
before,
And wonders where or how it could have been..

They are seen by the spirit rapt and sublime,
Not in a former, but out of all time,

‘When retiring backward into itself

From the world of sense, and passion, and pelf,
And concentrated in that deep

Mysterious and illumined sleep,

The body’s trance, the spirit’s seeing,

Its own primordial mode, ecstatic being,

Its infinite nature it contemplates

As mirrored forth in the temporal fates,
Which await on its goings forth as a soul ;
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For then the universal sum
Ofsits destinies past, or in time to come,
Lie open before it like a scroll.

*Twas thus, O Ten-headed Ravan, with thee;
Not ages ago in a former birth,
As thou thoughtest, wert thou her companion
on earth,
But in ages of ages yet to come,
On thy forehead and on thy thumb
It is written that thou shalt be.

Before all time—beyond—beside,
Thou rememberest her eternally,
For she is thy spirit’s primeval bride,

The complement of thy unity,
Joined or dissevered, averted or fond,
"Twixt her and thee an eternal bond
Exists, which, tho’ ye were to seek,
Ye cannot ever, ever break— -
A bond from whence there is no freeing,
Since the typal spirit never
From its antitype can sever,
She is a portion of thy being
To all eternity.

Ravan.

Her cheeks were very pale, loosely bound her
flaxen hair,

And the face was that of childhood, so simple,
small and fair ;

But that child-like face, tho’ beautiful, looked
sorrowful and wan,

And from the circlet on her brow, two living
gems were gone ;



28

Her hair was decked with coral sprigs and
beautiful sea-weed,

And a scarf of crimson sea-moss across her
shoulders hung ;

Her feet were small and delicate, the shingle
made them bleed,

So she sat her down to wash them the Babul
trees among.

She listened to the wind that sighed thro’ bul-
rush and thro’ reed,

And she joined the plaintive dirge, and a low
sweet ditty sung.

SoNG oF THE MySTERIOUS WANDERER.

I saw a vision once, and it sometimes reappears,
I know not if 'twas real, for they said I was
not well ;
But often as the Sun goes down my eyes fill up
with tears,
And then that vision comes, and I see my
Floribel.

The day was going softly down, the breeze had
died away,
The waters from the far west came slowly
rolling on,
The sky, the clouds, the ocean wave, one molten
glory lay,
All kindled into crimson by the deep red Sun.

As silently I stood and gazed before the glory
passed,
There rose a sad remembrance of days long
gone ; '
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My youth, my childhood came again, my mind
was overcast,
As 1 gazed upon the going down of that red
Sun.

I thought on the beloved dead, the beautiful,
the dear,
The hearts that once were warm with life,
the loving ones now gone;
The voices that like marriage bells rang sweetly
on my ear,
The eyes that once had gazed with mine on
that red Sun.

The past upon my spirit rushed, the dead were
standing near,
Their cheeks were warm again with life, their
winding sheets were gone,
Their voices rang like marriage bells once more
upon my ear,
Their eyes were gazing there with mine on
that red Sun.

Many days have passed since then, many
chequered years
I have wandered far and wide—still I fear I
am not well ;
For often as the Sun goes down, my eyes fill up
with tears,
And then that vision comes, and I see my
Floribel.

Ah! never sank in human heart more deeply
touching sound,
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Than from the low and child-like voice that
sang that pensive song;
Never lute woke melody more varied or profound,
Than to those fairy fingers as they ran its
cords along.

O wonder of creation! O beauteous female hand.

That o’er such various elements can exercise
command !

I saw her with that little hand control the Yavan
steed,

And check him in the desert while careering at
full speed ;

With that evolving fabric, so exquisitely fine,

More fabulous in texture than Vishvakarma
spun,

Wi?h that she woke on canvas such forms of
life divine,

The champas blow, the parrots talk, the
speckled cobras twine,

You smell the fragrance of the flowers, you
hear the stag hounds run,

You feel the Penitent’s return and weep with
sire and son.

Nor lived she in the transcendent sphere
Of art and the beautiful alone;

High intellect and reason clear,

And philosophy their daughter dear,
Had erected upon her brow a throne,

And shared her mind with the ideal—

The actual, and the unseen real,
Claiming her equally for their own.
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Marking her sylph-like figure, and her pensive
features small,
You thought her the fairy child to whom un-
earthly bard might sing—
Whose hand might sadly touch the lute, or
sweep the virginal,
Embroider a drooping violet, or paint a
butterfly’s wing.

But go to her chamber, and there behold
The ponderous folios that range,
‘Written all over with characters old,
Classic, and beautiful, and bold,
Recondite, rare, and strange:
And all this deep, mysterious lore,
‘Whose every dark and sibylline page
Studious youth and thoughtful age
Might meditate and ponder o’er,
And grow more learned and more sage,
And not exhaust, if haply understand,
All was the labour—labour loved, severe,
Labour pursued thro’ many a painful year
By that small, fragile, but unresting hand!

With such manifold gifts, such mystic learning,
With a subtle power of thought discerning,
And an unappeasable yearning
Towards all that is pure, and good,
And noble, and beautiful, and high,
And infinite as the deep blue sky,
Alone upon earth she stood,
Alonein her delicate soul and lofty mood--
Of the friends that she loved and looked upon
Read truly, loved, by only one,
By others misunderstood.
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On the awful mystery round
She gazed with a sadness profound,
That oft brought the tears to her eye,
And the light ones around her wondered why !
The creatures she loved in life,
She wept like a child in death.
‘With her living cat she had playful strile,
She received with tears her dying breath.
She mourned o’er the drooping bird
And the withering flower :
She wondered—she had never heard—
Why such a dark and terrible power
As death, should over all things lower.
Nothing beautiful seemed to live,
Nothing that joy could give
Endured an hour !—
With the fathomless eyes of a dove,
And the power of an infinite love,
That nothing on earth could satisfy.
For something unknown she would ever sigh,
For some far-off country pine,
And all joy of the present decline.

CHORUS OF RisHis.

Ah! Ravan, couldest thou not tell why ?
Knowest thou not the mark and sign

Of the soul descended from on high

That claims its kindred with the sky ?

To such no permanent rest is given

Short of its native heaven.

Love after love, joy after joy,

Rejecting like a worn-out toy,

Till upward ever drawn and tending,
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From trial cloud to cloud ascending ;
All earthly hopes away are cast,
All earthly loves resigned and past,
And the spirit so weak and weary deemed,
Enlightened, strengthened, and redeemed,
Triumphant rests at last,
Never again to roam,
In its own, its native home,
Its love primordial, and its last
The Love divine!

Ravan.
Oft would she steal away

To sit and think alone,

Seated apart on some grey stone,
Or from the lattice of ruin lone
With moss and ivy all overgrown,

Watch the receding day,

Or the moon as it rose over hills and bay,
Or upward turn her gaze afar

Upon some solitary star,

Its bright eye tearful as her own.

She loved to look upon the sea,

In whatever fitful mood it might be—

To watch its swelling, white-crested waves

Dash with a hollow sound
And a hollower rebound

Among the rugged rocks and caves

That hem it round.

She loved the moaning of the wind,
For it harmonised with her pensive mind ;

And, were no profane intruder there,

Her amber tresses she would unbind

And woo it to sigh thro’ her hair.
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Oft to her ear she would hold a mottled shell,
And listen as if to sounds that she knew full
well,

And loved, and heard with deep emotion,
For they seemed over memory’s track
To bring all her childhood back.
And some coral-embowered home that lay
Far, far, far away

In the depths of the dark blue ocean.

Oft I wondered who could she be,
This wonderful being, thus linked with me,
Was she some fairy princess, or some syren of
the sea?
For oft she was seen to sit alone on the rocks,
Holding a mirror in her hand, dressing her
flowing locks,
And as she combed her amber hair,
She sang again that low sweet song,
That softly stole the waves along,
And rose so mournful thro’ the air,
The very sea-birds gathered round
To hear so sweet and sad a sound.

One thing in my dream I remember well,
That I called her beloved Zingarel ;
And from this, methinks, she must have been
Some syren or nymph of the ocean green,
For every one knows that the Zingarels
Are the tiny rose-coloured mermaid belles
That float on the waves in the summer calms,
And sport about
When the tide is out
Round the beautiful Isle of Palms.
On her wrist was bound an amulet
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‘Which she had never relinquished yet,
For an ancient sage named Rajarshi,
When walking the earth, of old, in disguise,
As a poor faquir, selling medical roots,
And metallic powders and Tulsi shoots,
And charms against agues and evil eyes,
From her gracious hand, with that gracious
smile
That speaketh the heart without grudging or
uile,
Recegiving food and a bright rupee
In token of womanly charity ;
Had gratefully bound it upon her arm
As a precious talisman and charm
To guard her from all future harm;

Twas a tiny white cow of the sea,
Not bigger I ween than a humble bee ;
In a crystal grotto she was shut,
And only now and then let out,
For a minute or two, lest she should pout.
In the deepest recesses of this grot
Was a fairy lake, in a shady spot,
Where miniature corals and sea-weed grew,
And crystals, and pebbles, and speckled
shells,
And hanging spars like icicles,
And tiny sea-flowers of every hue;
Here in this quiet, secluded lake,
The little sea-cow would her pleasure take,
And paddle about in the brine,
Would swim and feed
On fresh sea-weed,
And her name was Chrystalline.
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‘When you opened the grotto the little cow
‘Would give a joyful, inaudible low,

Then playfully come to the door and greet
Your sense with her sanative breath so sweet,
*Twas far more ravishing to the nose

Than breath of jasmine, or the rose

That on the Pahlavi mountain grows.

But the little sea-cow had a diamond horn,

That was sharp as a needle to the touch,
And if either in love, in frolic, or scorn,

You teased the little creature much,

Or keep its grotto open long,

It would suddenly make a rush at the door,
For the creature, tho' little, was swift and strong,
And half in anger, and half in joke,

With its horn would give your nose such a
poke

As would make you stagger and roar ;
But after a minute or two again
Her sanative breath would ascend your brain,
Infuse fresh vigour, assuage your pain,

And leave you livelier than before.

At this point the assembly is startled
by a cry of grief, which is found to pro-
ceed from the Queen of Ravan, the
¢ dusky Mandodari.” She had been
an attentive listener to the transcen-
dental delivery of the Rishis, and reads
in it her own displacement and dis-

T 9
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severance from Ravan. We believe
few of our fair married readers would
feel any very poignant emotions of grief,
at being informed that some thousands
of years hence, they would no longer
occupy their present relation to their
husbands. It is even to be feared,
that the vast majority would be in ab-
solute despair at the idea of the rela-
tion continuing one tenth part of the
time. Even those most happily cir-
cumstanced might wince a little at the
prospect of such a dreadful monotony
of happiness! What ? ‘foujours per-
driz "' through all eternity! It must be
confessed the * perdrix” should be a
very bird of paradise, yea, a pheenix
renewing its youth, like the eagles, not
to weary and bore the *‘ varium et muta-
bile” through so long a duration. But
in that circle of ideas in which Mando-
dari was brought up it is otherwise.
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The ideal of happiness to the Hindu
female is a perpetuity of renewed union
with the one ¢ lord of her life.”” And,
as none of those who have been thus
beatified have ever come back, and
hinted what a bore the reality is, the
ideal still maintains its place, and
serves its moral purpose. The Chorus,
therefore, is compelled to find an ade-
quate solution of the nodus. For
Mandodari’s virtues and fidelity render
it worthy of a vindicator; and a per-
petual theodicea is a part of their very
office. To the sad cry, therefore,

“ Woe! Woe! Woe!

Whither shall poor Mandodari go ?”
they adminster what to the disinterested
affection and elevated spiritualism of
the dusky queen,—for notwithstanding
the bulky corporeity which her name
indicates, and which might render it a
heavy infliction on the horses that



39

would have, were she living in these
modern times, to draw her carriage
when she went out for an airing or
drove to the band—notwithstanding
this unfortunate *‘stoutness,’” the dusky
Mandodari is clearly of a lofty and
spiritual nature, and capable of entire
self-sacrifice, though the powerful spiri-
tual element in her is unconscious, and
unawakened by intelligence; and to
such a nature the Rishis administer
what is an ample consolation; though
we fear the proud dames whose gar-
ments sweep the ground of modern
drawing-rooms, and their husband’s
pockets into the bargain, would deem
it rather humiliating. Mandodari is
told not to mourn. She, too, the Cho-
rus informs her, stands in an eternal
relation to Ravan; and here follows
an authoritative utterance on Hindu
psychology, which we shall endeavour
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to render as intelligible in prose as so
dark a subject can be made. The
metrical outpouring of the Chorus, like
all metaphysics in verse, would, we
fear, be hopelessly obscure to the un-
initiated reader.

Any one who has ever dabbled in
Hindu philosophy must have been
somewhat puzzled by the three radical,
shall we say prismatic, qualities, into
which the primordial and eternal unity
divides itself, when reflected in time,
through the prism of Maya, into the
multitudinous universe; and of which
every soul, while in this estranged state,
partakes in greater or less degree.
These qualities, Tamas, Rajas, and
Satva, have been translated generally,
the first, Darkness ; the second, Passion
or Foulness (Turbidness?); the third,
Truth or Goodness. Schlegel renders
them caligo, impetus, essentia, the word
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Sat meaning primarily Being, and
secondarily, Truth or Goodness, because
that which beeth is alone true, and alone
good. The Bhagavad Gita goes briefly
into the subject of their nature and in-
fluence in the fourteenth Lecture.

“ There are ” (says Krishna, address-
ing Arjuna) ‘ three Goon or qualities
arising from Prakreetee or nature:
Satva truth, Raja passion, and Tama
darkness ; and each of them confineth
the incorruptible spirit in the body.
The Satva-Goon, because of its purity,
is clear and free from defect, and en-
twineth the soul with sweet and plea-
sant consequences, and the fruit of
wisdom. The Raja-Goon is of a pas-
sionate nature, arising from the effects
of worldly thirst, and imprisoneth the
soul with the consequences produced
from action. The Tama-Goon is the
offspring of ignorance, and the con-
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founder of all the faculties of the mind,
and it imprisoneth the soul with in-
toxication, sloth, and idleness. The
Satva-Goon prevaileth in felicity, the
Raja in action, and the Tama, having
possessed the soul, prevaileth in intox-
ication. When the Tama and the Raja
have been overcome, then the Satva
appeareth; when the Ragja and the
Satva, the Tama ; and when the Tama
and the Safva, the Raja. 'When Gnan,
or wisdom shall become evident in this
body at all its gates, then shall it be
known that the Satva-Goon is prevalent
within. The love of gain, industry,
and the commencement of works, in-
temperance, and inordinate desire, are
produced from the prevalency of the
Raja-Goon, whilst the tokens of the
Tama-Goon are gloominess, idleness,
sottishness, and distraction of thought.
When the body is dissolved, whilst the
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Satva-Goon prevaileth, the soul pro-
ceedeth to the regions of those immacu-
late beings who are acquainted with
the Most High. When the body
findeth dissolution whilst the Raja-
Goon is predominant, the soul  is born
again amongst those who are attached
to the fruits of their actions. So, in
like manner, should the body be dis-
solved whilst the Tama-Goon is preva-
lent, the spirit is conceived again in
the wombs of irrational beings. The
fruit of good works is called Satvika
and pure; the fruit of the Raja-Goon is
pain, and the fruit of the Tama-Goon
is ignorance. From the Safvz is pro-
duced wisdom, from the Raja, covetous-
ness, and from the Tama, madness,
distraction, and ignorance. Those of
the Satva-Goon mount on high ; those
of the Raja stay in the middle; whilst
those abject followers of the Tama-
Goon sink below.”
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But in other authorities the Tamas
quality appears more clearly explained,
and from this it is evident that its de-
merit is negative. Itis the absence ofall
knowledge, feeling, motion, penetra-
bility, transparency. It is, in fact,
what may appear a strange expression,
the moral basis of matter; or, in other
words, that stolid state or form of spirit,
which causes it to appear and be what
we call matter.

Makunda Raja, in his relation of the
order of creation [Viveka Sindhu,
Section III., v. 72, 73] says:—

*“ Know the three-fold egoity or self-conscious-
ness (Ahankara) to be the Satvika, or self-con-
sciousness of Truth or Goodness; the Rajasa,
or self-consciousness of Passion ; and the Tamasa
or self-consciousness of Darkness; in each of
which respectively, a power or energy peculiar
to it, appears radiantly developed.

¢ In the self-consciousness of Truth or Good-
ness, is the power or energy of knowledge or
wisdom ; in the self-consciousness of Passion,

resideth the power or energy of action; in the
self-consciousness of Darkness, existeth inces-
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santly the power or energy of substance or
matter (dravya).”

The Tamas quality, therefore, we may
consider as the great characteristic of
brute matter, insensibility, opacity, cold
obstruction, immovability ;—in optics,
the dark purple or violet ray;—in
morals, the sluggish, material, brutish
tendency. Its highest form of organic
development goes not beyond the mere
animal life and the region of sense.

The Rajas is the characteristic of
moral life, or soul; the dark opacity is
penetrated with a fiery and turbid glare,
but not yet rendered purely trans-
parent; the cold obstruction and in-
sensibility are wakened into pangs of
painful movement ; the dark purple or
violet has kindled into the red ray.
The sensational has struggled into the
emotional ; sentiment has supplanted
sense and blind impulse.
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The Satva is the characteristic of
spirit ; spirit indeed still in antithesis
to body and soul, to matter and life;
and, therefore, though bright, luminous,
and glorious, still partaking of dis-
tinction, and bound in the chains of in-
dividuality and limitation ; the orange
ray in optics, ready to escape and lose
itself in the pure light. The feeling
soul compelled by suffering into a pro-
founder self-consciousness and reflec-
tion, passion has risen into reason and
knowledge. Self-knowledge, reasoning
outward, progresses into universal sym-
pathy. The life of emotion reaches its
consummation, and all other passions
expire in giving birth to an eternal
sentiment of justice and love, which are
ultimately one.

Thus, as sense was wakened into
passion or sentiment—sentiment itself
has risen into eternal principle : and, as
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the sensual life of blind animal impulse
was kindled into the heroic life of
passion, the latter is, in turn, by reflec-
tion and knowledge, elevated into the
calm regions of ideal or spiritual life, in
which Rishis, and Munis, and Kavis,
sages and sajats, prophets and poets
divine, live a life of eternal labour in
unbroken tranquillity ; labour ¢ unhast-
ting, unresting ’—not demiurgic, but
sabbatical, [in that sense in which it is
said ‘“ The father worketh hitherto "].
Still beyond the isolated Safva quality
is a sphere called the pure Satva, which
must be considered to denote essentia
pura, pure being, pure truth, pure good-
ness—viewed as one simple essence.
This seems attained only when all iso-
lation is renounced ; when the Satfva,
re-entering predominant into the Rajas
and Tamas, and penetrating them with
its influence, all three isolated prismatic
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rays coalesce into pure universal light,
and a consciousness of divine re-union.
Or, as Hippolytus says—if Hippolytus
be the author of the Oxford MSS.—
““when man becomes God;” or, as
Alfonso Liguori, therein translating the
Spanish of St. Theresa, expresses it in
his theology [Oratio Meditationis],
“Anima fit unum quid cum Deo,”—
when the plastic, and the emotional,
and the ideal, become absolutely one,
and there is, properly speaking, neither
matter, nor soul, nor spirit, but some-
thing which is all and yet none of these
—call it Bramh; call it the constant
or eternal Life [nityal ; call it, if you
will, that true Hindu trinity in unity
—SacH — CHID — ANANDA-GHANA —
“ SoLiparITY of BEING, THoOUGHT, and
Joy,” in which the eternal going-forth
and re-introcession of the One, is ex-
pressed in the most perfect harmony
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with the deepest speculation of Platon-
ism, and still more so with the pro-
foundest development of Johannic
Christianity.

Sat—absolute self-existing BEING—
develops in itself self-consciousness
[Ahankara] ; instinctive Being or Life
becomes Cuit, 7., THOUGHT, or
Reason reflecting on its own nature—
the internal Worp or Locos, which
says, “I am Bramh or the Self-exis-
tent.” Fromthe self-conscious Thought
contemplating its own eternal Being,
from the eternal Being developing into
perpetual self-consciousness, Thought,
or Reason, is an eternal breathing forth
of ANanpa, Jov, or Love, and these
three are in one GHANA or SOLIDARITY.

Out of the purple or dark Violet has
struggled the Red; out of the Red is
breathed the Orange. The movement
of the Orange Joy is three-fold. If,

D
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holding to its root in the Red, it goeth
forth in a circle according to Pravritti,
or procession, till it re-enters the pri-
mordial Violet, it produces the glad
Green of universal nature, wherein all
living things rejoice, and on which the
fairies love to dance. If, preferring the
way of Nivritti or retrocession into
itself—it re-enters its fountain, the
Red, and their common fountain the
Violet, all three coalesce, and merge
_into pure light—then the Red is subject
unto the Violet, and Light is all in all.

If casting itself off from its fountain
the Red, and not tending towards their
common parent the Violet, it seeks to
stand alone, it becometh, in its proud
isolation, a deadly, venomous yellow,
the colour of serpents, and dragons, and
irredeemable Bramha-Rakshasas.

The Titanic nature is not of this
kind : for though the Tamas nature im-
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mensely predominates, it still partakes
largely of the Rajas, and in lesser
measure of the Satva quality. The
problem to be solved in the case of
Titanic Ravan—and in greater or less
degree of every human soul, in propor-
tion as it partakes of the Titanic nature,
as all in their emerging must in some
measure—is, how shall the Tamas be
changed into the Satva, or penetrated
and ruled by it >—how shall matter re-
ascend and become spirit ?—the gross
darkness and stolid stupidity of the
tree or the animal be illumined into
self-consciousness, reflection, reason,
knowledge >—the brute self-concentra-
tion be kindled into universal sympathy
and love ?—the blind instinct and coarse
desires of the Titan, or Titanic man, be
sublimed into the eternal conscious
principles, self-renunciation, and pure
ideality of the divine life ?
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This can only be accomplished in one
way, and that way lies through the
Rajas—the life of passion—the life of
suffering. The result of every passion
of our nature, even love, nay, of love
more than of all others, is suffering and
sorrow. The first awakening of uncon-
scious matter into the consciousness ot
mere animal life is through physical
pain; and the process is carried still
further by the mental suffering which is
the very nature of the soul’s emotional
life.

Through the anguish of the fire alone
can the black coal of the mine become
transmuted into light. And so the
sorrow and anguish, which result in-
inevitably from the passions in the
Rajas, or emotional life, constitute the
purifying fire designed to purge away
the dross of our Titanic nature, and
transmute it into the pure Safva, where
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purity, goodness, and truth are pre-
dominant. Brute appetite and blind
impulse are first superseded by passion;
and passion working, through sorrow
and the reflexion and sympathy which
sorrow begets, its own extinction, finally
merges in and is swallowed up in love
and absolute resignation. This philo-
sophy seems to rest on a basis of un-
questionable truth. For,understood in
all its depth, it is identical, in ultimate
results, with the way of the Cross.
Upon this psychological basis the
Chorus offers consolation to Mandodari.
She is the complement of the Tamas
quality in Ravan’s nature. The Tamas
too partakes of good : it contains within
itself potentially both the Rajas and the
Satva, which only require to be evolved
from it: nay, it is the necessary basis
or Adhishtan, without which they could
have no place. Like the black flint of
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the desert, it is cold, dark, insensible,
motionless ; but within it is the move-
ment, the fire, and the anguish of the
Rajas, and the light and joy of the
Satva. And in proportion to the large
basis of the Tamas quality is the in-
tensity and power of that Rajas fire and
Satvalight, which movement can evolve:
a view in remarkable harmony with the
conclusions of modern phrenology;
where it is found that, for heroic great-
ness and energy of character, no de-
velopment of the moral and intellectual
organs, however favourable, is sufficient,
without a powerful basis in the organs
of destructiveness, combativeness, and
the other animal or Tamas energies of
man. The Tamas, in a word, to repeat
a former illustration, is the coal, with-
out which there is no fire, no steam, no
light. The Tamas portion, therefore,
of our being, for itsnormal development,



55

requires its appropriate guardianship of
love; for in the very lowest spheres of
existence, in the plastic and even the
seemingly, but only seemingly, dead
atomic region, love is ever manifest in
some cognate and there cognisable.
form ; and is the worker and preserver
of existence there. So long as the
Tamas or Titanic nature is predominant
in Ravan, whether that be for a whole
life, or only a portion of it, Mandodari
is hisnecessaryand tutelary co-ordinate,
for she has the Tamas, or dark plastic
love. Devoid of passion, or heroic sen-
timent—unawakened to the Satva ele-
ment within her, a stranger to the light
of knowledge and ideality—she pos-
sesses the simple, unreflecting, sponta-
neous kindness of nature, the plastic,
cherishing affection of the negro woman.
In his present stage of development
these are what the Titan needs.
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When he comes home from the battle,
she will have a warm cake and smoking
kid ready for his exhausted frame and
craving appetite; she will fill his Titanic
goblet with mashaks of fresh mirth-
inspiring wine ; she will sit and shampoo
his weary limbs as if she were kneading
a loaf; she will perhaps touch her banjo,
and animate his spirits with a wild,
though not unmelodious chant, or sing
him to sleep with some simple, mono-
tonous song; and, taking a chawri of
peacock’s feathers, whisk the flies from
his face, till she herself is overcome by
the drowse, and sinks to sleep by his
side.

But when this stage is passed, when
the influence of appetite and brute im-
pulse is surmounted, and Ravan is ripe
for entering the higher career of true
passion and heroic sentiment, through
which alone he can be fitted for the
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still higher sphere of ideal life nourished
by a spiritual love, then a higher nature
must be placed in relation with him; a
nature which, possessing sufficient power
of beauty to inspire him with love, and
sufficient sympathy with the nobler side
of his own nature to attract his affec-
tions, shall yet present the most rigid
antithesis to that nature, wherever it is
defective and requires elevation or
change. With a purity and gentleness
which shall rebuke his Titanic coarse-
ness and ferocity; with an intuitive
sense of right and truth which shall lay
mountains of reasoning low with a word;
with a lofty scorn of every divergence or
short-coming, which shall sting him into
an emulating pursuit of absolute, heroic
good ; with an intelligence which shall
appreciate and stimulate his own, and
a feminine ideality which shall reveal to
him the inferiority of his own grosser
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nature, and lead him to know and
worship ideal beauty ; with a tenderness.
which shall sink deeper into his soul
than every other quality, and make
every sorrow or suffering falling upon
her beloved head, and every hiding of
the face of her love, bitter to his soul as
death ;—out of the anguish to be
wrought in his nature by these complex
emotions, he is destined to emerge,
purified, ennobled and refined, into a
higher nature.

When the time comes that Ravan is
capable of undergoing this process,
Mandodari will be no longer suited for
his companion and partner, no longer
capable of appreciating his nature, or
deriving happiness from an equal com-
panionship with him.

When this period, therefore, arrives,
Mandodari’s task as companion and co-
partner ends; but not her offices of
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kindness or her relation to Ravan.
Though his Tamas nature shall then be
no longer predominant, and shall only
exist as the basis which affords fuel to
higher emotions, it is not annihilated.
His Tamas, or animal man, will still
require cherishing ; the more so as he
himself will now be neglectful of it.
Mandodari will still be with him, but
she will have receded into the lower
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