

(adapted from Kalakantha’s book)

Old blind king, Dhrtarashstra asked Sanjaya to explain,

“Did my sons conquer Pandu’s sons on that Kurushetra plain?”

Sanjaya said: “O listen King while I relate to you

everything within my heart revealed by mystic view.”

After your son, Duryodhan surveyed the battlefield,

he bragged to guru Drona with his feelings unconcealed.

“This mighty Pandu army,” said your diplomatic son

“Has many skilful warriors.”  And he named them one by one.

“Yet”, your son continued, “Mighty Bhisma leads our side

And any of our generals can crush their foolish pride.”

Brave Grandfather Bhisma, to inspire your son still more,

raised a conchshell blast that sounded like a lion’s roar.

Then other Kuru soldiers, encouraged by your son,

blew loudly on their conchshells and beat fiercely on their drums. 

Standing on a chariot across the battle line

Sri Krishna and Arjuna blew their conchshells in reply

Then Arjuna’s four brave brothers, in a furious uproar

Sounded sacred conchshells, and their captains added more.

Duryodhana and his soldiers across that battleground

Felt their courage shattered by that transcendental sound

With his banner flying Hanuman and his arrows primed for war

Arjuna scanned the battlefield and wished to see still more

“Drive me O Acyuta,” said Arjuna to his friend.

“Take me to the enemies with whom I must contend.

Let me see these warriors who have come here so inclined

to satisfy Duryodhan and his cruel and wicked mind.”

So, before that deadly war began, Lord Krishna did comply.

He steered the splendid chariot between the warring sides.

Lord Krishna, brave Arjuna’s friend and noble charioteer

Announced to him, “Behold, the many soldiers gathered here.”

Arjuna saw upon both sides his family, friends and guides

Clutching deadly weapons, with great anger in their eyes.

Distressed to see his relatives and friends in battle gear

Arjuna felt compassion and so addressed his charioteer.

“Seeing all my loved ones on this field prepared to die,

All my limbs are shaking and my mouth is going dry.

My precious bow, Gandiva, keeps slipping from my hand.

With skin ablaze and hair erect-I do not understand!

I cannot remain here in this place, my mind has gone to flight.

Only great misfortune can result from such a fight!”

“What will be the benefit of killing kin and friends?

Could I enjoy the conquest of the kingdom without them?

What delight could life itself or any kingdom yield,

Killing those for whom we want such boons upon this field?”

“Fathers, grandfathers and even fathers of our wives,

Sons and also grandsons – here to win or lose their lives!

Teachers, friends and uncles all watching me so viciously-

Why should I destroy them, even though they may kill me?

I won’t, for three vast worlds, let alone this single earth!

If all these people die, what would such a throne be worth?”

“Although they may repress us, killing family is a sin

What reward or happiness could I then desire to win?

While evil, greedy men might kill their friends and family.

Why should we who see this sin, destroy our dynasty?”

“Breaking family lines means that all traditions become lost

If families lose their dharma, then adharma is the cost!

Sinful acts will flourish as our women are defiled,

Breeding unplanned children, undesired and running wild!

Such outcast generations will create a hell for all,

Disregarding ancestors and leaving them to fall.”

“These evil deeds that break apart the family tradition

Will devastate communities, not help the world’s condition.

Krishna, I have heard from those who know these matters well

Those who break up family lines will always go to hell!”

“How strange it is to find ourselves preparing for this sin!

For the sake of royal happiness, we’d kill our very kin!

Let the evil sons of Dhritarashtra, take up their mighty arms

And kill me unresisting, lest I do them any harm.”

Arjuna having spoken thus removed his arrow sheath, 

Then slumped upon his chariot, his mind consumed with grief.

End of Chapter One... 
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Chapter 2.

With tears of pity in his eyes, Arjuna sat depressed.

Seeing this, Lord Krishna made the following request:

“Tell my why you give these unbefitting thoughts such worth,

Leading to dishonour and degraded future birth.

Don’t give into such impotence with a petty, weakened heart;

Rise O mighty warrior – for the battle soon will start!”

Arjuna said, “How can I shoot my arrows on this day,

at Bhisma, Drona and others who are worthy of my praise?

I would rather beg than kill the elders of my clan.

They are wrong, but if I kill them, blood with stain my hands.

Even if I rule this earth like demigods in heaven,

How can I now shed this grief which dries up my perception?

For I don’t know which way to go; to fight, or to give in.

As vicious as they are, I have no will to kill these men.

Weakness now confuses me.  For truth I turn to You.

I am your disciple, Lord.  Please tell me what to do.”

Thus having spoken sadly of his problems and his plight,

Arjuna, the mighty warrior said, “O Krishna, I won’t fight.”

And as he sat with head in hands, so miserable and weak,

Krishna simply smiled at him and then began to speak.

“You speak so well Arjuna, yet your heart is filled with dread.

For learned persons never mourn the living or the dead.

Everyone has been alive throughout eternity,

And never in the future shall any of us cease to be!

Bodies change from young to old - at death the soul must leave.

Taking a new body, as discerning souls perceive.

Winter turns to summer just as sorrow turns to bliss

Sages remain steady through all conditions such as this.

One who learns to tolerate such misfortune or elation

Surely becomes qualified for eternal liberation.

“Studying both types of nature, wise men will proclaim

While worldly things will always change, your spirit stays the same.

Spirit which pervades the body is permanent and whole,

Because nobody can ever destroy the eternal spirit soul.

Only the outer bodies of our deathless soul must end –

So do not hesitate to fight, My very learned friend.”

“Thinking you can kill, or can be killed are both in vain.

Spirit souls can never kill, nor ever are they slain.

How can one who knows the soul as indestructible

Think that he can kill someone or cause someone to kill?”

“You have not had birth or death throughout your history.

Never were you born, and you will never cease to be.

Constant and primeval, everlasting and unborn,

You continue living though your body’s death is mourned.

As you put on fresh new clothes and take off those you’ve worn

You’ll replace this body with a fresh one, newly born.”

“The soul cannot be cut by force or burned by any blaze;

Water cannot soak it and no wind can make it fade.

Souls cannot be burned or dried or broken or dissolved,

Souls will never end or shrink or mutate or evolve.

The soul cannot be seen Arjuna, your mind cannot conceive.

Knowing this why does the body’s death cause you so much grief?”

“If you think that death concludes the soul’s manifestation,

Still you have no reason for this needless lamentation.

Every living body is made from worldly elements.

The body turns to earth at death, so why should you lament?

Souls cannot be killed, Arjun, by any man or thing

Thus you need not sorrow over any living being.”

