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The earthen lamp lies
In the lap of the earthen home,
The evening star gazes on
To see the light it gives out.

That light of a moment's duration,
Is like the wistful glance of the beloved.
That light swings like fear
In the mother's breast.

That light dies out and blazes forth
In the heart of the green earth.
That light in the vagrant wind
Trembles with an ache at each moment.

There comes the message of the evening sky
Bringing blessings from the sky,
'The immortal fire is restless
To shine forth within the earthly flame.'

Indra:  O Preceptor of Gods, as you know we once nearly lost heaven to the Demons.  We had then fought with the help of man and had saved heaven, but today we are faced with even a greater danger—have you thought of it?
Brihaspati:  Mighty Indra, I do not understand what you mean.  What danger do you speak of?
Indra:  Heaven does not exist any more.
Brihaspati:  Does not exist?  That sounds strange!  Where are we then?
Indra:  We exist only in our habit.  Heaven growing fainter each day, becoming a mere shadow, is now near to extinction and we have not even noticed it!
Kartikeya:  But why, O Immortal God—All the ceremonies are still being performed with the same splendour!
Indra:  As a matter of fact, the splendour and the ceremonies are now on the increase, like the afterglow of a sunset in its background of darkness.  You must know, General of the Immortal Army, heaven has become so trivial that it has even lost the fear of any danger.  So many centuries have now passed by, since the Demons attacked heaven, that we have even forgotten the fact.  We have now nothing to tempt them.  The existence of heaven was felt even in those few threatened moments of its defeat, but since then--
Kartikeya:  I see—your words appear much clearer to me now.
Brihaspati:  Just when you wake up from a dream you remember you had a dream, so Indra's words make me realize what a delusion I have been under—and yet, I can't quite break through my haziness!
Kartikeya:  Shall I tell you how it all appears to me?  There are arrows in the quiver, I am bearing the weight of the arrows and I think everything is alright.  Then all of a sudden I hear a voice, asking me to 



look around.  I open my eyes and see the arrows are there, but there is nothing to aim at.  Heaven has lost its aim.
Brihaspati:  But we must find the reason why it is so!
Indra:  Heaven has lost touch with the soil from which it drew its juice to blossom forth.
Brihaspati:  What soil are you speaking of?
Indra:  The earth.  Can you forget that at one time man used to come up to heaven to join in the activities of the Gods, and that the Gods had also gone down to earth to fight man's wars using their weapons?  Heaven and earth both had then their true existence, that is why they called the age, 'The era of truth.'  Without that link with the earth can Heaven now survive merely on its own nectar?
Kartikeya:  Moreover, the earth is also on its way to extinction, O Immortal King.  Man is becoming so much like the soil itself that he no longer believes in his own valour, he has put his entire trust in matter.  There is constant grabbing and killing that is taking place over matter.  Because the pull of heaven is torn, the soul is unable to soar above towards the light transcending the matter.
Brihaspati:  What is the remedy now?
Indra:  We must establish the link with the earth again.
Brihaspati:  But the pathway by which the Gods visited the earth had long been obliterated.  I thought that it was just as well!  My own idea was that only in this way it could be proved that heaven was impartial, absolute and sufficient in itself.
Indra:  That was the belief all the time.  But it is now so clear that heaven survives on earth's devotion, without which heaven dries up.  In the arrogance of processing nectar we forgot that, and that is why we have lost touch of the road that led us to earth.
Kartikeya:  Since the defeat of the demons we have equipped heaven against all emergencies to make it perfectly secure.  The wealth of heaven had since been accumulating within itself; it has not been used up outside, it has faced no losses.  Heaven has progressed so far ahead without any outside intervention for so many centuries that it has moved far away from everything else!  So that heaven stands in isolation today.
Indra:  Whether it is progress or retrogress, the fact remains that whatever brings disruption it produces frustration.  When the Great moves away from the sphere of the small, the greatness becomes meaningless like a burdensome load.  The light of heaven severing itself from its earthly lamp has now turned into the light of the Will-O-the-Wisp; not being accessible to earth it has lost access to itself.  This is even a greater punishment than to be totally extinguished.  The heavenly abode, trying to keep itself pure, has imprisoned itself within its own high walls.  It can only break its shackle by letting itself flow like the Ganges through the soil of the earth.  Today my mind is eager to break through this isolation that engulfs us.  I shall not let heaven be blockaded, Brihaspati.  I shall let it merge with the soiled, the fallen, the ignorant and the needy.
Brihaspati:  What is it you propose to do?
Indra:  I must go to earth.
Brihaspati:  But the way to earth is closed, that is sad.



Indra:  We can no longer go there in the guise of Gods.  I shall have to be born a human.  As a star when dislodged scatters its light in the sky and then comes down to embrace the soil merging into it, so shall I have to reach the earth in a similar fashion.
Brihaspati:  Where on earth will you find such family of distinction to suit you where you can take your birth?
Kartikeya:  The merchant is the king now, the warrior class is busy serving the merchant, and the Brahmin is a slave to the merchant.
Indra:  Where I shall be born will not depend on what I wish; I shall be born where I am drawn by attraction.
Brihaspati:  The memory that you are Indra, could you ever...?
Indra:  I must wipe out that memory before I can be an earth-dweller to achieve my earthly aspiration.
Kartikeya:  I have been all this time quite oblivious of earth's existence, but hearing you I feel a sudden restlessness within me.  That slender-bodied dusty-hued earth—how wistfully she fixes her gaze towards heaven through sunset and sunrise!  What joy it is to give assurance to her fears!  What glory for us to be able to put hopes in her saddened heart!  How was it that she, beautiful in green, wearing the diadem of precious gems, ever forgot that she was a queen?  We shall have to remind her again that she is the cherished object in the aspiration of the Gods, she is heaven's eternal beloved.
Indra:  When I go down to earth I want to leave behind this message in her south wind that because of this separation from her, heaven has lost the taste of nectar, the garden of paradise has withered; the oceans that surround her are tears of heaven, it is this mournful weeping that has endowed the earth with immortality.
Kartikeya:  With your permission, O King of the Gods, we shall also come down to earth.
Brihaspati:  I would like to see once again the flame of immortality through the covering of death.
Kartikeya:  Why should we be deprived of the beauty that the Goddess Lakshmi manifests in her earthly home with her ever-new creative play?  I am so well aware that the earth has need for me; because I am not there, man is fighting such a shameless battle for gain, and not for a righteous cause.
Brihaspati:  And because I am not there, man is acquiring knowledge to make use of it, but not for his freedom.
Indra:  It is to pave the way for you that I am going ahead; when it is time, you will, like the ripened fruit in all its sweetness, slip down to earth.  Wait till then.
Kartikeya:  When shall we know, Mighty Indra, that you have been fulfilled in your aspiration?
Brihaspati:  How could that remain hidden?  When the heavenly abode will be all a tremor with its victorious conch-sound, then we...
Indra:  No, no, Preceptor of the Gods—there will be no sound of victory!  When you will see heaven's eyes are smeared with the tears of compassion, you will know then that my birth on earth has borne fruit.
Kartikeya:  Until then I suppose we will never know where you will be hiding in the shroud of dust?



Brihaspati:  The essence of earth is in this game of hide and seek.  Wealth appears there in the guise of poverty, strength is nurtured in the lap of the weak, there valour establishes its victory-monument by digging its foundation in the soil of defeat.  There, what is possible dwells in the midst of what is impossible.  To believe what is visible on earth is to make an error, it is better to put your immortal trust in things invisible.
Kartikeya:  But, O King of Gods, why does the ever-shining light on your forehead look pale today?
Brihaspati:  Let the fact that you are departing to earth be radiant with joy.
Indra:  The pain that is of birth is already upon me, O Preceptor of Gods.  I have now made a tryst with sorrow.  I turn to answer its call.  Like the separation that took place between Shiva and Sati, there has been a separation between the earth's sorrow and the joy of heaven.  The sorrow of this separation, after all these years, has now come to occupy my mind in a massive form.  I now leave heaven to accept this sorrow as my own.  I shall make this sorrow blissful with the nectar of love.  Now bid me farewell.
Kartikeya:  Great Indra, do find the path for us, we shall meet you there.  Let heaven proceed today in the vessel of pain.
Brihaspati:  We shall be waiting for you to show us the way, O Immortal King, take us out of this bondage of heaven, otherwise there is no survival for us.
Kartikeya:  Yes, take us out of the bondage of heaven, Great King—carve out a path for us through death.
Brihaspati:  You are the King of Heaven; by breaking the austere detachment of heaven, show us that heaven's existence is for the earth.
Kartikeya:  Desiring heaven when men had tried to do penance renouncing the world, you had always sent them back to earth.  Today you yourself are to take heaven through the same path.
Indra:  The way to freedom is through these obstacles.
Brihaspati:  Yes, the freedom that has to struggle ever against obstacles in its own joy.
Traveller, O traveller--
There are your comrades
Who pass by in multitudes!

Absent-minded I stay in my corner.
At times I am startled,
When I hear all of a sudden the sound of footsteps
On land, in water and the sky!
Traveller, O Traveller,
Would you give me a call from the road
As you pass by?

Age after age, so often and again
You had come to my door--
That is why I am suddenly aware
That your footsteps are in my heart.


