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BrhatKathaa by Gunaadya

‘BrhatKathaa’ means ‘Huge Story” which contains stories within stories without a gap.

It was written in the language of Paishaaci, by a scholar named Gunadhya, who as per the events described in the
BrhatKatha, is a Shiva-Gana (Shiva's attendant) named Maalyavaan, who was cursed to be born on the Earth
along with PushpaDanta another Gana of Shiva.

Brhatkatha was written by Gunaadhya, so as to be redeemed of that curse.

‘Paishaaci’ is largely unattested literary language of the middle kingdoms of India.
It is a ‘BhootaBhaasha’, a dead language.

‘BrhatKathaa’ in its original form, no more exists, but several later adaptations are there, namely,
KathaaSaritSaagara, BrhatKathaaManjari and BrhatKathaaShlokaSamgraha in Sanskrit, as well as ‘PerumKadai’
in Tamil.

The stories in BrhatKathaa are so inexhaustible that most of the stories prevailing in India as belonging to the
ancient era, are just a few drops extracted from it.

The story of BrhatKathaa mainly contains the adventures of a king named NaraVahanaDatta, the son of King
Udayana of Paandava lineage.

The stories of BrhatKathaa are the stories of seven emperors of the Vidyaadharas, the highly learned clan of
Devas, and carry a flavour of sacredness, because they are said to be the stories related by Lord Shiva to his
beloved Paarvati, to amuse her.

Unfortunately, out of the seven stories, six stories were burnt off by Gunaadya himself in despair, because they
were rejected by the king at that time, for the work was done in a Paishaacha script, and was written in blood.
Only one story was left back, at the pleading of his disciples, and that too survives only in adapted versions.

Here is an attempt to retrieve the 'ancient sacred thoughts of Shiva' through the 'work of SomaDeva', named
KathaSaritSaagara.
The entire book of KathaaSaritSaagara is given here in Sanskrit, with translation and explanation.

SomaDeva is the author of KathaaSaritSaagara, or rather its compiler.

He was the son of Rama, a Saivaite Brahmin of Kashmir.

The work abounds with the many names of Shiva, wherever possible.

The author seems to have compiled it with extreme devotion to Shiva, since the stories flow out of the mouth of
Shiva, his favoured deity.

KathaaSaritSaagara is a large work consisting of eighteen Lambakas (Surges/books) of 124 Tarangas
(waves/chapters) and approximately 22,000 Shlokas in addition to prose sections, and approximately 66.000
lines, whereas Brhat-Kathaa contained 700,000 Shlokas and is lost to us.



INTRODUCTION

The first Lambaka was named ‘KathaaPeetha’ (UTdIS), the main pedestal or foundation of the story. The

event of story-telling happens in the Kailaasa Mountain where Shiva, the perfect lover narrates countless
amusing tales to his beloved wife Paarvati.

Whether he added more characters and life-narratives to the already-crowded Brahmaa’s world through his
stories, we mortals do not know. What we have before us is a collection of stories describing the exploits of
King NaraVaahanaDatta, son of Udayana, a king born in the dynasty of Paandavas.

KathaaSaritSaagara is a concise form of the BrhatKathaa of Gunaadya, composed by Poet SomaDeva. This
collection is the source of all the stories that are prevalent in India.

You read this collection and you have read it all.

Story is not a Vedic dictum to be followed verbatim.

Story is not a Puraana to gain merits when read.

But story is a necessary part of our life.

A human mind has evolved from the animal-level 'to like stories; to make stories; and live stories'.

The main purpose of narrating the story is to imagine anything and everything to create interest in the mind of a
hearer. If it amuses you enough to forget the day-to-day turmoil of life, then the story is worthwhile listening to.
A story becomes interesting only if there is a twist and a challenge at every sentence; and that is well expressed
in these stories composed by Gunaadya.

Of course, if the stories of the original work amounted to some seven lakh verses, then it was indeed a task
beyond the human mind. Only Shiva could do such a feat; not even a Brahmaa is capable of making so many
stories!

We have to go through only a briefing of the stories originally told in one lakh verses; but even that concise form
is like a huge ocean.

Here is a humble attempt to offer a comfortable ship to the reader to cross over the ocean of never-ending stories
Go ahead and enjoy these unique stories locked inside the treasure-chest of Sanskrit poetry.

May the blessings of Lord Shiva be there with all those who are ready to cross over the Ocean of Stories,
enjoying every water drop of a story that falls from the huge surges rising one after the other.



HATIRIAIR:

KATHAASARITSAAGARA

INTRODUCTION

Beautiful hill summit!

Fruit trees abounded there and flowers smiled from all the creepers.

However on that fatal day the forest which populated only tame animals like deer, boars and buffaloes was
empty. All the animals were sitting quietly near a Sage who was reciting something aloud in an unintelligible
language!

All the quarters echoed the weird sounds coming out of that sacred hill.

There was a huge fire blazing in front of that very old man.

The Sage was dropping some old worn out Taala-leaves marked with red-hued letters into the fire one by one.
The dark smelly smoke rising from the fire filled the sky making it a dark day for the entire earth.

The Sage looked very old and emaciated.

His pale skin was hanging loose over the collection of bones which still held the Praana within somehow.
The brown and grey hued entangled mass of hair on his body overflowed and covered his thin body.

His face was covered with lines all over as if exhibiting the countless pains he underwent in his long long life.
He looked very very sad! But he had no tears!

His heart had dried up long back fighting the senseless follies of the ignorant and learned alike.

He mechanically read out the words written on the Taala-leaves and dropped the leaves, his life-work, into the
ever-hungry mouth of the Fire-God.
It was his Yajna! A Sacrifice which will prove the end of all his sufferings on the Earth!

The deepest pain that pierced his heart was his being away from the lotus feet of his Lord, his Shiva whom he
loved so much!

He just wanted to finish his gruesome work of destruction and walk out of this horrifying mortal world to rest
under the shade of the lotus feet of Mother Paarvati.

The animals understood his suffering as it were!

They were the only sympathizers he had, and they did not fail him.

They had no arrogance! They had no envy!

They were part of the Nature (Prakrti), the Supreme Goddess (Umaa) who watched everything silently. These
animals did not even move! They did not eat any grass! They did not drink water also! They sat there just
listening to the Sage!

Wonder of wonders!

Did they understand anything? Or did they all, absorb the thoughts of the Sage, just like that?

We do not know!

We know this much only, that the knowledge was ignored and discarded even in his times!

The Sage was none other than Shri Gunaadya (one rich in virtues), the devoted servant of Shiva stuck in a mortal
form by the curse of Paarvati!

The text he was burning was an exact rendering of the countless stories related by Lord Shiva to his beloved
wife Umaa!

He had written those stories in the Paishaacha dialect, inside a formidable forest, living with the Paishaacha clan,



using his own blood as ink, for seven whole years, day and night without a break.

Actually he had poured his life and blood into his work!

The text contained seven stories, each containing one lakh verses, totally making it seven lakh verses.

But he was burning them all now to be lost forever, for no human knew the value of that work and nobody
wanted them.

His two Paishaacha disciples and the animals of that hill-forest watched the tragic end of the work, shedding
tears at the loss of a great work.

All would have been lost completely but...
... the Earth still had some virtuous people maybe!

By their merit as it were, the two disciples begged the Sage to spare the last of the work containing the history of
King NaraVaahanaDatta, as they favoured the king and his exploits.

That was the only left over work of Gunaadya we have on this Earth now.

The sacred stories told by Lord Shiva are not fully given to us because of the folly of human arrogance that
always blocks any knowledge given by anybody.

Even this text was so huge that a Kashmir poet named SomaDeva managed to compile into a short form and
called it KathaaSaritSaagara — the ocean into which all rivers of stories enter.

Yes! This is an 'Ocean of stories' where the 'Rivers of stories' continuously enter making it ever-turbulent! It is
difficult to cross indeed.

Poet SomaDeva divides his work into eighteen ‘Lambakas’ (swells or surges).

Each ‘Lambaka’ again is divided into ‘Tarangas’ (waves).

‘Lambaka’ is not a flooding wave which drowns you but a huge wave which is made of many numbers of
waves; which rises high and ‘hangs’ for a fraction of a second before falling down.

In this great work of SomaDeva, eighteen huge waves (Lambaka) of stories carrying within them many mini
waves of mini-stories, appear one after the other.

As SomaDeva is a devotee of Lord Shiva, the book abounds in the various names of Shiva and Paarvati.
This is not just a story book; but the sacred ocean of Shiva’s words.

A humble attempt has been made to translate the Sanskrit text of SomaDeva verbatim, in simple English as an
offering to the lotus feet of Lord Shiva and his spouse Shivaa.
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3¢ IRfINIegSIURIHACRIa TR fohel PHUTHA TAWFIATq T

e Wed 3 faurdfaedeeugal X gufd dgdt e srawarea il

This nectar of stories rose out of Shiva’s ‘mouth-ocean’,
when churned by the
‘heavy Mandara Mountain of love’ of the ‘daughter of the Mountain-king’!
Those who cross over it perforce, will have all the obstacles removed from their heart,
and obtain all the divine riches by the grace of ‘Bhava’, the source of all.

{Everyone knows very well about the nectar that came out of the milk ocean, when the ‘Devas’ and the ‘Asuras’
churned the ocean with the huge Mandara Mountain.

But there was another ocean that got churned!

It was the mouth of Shiva, the auspicious milk-ocean wherein resides the Supreme knowledge.

Who placed the Mountain in Shiva’s mouth?

Paarvati, the daughter of the Mountain!

After all, her father was the King of Mountains; and she could easily place some weighty mountain in Shiva’s
mouth!

What was the Mandara Mountain?

‘Love’! So much love! It created turbulent waves in the heart of Shiva!

And what nectar came out?

‘Stories’! What could be sweeter than a story?

How many stories?

Countless! Shiva’s mouth overflowed with the nectar of stories!

Who gets benefited by that nectar?

We! The mortals!

Whoever can cross over this ocean of stories will surely be blessed by Lord Shiva and will be rewarded by the
riches of the heaven!}



UIHEALSIT: /FIRST WAVE

33 faerg @: AT ATH: HUST AAHAT IFhEAUcie RURIRG faaf¥e: ||

Let Shiva bless us with all good things!
His dark-hued neck was enveloped by the ropes, namely the looks of Paarvati seated on his lap,
who was induced by passion towards her Lord.

{Shiva! The Supreme Lord, spouse of Paarvati!

Paarvati was seated on his lap in the tight embrace of her Lord.

Her heart was disturbed by the rising waves of passion as if stuck by the arrows of Manmatha. She tied her Lord
with strong ropes from which he could never escape. What were they? Her passion filled looks!}

FETAlcHd dRT: vligd aeafald MehRATPRT: doqdfedd urg a: 12|

Lord Ganesha, who destroys all the obstacles,
swept away all the stars with his trunk, when he was dancing with glee at the evening time;
and he was spraying cool spray of water as if creating different ones (as stars)!
Let him protect us!

{Happy by the love sports of his parents, Ganesha started dancing at the evening time. As he danced wildly in
the Cosmos, all the stars were swept away by his violently moving trunk. But as he sucked the waters of the
Celestial River flowing from his father’s head and sprayed it all over, lo, the sky was again filled with the white
pearly drops of Ganges, and shone as if with stars!}

Yoy ard o : QUUSTAIaSI U Jechdrn: aRET JIe FaEgeali3 |l
1 salute the Goddess of speech,
who lights up the meaning of all words without any residue.
(Blessed by her) I now compose the collection which contains the essence of ‘Brhat-Kathaa’

TITLES OF THE LAMBAKAAS
AT HAUIS HATHGHAT: W, Al SATdedeh! ATH ccirdl ol T ll4 |l
TRATEAGTET STl T dd: W TATTIJaIRBIET™, dal AeAA>IHII5 I

ddl IAUHT ATH oFad: TOA HAd, GIUATTHUTAY dFaeh: TAGATES: (|6l
HIhRAA! AT dcl: AThI/AT HA, dollelFaehis™ HAGHIGAEAT: 17 |l
ARMSHAITY TAT Td: FeATGITAd!, HETAVDITAETT: FATcT>Terdeeh: (I8l
d: GRAFTICHY Trachl 37, ool faweniered seaahiserel sadi9ll

First I will begin with ‘KathaaPeeta’ - the pedestal on which the entire work is placed;

it will be followed by KathaaMukha; then the third story will be of ‘Laavanakaa’;

then NaraVaahanaDatta’s birth, then ChaturDaarikaa, then MadanaMunchakaa,

then the seventh one is named as RatnaPrabhaa, the eight one is named SuryaPrabhaa,

then Alankaaravatee and Shaktiyashaa, and then Velaa will be the eleventh one;

then Shashaankavati, then Madiraavati, then Mahaabhisheka, followed by PanchalLambaka;
then SurataManjari, then Padmaavati, and VishamaSheelaa will be the eighteenth.

IUT HT dVddeed AARTCITAHH:, TeATITERINTATT AW I fRIT 101

The stories are exactly as depicted in the source. There is not the least deviation. Only the original text has been
rendered short; the language alone is different.




fRcaeamReT T it T, FIRAaadd weaReT I =il

At suitable places changes are made as little as possible, and the poem has been rendered intact, without spoiling
the essence of the stories.

dereaeafaaiar #F dargeaa:,fh g aeeTearaaiadRgdii 2|

I am not composing this for getting name or wealth; but to make the entangled network of stories easy to

remember.
GLORY OF SHIVA AND PAARVATI

HET fpeareydaameRfadfaa: ahadt egmon Raarfafa fasa:113i

There is a renowned emperor of all the great hills named Himavaan.
He is served by all the Kinnaras, Gandharvas, and Vidyaadharas.

HARICFATRIAT HAATERS TEI HHAT Tgdrel JATHTd FFTeotetedr arlii4ll

The Mountain was so celebrated for greatness in the world that
Bhavaani, the mother of all the three worlds took on the identity of being his daughter.

ST T RE Heraredr FAFRIR: AT Feanor ag=ampea e s
Aol ARYAsTIedt a gurflddi a1d: 318 cagdefd Ot gada Tamfedid: 16l
On his northern side is the great Mountain called Kailaasa, covering many thousands of Yojanas.
He shines pure white as if laughing aloud saying,

‘The (milk) ocean also did not turn white like nectar by the churning of the Mandara Mountain;
but I have turned white without any effort!’

{The milk ocean gave out the dark poison along with the nectar; so it did not turn white fully! Shiva who resides
on Kailaasa swallowed the poison and darkened his throat, and later the Milk Ocean became white without any
blemish. But the Mountain became white just by the presence of Shiva who had saved the entire Creation by
consuming the poison. }

TERIETT AaacaiFae-ad oifdarat: fg: degaar daat:nzi
The great Lord, who is the Master of all the moving and non-moving,
lives there along with his spouse Ambikaa,
served by the Shiva-Ganas, Vidyaadharas and Siddhas.

sviggarsierse sl IEHd Fa: FEATuISIqaiieysIragTgE rfiigl
The moon which stays in the high yellow-hued matted locks (of Shiva),
newly enjoys (in its new position),
the (same) joy of the company of the eastern mountain yellowed by the evening twilight.

{The moon adorns now the highest place on the matted yellow locks of Shiva, and feels great as if he is sitting
on top of the eastern mountain which has become yellow by the twilight of the evening. He can boast now of
sitting on the eastern mountain and act equal to the so-called great Sun!}

YATIHGITNRGEINIAT g el Aeralserer geafTaagqgda ol
Shiva had indeed 'pierced inside' the single heart of ‘Andhaka demon’ with his Trident,
but had 'extracted out' the spear (of suffering) that had pierced through the heart of the three worlds!
Indeed it is a wonder!
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{Andhaka demon was harassing all the three worlds with his wicked deeds. When Shiva killed him with his
trident, he had instantly extracted the 'pain of harassment' in the form of the 'piecing spear from the hearts all the
people of the three worlds'. One heart alone was pierced by a spear; but all the worlds were free of the spear
hurting them! A great wonder indeed!}

LAY FeUea@EayidaATShd: THIGUEdeardT 3d Hifed FIG: 1201
The Suras and Asuras shine, as if they have received half of the moon as blessing;

because of the edge of the (crescent-shaped) nails (which look like half-moons) of Shiva
reflected in their crest-jewels (when their heads rested on his feet).

STORY BEGINS IN KAILAASA

d PeRcHdc I aa@FyH T O Ffaffeavaae saEafaaei21 |

Once, Bhavaanee the spouse of Shiva, in an amorous mood, pleased her husband the Ishvara, the Lord of Lords
through many eulogies, when alone with him.

JET: FfdaagedFghATINTT : " d O UfA" sfd gy AfAA@: 12211

Shiva was delighted by her praises and made her sit on his lap. ShashiShekhara, the Lord whose crest was
adorned by the crescent moon asked her, “Beloved! What shall I do for you?”

da: varg ARET "gaetd afg g, A sifcacedr gt Sara AR G- 12311

Then Girijaa, the daughter of the Mountain-king replied, “Prabhu (Lord)! If you are pleased with me, then tell
me some new amusing story, hey Deva (divine being)!”

"Hd Hasfasagr fh acearseatd U Hadt I S sfa rafcgara a4
Sharva, the destroyer said,”What is there my beloved, that you do not know whether it is past, present or future?”’

ad: 91 dodldT a¥g AdegFaRAu: Davoraearfs Iar AaadiaT: 125l

As the mind of that envious wife (Maanavatee) had a whim to hear something from him, his dear wife then
insisted that Her Lord should tell her, some new story. (‘"Hevaaki' -whimsical)

{With so many Ganas, devotees, Devas competing for his grace, Paarvati felt that she should get something from
her Lord, which no one had access to. That would make her a closest devotee of Shiva and she would be placed
above all others, and be proved also as his one and only dearest lover.}

ddedarggesda deuHTafdasydl JEar: Faeul AR fa: dcgaviad|i26 |l
Forced by her pleadings of love, Shiva told her then a short story about her own greatness in order to flatter her.

{What story can you tell the 'Mother of the world', who knows everything already of the past, present and
future?}
STORY OF THE ‘LUSTROUS LINGA’

"fEa ANEG Y& e ARIUREAAT AG HHedl RATUTGHFFA: 1127 |l
"Long back in the past, Naaraayana and Brahmaa wanted to have my vision and wandered all over the world;
and at last reached the base of the Snow Mountain.

Il SEATETT TSI AECYL: | AETecleiiarg Uriceh SLIHUTST: 1128

There they saw a blazing fire in the form of Linga (JvaalaaLinga- a lustrous pillar of blazing fire) in front of
them. (It reached down below for endless distances; and raised high above to endless distances.)

One of them (Brahmaa) flew up to see the top-end of that Linga; the other (Naaraayana) went down below
searching for the bottom-end of that Linga.
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HeleuTed! dNTHAT ASIHAIAT of, NTIHT FAT AH "a: PrsTILAATH "3 129
Both of them could not find the edges of the Linga, above or below. They then performed penance to propitiate
me (Shiva). I appeared in front of them both and said to both of them, “Ask for any boon you both want!”

degedargdicsall "gAt AsE] Hae" 3fd, IYeIEdd SdsHEIRIT fAfega: 1301

Hearing these words, Brahmaa immediately said,“You please bless me by becoming my son.”

Because of his insolence he was cursed that he should not be worshipped by anyone at any time.

ddl AR &a: § o AHRITIT "HIAE da  YHUWISE Harae” i3l

Then Lord Naaraayana requested me for a boon like this, “Bhagavan! Let me be blessed by serving you always!”

3Hd: WRHAISH FAH ATdEcagicAal, A & AR @1 ca afh: afbaAar #A, & T & gdamr =@
gghald Y, "HY o qhaaresd” 3fd afth T arddiiza

Then he was manifested out of me in your form. He who is Naaraayana is you my dear Shakti, my own power
manifested in your form. And you were previously also my wife!”
Paarvati then asks, “How was I your wife previously?”

STORY OF DAKSHA’S SACRIFICE

Uegard ddr #9f:," qU gaTueTud: &S & T JUAT agdisoTied Shedhl: [§ He Hadl UTard,
THTEITNSTTA ol: [T eI fRagdede AR afSaecasdideedalsyzodd ¥ cadl

"fF F oAl AT daeaaH” a6l

Bharga (the shining one) then replied,

“Long ago, hey Devi, Daksha Prajaapati had many daughters including also, you my dear. He offered you to me
in marriage; and others were offered to Dharma and other Devas. Once he performed a grand Sacrifice. He
invited all the son-in-laws to attend that Sacrifice, except me.

Then you questioned him,“Dear father! Why did you not invite my husband? Tell me!”

"SHUTAAT HAT T HYARIA AW Scgard TR WY caeehoTiaug<rera |37 ||

He spoke then words that pierced your ears like poisonous needle, “Your husband is a KapaalaMaalee (Wearer
of skulls’) (who owns no riches)! How can I invite him for this Sacrifice?”

"UTUISTAEATSSIA b gl AAHAT" 3id PIUCTRTD W] ATy carli38 |l

You became very angry and said, “Why should I bear this sinful body born of you?”
Then you discarded your body by entering the ‘sacrificial fire’, my dear.
9 GERTHEEN AGAT ARG HAT, Jal ATl RATGEFcadedTegehell JATI39 |l

That ‘Sacrifice of Daksha’ was destroyed by me in anger. Later you were born from the ‘King of Mountains’
like a ‘Chandrakalaa’ (crescent of the moon) appearing in the ocean.

HY TR JURITE JarsdaAeArTd: Udr caf I Agss T Yu FAATdd: 1401l

And then remember! I came to the Snow-Mountain for performing penance. Your father appointed you to serve
me, his guest.

dRPTeThAYIUTY Ufed: G cTeuTadhl faaed] a9 Goul HA1d: 1411

Manmatha was sent by the Devas to make me get a son to kill Demon Taaraka. Waiting for the right moment, he
stuck me and was burnt off instantly.

JdEAIOT dudT $hidiss SRAT cadT, ded doaaanid 731 9 ad 42|

Then you the courageous one brought me off (stole my mind) through the performance of fierce penance.
I accepted you as an addition to my own collection of auspicious things.

U A QAT o fhAcachead da”, scgdcar ok aFet &t rurpessraid 43|

Thus you were previously my wife. What more do you want me to say?”
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After saying this, Shambhu (Principle of auspiciousness) remained silent.
Devi was annoyed, and said,

"YEcd BT T FYIEATAST T, M5 aeeeeaca RARAs  fF 7w 1441

“You are a trickster! You are not telling an amusing story even after I plead with you so much.
You wear Gangaa on your head, and worship Sandhyaa, but can’t you understand what is in my mind?”

dogeal UiduGsET fafediegaar &3 ®AT wARG f&ear, ad: Ha FArT arli45|l
Shiva pacified her and agreed to tell a divine story. Then, Paarvati discarded her anger.
¢ PRCITAFcTH a1 T [eg dAfcea gR, & a5 TawA 46|l

She ordered Nandi (bull-vehicle of Shiva) that no one should be allowed inside, and made him stand guard at the
gate. Shiva started his story-telling.

{Since Paarvati knew already everything, there was nothing new that could interest her!

Shiva tried his best to show her that he loved her a lot. Even Naaraayana, his ardent adorer was the form of
Paarvati only (as an 'Amsha')! And moreover she had always occupied the position of his wife always at all
times. She was so great that she had thrown her body into the fire in her love for him!

Whom else would he love other than her?

She was dearer to him than his Self! He had offered her half the body, as a mark of his love.

She was the closest of all!

No one could occupy her place at any time! She was unique!

But she was insisting that, she wanted stories that were unknown to her, or any one else!

Brahmaa the Creator should not know and Naaraayana as the protector should not know!

That means that the stories would not have occurred in the past, present or future!

That means that the stories should not have been experienced by anyone in the Creation!

So Shiva had to invent stories!

And of course as he narrated the stories, the stories appeared as real experiences of the characters in the story, in
the space-time world of Brahmaa! The stories occupy a sacred position because they are the imaginations of
Shiva the Supremacy!

Since she was the only one having access to this knowledge, she first of all safe-guarded the place of story-
telling from one and all. She strictly ordered Nandi to stand at the gates of their abode and not allow any Deva,
or a Gana or a devotee inside, for whatever reason!

Shiva began to narrate countless stories to Paarvati which still had not occurred in the mind of any Devas or
humans including Brahmaa and Naaraayana. }

STORY OF PUSHPADANTA AND MAALYAVAAN

{Shiva narrated her, endless stories so far not occurred anywhere in any creation. His imagination had no
bounds. Paarvati was lost in the wonder of it all. She knew something now, be it just a story, but something
which only she and her husband knew. It was their private possession.

She now could be proud that she was indeed the dearest of all to Shiva! But imagine her anger and frustration
when her own door-keeper approached and told her all the stories as narrated by her husband! She burst out like
volcano. and the two Ganas who acted against her were cursed to enter the human world.}

"l ar:, HIsAT g far:, Regaguaer g wem & wRoh, femrmon aRaaaed
qUIETETE” 3 SeaT W Aragih dTaquITHd GHTeidde: AFHT: Gouced! AVIH:, =0 T gai
36T Afeear gk fagari4ol

“Devas are always happy enjoying the solitude (because of knowledge); the mortals are always miserable
(because of ignorance); whereas the chronicle of the divine-humans is not less in excellence.
Therefore, I will relate to you the story of Vidyaadharas".
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Even as Hara was speaking these words, PushpaDanta, the excellent of the Ganas and a favourite of Shambhu
arrived there. Nandi who was guarding the gate refused permission for him.

{Vidyaadharas are extremely sophisticated Devas, are highly learned, and are endowed with magical powers.
They live at the base of Kailaasa mountain where Shiva resides, and are extremely devoted to him.}

fasepror fAvursT FATRIT Fgeld, rafaTar JeTaRmeyiadr & T 50|l
UfE: Adaead qudHAre Rarfar fRamamon aaeeyd aRargasisii

PushpaDanta was surprised that he (a prominent attendant of Shiva) was also barred from entering Shiva’s
presence for no valid reason. He was curious. In a second he entered inside invisible to all, by the power of
Yoga. After entering, he heard seven most wonderful stories of Vidyaadharas as told by ‘Pinaaki Shiva’ who
holds the Pinaaka weapon or Trident.

HealsY Iedl AR S Aseauiad|at & O wed a1 &y ereifa fegelis2 |l

He returned home and narrated those stories to Jayaa, his wife.
Who can hide wealth or secret from women?

iy afgeaanfaer scar ARYArra: sei S gder), Sy arrdddl: $a: 1531
Jayaa was amazed by the stories and went to meet the daughter of the Mountain because she was a Prateehaaree

(door-keeper) there, and repeated the stories to Paarvati (as narrated by her husband newly).
Where do women have control over their speech!

{PushpaDanta should have returned back when he saw Shiva and Paarvati in private conversation. But his
curiosity won over him. Paarvati was too much absorbed in listening to the wonderful narratives created by
Shiva. Shiva, the all-knower did not disturb the course of events that started rolling one after another.

The next mistake of PushpaDanta was to repeat those stories to his dear wife Jayaa!

Jayaa again retold them to Paarvati.}

dagepy ARET "aAgd afttd oo, Serfa & seddd” sfa arasgardlis4 i

Girijaa got angry and accused Ishvara saying,
“You did not tell me stories unheard by anybody. Even Jayaa knows all these stories.”

Ui HAedm SondaaaATafd:, Al e ufaedd qougeaeaaryond, s aftid a«, @rsear
Sarfa & R | Scdcaraaaedl qougedaAfdgpniise i

UmaaPati (Lord of Umaa) understood everything that had happened through his vision of knowledge.

He pacified her saying,“PushpaDanta entered inside through his power of Yoga and had heard everything that I
narrated. He has related the stories to Jayaa. Who else can know this, my dear!"

Very much angered, Devi called for PushpaDanta.

"Fet wg AT 3 Rgel d AT T, AeTaed 7 A Faivr depd A7

He stood in front of her frightened and apprehensive.
She cursed him, “You disobedient wretch! Get born as a mortal!”
Another Gana named Maalyavaan entreated on behalf of PushpaDanta, and he also got cursed in the same way.

{In a second, Umaa also understood the future course of events. Her curse was also a part of the play of her
Lord! PushpaDanta had recently been acting vain-headed, and the forced entry into Shiva’s private chambers
was the peak of all arrogance. He had deserved a punishment and got it now!}

AUy uedEaTs ST ¥ afldr muled ufa ol eedaaasad lis 8 i
They both fell at her feet along with Jayaa and begged for forgiveness.
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They all begged her to tell how and when the curse would end.
Sharvaani (spouse of Sharva the annihilator) spoke slowly (with her anger under control).

"faceaTeedl ST AMUTCHTH: TURATTAT GUchehRel TaT: HoTsearegdr f&d:|
d T, HEAGSAT, T&T aFH HATTRAT Joueed Jawmiid, dar MarfgaAiead|

BIOTH: HAT df g &l AeAfd ATcTaT<hoTHdl dar b HAT JEareg Aaad” el

“There is a Yaksha (demigod attendant of Kubera, the wealth god) named ‘Suprateeka’ who attained the state of
the Pishaachi (flesh eating clan) with the name of KaanaBhooti, by the curse of Kubera; and he lives in the forest
region of the Vindhya Mountains.

PushpaDanta! When you come across him, remember your original identity and narrate this story to him. Then
you will be freed of the curse.

When Maalyavaan hears the story from KaanaBhooti, then KaanaBhooti will be freed of his curse.

When Maalyavaan makes the story well-popular, then he will be freed of his curse.”

{The story now had to reach the mortals and purify their hearts. So it had to now go from PushpaDanta to
Suprateeka to Maalyavaan and spread all over the earth!
Knowledge cannot become the private property of any one even if he is the Supremacy!}

gcgereal ATl LA I AceToNicagcy>oiliad o TeT8t a9gd:li62 |l

After this, ‘ShailaTanayaa’ (the daughter of the Mountain) remained silent. The very next moment both the
Ganas (including Jaya) vanished from sight, like the ‘clump of lightning flashes’ vanishing instantly.

{Though Paarvati had felt offended by PushpaDanta’s behaviour and the curse had shot out of her mouth, she
still worried about him! After all, she was the Mother of all! She missed his wonderful hymns! She missed
Maalyavaan’s beautiful garlands! She missed also Jayaa, who also had vanished along with her husband!}

HY S AT Brel I TUTS AP TS
"ga ATt aat gEYat $F gy St es|l

As time went by, once Gauree (the daughter of the Mountain)
asked Shankara (one who always causes good) with her heart filled with compassion,
“Deva! In which place have the two excellent Ganas (Pramathas) taken birth on the Bhuloka?”’

3deTd degdlfen: "PRMIFNIET AT HAEIRY

JEIT § QoUced! e O S 641
ChandraMauli (one who wears the crescent moon on the head) said,
“There is a great city named Kaushaambi.
PushpaDanta is born there with the name of VaraRuchi my dear!

Heged AeIAATT FIRAY UTITOEATES H:
STl IOMGTATHT &I TARY gelleed:" 1165 |l

Maalyavaan is also born with the name of Gunaadhya
in a renowned city named ‘Supratishtitaa’.
This is what happened to them.”
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hemradeldchicudheddediaaiey &Rl HIdra 66|l
After informing in this manner, that ‘Vibhu’ the all-pervading one,
remained entertaining ‘his wife’
‘who was feeling apologetic for embarrassing the servants who always were well-obedient’;
inside the bowers made of Kalpa creepers
which were situated at the base of the Kailaasa Mountain, and were conducive to their amorous sports.

{Shiva consoled his compassionate wife, and kept her cheerful through various acts of love and affection. }

3fd AEfINEHEaNCe R FAARCATR HUTNTFTh TAHERS: |

THUS ENDS THE ‘FIRST WAVE’ OF THE ‘STORY-PEDESTAL LAMBAKA’
IN THE ‘OCEAN OF THE RIVERS OF STORIES’ COMPOSED BY THE ‘GREAT POET SOMADEVA BHATTA’



