Mrigari the Hunter 
By Vimala devi dasi 


Day dawned in the great forest. The sage, Narada Muni made his way along the shady path, softly strumming on his transcendental vina.  

 
A low moan broke his meditation.  Narada looked ahead.  In his path lay the bodies of wounded animals, all twitching and rolling in agony. The next moment a dark menacing figure emerged from behind a nearby tree.

"What do you want?" demanded the voice. ”And why do you disturb my hunting – are you seeking a deer skin for your meditation?" 


Narada looked at the fierce figure before him, "Dear Hunter, I have not come to beg, but to ask you a question. Why do you torture these poor animals by half-killing them?  Why not kill them properly?" 


Raising his head proudly, the hunter replied, "I am Mrigari, the hunter. My father taught me to kill in this way. I see no wrong. Besides it amuses me to watch these foolish animals suffer and die." 


The smile left the sage's face.  "Mrigari, this is a great sin and you will have to suffer much for it. All the pain you give to others will return to you many times over. This is nature's law."

 
The hunter scoffed at Narada's words. "Leave me sage, your words fall upon deaf ears. I have no faith in what you say."

Muttering a curse beneath his breath the hunter then turned his back and walked away.  But the words of Narada followed him. They swam round and round in his head filling him with dread. "Oh, let the sage's words prove false," he mumbled as he headed home that evening.

 
That same night the hunter had a strange and terrible dream.  The many animals that he had killed were now attacking him. 

"Oh no...please no!" he screamed in terror. But the animals laughed harshly. They pierced him with sharp teeth and tore at him with their pointed claws. He woke up sweating and shivering in great fear. It was then he realized that this had not been just a bad dream - it was a warning.

 
The next day it was a different Mrigari who entered the forest hoping to meet the sage.  The animals of the forest fled at the sound of his steps.  But today Mrigari was not interested in hunting.  He waited all day until he finally saw the sage coming slowly down the path.  Narada was playing on his vina, his sweet voice filling the air. 

Mrigari fell flat at the sage's feet,  Clutching them tightly and wetting them with tears of remorse he pleaded, "Oh great saint, I now know your words are true. I am a great sinner.  Please save me and tell me what to do." 


Narada touched the hunter’s head in blessing and ordered, "Dear Mrigari, first you must throw away your bow and arrows."

Mrigari was puzzled.  "Sir, I am a hunter. It is all I know.  If I do as you say, how shall I live? How shall I provide for my family?" 

Narada assured him, "Do not worry, I promise that if you do as I say you will always have more than enough of everything."

 
With great faith Mrigari followed the words of Narada. He cast away his weapons and did as the sage ordered.  

Narada instructed him, “Go to the banks of the Ganges and chant the holy names of Krsna constantly before the sacred Tulasi plant. This will cleanse your heart and soon it will become soft and pure."

 
The hunter touched the sage's feet and immediately left to start his new life.  Meanwhile, Narada went to the nearest village announcing to the people, "Dear friends, a great saint now resides on the bank of the Ganges, please go and visit him."

 
When the simple villagers saw that this 'great saint' was the wicked hunter they knew as Mrigari, they were very much surprised. At first they observed the hunter at a distance, not daring to go too close. But soon they realized that Mrigari really had changed and they began to visit him, bringing him gifts. 

Some gave rice and grains, others brought, milk, fresh fruit and vegetables. Soon Mrigari had more than he could use. 
"It is just as the sage predicted," he thought. "I ask for nothing, but the Lord is supplying all my needs.  Mrgari and his wife then began to make wonderful prasadam to offer to all who came by. Thus gradually, the once cruel hunter became a great devotee. His once stone-like heart melted, filling with love for Krsna.

 
Sometime later Narada happened to pass that way with his friend Parvata Muni. "I have a disciple nearby who was once a fierce and wicked hunter.  Let us visit him. "Parvata agreed and the two friends made their way to Mrgari's humble cottage.

 
When Mrigari saw his spiritual master approaching he became very joyful.  In great happiness he ran to meet him.  As He fell at Narada's feet, he noticed many tiny ants covering the ground. Very gently, with the edge of his cloth he carefully brushed the ants aside so as not to crush them. 

Seeing the act of his disciple, Narada was very pleased.  He turned to his friend, "Dear Parvata, just see this man!  Before he took great pleasure in torturing animals, and now he does not wish to harm even one tiny ant. This is the nature of a devotee of the Lord." 


Parvata Muni smiled. "It is by your mercy, Narada. You are like a touchstone. Whoever you touch turns to gold."

 
And so ends the story of Mrigari. The animals of the forest roamed freely once more, their happy sounds filling the air. From a small hut on the banks of the Ganges one could hear the sweet vibration of a timeless mantra. 


It was Mrigari, the gentle saint, chanting with great love... 

Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, Hare Hare, 
Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare. 


Mrigari the Hunter  Drama Version

(Mrigari comes in and kills all the animals with bow and arrow)

Song:  Mrigari was a wicked …..  
Narrator:  Day dawned in the great forest. The sage, Narada Muni made his way along the shady path, softly strumming on his transcendental vina.  

 A moaning sound broke the sage’s meditation.    In his path lay the bodies of wounded animals, all twitching and rolling in agony. 

Narada:  Oh who would do such a thing!

 Song:  The saint Narada Muni came ……

Hunter :What do you want - and why do you disturb my hunting – are you seeking a deer skin for your meditation? 

Narada:  Dear Hunter, I have not come to beg, but to ask you a question. Why do you torture these poor animals by half-killing them?  Why not kill them properly?

Hunter:  I am Mrigari, the hunter. My father taught me to kill in this way. I see no wrong. Besides it amuses me to watch these foolish animals suffer and die. 

Narada: Mrigari, this is a great sin and you will have to suffer much for it. All the pain you give to others will return to you many times over. This is nature's law.

 Mrigari:  Leave me sage!  I have no faith in what you say." (mutters:  stupid sage!)

Song:  Narada showed the hunter how through karma someone pays….

Narrator:   But the words of Narada followed the hunter. They swam round and round in his head filling him with dread. 

Mrigari:  Oh, let the sage's words be false!

(goes home:  wife : What’s the matter dear husbnd?)

Mrigari:  Nothing I just met some crazy sage in the forest… I’m going to bed to forget about it…

 Narrator:  But that night the hunter had a strange and terrible dream.  All the animals he had killed were now attacking him. 

(Animals attacking)

Mrigari:  Oh no...please no! 

Narrator:  But the animals laughed harshly. They pierced him with sharp teeth and tore at him with their pointed claws. He woke up sweating and shivering in great fear
Mrigari:  That was not just a bad dream…that was a warning.  I must find that great sage and ask him to save me…
 Narrator: The next day Mrigari  entered the forest hoping to meet the sage.  The animals of the forest fled at the sound of his steps

Mrgari (falling at the sage’s feet) Oh sage,I now know that all your words are true. I am a great sinner.  Please save me and tell me what to do. 

Narada:  (touching his head in blessing) Dear Mrigari, first you must throw away your bow and arrows."

Mrigari : Sir, I am a hunter. It is all I know.  If I do as you say, how shall I live? How shall I provide for my family?" 

Narada : Do not worry, I promise that if you do as I say you will always have more than enough of everything.

(Mrigri throws away his weapons and listens with folded hands) 
Narada : Now go to the banks of the Ganges and chant the holy names of Krsna constantly before the sacred Tulasi plant. This will cleanse your heart and soon it will become soft and pure.

Song:  Mrgari said I promise I will change…

 Narrator: The hunter touched the sage's feet and immediately left to start his new life.  Meanwhile, Narada went to the nearest village.
Narada:  Dear friends, a great saint now resides on the bank of the Ganges, please go and visit him.

Narrator: When the simple villagers saw that this 'great saint' was the wicked hunter they knew as Mrigari, they were very much surprised. 

Villagers:  That’s Mrgari…don’t go too close.

Narrator:  After some time they realized that Mrgari really had changed…

Villagers:  Here is some rice, here is some milk, here is some fruit etc… 

Mrigari: (to wife)  My dear wife, it is just as the sage predicted - I ask for nothing, but the Lord is supplying everything.  We have more than we can eat.  

Wife:  Yes, let us cook and make wonderful prasadam to feed whoever comes by.  

(villagers come through again and wife and hunter give prasadam)

Narrator:  Thus the once cruel hunter became a great devotee. His stone-like heart melted and became full with love for Krsna.
Sometime later Narada happened to pass that way with his friend Parvata Muni. 

Narada:  My dear Paravata, I have a disciple nearby who was once a fierce and wicked hunter.  Let us visit him.
 Parvata:  Yes let us go… 

Narrator:  When Mrigari saw his spiritual master approaching he became very joyful.  In great happiness he ran to meet him.  But as he fell at Narada's feet, he noticed many tiny ants covering the ground. Very gently, with the edge of his cloth he carefully brushed the ants aside so as not to crush them. 

 Narada : Dear Parvata, just see this man!  Before he took great pleasure in torturing animals, and now he does not wish to harm even one tiny ant. This is the nature of a devotee of the Lord. 

Parvata Muni : Yes, it is by your mercy, Narada. You are like a touchstone. Whoever you touch turns to gold."

Narrator: And so ends the story of Mrigari. The animals of the forest roamed freely once more, their happy sounds filling the air. From a small hut on the banks of the Ganges one could hear the sweet vibration of a timeless mantra. 
It was Mrigari, the gentle saint, chanting with great love... 

Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, Hare Hare, 
Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare. 


Song: So by chanting he became pure….
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