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INTRODUCTION 

 

THE PLAYSCRIPT Manas – a Play for Voices is adapted from a neglected masterpiece 

of early 20th century European literature: Alfred Döblin’s MANAS – epische Dichtung 

(Manas – an epic in verse) published in 1927. This mashup of Hindu mythology and 

20th century European psychology poses, in vivid and dramatic language and 

constantly surprising action, the existential tension of the conscious human being, 

poised precariously between the demonic and the divine.  

Even a few pages of the playscript should be enough to show that the neglect of 

Manas is quite unjust. It tells an exciting and moving story of humans, gods and 

demons, in crisp, dramatic and direct language that conveys constantly shifting moods 

and voices. Manas shows that powerful poetry does not always need complex syntax 

and unfamiliar words.  

Each of the three Acts should be performable in under one hour. The many voices 

can be delivered by 5-7 actors. The script can, I hope, be used for stage productions.  

 

SYNOPSIS 

Episode 1 – The Field of the Dead 

War-hero Manas returns to Udaipur, distraught by his existential awareness of Death. 

He demands that his mentor, Puto, an adept of Shiva, take him to the source of this 

sorrow: Shiva’s Field of the Dead in the high Himalaya. 

After absorbing the life-stories of several Souls, Manas falls into a coma. His body is 

invaded by three Demons, who plan to infiltrate in it to Earth. They trick Puto into 

slaying the body, and Manas’ Soul wafts back onto the Field. Puto carries the body 

back down to Udaipur. Funeral preparations begin. Puto returns to the mountains to 

fight the three Demons. 

Episode 2 – Savitri’s Quest 

Manas’ wife Savitri denies that the body is his. She flees Udaipur (where she will be 

burnt alongside the body) to seek Manas. After an arduous journey she makes her way 

onto the Field of the Dead.  

She bullies Parikshi, a passive Soul who was once in Shiva’s entourage, into regaining 

his power of action. He informs Shiva that a living woman is on the Field. Shiva has 
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been longing for Savitri (now revealed as the universal love-principle): he makes 

contact across their different dimensions.  

Manas’ Soul meanwhile has been drifting with the hordes of Shades. He can still defy 

demons, but is demoralised when Kali and Ganesha mock him. Savitri and Manas’ 

Soul finally find each other, and couple. Savitri then rejoins Shiva on Mount Kailash. 

Episode 3 – Manas Returns 

Manas, re-embodied after his coupling with Savitri, rejoices in his physicality. His new 

psyche lacks empathy for humans. He confronts Puto with angry contempt, and 

subdues the three Demons fighting Puto. They turn into giant flying foxes that carry 

him back to Earth. A village priest’s verdict – that he and the three Demons together 

make one new and dreadful entity – enrages him.  

The god Ganesha comes to reclaim his Demons; Manas defeats him, tearing off his tail. 

Manas reveres Shiva, but also hates him as an obstacle to achieving full humanity. 

Manas destroys a temple, whereupon Shiva comes down to Earth and Manas is caught 

up in his dance. In a trance, Manas’ Ego calls out to the world. Shiva begs him to stop 

before his call destroys the world. Shiva bows to Manas, and converts the flying foxes 

into sleek, benign panthers, on which Manas will ride for evermore to replace the 

souls of humans longing for extinction with Souls longing to be reborn. 

 

  



v 
 

CHARACTERS 

 
Role Acts Description 

Voice(M)/Voice(F) 1,2,3 provide scene-setting, commentary, links. 

Manas 1,2,3 war hero, later a disembodied Soul, reborn demigod. 

Savitri 1,2,3 Manas’ consort, later revealed as Universal Female. 

Puto 1,-,3 Manas’ mentor, an adept of Shiva. 

King Jayanta 1,-,3 Manas’ father. 

Chanda         ) 

Munda          ) 

Nishumbha ) 

 

1,-,3 

 

demons, later kalongs (flying foxes) 

Shade #1 1,-,- formerly a rich man 

Danu, Daksha 1,-,- Shades: a scorned woman and her fickle lover.  

Shepherd boy 1,-,- Shade: cruelly killed. 

Overseer 1,-,- Shade: the boy’s killer. 

Unmatti 1,-,- Shade: a psychopath. 

Lal Gulam -,2,- An ogre 

Shade #5 -,2,- a murdered woman 

Garut/Parikshi -,2,- a servant of Shiva 

Marut -,2,- his lover 

Shiva -,2,3 a god 

Durga/Kali -,2,- a goddess 

Ganesha -,2,3 a god 

Village priest -,-,3  

Poet -,-,3  

Priest of Shiva -,-,3  

Tour guide -,-,3  

Voice of mountains -,2,-  

Voice of the sea -,-,3  

Minor parts/crowds 1,2,3 Townspeople, villagers, Bo-tree, Kiru bird, Shades, Rudras, 
slaves, prisoners 

 

 

LOCATIONS 

 

High Himalaya   in their natural form (Nanda Devi etc) 

Mythical Himalaya   Shiva’s Field of the Dead, Mount Kailash  

Udaipur   a royal city 

Chittor    a ruined fort 

Amber     a city 

Steppelands, foothills, villages, forests, cave, seacoast. 
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SCENES 

 
ACT ONE ACT TWO ACT THREE 

1.1 – Overture  

1.2 – Manas the War Hero 

1.3 – Departure  

1.4 – In the Clouds 

1.5 – The Field of the Dead 

1.6 – The Rich Man 

1.7 – Danu & Daksha 

1.8 – The Shepherd Boy 

1.9 – Manas Challenges Puto 

1.10 – The Psychopath 

1.11 – Manas Snared 

1.12 – Manas Insensible 

1.13 – Demons Hijack the Body 

1.14 – The Body Laid Low 

1.15 – Puto Stunned 

1.16 – Down to Earth 

1.17 – Funeral March 

1.18 – The Chain Dissolved 

1.19 – Puto Vows revenge 

1.20 – ‘Not Manas!’  

2.1 – How Savitri Met Manas 

2.2 – In a Village 

2.3 – The Forest 

2.4 – Robber Village 

2.5 – Names 

2.6 – Out of the Village 

2.7 – Parting 

2.8 – The Ogre 

2.9 – In the Mountains 

2.10 – At the Tree 

2.11 – On the Field 

2.12 – The Murdered Lover 

2.13 - Parikshi 

2.14 – Manas Drifting 

2.15 – Shiva’s Penance 

2.16 – Parikshi and Shiva 

2.17 – Back on Kailash  

2.18 – Shiva Makes Contact 

2.19 – Manas Reborn 

2.20 – Savitri on Kailash 

3.1 – Back in the World  

3.2 – The Kiru  

3.3 – Puto and Demons 

3.4 – Manas and Puto 

3.5 – Back to Earth 

3.6 – Kalongs Attack 

3.7 – Bhil Village 

3.8 – The Cave 

3.9 – The Sea 

3.10 – Ganesha Attacks 

3.11 – Marauding 

3.12 – At Chittor 

3.13 – To Udaipur 

3.14 – Bo Tree 

3.15 – Idyll by the Pool 

3.16 – Encounters 

3.17 – To Amber 

3.18 – Shiva’s Dance 

3.19 – The Ego’s Call 

3.20 – The End 
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ACT 1 SCENE 1 – OVERTURE 
 

(MOUNTAIN STORM, WIND, RAIN DYING AWAY) 

VOICES (M)/(F): There was no more rain. 

 

VOICE (F):  Storms shredded the black clouds hither and down 

from the eastern iceheads of Himalaya. 

Blew them onto mountains and cedar forests, 

onto blooming meadows, southerly slopes, 

this bedlam of beasts and trees; –  

tossed them, torrents and ice-needles, 

over sheer rockwalls, seething hills and spates, 

over rivers; --  

 

VOICE (M):  They raced thundering down deep valleys, 

Kosi, Alaknanda, Yamuna, 

surged onto the radiant plains of India! --  

 

VOICE (F):  Storms shredded the black clouds away. 

And ravines meadows rockwalls  

awoke to the drumming of waters, 

began howling like seas. 

And ships rode on the seas. 

 

VOICE (M):  What sort of ships were they that rode the sea, 

boats bobbing, darting under sail, 

capsizing, coming aright? 

 

VOICE (F):  In the pattering of the waters, 

Souls, pale misty Souls came gliding by nooses of vine,  

stretched themselves past grasping thorns, 

shimmers of silence in the turbulent tumultuous hubbub! 

They clumped in white masses, 

waited motionless under the downpour. 

 

VOICE (M):  Wind whirled them high,  

breath from the mouth of Shiva, 

Three-eyed God on crystal Kailash. 

 

VOICES (M)/(F): Whirled them high, spun them like a wheel, 

spilled them, mist onto water. 
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ACT 1 SCENE 2 – MANAS THE WAR HERO 
 

CROWD:   Hey Manas! Our hero back from the wars! 

Come down to the lakeside! 

The jubilant town is waiting. 

You had such a good war! 

 

MANAS:  How long must I stand here, 

stand here at this window, 

here at this pale hateful window of glass, 

and must listen to those fools, 

must listen hour upon hour upon hour. 

 

CROWD:  Manas, we love you! 

We won’t go till you join us!! 

 

MANAS:  They taunt me; but I won’t be swayed. 

(DOOR OPENS) Oh Puto! At last! 

No, no bowing, don’t kiss my feet. 

How am I better than you? 

 

PUTO:  You saved fathers and mothers, 

protected children, saved yourself and me. 

 

MANAS:  Let go my hand! Its task is finished. 

Don’t touch my head! It has done wicked deeds. 

Tell me, Puto – 

 

PUTO:  What should I tell you, Manas? 

Won’t you come and join the celebrations?  

Won’t you see the King your father, 

and how your women yearn for you, 

how Savitri dances, she who holds your heart –  

 

MANAS:  Tell me, Puto, what life is ordained for me? 

 

PUTO:  – and touch your hand again, the hand that saved us. 

You know the answer! 

You shall enjoy your fill of love, 

delight in children playing, and all your fame in war. 

You, the favourite of the Gods. 
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MANAS:  But when in battle they lay down dead and dying, 

– Oh that I can tell it now, and you are listening, 

you my friend, my teacher, and will explain it to me, -- 

In the battle, the last one, on the Nara River,  

in the mud, in the brackish ponds, 

I saw the whimpering faces of my enemies  

as they stiffened, became leaden. 

I ripped the soul from out of the body!  

I tremble now when I think of it. 

It was enough almost to slay me. 

 

PUTO:  You saw the horror of a creature facing death, Manas.  

What alarmed you so? 

 

MANAS:  I lay beside my enemy in the sand, 

I gazed at him and prodded him, my brother. 

Oh, he is my brother, and really he is me, Puto. 

That ghastly twisted face, it will be mine, it must be mine one day. 

 

PUTO:  How you tremble, Manas. 

 

MANAS:  I’m not trembling. I shall stand up in a minute. 

I – am frozen. Frozen in the face of the Gods, 

frozen in the face of Death, of Now. 

And as I swung my sword once more 

from horseback on the Nara River, 

swung, a – a lameness seized my arm. 

I strike him, or he strikes me, it’s all the same. 

The sword plunged in the throat – it stays there. 

Oh Puto, a sea is heaving beneath my feet! 

A fire is burning beneath the ground I walk on! 

And victory has no meaning. 

 

PUTO:  And Manas does not see me,  

does not see Udaipur and the lake, and all the jubilant people.  

 

MANAS:  I’m lost, can no longer see the sun. 

I Manas, victor of the salty wastes, 

I must go to the dead, must go to sorrow,  

rather than still see the sweet sun, 

the sun that once I loved so dearly. 
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PUTO:  Oh I know you, my child.  

Come, Manas, to the King.  

I’ll help you, here I am.  

Now take your helmet, here’s your armour. 

 

MANAS:  Death is real, Puto, dreadful dreadful sorrow. 

I must go to where this horror is born. 

You are the mighty man, the man of powers. 

We’ve ridden out on many a hunt: 

Ride with me, just once more, to the realm of darkness. 

 

PUTO:  Oh Manas, sorrow looms large in every life. 

Cast off your princely clothes, throw away your rings, 

strew ashes on your head:  

many have done so. 

No need to venture to the ghastly Beyond  

to look for sorrow. 

 

MANAS:  How could I have been so blind so long? 

I’m done with the sweetness of this life. 

Done with its vapidity and softness. 

 

PUTO:  The Gods have barred the land of darkness. 

That gate is shut and bolted, Manas. 

Nothing alive can do what you would do. 

 

MANAS:  I am the victor! I am Manas! And you are the man of powers! 

Tomorrow early you shall tell the King:  

“Prince Manas has returned victorious from the desert. 

But today he sallies forth to conquer a new enemy.” 

 

PUTO:  The gate is shut and bolted.  

Nothing alive can shift the bolt. 

 

MANAS:  They’ll pile logs out there tomorrow 

where the Victory Theatre stands. 

They’ll sing as the logs blaze up, and my body burns. 

 

PUTO:  So, demons infiltrating among the enemy  

have confused you, the wicked things –  

you the indomitable. 
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MANAS:  See this armband, nephrite with gold and emeralds. 

My father gave it me after my first battle. 

I was a doughty warrior! 

Watch now – hah! Smashed. Ten pieces.  

Good. See, that is Manas. 

 

PUTO:  And see these threads I wear around my neck. 

Mighty man you call me. Shiva is my God. 

There. Broken. I shall say no prayers to Shiva 

until I have delivered you to your goal. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 3 – DEPARTURE 
 

(RIPPLING WATER, OARS) 

VOICE (F):  Deep black sky. Moon drowned in the sea of sky. 

A little boat bears Puto to the King. 

The old King sits beneath a tamarind.  

Without a word he hears what Puto brings. 

 

KING JAYANTA: I shall die, no son to bury me. 

My country shares the fate of Chittor: 

the famous Tower of Victory – ha, now it houses monkeys! 

 

PUTO:  The Merciful Ones are with us and with him. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Manas scorns them, and so they strike at me. 

Now, Puto, you are the father 

who must bring my son back into the world. 

I give you him, hold me up, I give you him. 

 

VOICE (M):  As the first flames of morning flash,  

the King drives his son and Puto to a smith 

who hammers each a ring about his arm. 

 

PUTO:  Shiva, this my oath: 

I shall use no magic to loose this chain, 

shall utter no spell to loose this chain  

that binds Manas and me. 

 

KING JAYANTA:  Gone… my boy… without a blessing… 
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ACT 1 SCENE 4 – IN THE CLOUDS 
 

(THIN WIND) 

VOICE (F):  In his breast Manas feels a stabbing. 

Is a cold blade cleaving him asunder? 

 

VOICE (M):  Hills fade, buildings turn to vapour. 

Puto and Manas swimming through white clouds. 

Quivering air, awash with light, torn open, twitching. 

 

VOICE (F):  O twitching heart that sings this,  

whither are you dragging me? 

Why bundle me, bind me and haul me along, 

even to my dissolution? 

 

PUTO:  Manas, hold firm, do not flinch! 

You fought many a battle, killed many people. 

I shall show you people, you shall feel them. 

These are not the ones who danced and sang for you. 

O Manas, summon your blood, your blood of courage,  

that it be there when you need it!  

 

MANAS:  Why weep, Puto? Here I am, beside you. 

 

PUTO:  Not only I was weeping, Manas: the griffons too. 

Oh my Sukuni, to think I see you again. 

 

VOICE (M):  Dreadful griffons, vultures with bald heads:  

Sukuni. 

Bare throat, black beak, the feet blood-red. 

Blood on Puto’s brow where they have drunk. 

 

PUTO:  We land here, by this rushing stream. 

And so I kiss you, Manas,  

to summon all your powers. 

No monster shall you see, no devil. 

You shall feel your blood, and shall not freeze in fear. 

You shall endure all that you have wished for, 

and shall extricate yourself, sweet child, 

for you are strong. 

Take this kiss, my blessing. 
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VOICE (F):  Souls, pale misty souls, come gliding by nooses of vine,  

stretch themselves past thorns, clump in white masses. 

 

VOICES (M):  Wind whirls them high, breath from the mouth of Shiva, 

spins them like a wheel, 

 

VOICES (M)/(F): spills them, mist onto water. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 5 – THE FIELD OF THE DEAD 
 

(RUSHING WINGS, CACKLING) 

CHANDA:   What’s this? A human?!  

Flesh and bones, limbs and clothing! 

He’s broken through the boundary!  

 

NISHUMBHA:  See there! Griffons flying! 

And hiding in a tree… Puto?!  

He has this one on a chain!  

 

CHANDA:  Hey, Puto, scoundrel, hypocrite!  

Call yourself a priest of Shiva? 

What are you up to? Think we can’t see you, 

there in your tree, feigning sleep! 

How dare you sneak a human here, 

onto Shiva’s Field! 

 

MUNDA:  He’s renounced Shiva’s service.  

He’s fighting Shiva! 

 

PUTO:  Have a care, you dogs, jackals, 

Munda, Chanda, Nishumbha,  

you three defeated gods. 

I know Shiva set you here to guard his land. 

The man down there is Manas, prince of Udaipur.  

He is my child. I shall protect him. 

He seeks sorrow, would feel horror, and suffer. 

You imprisoned monsters, have a care. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Haha! Feel horror and suffer, hey. 

So he shall, the dwarf, the little toad. 
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CHANDA:  Spirits, lovely spirits!  

Hey, we have a visitor. 

He has a body…! Human body…!. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 6 – THE RICH MAN 
 

(RUSTLING TWITTERING SHADES) 

VOICE (F):  The storm has passed.  

Distant peaks of Api, Nanda Devi,  

all the way to Yamunotri. 

This is Nainital, the lake of Naini,  

Shiva’s goddess. 

Embodied Manas walks through fields of rhododendron. 

Shades flit and coil like threads about him,  

and glide away. 

He stretches out his arms in longing. 

 

MANAS:  Why don’t you lie in the earth, you dead? 

Did the storm wash you out again? 

Come to me. I long for you…  

…Who’s this? He doesn’t move… 

You keep your face hidden. 

Who are you? May I see you? 

Here’s my silver scarf, for you. 

 

SHADES:  Wake him, wake him up, the mole. 

 

SHADE #1:  Why come to me. Why me.  

Must I return to Earth, to Kashmir? 

My life was blessed,  

I don’t know what I did, all came flying my way. 

Estates, wives, children, the palace, all the slaves. 

The luck was endless. 

And if I had bad luck, it was just the same: 

I never knew how it came to me. 

Hah! Maybe it was you  

who lived my life for me. 

Who are you? Leave me alone!  

I am already dead. I was always dead.  

I’ll never go back to you deceivers, thieves.  
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ACT 1 SCENE 7 – DANU AND DAKSHA 
 
VOICE (M):  Like snowflakes thick and wild and frenzied, 

Souls storm in restless desperation  

down to a waterfall in a ravine. 

They are spun aloft once more, and spiral high 

despite their cries, their hopeless gestures. 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas stands there frightened, tries to gather courage. 

 

MANAS:  Don’t go! I’ve come to you, I’m here for you. 

Ah, how the gods have shut you off from sunlight. 

You! Yes, you…  Ah, don’t go… 

You then. Stay, I’ll press you to me. (HE CHOKES)  

 

VOICE (M):  The Soul has penetrated deep within him. 

Manas wheezing, on his knees! 

And flames, and flames! And smoke! And choking flames!  

 

(HOOFBEATS, JOLTING WHEELS) 

MANAS:  Ox-cart racing…  two people in it… 

A town, a river glinting there. The Ganges?!  

 

DANU:  I’m taking you to the forest, Daksha my friend, 

to Dhamek Stupa. We’ll place flowers there.  

And you shall see the owls, how they sit by day 

in the banyan, sleeping. 

 

DAKSHA:  Oh Danu, wife of Smirti, you love the banyans so.  

 

DANU:  Don’t call me wife of Smirti! 

 

DAKSHA:  Danu, I love to go with you.  

You are the jewel of all Benares’ women. 

Your husband must have great merit to win your hand. 

 

DANU:  Why talk so much about my husband. 

And the coachman, the black Bhil, he’s deaf,  

and you may give me your hands.  

But you must tell me, Daksha my friend, 

that you remember the owls, and that you love me. 
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DAKSHA:  I do want to say all that to you. 

 

DANU:  Tell me, Daksha, while I hold your hands: 

that you love me, and that you remember. 

And more, Daksha: About the secret of my room, 

and how it all went when my husband was away,  

and you stood for the first time at the door 

and watched it, as was your duty, 

and then – then you watched only me! (LAUGHS) 

 

VOICE (F):  The smoke! The flames! Where from? 

 

DAKSHA:  Danu my gazelle, your throat is sweet to me,  

the flower behind your ear is sweet. 

 

DANU:  Go on, Daksha. What you saw once. 

It’s done, it happened from you, from me, 

I must hear it from your own mouth. 

 

DAKSHA:  Your room was dark, Danu, you dared not light a lamp. 

You sat silent on a carpet in the dark. 

You led me up the stairs – I was just the watchman.  

And then you disappeared. 

I was afraid, Danu, I might bump into something. 

So I went down on the floor, and crawled, 

and felt about, till something touched my hand. 

I touched it, and it twitched. 

 

DANU:  What was it, Daksha? 

 

DAKSHA:  I can’t see it. It’s covered now,  

brown twitching thing,  

your big toe, the right, the left. 

 

DANU:  Which? The right? 

 

DAKSHA:  I don’t know. And then – 

 

DANU:  Which toe was it, Daksha? Of course you know. 

 

DAKSHA:  Uncover it, Danu, then I shall know. 
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DANU:  Your mouth must say it. Your mouth knows everything. 

 

DAKSHA:  My mouth? Why press me so, Danu? 

Why do the oxen run so fast? 

Look, there’s the banyan, and Dhamek Stupa!  

Coachman! Stop! 

 

VOICE (M):  Choking smoke! And flames! Are the wheels on fire? 

 

DANU:  He’s deaf, he can’t hear you. 

Better tell now what you know.  

About my room, my body, my toe, and what we did. 

 

DAKSHA:  O Danu, sweet Danu, don’t torment me!  

Stop and turn around! 

 

DANU:  No need to see the banyan, Daksha. 

Here’s something for your mouth, a fig,  

a little fig, a favour for your mouth, 

even if it won’t say what I would love to hear. 

(DANU WEEPS, DAKSHA LAUGHS NERVOUSLY) 

Don’t worry, Daksha, my tears are not poisoned, 

nor the fig, nor the water of my mouth. 

I just wanted one last kiss. 

 

DAKSHA:  Last…? No, you shall kiss me often, ever and again. 

 

DANU:  I shall not give myself to you again. 

I just wanted to cleanse your mouth,  

to kiss it one more time – your wicked mouth. 

 

DAKSHA:  My – ?! 

 

DANU:  Yes, wicked. Yet I still love you. 

And if the cart did not skid about so wildly, 

if you did not tremble so, but showed some courage, 

I could give myself to you once more. 

For love I’d be helpless to do otherwise. 

When I look on you, my body freezes, my teeth chatter. 

When you gaze at me, my life is taken from me. 

I am no longer I. I must fall into you. 
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DAKSHA:  Sweet sweet Danu, what should I have done? 

 

DANU:  And you did not save yourself from me. 

A terrible god has hung this over us.  

Just let the cart roll on.  

We shall never see Benares again. 

  

DAKSHA:  Danu, oh Danu! What have I done to you,  

what kind of woman are you? 

 

DANU:  A woman like any other. 

Once I was created to be the wife of Smirti,  

loved, and blessed, and happy. 

And then again I was created 

to notice you, the watchman of the house. 

And my husband might be here or might be there, 

and always you are the one I yearn for, 

and I must have you, have you forever. 

And instead of this, you sweet face, poisonous beloved mouth –  

 

DAKSHA:  Instead of this? O Danu, what is it. I do love you! 

 

DANU:  (WAILS) You pointed me out! Pointed me out in the bazaar! 

I had to creep along behind you,  

follow you through the streets, stand outside your room,  

hear how you talked in there about me, laughing. 

 

DAKSHA:  Oh, woe is me! 

 

DANU:  There was a woman in there with you, 

another victim of your lies. 

You talked about my hips, my breasts, 

and what I did with you, oh you! 

And what you did with me, oh you! 

And sometimes silence fell, and then she screamed,  

and then you started up again. 

 

DAKSHA:  Woe is me, O Danu, I have been bad. 

 

DANU:  Give me your hands, Daksha. For I love you. 

And this evening you will brag about the fig. 
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DAKSHA:  O Danu, please, stop the cart! I think you mean to harm me. 

 

DANU:  Where will you brag about the fig tonight? 

 

VOICE (F):  The flames! And choking smoke! 

 

DANU:  It’s not as if I hate you.  

We shall brag about the fig in the same place, together.  

 

DAKSHA:  O my love, forgive me! 

 

DANU:  Stop fretting! I can’t bear it. 

We share a fate, sweet Daksha. 

Bend down, feel there at your foot. 

I’ve clasped my dancing buckle about your foot, 

and thrown away the key!  

O Daksha, quiet now. 

 

DAKSHA:  The cart must stop! You mean to murder me! 

 

DANU:  Hush now. One last moment for ourselves. 

There’s straw and touchwood down there.  

Oh do be still! 

 

DAKSHA:  Danu, no! Please, Danu! 

 

DANU:  It’s burning now. It’s over. 

Hold me, Daksha, one moment more,  

Daksha, sweet husband, be good to me. 

 

VOICE (M):  Daksha roars, hits out.  

They coil round one another, tumble from the cart, 

and he cries out and she cries out. 

Hot grubbing flames! Choking burning flames! 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas lies gasping on the spray-soaked cliff. 

And from his gasping breast the Shade appears. 

 

DANU:  Farewell, you living man… 

 

MANAS:  Ah! Not to live! And not be born! Never again be born.  
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ACT 1 SCENE 8 – THE SHEPHERD BOY 
 
MANAS:  So many Shades. But still I am Manas.  

Come Shades! I am not defeated. 

I love you more, much more than myself. 

You. Don’t be afraid… Yes. You. You. 

 

VOICE (M):  Again the throbbing beating in his brain.  

His hands and feet are cold as ice. 

 

MANAS:  Don’t be shy. I shan’t move. A child! 

‘Mercy mercy’. What is it?  

People chasing. Up steps, down steps. 

Why, child? And are you dead?  

A fine palace. Prince’s castle. 

Here’s a door. Hide yourself! 

They won’t hurt you. They are people. 

Don’t be afraid, stay quiet. 

 

OVERSEER:  Open up, you dog, you little wretch! 

 

MANAS:  He has a stick, a club! 

Hide by the wall, hide behind the coat! 

 

OVERSEER:  Dog, wretch, damnable child! 

You have robbed me. 

Better not let me catch you! 

 

MANAS:  How can you grab the child like that, a little child! 

 

OVERSEER:  Girra girra, I’ll break your bones. 

I’ll break the fingers from your hands, 

I’ll break the toes from off your feet,  

so you can’t run. 

You nasty wretch, you wretched child. 

Girra girra, tell me how it happened. 

 

BOY:   Mercy mercy, good master, I found nothing.  

The gold was lying in the ditch.  

They were snuffling, ruffling around. 

Oh ow, oh ow, my fingers, hands!   
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Sheep ran up.  

Oh my hands! Let me go home! 

They had it in their mouths, the sheep,  

I found no more. 

 

OVERSEER:  So sheep ate all my gold, my buckles, rings. 

Kri kri, dare tell such lies, you wretch, 

Tell you what I’ll do, I’ll lock you up 

next to the pen where the cattle bellow. 

Sha sha, I’ll let you starve,  

I’ll tie you up and you’ll go thirsty. 

Where did you hide my gold? 

 

MANAS:  Down the steps he hurls the child. 

No parents here to help him,  

no master who can intervene.  

Mewling bleeding child,  

driven across the dazzling yard, 

into a sty next the cattle-pen, with kicks! 

 

VOICE (F):  Oh it is not over yet, be quite still. 

As truly as the sun shines in the sky,  

and eyes are there that gaze down on the Earth, 

as certain as the soul that bleeds in me  

and is in you and in us all, 

as powerfully as the tears that I now shed, 

I know: it is not over yet. 

 

MANAS:  How slow it all is now. 

Sunlight fades. No one comes. 

Cattle bellow. The night is long. 

Morning light shines through the slats. 

They tied you to a slat. 

But they will come and set you free,  

and bring you things to eat. 

The day is hot, is long, unending. 

Our life is hard. Our life is odious.  

But don’t give up, never never give up. 

 

VOICE (M):  Another night. The second night already. 

Nothing to drink. 
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MANAS:  Give him water. The rivers are full of water! 

Soon the door will open, 

and when time comes for the slats to melt away, 

I know it, they will melt,  

the floor will grow wheels,  

you’ll ride away from here,  

the slats become rice and corn and water. 

 

VOICE (F):  Oppressive heat, flies that bite, 

festering stink, thirst, thirst, thirst. 

 

MANAS:  Ho there in the fields, help,  

in the houses! Shiva, help us! 

Who, who is holding me back?  

I must go to him! 

Can’t lift my hands! I can’t move! 

I became human just to witness this?!  

 

VOICE (M):  The day is fading. The child lies still.  

Ah dead! He is dead! 

 

MANAS:  They let him die of thirst, the gods, I too. 

He is not dead! I’m still here!  

Who said his death must be? 

 

VOICE (F):  The little Shade coils out of him away. 

Hollow eyes, drooping head, slack skinny arms. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas thunderstruck, lies tumbled on his side. 

Birds scratch around him. 

He lies there hours and hours. 

 

MANAS:  It hangs so silent up there, mighty yellow sun, 

sinking down past Nanda Devi’s peaks… 

 

VOICE (F):  Night-mist condenses from the lake.  

Space draws in. 

At dawn’s pale light, Manas sits there still.  
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ACT 1 SCENE 9 – MANAS CHALLENGES PUTO 
 
MANAS:  Move leg, bend knee. Go. 

Died of thirst, the child; Danu, Daksha burned.  

Not my fault I live and you are dead! 

Take me, take Manas! I am done with living! 

 

PUTO:  Oh my griffons, they are tearing him away.  

Manas is yielding. Our child wants to die. 

He cannot bear existence. 

 

MANAS:  Puto, this chain on my arm: take it off!  

It was fastened to another being, 

I am not Manas, I have no body and no shore,  

I cannot see the shore. 

Puto, say the spell and set me free! 

My death is mine, as my life was mine. 

No, it was not my life. But my death is mine.  

Puto, as I’ve always loved you, set me free! 

 

PUTO:  I must, must hold him back...  

 

VOICE (M):  Huge Shades hasten at Manas’ side,  

soft greenish lanky giant creatures. 

They crawl crooked from ravines, 

long bending necks, velvet heads, 

long stringy legs, weak as wool. 

 

VOICE (F):  The snowfields glow with evening light. 

Lower down it is already dark. 

Manas kneels, head bowed over boulders,  

fist at his brow. Is he – praying?  

 

MANAS:   Shiva, Scorcher, take me.  

Your hundred fingers for my heart, and it is stilled. 

You my god, you the Blazing One,  

who know only kindling and the straw in which you burn. 

Killer, Terminator, Sorrow-smelter, 

Quickener, Ensouler, I am yours. 

You raging sorrow,  

wandering through the howling of my sorrow,  
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(MANAS cont.) God of Torments, my path to you.   

   To you my path leads through every trial. 

I come to you. I, a tree still greening, 

Uprooted, snuffed out gladly to be with you. 

Shiva, nothing on this earth that cares for me.  

Only at your side do I feel at home. 

Dismiss me not again onto streets of people, 

never again among the mountains, rivers and the air, 

never from your side, sweet God of Dying, 

God of the Crossing, Crusher God. 

Take me to your heart, take me, forever. 

Your fishing hook – 

 here I am, who was once Manas – 

your slingshot, for me. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 10 – THE PSYCHOPATH 
 
UNMATTI:  Haha! Hey you. You call so prettily to Shiva. 

I heard you shout and sing.  

You make me glad. Sing some more.  

One hears such awful shouting here. 

 

MANAS:  Good that you have come, Shade. 

Come with me, I lie at Shiva’s feet. 

There is no path but to the feet of Shiva. 

I have not weakened. Made of iron, me. 

 

UNMATTI:  Were you at the lake of Naini, with the goddess? 

With Kali? Let me look at you.  

What did she say? 

You sing so prettily of Shiva.  

How strong your body is! 

 

MANAS:  I’m going to Shiva.  

Embrace me, Shade, dare to come with me! 

 

VOICE (M):  And struggling Manas, as if a curtain has descended, 

sees, as if he had a second face, 

sees the swaying creature,  

and has not even touched it. 

He sees as through a wall, as if already dead. 
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MANAS:  River. Green river… Oh horrible, the people! 

Ever more people, tumbling, swirling past like fish. 

 

VOICE (F):  It’s built along the riverbank, this city: Awantipura. 

On a dais, splendid under palm-leaf fans,  

Whose voice is this, so soughing snickering? 

 

MANAS:  Drowned people, people drowning threshing, 

green rushing river, swollen river. 

 

VOICE (M):  The one there on the carpet, pearls in his ears, 

plume of feathers, diamond spray, blazing eyes, 

he has the people driven onto open ground,  

driven by soldiers down to the swirling river, 

the great green swirling Jhelum, 

people wailing, tumbling in the churning current. 

Delight in the blazing eyes. 

 

UNMATTI:  Haha, I am handsome, I am strong,  

am I not strong!  

Is it not a joy to look on me. 

 

MANAS:  Thank you for this. 

This is why I broke away from Udaipur. 

No need to go to Hell to find a demon. 

 

UNMATTI:  Why are your lips so bloodless? 

You’re strong. I’d like such a body. 

Or a tiger body. Or a vine body. 

Don’t be afraid of me. 

 

MANAS:  How dare you, wicked demon, say “afraid” to me? 

 

UNMATTI:  Haha! My name is Unmatti.  

This is my father. 

He sat in a dungeon so he couldn’t interfere. 

He’s dead already. Watch now. 

 

VOICE (F):  And he thrusts the dagger out and in, out and in. 

His eyes burn into Manas, who does not move, 

and does not howl, and struggles for a groan. 
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MANAS:  You want to cast me down. You’re evil. 

You just imagine who you are.  

 

UNMATTI:  I cannot perish!  

I shall return a hundred times! 

A hundred times already I’ve been back 

and will return another hundred times! 

 

MANAS:  He wants to break me. I am strong. 

Come, beast, so I can choke you! 

 

VOICE (M):  A battlefield commander was this Manas. 

From the Aravali hills he rode out to battle, 

a giant with mighty limbs. 

Prouder he was than any in Rajputana. 

Now his limbs shake, his knees are bloodied,  

his arms are scratched to pieces.  

Still his face is proud. 

 

MANAS:  Puto must take away the chain.  

No one shall gloat over me. 

Not Unmatti, not that dog, that scoundrel. 

To me, demons! Unmatti never lived!  

The Jhelum does not flow! What Awantipura? 

I-! Myself - ! I -! This cannot be conquered. 

Come all! I have a giant’s mouth, a giant’s belly! 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 11 – MANAS SNARED 
 
VOICE (F):  O Manas, why do you bend like a willow to the ground? 

You roar. But what do you know of Shiva? 

And if you know one face of his,  

do you know the others? 

And how many faces has the Three-eyed One? 

As one looks through mist onto water  

and sees nothing, 

so you look on him, and would go to him. 

 

MANAS:  (TUMBLES) Ow! The root –  

did it mean to snare me? 
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VOICE (M):  And if you burn, 

what do you think He means by burning? 

The Fount of Ecstasy who dips his feet in rivers, 

scatters a million fish-spawn on the fields, 

turns the universe to dreadful ice, rolls fog…  

Who can comprehend the terrible Magician, Gambler, 

when cobras flick their tongues in his black hair, 

when he lifts the string of skulls at his blue breast, 

turns his three eyes in this direction, 

when he whirls the slingshot in his hands? 

 

MANAS:  Those Shades think I’m a corpse already. 

Did I not lie here once? 

A thousand lifetimes gone. 

As if you scoop up water, pour, and scoop again. 

The Manas for whom Savitri danced, 

victor of the sandy wastes: who was that? 

 

VOICE (F):  A solitary Shade appears. 

Just stands there on the darkling path.  

 

MANAS:  What is this? Shade, or serpent?  

Why this fear, this wild love I feel?  

How I desire the Shade, but cannot place it in my memory. 

 

VOICE (M):  Desire, hot, seething, savage, rises up in Manas,  

and shame, like pitching waves. 

Manas shuffles nearer, though he knows  

that he will cease to be. 

He lifts his ruined hands up to the Shade. 

 

MANAS:  O Shade, are you the sister that I never knew, 

are you Savitri, or my mother?  

I feel such love for you, such endless love. 

 

VOICE (F):  Then Manas sees – sees as if already dead,  

and feels his lips go cold –  

sees a yellow gleam within the Shade. 

A desert. In the sand a body lies,  

alone, all dusty, in a hollow.  

A tender being, almost naked. 
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VOICE (M):  His weapons have scattered from him in the fall. 

Big moist eyes, fine features, generous mouth,  

a lovely flower of humankind. 

Close by a horse has halted. The warrior jumps down,  

strides to the fallen body –  

and is transfixed. 

 

MANAS:  Who, O Shiva, is the man that stands transfixed, 

who is the man that lies there? 

Shiva, Protector, what will they do to one another, 

the warrior and the loving flower of humankind? 

They will embrace and kiss. 

I would kiss this flower of humankind, 

if I could only touch them. 

Ah! my arm, my arm is numb. 

No strength in my arm. I want none. 

 

VOICE (F):  Yes, Manas, it is you! 

And the arm does move.  

And then he weeps. 

 

MANAS:  Sword in the sweet flesh,  

in the breast, my own breast! 

Ah no, no, no! 

Come nearer, Shade, sweet Shade, my soul,  

untangle me a little, set my feet free.  

Sweet Shade, I cannot touch you, 

but then I’ve killed you a thousand times already. 

Manas dead! His wicked life lives on, unreformed!  

I want an end. Shiva, take me!  

Me and not the Shade! 

Shiva, you created this. I am your creature. 

Manas no more. Manas is defeated. 

 

VOICE (M):  And Manas, feet caught fast in the root,  

rolls down to the ravine’s edge. 

Black thick insensibility pours in on him,  

like a drink into a thirsty mouth, 

and takes away all horror and rage. 

Night advances. He sees nothing.  

Feels nothing, hears nothing. 
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ACT 1 SCENE 12 – MANAS INSENSIBLE 
 
VOICE (F):  Demons come, slurp at the body. 

They lift the head up by the lolling neck. 

Haul him jolting downslope to the west, 

to the meadows of Martoli Karik, far away. 

 

VOICE (M):  Quite naked, Manas.  

His princely gowns hang ragged now from bushes. 

Moon high over Nanda Devi.  

The demons treat the body as a plaything. 

 

PUTO:  (DISTANT CALL) Oh Manas! Will you not come back at last? 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 13 – DEMONS HIJACK THE BODY 
 
CHANDA:  Hey, it’s Manas! Why’s he lying here? 

Some have lapped at him already, the greedy things! 

 

VOICE (F):  Again these three defeated gods. 

The one with long grey hair is Chanda. 

Fangs grow from his mouth down to his chin. 

Munda is blind and hunchbacked.  

Shiva glanced his way when they were fighting: 

it put out his lights. 

Nishumbha is round and prickly, a hedgehog, cactus. 

Sometimes he stretches out his little pointed head, 

gives his surly bearded face an airing. 

 

CHANDA:  He still has the chain. Puto’s holding on to him. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Tell you what – we’ll take him! 

 

MUNDA:  Take him? How? He has the chain. 

 

CHANDA:  When the Asuras challenged Shiva 

they had a golden castle in Heaven, 

a silver castle in the air, 

an iron castle down on the Earth, 

and none of these were any help to them. 
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NISHUMBHA: You’re not Shiva, Chanda. 

See how he breathes, already gone but breathing still. 

 

CHANDA:  We can’t leave a body here! 

 

NISHUMBHA: He’s breathing, but he hears nothing, sees nothing. 

He’s as good as dead.  

What we’ll do, we’ll creep into him! 

 

MUNDA:  And Puto? 

 

NISHUMBHA: We’ll outwit Puto! (WHOOPS AND WHISTLES) 

It’s a gift from Puto. We accept it.  

We take that thing, go down to the land of humans! 

How can Shiva stop us.  

Puto will lead us out. Oh lucky day!  

We’ll look around the Ganges, in the temples. 

 

CHANDA:  Shiva can’t stop us. Puto will protect us. 

 

VOICE (M):  Munda lifts the head, climbs in through Manas’ eyes, 

invades the brain. 

 

VOICE (F):   Nishumbha crawls over the tongue, into the chest. 

He sits in there quite still.  

The breathing’s lovely, he’s bobbing like a butterfly. 

 

VOICE (M):  Chanda snuffles at Manas’ body,  

goes into the guts, bumps around in there. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Hey Chanda, cool it! You’ll wake him! 

 

VOICE (F):  But Manas sleeps on, insensible.  

His soul holds tight the veil, awaiting nothing. 

 

VOICE (M):  Then Manas stands up in the moonlight. 

The swaying body croaks, groans, grates. 

Prickly Nishumbha sweeps up and down the throat, 

until it speaks. 

 

MANAS:  Urgh, long must I stand, ha, window, stand, heh, heh. 
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MUNDA:  Haha! I’ll lift the arms.  

Let’s see what we can do. 

 

NISHUMBHA: What a chest! Lovely breathing! 

 

CHANDA:  What’s this thing? Ha ha, just look at it! 

What say we populate the Earth with children,  

and such children! 

 

MUNDA:  Don’t waste time. Let’s move. 

 

CHANDA:  He’s hopping in circles! Easy on the reins! 

 

MUNDA:  Can’t we make him fly? Nah, too heavy.  

We’ll have to walk him all the way.  

 

CHANDA:  One foot before the – 

Hey, Munda, work the arms and legs together! 

Whoops! Not backwards! 

 

NISHUMBHA: Steady as he goes.  

Now we’ve really got the hang of it! 

On to Puto! 

 

CHANDA:  On to the Earth! 

 

MUNDA:  Free from Shiva…! 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 14 – THE BODY LAID LOW 
 
VOICE (F):  Grey morning.  

Flashes of white light across the sky. 

The boundary of the Field of the Dead. 

The hill, the tree where Puto sits. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Slow now. Puto’s peering about. 

 

PUTO:  What? Can it -? How can it be?  

Manas? Oh happy day!  

But, but how -? 
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VOICE (M):  Puto, in confusion, 

goes down on his knees, waits wordlessly.  

Above, the griffons flap their wings. 

Big brown ants crawl on his hands. 

The demons stand and wait. 

 

PUTO:  Manas, back again!  

I’ll bring him to the King his father. 

In Udaipur I’ll give thanks to Shiva. 

All that bracing. Sweat in my eyes. 

Hah! Manas wanted death,  

which is available to every human. 

 

VOICE (F):  He does not ask: ‘How has he returned,  

what will he tell us, how will he want to live?’ 

He’s joyful, thanks his lucky stars,  

his whole life for this radiant moment. 

 

PUTO:  Manas, it is you, it is you! 

 

MANAS:    Urgh. Yerss. 

 

PUTO:  They’ve torn the clothes from you, 

but you they could not tear to pieces. 

You are stronger than them all!  

You the bravest of us all, undefeated. 

And now you’ve seen all this, 

 seen it forever. 

 

MANAS:  Yerss. Aargh. 

 

VOICE (M):  The demons, as they leaped and walked,  

forgot to practise speaking.  

Baying and howling is the best they can achieve. 

Nervously they confer in Manas’ body. 

Best keep silent… but they can’t resist, 

they must mock Puto, play him for a fool. 

 

MANAS:  You held onto me, Puto.  

A big help, all that bracing.  

Now I’m back. 
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PUTO:  Not I held on, but you yourself. 

…How strange his voice. He is not yet himself again… 

I saved you, Manas, from wild beasts, from shades and demons. 

 

MANAS:  Yes, you did. 

 

PUTO:  How he lurches!  

What has he brought back from his trip to Hell…? 

 

MANAS:  Hey Puto, man of powers!  

You swore to use no magic, no prayers to Shiva. 

You broke the threads around your neck. (DEMON CACKLE) 

 

PUTO:  What? Were there, Manas, any demons out there in the Field? 

 

MANAS:  Huh? What demons? 

 

PUTO:  How horribly you bellow, Manas. 

 

MANAS:  What demons, Puto? 

 

PUTO:  Chanda, Munda, Nishumbha, those three. 

The blind one, the one all prickles, and the one with fangs. 

 

MANAS:  Oh yes, I saw them. Enjoyed their company!  

 

PUTO:  Step back a moment from the shadows! 

I want to see you clearly.  

…Oh! Not Manas. Not Manas! 

Oh horror! No more the old strong golden Manas. 

And yet, it is still Manas, entrusted to me by his mother... 

 

MANAS:  Sitting down again, old man? 

All that bracing must have taxed your strength. 

 

PUTO:  Manas, not Manas. How the eyes glow red.  

How it leaps and lurches, stares,  

and twists its mouth to grin. 

Our Manas is dead. He has been laid low. 

A deception this. My Manas dead.  

Killed by sorrow, our beloved child.  
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VOICE (F):  When the horror fades, Puto crawls upright, 

casts no backward glance at Manas. 

He steps back from the tree. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Puto, teacher, take us with you, down to Udaipur! 

 

PUTO:  Take who? 

 

MANAS:  Uh, me. 

 

PUTO:  That mighty chest, those legs. They have his body.  

The body of a dead man, brought low by sorrow… 

Hey, you lot! 

 

MANAS:  Ah, who do you mean? 

 

PUTO:  You lot! Chanda, Munda, Nishumbha.  

How dare you, wicked demons,  

romp around in the body of my Manas. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Haha, Puto! We have the body. Just try to bring it down! 

 

CHANDA:  We need a weapon. Up there, break a branch! 

 

PUTO:  You wicked things!  

You the beasts I warned Manas against. 

I need no branch. Take that! 

 

CHANDA:  Aargh! Take that! 

 

PUTO:  I could put a curse on you. You’d vanish like the air. 

 

NISHUMBHA: We have the body. Fight Manas and you’ll feel him! 

 

PUTO:  Corpse-despoilers, jackals, you don’t have him!  

You’re just worms inside the corpse. 

 

CHANDA:  Here’s one for you! There!  

Us worms will soon fetch you away. 

 

PUTO:  Who, me? 
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CHANDA:  Yes you. We’ll set off for that country,  

the realm of humans, Rajputana. 

We can do that.  

We’ll ride in Manas’ body. And your body. 

 

PUTO:  Tell me more, hyenas. 

 

NISHUMBHA: And further south, Benares, Madhura.  

We’ll visit Shiva’s temple, yes we will! 

 

VOICE (M):  They stand there breast to breast. 

Nishumbha’s prickles dig into Puto’s skin. 

Chanda’s claws pinch like a crab. 

Munda’s fangs score tracks down his cheeks. 

 

PUTO:  You loathsome cowards!  

Ha, now I have the branch! 

 

VOICE (F):  And as they look around to make a backwards leap, 

stand coiled for action half turned away, 

the branch smacks into the left side of the chest, 

cracks open collarbone, the ribs,  

slams into the heart. 

The body keels sideways, rolls to the ground. 

Lies curled up on the ground, lies still. 

 

THE DEMONS: Hooya, Puto, vanquisher of demons,  

man of powers, raised by Shiva.  

How you swing a branch! 

 

VOICE (M):  But out of the shattered chest, look,  

out of the spurting wound, look, 

between the ribs wafts something  

long, white, misty – 

Puto sees it as he pulls away the branch, 

the demons see it as they huddle in the treetop – 

a bewildered human Shade, a thing that gapes, 

a human soul awoken from its sleep. 

It stretches high,  

hangs a while above the spurting wound, 

looks at Puto, looks long at Puto. 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स- 32 -स 

 

MANAS:  Puto, it is you. I tried to reach you. 

 

VOICE (F):  Tries to come to Puto, but cannot. 

And is drawn backwards, lifted up, 

and does not understand. 

And sees the branch in Puto’s fist, 

the spurting blood, the shattered chest, 

and is drawn higher, borne backwards away. 

And looks at Puto, tries to speak,  

opens its mouth to moan, to moan 

and wafts back, onto the Field of the Dead. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Hey Puto, what’s that chain around your arm? 

Did you lead a bull to sacrifice?  

Let’s go tell Shiva what you’ve sacrificed to him… 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 15 – PUTO STUNNED 
 
VOICE (M):  Like a proud palm, still with its crown and giant leaves – 

but it has been turned to char by forest fire, 

and in the crown, birds are all ashes now–  

so motionless does Puto sit, his face a blank. 

Birds begin once more to twitter. 

His hand feels for the ring,  

works along the chain to touch the body’s arm. 

 

VOICE (F):  A griffon gyres wide in descending, perches on his knee.  

He gives a start, strokes its wing, 

and sees the body in its pool of blood, 

the wide wound in the chest,  

dark brook tumbling from a rocky corrie. 

 

VOICE (M):  He struggles and cannot find his voice. 

He presses griffon to him, it presses back 

and pecks his cheek, and blood flows down. 

 

PUTO:  ‘Whoa, whoa,’ I called out to you, Manas. 

I tugged the chain, you would not come. 

You took it on yourself, you were so strong.  

Now you know it all.   

   We need you, you’re our life, salvation.   
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(PUTO cont.)  We meant to carry you home in triumph. 

Now the hills will shudder when they see you, 

mountains, steppelands.  

Oh the horror. 

Come, we’ll fly back, beloved child,  

to your garden hall… 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 16 – DOWN TO EARTH 
 
VOICE (F):  The body close behind him on the chain, 

they fly above the slopes of Himalaya. 

 

PUTO:  Such a – mighty – body.  

Push up! Push up and on! 

Who is sitting on the corpse?  

A demon, trying to force me down? 

 

VOICE (M):  The corpse grows heavy, heavier, 

He cannot carry Manas through the air. 

 

PUTO:  I have grown weak. 

The demons want your body for a trophy. 

I must carry you to the King your father. 

Carry you – in – my arms. 

Ah, Manas’ body takes my whole arm-stretch. 

 

VOICE (F):  Puto moves one step at a time. 

Black ants bite him on the arms. 

Blood pulses in his eyes, his vision blears,  

he stumbles on, sees nothing, stumbles on. 

 

PUTO:  This hero has such mighty limbs.  

He defeated many men. 

 

VOICE (M):  Sweat makes his fingers slippery. 

Sweat trickles, itches on his nose, his lips. 

Puto plods blind. His mind a blank. 

 

PUTO:  Om mani padme hum, om mani padme hum, om… … 

VOICE (F):  He fights through vines and branches. 

Holds his arms like iron rods, cannot see or feel them. 
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VOICE (M):  It grows cooler now, the forest opens up.  

A lake must be nearby. 

 

PUTO:  Easy does it. Gently now. Down you go. 

No feeling in my hands. Sweat in my eyes. 

What, what? The body! Where’s the body?  

They’ve stolen him!  

Stolen Manas from my very hands!  

How weak I am, how weak. 

 

VOICE (F):  But Manas has only fallen from his hands, 

lies stranded on a rubber tree’s giant root.  

His body dreams here in the gloomy jungle 

of Danu, Daksha, the burning cart. 

Now he himself is hanging from the cart. 

 

(JACKALS YELP) 

PUTO:  Oh I struck you down.  

You were proud and I was proud. 

You lie dead and I am nothing,  

and jackals want to eat you. 

 

VOICE (M):  Weary, he falls into a dark despairing dream. 

Something handles them quite casually, 

as if they are nothing. 

 

VOICE (F):  Jackals carry them on their backs,  

six strong jackals, light and wind-swift,  

dodging nimbly between trunks, 

past ponds where crocodiles poke out their heads. 

Wind-swift through rugged beechwoods 

loud with birds and monkeys. 

 

VOICE (M):  Down into the plain the jackals run, through tall steppe grass. 

The Day Star has already set  

when they go their separate ways. 

The twined bodies slide down to the ground. 

 

VOICE (F):  A village lies nearby.  

Glinting river. Cattle lowing. 

The jackals lapping at the water rub sore backs in the sand. 
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VOICE (M):  Puto dreaming, Puto in the grass. 

A cockerel is stabbing at a rice-cake. 

The rice-cake is his finger. 

And when the mighty man starts awake,  

the cockerel flees crowing across the meadow 

as villagers approach. 

 

VILLAGER:  My goodness! It is the King’s man,  

Puto, Shiva’s adept. 

What is he doing here?  

We must tell the priest! 

 

PRIEST:  Puto, man of powers! This is an honour! –  

What is he pointing at? 

 

VILLAGER:  There, in the grass! A dead man! 

 

PUTO:  Our saviour, the great victor,  

beloved by his country, laid low by demons! 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 17 – FUNERAL MARCH 
 
VOICE (F):  Next morning, humped white oxen haul a cart 

out of the village temple down to Udaipur. 

Dum dum, trum.  

Under shrouding cloths and pale flowers, Manas. 

Past ditches, fields of maize.  

Dum dum, trum. 

Saviour of his country, laid low by demons. 

 

VOICE (M):  A stream of peasants joining.  

Flags waving, flaming sun,  

and love that streams to him like wind. 

But he is dead. 

Dum dum, trum. 

Udaipur at last: white buildings, gleaming pools. 

But he is dead. 

 

VOICE (F):  Long avenue of cedars leading to the gate. 

The King outside the gate,  

a slave behind him with a sunshade. 
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KING JAYANTA: How did Manas leave?  

Without a blessing. 

With Puto, man of powers, to keep him safe! 

Manas under shrouding cloths. My son. 

I bloomed but once, you were my flower. 

Now I am barren, and lie before your body. 

Let me hold you, it is myself I hold. 

How can I live, who will pray for me… 

Into the city with Manas!  

He shall have a roof to shelter him. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 18 – THE CHAIN DISSOLVED 
 
VOICE (M):  The causeway on Pichola Lake.  

Palace, statues, painted frescoes, 

gardens with fig trees, ginger, tamarinds. 

 

VOICE(F):  King Jayanta, face smeared with ashes,  

follows behind the cart,  

on the way to Manas’ garden hall. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Thus Shiva makes a clean sweep of my line… 

Who goes there behind the cart? 

No one shall touch the cart that bears my son!  

Is that the evil demon that laid him low, 

here to take him, guzzle his remains? 

What’s this? A chain?  

Ah, Puto, it is Puto!  

 

VOICE (M):  Yes, he is not dreaming. 

Puto. The chain unbroken! The chain intact!  

So how could Manas die? 

 

KING JAYANTA: Puto swore to guard him well. 

Seize him! He is the murderer! 

The men of my court of justice shall come to me. 

Seize the murderer! 

 

PUTO:  Oh he is dead, laid low by demons. 

   Slay me, King! Slay me. 
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KING JAYANTA: All in good time. First loose the chain. 

 

VOICE (F):  Before Puto can say the magic words, 

the ring lies already in his hand! 

The ring already split apart, 

loosened long ago, eaten up with rust! 

It crumbles in his hands.  

The ring already loosened – but not by him. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 19 – PUTO VOWS REVENGE 
 
VOICE (M):  In the palace, Puto and Jayanta weep together. 

Puto naked in a loincloth, long beard, long hair,  

five holy threads about his neck,  

face, limbs smeared with ashes.  

 

KING JAYANTA: No, no, don’t cry so. I cannot die ten deaths. 

What horrors did you see there in the Realm of Death. 

Oh stop now. Don’t cry so, Puto.  

I cannot die a hundred deaths. 

 

PUTO:  Not you, but he.  

He died them, there on the Field. 

And then I laid him low. I had no choice! 

I couldn’t go with Manas to the Field. 

And Shiva withdrew himself from me  

and loosed the chain, and I had to lay him low. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Oh do not weep. You are Puto, mighty man. 

I cannot bear to see you weeping. 

 

PUTO:  They deceived me, flaunted his body in my face. 

But I shall pay them back. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Man of powers, save us. Preserve us all. 

 

PUTO:  They stole his body, pestilential creatures,  

They meant to breach the boundary,  

enter the realm of humans. 

I had to destroy their housing, that house belonged to us,  

it was our beloved Manas. 
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KING JAYANTA: Come come, stand up now. 

Manas was cocksure. Shiva seeks to punish us. 

 

PUTO:  Their slavering lust for this world of ours –  

we must deny it them. 

In a cranny of his body our Manas was asleep. 

I had to strike his chest. 

They crept out fearfully, scattered in retreat. 

And he died. 

But this is not the final word. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Tomorrow we shall bear him to the funeral pyre, 

outside his garden hall.  

He wanted no part of our rejoicing. 

If only he had stayed with us! 

 

PUTO:  Jayanta, this is not the final word.  

I came back to tell you this. 

Shiva broke the ring from me,  

but the demons will not triumph. 

I wear nothing now but threads and loincloth. 

I am no longer here for you and Udaipur. 

This is not the final word. 

 

ACT 1 SCENE 20 – NOT MANAS! 
 

(SAVITRI’S QUARTERS. NIGHT TIME.  

DISTANT VOICES. BIRD/INSECT NOISES.) 

SAVITRI:  Bo-tree, can you hear them? 

They’re building the pyre for Manas – and for me. 

Do you know how much I missed him, 

when he went to war? 

And then – Manas returned! Here again! 

And made no move to meet me.  

And I did not go to him. 

Bo-tree, you’ve always been my friend, 

protected me, consoled me –  

you my senior consort. 

 

BO TREE:  I hear you. 
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SAVITRI:  I must die tomorrow, sweet Bo-tree. 

Should I slip into the hall where he’s laid out on the bier? 

I haven’t seen him since he went to war. 

 

BO TREE:  Go to him. This leaf will keep you safe.  

 

VOICE (F):  She runs, protecting leaf in hollowed hand. 

Dares not enter through the guarded door. 

Torches blaze within.  

Through a window, one look, and - 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh, oh! Not Manas! It is not Manas! 

It’s a dead man lying there, 

dreadfully, dreadfully scarred by demons… 

 

 

*** END OF ACT 1 *** 
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ACT TWO 

 

SAVITRI’S QUEST 
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ACT 2 SCENE 1 – HOW SAVITRI MET MANAS 
 
VOICE (F):  Dum dum, trum.  

Under shrouding cloths and pale flowers, Manas. 

 

VOICE (M):  Silent streets. Women peep from latticed windows.  

And hundreds think,  

as they turn their heads to the latticed windows,  

of Savitri. 

 

VOICE (F):  What must she be feeling,  

Manas’ beloved wife, his calm centre? 

Tomorrow she will cling to him one last time,  

and be burned at his side. 

 

VOICE (M):  And hundreds think of how Savitri found her Manas. 

She did not seek the one who drew the strongest bow, 

who was the first in every race or game or hunt. 

 

SAVITRI:  Come, father, grant me this! 

If I am to choose a consort –  

you want me to, and that is good – 

let me seek him in my own way. 

 

VOICE (F):  For three long days she prays to Shiva. 

Calm and delicate, weak from fasting,  

she goes to make her choice. 

 

VOICE (M):  In the hall of Shiva, Soul-bestower,  

seven princes form a semicircle. 

All are veiled from head to foot. 

Savitri comes in, unescorted.  

The young men stand quite still, each as nameless as the next. 

 

VOICE (F):  Savitri trips light-footed from the door,  

stands a moment silently among them. 

Then lifts her arms, pirouettes to one, 

lays her smooth arms about his shoulders,  

lifts up his veil. 

 

SAVITRI:  Hello, you! 
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MANAS:  Hello, you! 

 

VOICE (M):  They smile like old acquaintances. 

For the first time  

Manas has lost the ground beneath his feet, 

yet does not plunge into the depths, but only sways. 

 

SAVITRI:  What’s your name, you? I’m Savitri. 

 

MANAS:  I am Manas. 

 

VOICE (F):  The other princely sons, veils removed, stand shyly to one side. 

Loiterers in the courtyard all fall silent. 

Savitri leads Manas to her father. 

Everyone praises the Soul-bestower,  

Blue-throated Shiva, who is everywhere… 

 

(OUTSIDE: NIGHT SOUNDS) 

SAVITRI:  Oh, oh! It is not Manas! Bo-tree, it is not Manas! 

It’s a false body lying there, 

dreadfully, dreadfully scarred by demons. 

 

(MUSIC) 

VOICE (M):  Savitri runs indoors, puts on makeup, 

appears among the women, dances for them. 

Her body starts to yearn, to bloom.  

Oh what has come into her. 

 

WOMAN:  Just a few hours now, Savitri, 

and you’ll be in his embrace again. 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes, soon I’ll have him back… 

 

(OUTSIDE: NIGHT SOUNDS) 

SAVITRI:  Sweet Bo-tree, Manas sent that body.  

It’s a sign to me: I must go to find him. 

The town is all laments and shouting. 

I’m the only one who hears him. 

 

BO-TREE:  Stay here, Savitri. I like to hear your voice. 
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SAVITRI:  Don’t be sad, sweet Bo-tree.  

See these bitemarks on my shoulders 

and the dints of fingernails in my breasts. 

With every bite he tried to penetrate my being. 

I begged: bite harder, it doesn’t hurt. 

Must I not track him down? 

An evil spirit has done this. 

His father weeps for him. 

 

BO-TREE:  You will return? 

 

SAVITRI:  Maybe, sweet Bo-tree… 

King Jayanta, can you hear me across the waters of the lake?  

I’m leaving, going to look for Manas.  

The priests want me to die. 

But Manas lives, Jayanta!  

It’s a false Manas lying in the hall. 

Manas lives! I shall bring him back. 

 

VOICE (F):  Past Manas’ hall she runs, past the window,  

on into town, crowds packing every street. 

At first flush of dawn, out through the gate 

away from Udaipur, on to the sandy heights. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 2 – IN A VILLAGE 
 

(NOISE OF SWEEPING. CHICKENS.) 

WOMAN:  Such a fine lady, you look weary. 

Come in, be our welcome guest. 

 

SAVITRI:  I slept in the forest. I’m not weary. 

Wild beasts didn’t eat me, snakes left me alone! 

 

WOMAN:  Sit here in the shade, fine lady.  

Why so sad? Have they driven you away? 

Don’t cry.  

The high-ups have strict customs, 

stricter than a person – than a woman can endure.  

 

SAVITRI:  No one drove me away. I must find my husband. 
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WOMAN:  So he abandoned you? Ah, just like men. 

Listen. If you want him back, go home again, 

act as if you’d no idea that he had gone. 

 

SAVITRI:  I must look for Manas. But he’s dead. 

 

WOMAN:  What’s that you say?! 

 

SAVITRI:  He’s not dead. They just say he is. 

They laid him on the pyre, and burnt him. 

But it wasn’t him! I have to find him. 

 

WOMAN:  He wanted to come back to you? 

 

SAVITRI:  I’ll search throughout the land. 

I’ll even go to Shiva, up to the mountains, to the ice… 

Why do you step back from me? 

I’ll go to Shiva and fetch Manas back! 

And if Shiva has him and won’t give him, 

then Shiva can have me as well. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 3 – THE FOREST 
 

(BIRD/MONKEY CALLS. WATER TRICKLING. WIND IN TREES.) 

SAVITRI:  All the trees are strange here.  

They don’t answer me.  

Animals ignore me, run right past. 

But Manas is here somewhere – far behind it all. 

Trickling water - a sound of him from somewhere? 

Bring me, gentle wind,  

all the voices you’ve encountered. 

Carry my words, take them on to Manas  

so he knows I’m coming. 

He’s been lured away, held fast. 

There’s nothing human behind all this. 

 

VOICE (M):  She presses on through grassland, 

wastes of sand with thorny plants. 

Goes hungry, lies down heedless of her hunger. 

Sometimes she speaks to herdsmen, joins a caravan, 

grows scruffy as a dog. 
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ACT 2 SCENE 4 – ROBBER VILLAGE 
 

(CHILDREN SCREAM AND RUN AWAY.) 

SAVITRI:  Oh! Let go! I mean no harm. I’ll be on my way. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  What are you up to here? 

 

SAVITRI:  I’m Savitri. I’m not up to anything. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Not up to anything, lurking around. 

 

SAVITRI:  No, my good man. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Good? We’re not good people. 

Hey, I know, you’re the one they tell of,  

running around looking for her sweetheart. 

 

SAVITRI:  My husband. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Husband. He should have beaten you more often, 

then you’d have stayed at home. 

Come off the path now, you’ll give us all away. 

 

SAVITRI:  Let go! 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Fine lady, I shan’t hurt you.  

We’re poor, we have no time for sweethearts. 

We must look to it that us and the kids don’t starve. 

 

SAVITRI:  Why do the children run away?  

 

TRIBESMAN:  They’re scared. 

 

SAVITRI:  Of me? 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Of everyone… Will you stay and help us? 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh. All right, I – shall stay. 

 

VOICE (F):  She goes to caravans that have lost their way. 

And when the slender high-born lady comes by singing,  
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they follow her gladly through the untamed scrub, 

to where robbers wait to plunder them. 

Then Savitri tours the nearby villages with the women, 

to sell the goods discreetly.  

Until one day… 

 

TRIBESMAN:  You Savitri! You let them see us!  

They put an arrow in his throat! He’s dead! 

 

SAVITRI:  Ow! Stop hitting me! 

 

TRIBESMAN:  We could have all been killed. And nothing gained.  

They fled. You betrayed us! 

 

SAVITRI:  You mustn’t say such things! 

 

TRIBESMAN  Loitering creature! 

He was worth more than your damned sweetheart! 

 

SAVITRI:  I did not betray you! Don’t say such things!  

 

(THUNDER, RAIN) 

VOICE (M):  That night as thunder rumbles and the rain pours down… 

 

SAVITRI:  And did I really kill him? And do I bear the guilt? 

I must put this right… 

Hey, wake up! I’m allowed to lie with you,  

you must not push me away. 

And I did not kill him!  

I want to stay with you always, keep you safe. 

Tell me true, I did not kill him?  

Say it, lift this from me. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  What ? No, you did not kill him. 

 

SAVITRI:  Not not! And I’m still here! Alive! 

 

VOICE (F):  Never in Manas’ arms had Savitri trembled so. 

In the forest, so many noises all around, 

but no voice had come to her.  

And now, now!    
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Gently she kisses the man’s sweaty back,  

crouches at his feet. 

Sometimes the feet twitch in sleep, and fidget.  

Then she shivers with joy, and has to curl her body up. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 5 - NAMES 
 
SAVITRI:  You know, I’ve been here many weeks,  

yet I’ve never asked your name.  

But I know your name. It’s – oh, I can’t quite find it. 

I cannot name you, but I feel that you are he. 

All my life is at your side, my soul alongside yours! 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Savitri, why did you run away from home? 

Where did you live?  

Who was your first sweetheart? 

 

SAVITRI:  My sweetheart was always you. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  What was his name?  

What was it called, your city? 

 

SAVITRI:  There was a city, yes.  

I had a full life, yes, but always the same.  

Nothing ever happened. 

The only thing that happened was you! 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Savitri, I like you very much. You are my woman. 

But you were looking for your husband. 

I saw the bite marks on your shoulders, 

the dints of fingernails in your breasts. 

 

SAVITRI:  You don’t remember how you made those? 

You were not so sweet, then as now. 

Some fruit tastes bitter straight from the tree, 

but after it has fallen is less bitter,  

though the same fruit. 

It was in a hall, by a lake. 

You were not the same as now.  

You were strong and happy, now you are more handsome, 

and I too have grown more beautiful. 
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TRIBESMAN:  Savitri, I’m a poor man. I’ve never lived in a hall,  

never travelled beyond the scrub. 

 

SAVITRI:  You don’t know that.  

Look at me, dear husband. 

You must only find the right memories. 

I searched for you in forests, grasslands. 

They carried someone on a cart, trum rum,  

to a hall, I remember it well. 

You were gone from there like a fleeting scent. 

And then I ran away, and it was enough. 

 

VOICE (M):  Her eyes are fixed on him, and how they shine! 

He wants to be puzzled, but is not. 

He cannot pull away from her. 

A trepidation, sorrow rises up in him, 

out of the scrub, out of the grasslands, mountains. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 6 – OUT OF THE VILLAGE 
 

(DISTANT OBSCURE CALLING, FADING) 

VOICE (F):  That night she starts awake. 

Such calling, Manas struggling,  

Manas dying endlessly, no one comes to help him. 

A mass of dark clouds rolls his cries along. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Sweet flower, why are you crying? 

 

SAVITRI:  O my husband! My beloved is dying. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Yes, I think I hear him. 

 

VOICE (M):  When morning comes he carries her away, still sleeping. 

Towards noon there is a mountain.  

He lays her down,  

tears a strip from off her shawl,  

tucks it in his loincloth. 

He prays to Shiva, prays humbly and at length, 

checks that she is comfortable, and goes. 
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ACT 2 SCENE 7 – PARTING 
 
SAVITRI:  Strange hills, strange landscape - how did I come here? 

Shiva, do you know I’m on my way to you? 

When I was made to choose a consort, 

Shiva, you stood by my side.  

 

VOICE (F):  Smallsmall human in a giant landscape, 

ever onward, never resting. 

Just one drink of water from a spring,  

one mouthful of tough grass. 

 

SAVTRI:  Shiva, I’ve lain with a good man in the scrub. 

He helped me, as no one has since I was born. 

Help me not to cause him sorrow by my leaving. 

 

VOICE (M):  When the stars come out above the vasty levels, 

Savitri dreams of the blackbrown man once more. 

 

TRIBESMAN:  Do you really mean to go away, Savitri? 

 

SAVITRI:  Go away, dear husband? I’ve never gone away from anyone. 

 

VOICE (F):  And so she takes sweet leave of him. 

He has no sense that she is far away, 

Savitri wakes, released and blissful in the ditch. 

 

SAVITRI:  It is Shiva’s gift that I lie here, and everything is fulfilled. 

I shall sing of the Moon. Where is the Moon? 

Big white Moon in his white coat, 

he’s fled behind the stars.  

   Moon, can you hear me? Oh there you are! 

Moon, eye so bright, 

gentleman in white, gentle weaver man. 

A ribbon for me, a little bow for me, 

I want a little skirt, a camisole! 

 

VOICE (M):  The Moon smiles a tender smile,  

pulls clouds across his face, 

bids the stars stay silent while Savitri sleeps… 

And ever since this night, she has no fears. 
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(DISTANT OBSCURE CALLING) 

SAVITRI:  Yes, yes, I hear you calling. 

Wait just a little longer, three, four days, 

and I shall be with you. 

Savitri, on her way to Manas! 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 8 – THE OGRE 
 

(MOUNTAIN PATH. SAVITRI SCRABBLING. HARSH GROWLING.) 

VOICE (F):  Near Hardiwar an ogre blocks her way. 

Lal Gulam is his name. 

He dwells high on a cliff, and means to eat her, 

as he eats the horses and herders and hunters 

whose bones lie mouldering all around. 

 

VOICE (M):  He is no timid sneaking desperado, 

Lal Gulam, but a howler, a growler, a ranter, a rager. 

In the mountains for miles around they know 

if he’s sleeping or awake, guzzling or already sated. 

He has lived two hundred years. 

His legs are turned to stone already. 

 

LAL GULAM:  What’s this?! A tender calf! A tasty morsel! 

Harrh! Just a little fly, but my belly’s empty. 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh! 

 

LAL GULAM:  Hurr-hah. Don’t move.  

I shan’t eat you, you’re too small. 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh! 

 

LAL GULAM:  Now now. Ask me something. What’s my name. 

 

SAVITRI:  What – what’s your name? 

 

LAL GULAM:  Lal Gulam. I’m hungry, I must eat you.  

No one ever comes along. 

 

SAVITRI:  My name’s Savitri. I have to go to Manas. 

Please let me pass. 
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LAL GULAM:  Who’s Manas? Does he want to eat you? 

 

SAVITRI:  He is my husband. He’s lost, or dead already. 

He calls to me day and night. 

 

LAL GULAM:  He must be hungry. Why him, not me? 

 

SAVITRI:  Because you’re an ogre, he’s my husband. 

 

LAL GULAM:  You’ll die today or in the morning. 

 

SAVITRI:  I shall not die. 

 

LAL GULAM:  Haha! You’re trying to make me cross.  

You speck of dirt, you lump in rags. 

You few bones dressed in skin. 

 

SAVITRI:  All that. And yet –  

You must let me through. 

 

LAL GULAM:  All right, all right,  

I’ll let you through, you fly, you puppy. 

 

SAVITRI:  Lal Gulam, you’ve lived here many years. 

Your legs are made of stone,  

you can’t run so fast. 

Come with me, show me the path. 

 

LAL GULAM:  Be off with you! I don’t snap at puppies. 

 

SAVITRI:  The path, Lal Gulam! Of course you know it. 

You came along it once to live up here. 

The path, Lal Gulam! 

 

LAL GULAM:  There, there, that’s your path,  

you speck of dirt! 

 

SAVITRI:  Lal Gulam, up here you have nice weather and good air. 

But why waste away the years, two hundred years? 

Come with me! 
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VOICE (F):  And growling howling in frustration, 

he crawls with her the whole long way 

from Hardiwar to Pauri, and on to Rudra Prayag. 

He devours two calves, grows calmer, 

Wonders if he should pounce now on Savitri,  

or run away. 

 

LAL GULAM:  I don’t know these mountains!  

I must go home! 

 

SAVITRI:  Why waste away up there, poor thing, 

and who will burn your body? 

 

LAL GULAM:  Burn? I’m not dead yet! 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh Lal Gulam, what does it mean,  

two hundred years, two thousand,  

always guzzling, always hungry, 

mouldering away beside those mouldering bones.  

 

VOICE (M):  He crawls behind her, glowering, silent, 

long days, long weeks, uphill, downhill. 

Noises echo from the giant peaks: 

Puto fighting the three demons. 

 

LAL GULAM:  Savitri, I must go home. 

 

SAVITRI:  Through a hundred mountains, hundred forests?  

They won’t let you pass. 

 

LAL GULAM:  That’s my concern. I must go home. 

 

SAVITRI:  Run along then. Run along! 

 

VOICE (F):  He can’t make it through the hills and forests. 

Three days later turns up, in a rage. 

Savitri is already at a pass to Trisul. 

He frightens her, she climbs a tree. 

 

LAL GULAM:  Come down, Savitri, I must eat you. 
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VOICE (M):  A panther takes him for a wild boar, 

creeps up, crunching crackling over brushwood, 

leaps at Lal Gulam, who bites it, tears it, gulps it down. 

Then Lal Gulam vomits out 

all the blood and fur and scraps of meat inside him. 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh woe. He’s dead! Now I must burn his body. 

 

VOICE (F):  She piles up brushwood, rubs sticks until they flame,  

and Lal Gulam lies in smoke. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 9 – IN THE MOUNTAINS 
 

VOICE (M):  She climbs high into the mountains. 

The mountains speak to her. 

 

VOICE (F):  Here we have stood since Time began. 

We guard the Field of the Dead.  

Rivers stream from us, clouds fly over us, 

stones splinter and slide down from us. 

Nanda Kot, Trisul, Yamunotri, Badrinath. 

We buttress Kailash, Nanda Devi. 

Our ravines and summits are encased in ice. 

Shiva’s breath is on us, his throne high in the sea of mist. 

Here is night, and storms and snow. 

Take care, stars, to shine the whole night through. 

Take care when Shiva’s tread is on us, 

the boisterous giant Dancer, and we tremble. 

Take care, take care! 

 

SAVITRI:  Lal Gulam gone, Manas gone. 

But something in the air ahead of me, 

is simply true. 

 

(FOOTSTEPS APPROACH) 

PILGRIM:  Not this path, woman! 

 

SAVITRI:  Ho, pious man! Say a prayer for me. 

 

PILGRIM:  Can you not hear? It is Puto fighting there,  

Puto and the demons. Do you know of him? 
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SAVITRI:  I – know his name. 

 

PILGRIM:  No one can know him, but can only hear his voice. 

And the voices of those demons. 

They want to go down to the realm of humans. 

Puto laid low his friend. The demons tricked him. 

 

SAVITRI:  His friend? You mean Manas, say ‘Manas’. 

 

PILGRIM:  Do not press on into the mountains, saucy mouse! 

 

SAVITRI:  Thank you, pious pilgrim… 

Simply true,  

somewhere in the air ahead of me. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 10 – AT THE TREE 
 

(HUSHED SILENCE. LEAVES RUSTLE.) 

VOICE (M):  Savitri comes now to the mighty tree, 

where Puto braced himself,  

while Manas on the ghastly Field  

communed with Souls.  

Where Manas’ chest was opened with a blow, 

and a bewildered human shade slipped back onto the Field,  

and did not understand. 

 

SAVITRI:  I sense a close-held secret all around. 

Oh! So this is where it happened? 

 

VOICE (F):  The tree stands quite still, waiting for her. 

 

SAVITRI:  Manas dying, dying endlessly! 

And something else… something is not human. 

 

VOICE (M):  Her head rests on the ground,  

wild hair, bare arms, her clothes in tatters. 

Ants crawl. A breeze ruffles the leaves. 

Savitri, hour by hour there on the ground. 

Leaves, branches, trunk, air:  

all waiting, watching. 
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SAVITRI:  That’s where his soul brushed past the leaves. 

I shall find him, as I found him once before. 

No one else has looked for him. 

 

VOICE (F):  She trails around the tree,  

breathes in, breathes out,  

feels in and out, her fingertips, her searching eyes.  

Is one with the air, the leaves,  

the ground beneath her feet. 

 

VOICE (M):  When Savitri is already long since gone 

everything begins to stir: treetop, leaves, 

grains of sand, roots, the busy ants. 

Asking:  ‘Who, who was that?’ 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 11 – ON THE FIELD OF THE DEAD 
 

(DULL FOGGY SOUNDS) 

SAVITRI:  This flitting mist – what is it? 

Oh! Oh! A poor dead thing, a Soul! 

Then – this must be the Field of the Dead! 

I have reached my goal!... 

Don’t be frightened.  

Will you speak to me? 

Are you all dead here? You are souls? 

 

SHADE #5:  Yes. 

 

SAVITRI:  Manas is here, so he has no body. 

No more strong handsome body… 

What do you do here? 

 

SHADE #5:  We wait. 

 

SAVITRI:  For what? 

 

SHADE #5:  We don’t know. 

We are not yet dead, are still avid to return. 

There are many worlds, 

but we hanker most for this one, for a while. 
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VOICE (F):  All around her snowfields, rockwalls,  

meadows, thundering spates,  

and the enormous sky. 

Whichever way Savitri turns, she is everywhere. 

She does not go like Manas, 

who offered himself, and choked, and suffered. 

 

SAVITRI:  I seek nothing, expect nothing. 

I want to roar, their voices are inside me. 

Let all their voices out! 

The tree, the ants, the long long path,  

the dusky man I lived with! 

 

VOICE (M):  Her body shakes, her throat swells,  

she lifts herself on tiptoe,  

her enraptured body dances with excitement. 

 

SAVITRI:  Hurr-hah! Hurr-hah! 

 

VOICE (F):  The cry comes back to her from every side. 

Rockwalls, sky, the ground:  

all kissed by her cry. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 12 –  MURDERED LOVER 
 
VOICE (M):  Savitri trudges on towards the mountain. 

In the half-dark forest now she sees:  

this Shade has eyes,  

the light not yet quite snuffed out. 

 

SHADE #5:  Oh Savitri, I never walked like this with my beloved. 

 

SAVITRI:  What happened to you, Shade? 

 

SHADE #5:  They drummed it into me:  

a woman must serve her man. 

But what can a woman do, who languishes for love. 

I can’t believe that women are condemned to this. 

 

SAVITRI:  No, sister, we are not condemned to this. 
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SHADE #5:  A glance from two eyes, from two eyes in return, 

two hands that clasp and don’t let go. 

And every day our secret, our secret many a night. 

A knock comes at the door, so what. 

A rough voice: ‘Open up!’ So what. 

Door shattered by an axe, ah ah, 

axe buried in a skull, ah ah. 

He tied me to the bedpost.  

 

SAVITRI:  Oh! Say no more! I know the rest. 

 

SHADE #5:  No, you must hear it to the end. 

My sweetheart lies there, murdered on the bed. 

Now I can hate that man, the father of my children,  

the wicked man who killed my lover. 

He bent across the body. I couldn’t see. 

He untied me, placed a casket in my hand, 

led me all dishevelled to the hall 

where everyone was gathered, neighbours, family… 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh stop! 

 

SHADE #5:  ‘Show them the box,’ he tells me, 

he the wicked, I the righteous one. 

Oh how I screamed, you, when I saw! 

It was the organ with which he and I  

and the God Shiva  

had engendered so much bliss! 

The last straw: how I screamed and wept 

and showed them how he spat upon my life! 

And then his fat cruel face beside me,  

his sabre at my neck. 

 

SAVITRI:  Please, no more! 

 

SHADE #5:  The sabre – it did nothing to me. 

The Field of the Dead leaves me unchanged. 

And our embracing, loving, has no end. 

It is no longer a merely human act! 

It is – divine! 
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SAVITRI:  Yes, yes! 

 

VOICE (F):  Oh, this is a vast prodigious world  

that dies and does not want to die, 

and yearns and wants to go Beyond. 

 

SAVITRI:  Savitri, don’t let this place grind you down. 

you the radiant, you the sunkissed. 

All those humans, cowards,  

far away, praying, burning their dead. 

Dead is not dead. Manas not Manas. 

It is I who have been robbed. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 13 – PARIKSHI 
 

(SPLASHING, GIGGLING. INSECTS BUZZ.) 

VOICE (M):  She finds her way into a corrie. 

Broken walls of rock rise high, 

the ground grass-green, sheltered from the wind. 

Savitri, damp and freezing, goes past a splashing swamp. 

 

GARUT/MARUT: Haha! Ai ayah! Oh oa! 

 

SAVITRI:  What are you two doing!? 

 

MARUT:  Oh! Oh! Who are you, who who who are you?!  

 

GARUT:  Did the Gods send you to destroy us? 

Are we not bailing fast enough? 

 

MARUT:  Don’t take him, take me! 

The passion was mine, the guilt was mine. 

 

VOICE (F):  They fly around Savitri, 

lift the rags from off her freezing shoulders, 

blow onto her. They can blow warm. 

Cool lips touch Savitri’s. 

 

GARUT:  You sit so quiet, soft creature. 

My name is Garut, who are you? 
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SAVITRI:  Once I was Savitri. 

I don’t know what my name is now. 

Or what it will soon be. 

 

GARUT:  You’re human. I was once a blessed spirit. 

All around Shiva’s crystal throne we flew, 

thousands of us, waiting on his glance. 

Then he sent me on a mission. 

 

SAVITRI:  Go on. 

 

GARUT:  I went into this country, I won’t say where. 

They were a wanton people. 

I had human form, was meant to save the people. 

But one among them –  

 

SAVITRI:  Go on. Don’t lift your lips from mine. 

 

MARUT:  Let me touch Savitri’s mouth, 

feel once more what happiness is. 

 

SAVITRI:  Here I sit in rags. 

I don’t know what you once wore, 

I had it all, all. I had a husband. 

 

MARUT:  Where is he? 

 

SAVITRI:  So long since I ran away from home, 

wandering, searching… 

Tell me about yourself. 

 

MARUT:  A temple, someone praying there, so pious. 

This is no new song. 

Songs always start in different ways, and always end the same. 

My name is Marut. 

He no longer wanted his old name, 

he wanted the same name as me.  

And we held each other, and he is I, and I am he. 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh Marut, it does me good to breathe with you. 

What happened? 
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MARUT:  There was a well outside my house, 

I often sat with Garut there. 

He was summoned back to Shiva’s throne. 

to be once more among the Blessed. 

We sat there on the rim, looked down as usual. 

Saw two figures in the water-mirror. 

Oh Garut, do you want to go, back up to Kailash? 

 

GARUT:  Don’t, don’t ask me, Marut!  

I only want to stay with you. 

 

MARUT:  Into the water, Garut, hanging on your neck,  

down into the well! Oh oh. 

 

GARUT:  Shiva made us dead, just like humans. 

He carried the bodies here, threw them in his well. 

We must play together until the well is empty, 

and our bodies lie exposed. 

 

MARUT:  Then Shiva says we can go wandering 

on Earth or back to Kailash, as we like. 

Oh, Shiva’s punishment was mild. 

 

SAVITRI:  You, Garut, here now! Stop your flitting! 

All this playing, why the playing? 

Talking, giggling, why this and nothing more? 

Throw away your jug, let Marut go. 

 

GARUT:  Oh we shan’t splash you, we’ll dry you off. 

 

SAVITRI:  You say you’re one of Shiva’s Blessed! 

He was right to throw you down the well! 

 

GARUT:  We play, and have delights. 

 

SAVITRI:  And could have a thousand delights 

if you’d just stop your ghastly giggling. 

Shame on you!  

You could regain your hands,  

go into the well, fetch your bodies,  

leave this place, leave the Field of the Dead! 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स - 63 -  स 
 

 

GARUT/MARUT: (SHOCKED GIGGLES)! 

 

SAVITRI:  You should not have killed yourselves.  

And do stop your silly giggling! 

 

MARUT:  Careful, Garut, she’s a demon. 

She breathed with me, I’m already poisoned! 

 

SAVITRI:  Garut, your name! Say your real name! 

 

MARUT:  D-d- don’t tell her, Garut my love! 

 

GARUT:  Who are you to slink in here, and order us about? 

 

SAVITRI:  You sweet pathetic feeble frisky thing, 

What is your name?! 

 

GARUT:  And who are you? 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes, be all defensive, who are you, 

you great blessed spirit from Shiva’s mountain. 

 

GARUT:  I’m here of my own free will.  

I can sing, I’m happy. 

 

SAVITRI:  You dare to say ‘free will’ to me? 

I shan’t let go. You shall say your name,  

it shall resound in your ears. 

 

GARUT:  O Marut, what shall I do? 

 

SAVITRI:  Your name, Garut! Say it now! 

 

GARUT:  I – ah – I am called – Parikshi. 

 

VOICE (M):  And Marut fallen from him!  

And Marut wafting on the breeze, away. 

 

SAVITRI:  Now, Parikshi, ask me something. 

Anything you want to know, just ask. 
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GARUT/PARIKSHI: No. I want to flee from you. 

 

SAVITRI:  You will not flee. You will ask. 

You have it in you, now you have it in you. 

 

PARIKSHI:  How – did you – come to the Field of the Dead? 

 

SAVITRI:  That’s one question. Ask another. 

 

PARIKSHI:  I hate you. 

 

SAVITRI:  I know. You hate yourself, Parikshi. 

You’re afraid of me, and you. 

Am I dead, ask that. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Shiva will kill you. 

 

SAVITRI:  Shiva’s not my enemy. He was yours. 

You spattered him when you threw yourselves in the well. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Come, Marut, my sweet life. 

She’s insulting us. Come to me. 

 

MARUT:   Oh Garut, help me, Garut! 

 

SAVITRI:  You must fetch her in a different way, Parikshi. 

What word will you say, Parikshi? 

 

PARIKSHI:  I don’t know. 

 

SAVITRI:  Will you just float there? Or will you – speak to Shiva? 

The word, Parikshi. You know the one. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Oh. Oh. The word –  

The word is – Power! 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes! Power! That’s the word. Power! 

Power! Say it with me! 

Take up weapons, Parikshi! For yourself! 

Pick up stones! For yourself! 
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PARIKSHI:  How can I pick up stones?  

I have no hands. I’m dead. 

 

SAVITRI:  You have hands, Parikshi. 

 

PARIKSHI:  No. 

 

SAVITRI:  An end now to your hiding. Take up weapons! 

 

PARIKSHI:  Oh look! Hands! I can move them! 

 

VOICE (F):  He darts, flings himself about. 

A flame is over him. 

Dark night creeps into the corrie’s bowl, 

And lightning flashes all around. 

 

SAVITRI:  Marut, come to me! 

He’s one of Shiva’s blessed, he won’t abandon you. 

He dares to do it! He’s going to Shiva! 

 

VOICE (M):  Mighty flames upon him, high as the black rock wall. 

Tender Marut beckoning through flames. 

Parikshi raging, towering above the corrie. 

He shoots up, sombre shining, dark-red glow. 

 

PARIKSHI:  To me, my voice! To me, my life! 

 

MARUT:  Save me, Savitri. I am alone. 

 

SAVITRI:  See how he glows! I want to follow him. 

Ah, I shall not be Savitri for much longer. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 14 – MANAS DRIFTING 
 
   (THIN WIND) 
VOICE (F):  Manas drifts, carried on the breezes,  

nothing to cling to, floating between trees. 

He tries to descend to the forest’s tangled floor.  

But the breeze blows crosswise,  

and he cannot reach the ground. 

 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स - 66 -  स 
 

VOICE (M):  Quiet endless drifting 

on flanks of mountains white with settled snow. 

Giant stars keep silent half the night, and then begin to speak,  

a massive murmuring as they slowly wheel away. 

 

MANAS:  So many Shades.  

Maybe some of them I killed. 

Now I’m just like them… 

Carried one by one to other worlds, 

the finality of dying… 

Betrayed. They sit there in their houses. 

My father knows I’m dead,  

he lives and I am dead. That’s my father… 

Puto, where is Puto, man of powers.  

How I struggled for all their sakes. 

They still living: thanks to whom… 

But I am not like these. I am Manas. 

Not one among them has dared what I have done. 

Just let them try to smash you, Manas! 

 

VOICE (F):  Down below is the Milam glacier, 

drifting Shades are tumbled in a riverbed, 

dry now, the water blocked by rockfall. 

Prurana, mountain demon, means to snack on them. 

 

MANAS:  Grim slatey face, those horrid arms, 

scorpions and spiders crawling! 

How it shoves at boulders, shoulders them aside. 

 

VOICE (M):  And now a raging spate of water! 

The Shades, that once were human, 

are swallowed up, swept headlong down the valley. 

Manas clings fast to a boulder, clambers from the water. 

 

MANAS:  All swept away. 

That dreadful demon – pretending not to see me. 

Wants to catch and eat me. Let him come! 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas, though a Shade, begins to smoulder, 

his Shade-body now is radiant. 
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MANAS:  Let him come! Just let him try! 

 

VOICE (M):  Prurana sees snow melt around the tiny Shade, 

ponders a long while, then retreats,  

continues down the river. 

 

MANAS:  Oh that I must suffer this! 

Just look at all the Souls,  

driven like cattle by the harrying demons. 

 

(APPROACHING BELLS, CLAPPERS, CHATTERING)  

VOICE (F):  Now down the glacier comes a ghastly train. 

The Mother of Pestilence, astride a panther: 

Kali is her name.  

Her four busy hands of bone hold drums,  

and slings to strangle with. 

Behind her, riding donkeys, the Mothers of Terror, 

a pack before which every living thing falls sick. 

 

MANAS:  Ho, great Mother, take me with you. 

Make me a demon. 

 

KALI:   A dead, a human dead!... 

Are you not Manas, who came up onto the Field? 

I saw you at the waterfall, and at Martoli Karak. 

Ganesha and I – how we laughed to see you lying there! 

How we laughed when the demons set you staggering! 

 

MANAS:  You laughed. 

 

KALI:   Those demons are no friends of ours.  

And some time we’ll do with them what must be done. 

But they handled you so marvellously. 

We all laughed who saw it. 

How you lurched around and leapt! 

And when they gave themselves away to Puto,  

Ganesha, what happened there? 

 

GANESHA:  What’s that you say? Who is this? 

 

KALI:   It’s Manas, his soul. 
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GANESHA:  His soul! Hah! Just look at it. 

It’s past its best. Haha! 

 

KALI:   He asks why we laughed when he came up onto the Field 

with his “Sorrow, sorrow, I want sorrow.” 

And the demons took him, and Puto came. 

 

GANESHA:  Yes, Puto! That was their master stroke. 

I fell in love with those three demons! 

I thought to myself, they leap so jauntily, 

they really should be gods again. 

 

MANAS:  Why did you laugh at me? 

 

KALI:   What’s that? You’re complaining? 

 

GANESHA:  You’re moaning, you’re complaining! Haha! 

 

KALI:   We must get on. Come, Ganesha! Souls are waiting. 

 

GANESHA:   Haha! He comes to the Realm of the Dead 

and asks himself how dead one is  

when one is dead! 

 

MANAS:  And I can no longer see the sun. 

The lovely sun has been torn from me. 

Funeral pyre, the prayers, and off they go back home. 

Shame, o shame. I mean nothing to them. 

 

VOICE (M):  And now they all come swirling back, the Shades, 

a vast wave, fanned up from the surface of the glacier. 

They drop like snowflakes all around him. 

 

MANAS:  Loathsome Shades! 

 

VOICE (F):  But he must drift along with them,  

with all the tripping stumbling Shades, across the snowy ridges. 

 

SHADE A:  …Goes for one, goes for all. 

Air is vast, has space enough. 

Dissolve us, soon we shall be water… 
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SHADE B:  …Gone soon. Snow to water, 

gone in spray, turned to ice.  

Why not. Gone, gone… 

 

MANAS:  None listening to any other,  

each chirping for itself alone. 

 

SHADE C:  …Be snow, be wind,  

drip through air, seep into earth… 

…Who invented death? Dissolve, disperse… 

not know yesterday, tomorrow… 

not know myself, not know, not know… 

 

MANAS:  Shiva o, Shiva o! (ECHOES) 

 

VOICE (M):  What is this booming,  

ringing out and fading like a bell? 

His own voice, the voice of Manas! 

 

MANAS:  Oh Shiva, raging Sorrow, Terminator, 

Shiva your work, how great your work. 

Almighty Shiva, you shake worlds near and far. 

End, end your work. 

My hands are open, my arms hang slack. 

Here I am, Shiva, for you, your work… 

I do not want to end.  

They have torn me away!... 

Hey, Shade, how goes it with you?  

Let’s stay together. 

 

SHADE D:  How goes it. Goes with you…  

Who I, who you?... 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 15 – SHIVA’S PENANCE 
 
VOICE (F):  Silent, deserted, all the splendid halls, 

the crystal chambers on Mount Kailash.  

The three-eyed God, Blue-throated One,  

has sailed on black clouds alone through rain and hail 

across the Field of the Dead to Cho Mafam, 

where the Green Lake peeps out among the peaks. 
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VOICE (M):  He comes to rest on a stony field. 

The Heavenly Minstrels and their lovers –  

the seductive Sirens who lead penitents astray – 

and the Rudras, the curly-heads who howl in storms, 

all stay far back on the slopes of Kailash, 

a ragged fringe of the black clouds  

that carried Shiva here. 

 

VOICE (F):  Four fires Shiva builds around him on the stony levels. 

He sits, legs folded, on a tigerskin,  

his gaze directed downwards. 

His thoughts he channels to the chambers of his heart. 

And lets the fierce flames on all four sides  

start roasting, charring breast, face, back, limbs, 

for many days, he never stirring. 

 

VOICE (M):  Now, slowly slowly down the slopes of Kailash, 

here come his timorous entourage. 

 

MINSTRELS:  What is it? What is Shiva doing? 

Why does Shiva mortify himself, keep silent? 

Are the worlds about to perish?  

We must try to find what’s wrong. 

 

VOICE (F):  They circle Kailash:  

nothing reveals itself. 

On the Field, the usual flow of Shades,  

and demons at their work. 

Mountains boom, just like every other day. 

 

VOICE (M):  They sneak into the land of humans,  

check that trees and grass are growing normally, 

watch peasants ploughing in the fields,  

same fields, same tread of peasants behind oxen. 

They spy on priests performing their devotions. 

Nothing reveals itself. 

But something monstrous and mysterious is brewing. 

They can sense it. 
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ACT 2 SCENE 16 – PARIKSHI AND SHIVA 
 
PARIKSHI:  Why no music here in Shiva’s palace?  

No rosy clouds, no perfumed breezes? 

The gate’s wide open. 

Lutes, timbals scattered all along the path. 

Flowers, salve-pots, powders. Why have they all fled?... 

 

VOICE (F):  Nandi, the great bull, guardian of Shiva’s gate, 

snores, stirs, bellows once, and snores again. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Ah Nandi, let me in. Nandi, do you know me?  

What has happened here?  

Have humans ceased to pray,  

are evil spirits on the march again,  

the Asuras, hideous ones? 

What happened all the while I played with Marut? 

I’m alone. O how alone. How hard it all is, so hard… 

What’s this? A glow-worm! One of Shiva’s lamps!  

On its way to Shiva! After it! 

 

VOICE (M):  In the glow that never fades, night or day, 

Parikshi finds the valley in which Shiva walks,  

his penance over now. 

With a bitter heart,  

Parikshi settles on the fissured floor of Cho Mafam. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Why did that woman chase me off. 

I was so happy there, with Marut by the well. Ai, ayah. 

 

MINSTREL:  Hey! What do you want here? 

 

PARIKSHI:  Nothing. 

 

MINSTREL:  Who are you? 

 

PARIKSHI:  Ah, leave me alone. 

 

VOICE (F):  They report to Shiva: someone at the valley entrance, 

weeps and will not say his name. 

They wonder: can he throw light on Shiva’s actions? 
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PARIKSHI:  Marut abandoned. 

This must be my punishment, because I fled away. 

 

VOICE (M):  On the tenth day, all streaked with ashes,  

Shiva comes. 

Shiva stands a long time to one side, observing.  

The Minstrels and the Sirens watch  

as Shiva stands quite still,  

glance fixed sidelong on the stranger.  

Shiva angles high his head, looks towards the sun, 

turns back towards his entourage. 

 

SHIVA:  Who is this? 

 

MINSTRELS:  He won’t say. 

 

SHIVA:  Been here long? 

 

MINSTRELS:  Yes. 

 

SHIVA:  Wandered here? 

 

MINSTRELS:  Yes. Oh see! His light is fading! 

The stranger wants to be extinguished! 

 

PARIKSHI:  Oh oh! 

 

MINSTRELS:  Shall we too be extinguished? 

He is a blessed spirit, he should not fade! 

Let’s sustain him with a song! 

 

VOICE (F):  The World-shaker steps towards Parikshi, 

angles his blue throat to the sun,  

such a curious gesture. 

Slowly turns his ash-smeared three-eyed face, 

towards the fading spirit. 

 

SHIVA:  Parikshi, oh Parikshi! 

 

PARIKSHI:  Yes. Yes, I am Parikshi, Lord, great Lord.  

Still Parikshi. But for how much longer.  
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SHIVA:  You were once on Kailash, in my crystal palace once? 

 

PARIKSHI:  Yes. 

 

SHIVA:  You are weeping – why? Will fade away – why? 

 

PARIKSHI:  I – don’t know. 

 

SHIVA:  Because you are alone?  

Because you do what you don’t want to do? 

 

VOICE (M):  Oh! See how Shiva smiles! 

Such a blissful look before this stranger and his tears! 

How good to hear his voice again!  

 

VOICE (F):  Ah, which voice? The World-shaker has many voices. 

When he rode out in his chariot  

against the Asuras, enemies of the gods, 

and they stormed from their three fortresses to meet him, 

he fell into such a rage  

that his chariot foundered, the world swayed. 

And there he had a voice. 

 

VOICE (M):  And when he spoke to Uma  

in the mountain grove of Gandhamadana –  

‘O beloved, beauteous, you are sulking. 

With my fingers I would like to pluck the moonlight 

that slips through the foliage,  

and wind it in your hair, so you forget to be cross,’ –  

there he had a voice. 

 

VOICE (F):  The voice that Shiva came in with now  

beguiled, seduced, and vivified. 

In his voice was an astonishment. 

 

SHIVA:  Parikshi, blessed spirit from my mountain. 

He was meant to bring improvement to humanity, 

And was diverted from his path by love. 

He ignored me when I summoned him. 

They threw themselves into a well. 

I imposed the mildest punishment. 
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PARIKSHI:  Yes, it was I, great Lord! 

 

SHIVA:  Now here you are, Garut. And you weep. 

I often heard you singing by the well. 

You were the humming-birds of my Field. 

And then you fled from Marut, came to Kailash,  

to prostrate yourself before me, and repent?  

To be received again among my blessed spirits? 

 

PARIKSHI:  No, no, not prostrate myself. Not repent.  

Repent of one thing only: that I abandoned Marut. 

 

MINSTRELS:  Oh!! 

 

SHIVA:  Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid… 

Did you come here of your own free will? 

 

PARIKSHI:  I – came here. 

 

SHIVA:  Of your own free will? 

 

PARIKSHI:  I – was forced up here. 

 

SHIVA:  Who forced you? Don’t be sad, Parikshi. 

 

PARIKSHI:  A woman who appeared. 

 

SHIVA:  A living woman, on my Field? 

 

MINSTRELS:  He wants to dance! 

We left our instruments on Kailash! And our makeup! 

What should we sing? What does he want to hear? 

 

SHIVA:  No, no singing now. No time for delay! 

 

VOICE (M):  And already he is flying up, 

slowly like the opening eyelid of a sleepy eye, 

then faster as if only now he feels that he can fly,  

after the dreadful fiery penance. 

 

MINSTRELS:   Quick, after him!... 
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ACT 2 SCENE 17 – BACK ON KAILASH 
 
MINSTRELS:  What did Shiva say to you, Parikshi?  

How did you cheer him up like that?  

Who were you before? What happened? 

 

PARIKSHI:  …What is it they intend, all these and Shiva?... 

 

SIRENS:  Come, great Lord, your bath is ready! 

 

VOICE (F):  The dancing girls wipe ashes from his skin. 

His body drips and dazzles. 

When a glance from his three-eyed face  

meets them one by one, their rapture is complete. 

 

MINSTRELS:  He wants to leave again! 

 

VOICE (M):  Shiva wears an elephant’s skin for a smock. 

His brown body is sleek and shining. 

Four arms grow from his shoulders. 

Cobras playing in his hair, 

quivering at the voluptuous silent mouth. 

He is smiling. 

 

SHIVA:  Open up! Farewell, Nandi. Come, we must away. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 18 – SHIVA MAKES CONTACT 
 
VOICE (F):  Invisible against the blue of sky they sweep along, 

a warm wind over icecold Himalaya, 

jagged glaciers, snowclad peaks below. 

The murmuring stars wheel slowly overhead. 

Day comes, and the mountains start their booming. 

At noon, above the massy peaks and jagged glaciers  

something floats that is not day and is not night. 

A humming, whirring fades and swells again, 

like ten thousand birds of passage returning from the plains. 

The mountains cannot boom, cannot stay silent. 

They know that they are fixed and heavy, 

but something has come over them  

that turns them into sounding strings. 
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VOICE (M):  Their flanks thrum, Trisul, Yamunotri. 

They purr and coo, deep bass notes,  

and feel that they are happy. 

 

PARIKSHI:  Where is that corrie? 

Where is she who flushed me from my den? 

 

MINSTRELS:  What has happened to Lord Shiva? 

What has restored him to his shining self? 

 

VOICE (F):  And here we are: the black corrie falls away. 

Shiva lays himself across the mountain crests. 

Peers over the ravines. 

Is there movement down below? 

 

SHIVA:  How could this happen. Long time ago. 

A grief, there was a grief – how did it come. 

Something missing, suddenly something of me missing. 

Who took something from me, and what? 

It was the shadow of a thing that stepped out of me… 

Look, look! It’s not a Shade! 

There, where the rockwall climbs into the clouds! 

 

MINSTRELS:  A human! Pursued by Shades. 

Oh. Shiva’s shaking. We must sing to calm him. 

 

SHIVA:  No, no singing! 

See, it is her that I was missing. 

(FALSETTO) I weep. I can no longer be with you. 

Ah, Shiva, let me go! 

She weeps, she can no longer be with me. She wants to go. 

Ah Shiva, what has become of me. 

Have you tied strings 

that pull me down, away from Kailash? 

I have tied no strings about her. 

She’ll go wandering, she will leave. 

I give light from my fingertips, light from my hair-ends. 

My hands are frozen. 

You cannot help that Kailash is so bright and lovely 

while I have no peace. 

I know she has no peace.   
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(SHIVA cont.) She is shivering, freezing.  

Where will you wander to, what worlds will you enter, 

a thousand worlds of sorrow and joy? 

   …To Earth… 

She is at the door. Vanished already. To Earth. 

And is gone. And yet we live. 

For I am Shiva. I live beyond all this. 

Minstrels, why do you not sing? I thought you’d flown away! 

 

MINSTRELS:  You told us not to. 

 

SHIVA:  When? 

 

MINSTRELS:  Just now, great Lord. 

 

SHIVA:  Ah!  

Look there! And you don’t sing? 

Sing, my minstrels, sing I tell you! 

I am mouth and there is wine. 

I yearn, and there is the beloved. 

 

VOICE (M):  Shiva casts the clubs and snarelines from his belt: 

All too heavy. 

The Rudras loosen his elephant smock, 

and the grateful God breathes easier. 

So full of longing they have never seen him,  

have never seen him toss and turn like this. 

 

SHIVA:  Do you know what the lover does,  

he who loves his beloved? 

He circles round her at a distance, 

observes her while she can’t see him. 

Nothing compares with eyes for sensitivity. 

The eyes hold all the senses in their hand, 

are linked to all the senses, all the limbs 

of the strong body, the great soul, 

as the sun is linked to everything on Earth. 

What hands can touch as delicately as the eyes? 

I won’t go to her just yet.  

Look, gaze, as she goes through snow  

with all those human Shades. 
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VOICE (F):  Shiva flings himself onto his front. 

His hand twitches, snatches at a cloud. 

 

(THUNDER) 

SHIVA:  Ha! What’s this? I don’t want thunder! 

No, no thunder. Hold tight my hands. 

 

VOICE (M):  And then again the twitching starts. 

The hand tears loose: a raging blizzard.  

 

SHIVA:  Now what? You’re supposed to hold on tight! 

 

MINSTRELS:  We are not so strong, great Lord. 

 

SHIVA:  Hold on anyway. 

 

MINSTRELS:  Help us, more of you. Brace against the rocky peaks.  

 

SHIVA:  My hand! Who’s hurting me,  

Who holds my hand so tight? Let go! 

I said: no thunder!  

Leave my hand alone! 

 

MINSTRELS:  Aya, what can we do? 

 

VOICE (F):  Shiva is speaking in his thoughts  

to the woman wandering, climbing there. 

 

SAVITRI:  Ah. Ah. Wha – ? Who’s there? A voice? 

 

VOICE (M):  She stands, confused, 

pulls a face, turns this way, that way,  

bends down to the ground. 

Such a soft speaking somewhere. 

She kneels and waits, 

cold hands at her throat, eyes wide. 

The Shades have all slipped away. 

 

SHIVA:  Lak. Lak, lak. 

 

SAVITRI:  Water dripping? Or… 
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SHIVA:  Lak, lak. 

 

SAVITRI:  Lak. 

 

SHIVA:  Om. 

 

SAVITRI:  Om. 

 

SHIVA:  Tami. 

 

SAVITRI:  Tami. 

 

SHIVA:  Who are you? 

 

SAVITRI:  Who are you. 

 

SHIVA:  I am asking, who are you.  

 

SAVITRI:  Are you. 

 

SHIVA:  Yes you. Who are you, do you know? 

 

SAVITRI:  I? 

 

SHIVA:  Yes. 

 

SAVITRI:  I – know. 

 

SHIVA:  Who are you? 

 

SAVITRI:  I am – Savitri. 

 

SHIVA:  Look at me. 

 

SAVITRI:  I am looking at you. 

 

SHIVA:  Do you know me? 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes. 

 

SHIVA:  Who am I? 
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SAVITRI:  Don’t ask. 

 

SHIVA:  Who am I? 

 

SAVITRI:  I – don’t want to talk. 

 

SHIVA:  Am I Savitri? 

 

SAVITRI:  No. 

 

SHIVA:  Am I a swan? 

 

SAVITRI:  No. 

 

SHIVA:  Am I – Shiva? 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh! I won’t say it. 

 

SHIVA:  Am I Shiva? 

 

SAVITRI:  I won’t say. Oh, but you should know. 

 

SHIVA:  Yes, I am Shiva. You have come to us again. 

 

SAVITRI:  I am coming. Really, I shall come to you. 

 

SHIVA:  We long for you, thirst for you. You’ve been on the way so long. 

 

SAVITRI:  I’m at the end now. I know it. 

 

SHIVA:  Come, Savitri, don’t hold back from us. 

 

SAVITRI:  But I am here. You see me. 

 

SHIVA:  Savitri, sweetness, child of sunshine! 

Stand up now, and move. 

See how I lie across the mountains. 

The Rudras, you know them,  

the dancing girls, my singers, all are gathered here. 

How Kailash will rejoice  

when you set foot there once again. 
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SAVITRI:  I’m coming, and – and – 

and I don’t want to. Oh. 

 

SHIVA:  Don’t keep us waiting. 

Will you come back to us, Savitri? 

 

SAVITRI:  I want to come to you, to Kailash, yes. 

 

SHIVA:  Then come! 

 

SAVITRI:  Ah don’t shout so.  

I’m coming to you. 

But Shiva, grant me just one plea. 

 

SHIVA:  What is it you want, Savitri, sweetness,  

child of sunshine? 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes, call me that. Say it often, say it. 

 

SHIVA:  Savitri child of sunshine. 

 

SAVITRI:  And the sweetness! 

 

SHIVA:  Savitri sweetness, golden radiance,  

joy-bringer, you the smiling one. 

I shall grant your plea. 

 

SAVITRI:  I want to die among people, 

take one more step among people. 

I want to have travelled every step of the way. 

 

SHIVA:  Yes, Savitri. 

 

SAVITRI:  There’s one more thing I have to seek.  

I must keep searching. 

 

SHIVA:  You blessed one, our boon.  

Go as you will. 

 

SAVITRI:  Only a little way now, Shiva. 
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VOICE (F):  The dream, the voice falls from Savitri. 

Shiva looms over the ravines, the rising mists, 

and with one hand feels towards Savitri. 

With the index finger of one hand  

Shiva makes silent contact with her face. 

The finger, daubed with paint from his own face, 

moves across Savitri’s brow. 

And Shiva paints the wedding mark on her brow. 

Her icy brow, face drawn taut with sorrow,  

receives the wedding mark. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 19 – MANAS REBORN 
 
SAVITRI:  Oh. Must have been asleep. In the snow.  

I’m not cold! How strange. Not hungry.  

Oh you dead Shades!  

If only I could send you to the land of humans,  

so you can tell what’s happening to you, to us all! 

 

SHADES:  See how we drift, how we are harried.  

Dead. We are dissolving… 

 

SAVITRI:  None of you have died, none ever! 

All were – murdered! 

…Just one step more that I must take, one step more. 

 

VOICE (M):  Her forehead burns with Shiva’s wedding mark. 

Her fertile days are on her, her blood suffused with magic. 

And as she looks about her, climbs,  

digs into snow to cool herself, 

up from the ravines Shades come swirling,  

demons, errant gods, 

shivering in the mist borne on the wind, mist of her blood, 

mist to lure saints from their caves,  

frisky after being reborn. 

 

VOICE (F):  Savitri stands proud, face glaring, 

her hair billows smoke and flames. 

And Shiva sees his fire wandering below, 

so near to him the magic, the power of miracles.  
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SAVITRI:  Ah, what Shade is this?  

This one, among so many? 

Silent cryptic thing. 

No eyes, no limbs. Not lamenting, 

but - somehow calling out to me 

 

VOICE (M):  She holds the Shade in her two arms. 

and doesn’t know what, what is going on. 

She says nothing, feels it over with her hands. 

rocks it this way, that way. 

 

SHADE:  (IN AGONY) Aah, aah! 

 

SAVITRI:  Who are you? Just a dead thing? 

 

VOICE (F):  Now Shiva, World-shaker, looms above the peaks. 

He whirls his slings and snarelines through the air. 

Stretches out his arms across the snowfield, 

to where they stand,  

Savitri and the Shade, embracing, uttering no sound. 

Threads hang from his fingers, slender coloured threads. 

His hands, as if constructing something,  

move across the Field. 

He huffs warm breath across the Field, smiles, and huffs. 

 

SAVITRI:  Manas! It’s you! It is you! 

Such long paths! A tree, the leaf-gap.  

Oh you, so mauled, your breath all gone. 

Let me breathe into you. 

Now you shall live, and I shall live. 

No, don’t lament, it’s I who should lament. 

Oh to die with you, you back at last from war, 

from the salty wastes. 

 

VOICE (M):  The jubilant Thunderer strides across the Field, 

strews perfume on her, drapes her with pearls and silks, 

sticks green barley shoots behind her ear. 

She twines the tendrils of her young arms 

about the Shade’s neck – it is growing, growing – 

huffs her breath on him, the Shade huffs back. 

And he should do more, encompass her whole body,   
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(VOICE(M) cont) give her his mouth, the fullness of his hair, 

the hardness of his head and the supple skin that covers it, 

strong knees, heavy breast, 

belly that moves in and out in breathing, 

legs that stride. Give it all. 

 

SAVITRI:  Where am I? Is this the garden hall? 

Singing calling from the pool? 

Yes yes, kiss me, bite my shoulders, 

Your fingernails in my breasts. 

 

VOICE (F):  It comes from her, she yields it up. 

Is Manas that she bears from out of her, 

bears out of her in love’s tussle. 

 

VOICE (M):  Bliss to the point of swooning falls on Savitri. 

Savitri’s mind made up now. 

Everything is fulfilled, everything at its goal.  

 

SAVITRI:  Something calling me, I must go. 

What – oh. Oh, where am I?  

Icy air! Up into the icy air! 

 

VOICE (F):  Whimpering, clinging, a trailing vine trying for a foothold, 

she climbs into the rosy evening,  

she too a rosy glowing shimmering… 

A human lies below her in the snow. 

 

SAVITRI:  Oh do I want this? I don’t want to! 

No, must keep on. 

 

VOICE (M):  All about her, sounds of Shiva’s dancing. 

Music, avalanches, glaciers cracking, 

 

SHIVA:  Savitri is back with us! Savitri back again! 

Come to my arms, Savitri! Come back to Kailash! 

 

VOICE (F):  In his arms Savitri, smouldering.  

Her eyes, wide open, stare up at his blue throat. 

A ruddy glow streams far behind them. 

The glow is still upon the mountain crests   
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(VOICE (F) cont): when Kailash comes below them. 

The Rudras gather up the flames, 

hurl them on from crest to crest, 

until the mountains lie in darkness. 

 

ACT 2 SCENE 20 – SAVITRI ON KAILASH 
 
SAVITRI:  I know these scented halls of old! 

Please, hush your happy chatter.  

Lead me to Shiva. 

…Wait, who is this, so silent, gaze averted? 

Parikshi? 

 

PARIKSHI:  Yes. 

 

SAVITRI:  So it’s real! All of it is real! 

You Parikshi, what are you doing here? 

 

PARIKSHI:  I serve. I serve the great Lord. 

 

SAVITRI:  You’re happy? You want to stay? 

Don’t weep! I chased you off up here. 

If you like I can send you back. 

Go, Parikshi. Shiva will not scold you. 

Go, Garut. Greet Marut for me. 

 

VOICE (M):  She sits with the fleshy three-eyed God.  

A chain of skulls hangs at his bare sleek breast. 

Cobras dart their tongues from his black locks. 

The Blue-throated One bows down,  

bows to Savitri. 

 

SHIVA:  How long will you sit like this, Savitri, love? 

 

SAVITRI:  Have patience, Lord. We flew so fast. 

 

SHIVA:  You went away from us, Savitri. 

I’d forgotten, in the vasts of time, 

that you were with us, once. 

Then I felt: I’m withering, all is withering. 

Shall we be cast down again, devoured?  
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(SHIVA cont.): I hung myself in fire, did penance at Cho Mafam. 

You felt us, and your messenger came. 

You always send a messenger when you’re on your way, 

You fount of loving, 

I came to meet you, and here you sit before me. 

 

SAVITRI:  Still dusty from the long long path. 

They bathed me, and still it covers me. 

 

SHIVA:  Naughty dust!  

We bloom when you are here. 

Minstrels, dancers, we all feel like cheering 

because you are once more with us. 

 

SAVITRI:  Cheering! And I, Shiva? Am I nothing? 

Threads that pull me lower!  

Threads that drag me higher! 

And I, I! 

 

SHIVA:  There are no threads, Savitri. 

 

SAVITRI:  Snowfields I traversed, ravines, dreadful cliffs, 

and storms, and everything real. 

They swirl, are harried, Shades,  

how many Shades,  

I clung to one of them. 

 

SHIVA:  You are here now, Savitri. 

Once you were with people.  

Do you not see? 

 

SAVITRI:  I clung to one. And no longer hold it. 

What am I myself?  

Dissevered, just a Shade. 

Must search like them. And wail, and search. 

 

SHIVA:  So you too would plunge into the well, Savitri, 

like Garut and Marut. 

 

SAVITRI:  Ah, if I could. I cannot. 

I – don’t want to. I won’t go down the well. 
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SHIVA:  What would Kailash be, Savitri, without you? 

Everything blooms where you have been. 

You won’t abandon us. 

Now you’re with us, encumbered, pregnant, 

at our side, you child of sunshine,  

you plunger into every world. 

 

SAVITRI:  Yes, Shiva, I come back here,  

go there and thither, and have never been away. 

 

SHIVA:  You lover, diver into every world. 

 

SAVITRI:  So sing, dear dancing girls and minstrels! 

I shall not keep you waiting. 

I shall find new names for you and me! 

My hands in yours, my lips on yours! 

 

 

***END OF ACT 2*** 
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ACT 3 SCENE 1: BACK IN THE WORLD 
 
VOICES (M):  And there is no more rain. 

 

VOICE (F):  Storms have shredded the blue-black ragged clouds, 

hurled them with thunderclaps over glaciers snowfields ravines. 

 

VOICE (M):  Through the thunderclaps the Rudras fly, 

Shiva’s curly-head companions,  

bearing the man on their backs.  

Over sombre Nanda Devi they fly, 

its double summit flashes blue in the storm’s flickering. 

 

VOICE (F):  The mountains, unsettled by Shiva’s dance, 

now start their booming. 

Forests on the southern slopes awake, 

howl along like dogs in the night. 

Eleven Rudras, on their backs the sleeping man, 

spit spray hail as they hurtle southwards on. 

 

VOICE (M):  By morning they are at the boundary of the Field of the Dead. 

They lay the man in a fig tree’s branches, 

fall asleep below him in steaming snow,  

until the sun flashes. 

 

VOICES (F):  Then up they whirl aloft on the wind, 

ride away high over mountain ridges… 

 

MANAS:  Aaargh! (SPITS) What…? A mouth…?! Toes! 

Trees, mountains… Haha, a beetle! Ants.  

Ah! Sweet scented air!  

I have a tongue, a nose! And breath!  

Hoo-ee! That sound – it’s me!  

I roar, it roars. I stop, it stops! 

Aargh! Falling falling! Ouch! Bumps and scratches! 

Haha! Blood! I’m bleeding! My body’s real! 

Why did I waste my time up there in the ice! 

I could have caught my death of cold. 

Ah, I was dead, really dead, 

there with the Shades on Shiva’s Field! 

Was dead! Alive again! 
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ACT 3 SCENE 2: THE KIRU 
 

(BIRD SQUAWKS) 

MANAS:  Little parrot, little mother kiru, how good to see you! 

Tell me your name. 

Or my name, if you won’t tell me yours. 

Am I called Manas, or are you? 

All your children have a name, give one to me! 

Is my name Manas, or something else? 

This Manas was a mighty warrior, or so they said, 

had shield and sword and arrows 

and shot and slashed and sat on a horse. 

Oh, such a man he was! 

He lived in Udaipur, which is – I don’t know where. 

All I’d like to know is: am I Manas or are you. 

Come, my name now! What’s my name? 

 

KIRU:   Manas. 

 

MANAS:  Again. 

 

KIRU:   Manas. 

 

MANAS:  Good, good. But that was forced from you. 

You must say it of your own free will, Kiru. 

What’s my name? 

 

KIRU:   Manas. 

 

MANAS:  Good kiru. Off you go!...  

(CALLS) What’s my name, kiru? 

 

KIRU:   Savitri. 

 

MANAS:  Who?! 

 

KIRU:   Savitri, Savitri. 

 

MANAS:  Haha! Savitri! I’m a woman! A woman, me! 

Ah, who’ll give the wanderer rice for his hunger? 

Who’ll give him linen and silk to cover his bare skin? 
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(CRASHES THROUGH UNDERGROWTH) 

MANAS:  Who’ll give me a roof for the night? 

I like to wander in the open but not sleep there, 

with all the beetles and the clammy worms, 

the bright tiger and the big long cobra snakes. 

Oh Shiva, your world is lovely.  

If only I weren’t so cold and hungry. 

I long for something boiled, baked, fried to eat. 

And I myself, why am I so lovely? 

Because I have everything that you have made, 

Shiva, as if I’d made it all myself. 

Really Shiva should be my own name…  

Ssh, better keep this to myself. 

Let’s keep it secret, just between me and Shiva! 

 

VOICE (M):  Strong brown Manas, muddy, smeared with blood, 

revels in his scratching scraping bumping into things. 

Tendrils creepers treetrunks leaves 

whisper to each other: ‘Who is it, is it?’ 

And always the respectful soughing salutation: 

‘Savitri.’ 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 3: PUTO AND THE DEMONS 
 
MANAS:  What is that noise?! 

What are they doing?  

Who is that scrawny man? 

And those darting screeching things:  

Haha! Can they be demons?! 

 

VOICE (F):  One ash-smeared scrawny man, with club and slings. 

Three demons twist and crash against his shield, 

trip him, come aiming for his mouth. 

Already he spins around,  

swings his club against them. 

The demons trail smoke high up in the radiant sky, 

pelt stones down onto him. 

 

VOICE (M):  And Manas stands and stands there on the ridge. 

His face screws up in glee, 

he flares his nostrils like a beast, trembles with desire. 
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MANAS:  Just look at them! Go at it, you lot! 

How you leap! What a sight you are!  

 

NISHUMBHA: What are you laughing at, wretch? 

Better watch out, you’ll be next! 

 

CHANDA:  Is it a human? 

Maybe Puto brought him here while we were resting,  

fetched him secretly from the forest with his magic,  

to fall on us from behind. 

 

NISHUMBHA: No, Chanda, he must be one of us, come to help. 

His body’s a decoy, see how it gleams and shines! 

Let’s ask him who he is. 

 

DEMONS:  Kakakakri, kakkakri? 

 

MANAS:  How you cackle! Go on, keep fighting! 

 

CHANDA:  He’s not one of us. 

 

MANAS:  Get on with it! 

 

NISHUMBHA: We are. We certainly will. 

But come closer, you, let’s have a look at you. 

 

CHANDA:  See, I was right. A juicy human.  

Let’s draw him on. 

 

VOICE (F):  Chanda, Munda, Nishumbha, those three, 

stand together on the stones, facing Puto. 

Try to tempt him forward. But he just stands there. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Ah, Puto has no more breath for fighting. 

 

VOICE (M):  The demons keep a cautious eye on Puto, 

as they shuffle back across the scree to Manas. 

Then, in a frenzy –  

 

DEMONS:  Now! Get him! Hah, take that! 
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MANAS:  Hey! What’s this? What are you lot playing at? 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas in a flaming rage hurls himself at Munda, 

who plans to slip his sling around Manas’ neck. 

The demon chirps and stretches itself long. 

Manas holds it by the hips, pulls it to the scree, 

bends it like a hairpin, 

shoves it with a kick between two boulders, 

snatches the sling from Munda’s fist. 

 

MANAS:  One down, two to go. 

 

VOICE (M):  Pointy-head Nishumbha dives at Manas, 

twists round, boring with the spindle on his head. 

 

MANAS:  Ow, ow, my hand! 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas flings him off, one shake, 

hard onto the rocky ledge. 

Nishumbha lies there stunned. 

Manas shoves him down on top of Munda, 

sucks at his wounded hand. 

 

CHANDA:  Where have those two gone?  

No sign of them. Just the human… 

Damn! He’s knocked my shield away. 

 

MANAS:  You, you! Which one are you?  

Chanda, yes? 

Don’t be scared, I’ll give you back your shield. 

Your friends are here as well! 

 

CHANDA:  Where? 

 

MANAS:  Down here, waiting for you. 

Don’t be shy, come on, take a look! 

Hah! Got you. In you go! 

Keep still, you lot,  

while I tie you tight with Munda’s sling.  

Now let’s see about this scrawny fellow. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 4: MANAS AND PUTO 
 
MANAS:  You, you standing there.  

Will you attack me too? 

 

PUTO:  Who – who – who are you? 

...That bloodstained face, I know that face. 

Oh horror! Burned long ago, that body. 

Deceiving demons made me lay him low. 

Now here again, a mockery, a wicked trick… 

Hey you, let them go!  

 

MANAS:  What’s that? 

 

PUTO:  Let them go, those demons trussed up there.  

No need for games.  

Just let them go, stop pretending. 

You can come at me all together. 

 

MANAS:  It - it’s Puto standing there!... 

 

PUTO:  Will you fight or not? 

 

MANAS:  Hey, I know you, Puto!  

One death I died already, because of you. 

A dreadful dying in the snow, you know it. 

So you want to lay me low again. 

Now I’ll kill you,  

and for sure you won’t be coming back! 

 

PUTO:  Stop squashing me. Let me be. Mercy. 

 

MANAS:  It’s your turn now to die. 

 

PUTO:  Get off. I want to talk to you. 

Yes, you are Manas!  

Manas, really it is you! 

(SOBS) Returned! My child, my child. 

It was not meant to be the end. 

 

MANAS:  What do you mean? 
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PUTO:  Shiva has fulfilled my prayers, and more. 

I have done penance.  

He has sent you back to us. 

Shiva is just, Shiva is kind.  

Shiva is the fount of mercy. 

 

MANAS:  No one sent me. I came here by myself. 

I fought my way across the icy Field. 

I had no body, you took it from me. 

 

PUTO:  Thanks be to Shiva! 

 

MANAS:  Let go my legs! I’m done with that old stuff. 

Nishumbha, come! Teach this old man a lesson! 

 

CHANDA:  Stab him, Nishumbha, in the belly, in the heart! 

Bite him. Spear him in the jaws! 

 

MANAS:  Enough now, back, back!  

Hold still while I tie you up… 

Go away, old man. Go home. 

 

PUTO:  Manas. It is Manas! 

 

MANAS:  Be off! Stop snivelling. 

You won’t escort me back. 

Look at him, my teacher! 

Instructed me and laid me low, all at once. 

 

NISHUMBHA: You lord, great lord, set us free. 

We can’t go beyond this point. 

We must not go into the land of humans. 

 

MANAS:  Must not? 

 

NISHUMBHA: Ganesha is our lord, we are his servants. 

 

VOICE (M):  And the demons strain and totter. 

Suddenly he throws the trussed-up bundle in the air, 

The demons whirr, crash down again. 

Manas swings them high, dashes them onto rocks. 
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MANAS:  Hah! Whose servants?  

Say again, Ganesha. 

 

NISHUMBHA: You, lord, you. We belong to you. 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas scrambles with the demons  

over the burning stony slope. 

It leads to a ravine. 

How can Manas scale its sheer black walls? 

 

MANAS:  No more walking. You lot must carry me. 

 

VOICE (M):   He unties them, loops the leash around their necks. 

In a flash they change their form  

to huge fruit bats, Kalongs, flying foxes, 

strong bodies, canine faces, pointed hairless ears. 

Manas on Nishumbha’s furry back, and up they fly. 

 

MANAS:  You’re trembling, Nishumbha. 

Did I tie the leash too tight? 

 

NISHUMBHA: The leash is not too tight, lord.  

We can’t see by daylight.  

 

MANAS:  Don’t worry, Nishumbha, you Chanda, 

Munda. I shall steer you. 

 

NISHUMBHA: We’ll break our heads. You’ll fall with us. 

 

MANAS:  I’ll steer you. Mush! On!  

Out of the burning sun. Into woods, over snow.  

 

VOICE (F):  Far below, scrawny Puto sees them fly away. 

 

PUTO:  He has returned, our beloved child! 

I must tell Jayanta. Our dear child returned! 

Great Shiva, you shall not let me fall. 

And if ever I have served you badly, 

you know that I have served you. 

And as you have always done,  

you shall protect my child. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 5: BACK TO EARTH 
 
NISHUMBHA: You lie heavy on my back, great master. 

Strong Shiva, riding on his ox away from Kailash, 

could not be heavier…  

...You lie heavy on my back, great master. 

Wait till night hides the dreadful sun, then fly on with us.  

 

MANAS:  Go lower, out of the rain. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Come to us, master, back to the Field. 

Be one of us, a demon, be the strongest of us all. 

Harry the dead, tear souls apart. 

And if gods should come, Ganesha, Kali –  

(THE KALONGS HOWL IN FEAR) 

 

CHANDA:  We’ll feed you all the souls you want. 

And if Ganesha comes, or Kali, you will help us. 

 

MANAS:  I have to see the Earth once more. 

Rivers, trees, people in their cities: I must see it all. 

Elephants in the forest, buffalo, white deer, 

palm trees, banyans… 

Down there, Nishumbha! 

Lovely wide Earth, forests, hills, and grassy plains. 

 

NISHUMBHA: You lie heavy on my back, great master. 

We are hungry. 

 

MANAS:  Soon be dark, Nishumbha. We’ll land soon.  

What do you eat? Not people? 

 

NISHUMBHA: From trees. Bring us to a dark wood, master. 

 

MANAS:  Haha! This wood will do, 

village and a river not far off. 

Haha! Back in the world! Alive! Alive again! 

 

VOICE (M):  When Manas falls asleep, 

the Kalongs wake up, move about, 

stuff themselves with walnuts, mulberries.  
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ACT 3 SCENE 6: KALONGS ATTACK 
 
MANAS:  Such funny little people! What are they doing? 

They lift their hands to the rising sun… 

Stop squealing, you Kalongs! They’ll hear us. 

Come quietly, let’s take a closer look. 

If only you could see them, clothed in white,  

a hundred little manikins bustling about, 

all unafraid of one another. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Blood, living humans! (HOWLS) 

 

MANAS:  Stop, stop! Kalongs, no! 

Silly people, don’t run away! 

Kalongs, that’s enough! Down! Down! 

Why are those people lying there? Blood, bright blood! 

Hey you, why are you afraid of us? 

Ah, they’ve all run away. 

 

VOICE (F):  He drags the giant kalongs back across the grass, 

ignores their bracing squealing rearing on hind legs. 

In the forest he takes up a lump of root. 

 

MANAS:  That’s for the blood! That’s for not listening! 

You’re supposed to eat leaves, or what I give you! 

…Hear them wailing over there. 

How ludicrous these people are. 

They help each other, pick each other up. 

But to me they’re so unfriendly. 

I’d fall in love with them, but they’re too timid. 

I’ll make sure the Kalongs don’t attack them… 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 7: BHIL VILLAGE 
 
CHANDA:  Ooh, my ribs. Why did he beat us so. 

 

NISHUMBHA: He won’t take us to the humans. 

I’m off. This leash can’t hold me.  

 

CHANDA:  Nishumbha, stop! Come back! He’ll beat us all again! 
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NISHUMBHA: Can’t see a thing. But I can smell them! 

 

VOICE (M):  Flying and leaping he brings two people down.  

Covers them with his wings, pins them, sucks them dry. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Blood, blood. Better than dead souls! 

Uurgh! I feel funny, think I’ve overdone it.  

Sleep now. Where’s a tree? No trees.  

So what. Grass will do. Sleep now… 

 

VILLAGER:  Hurry, give the wicked thing a thrashing! 

Tie it! Back to the village! 

The priest will tell us what to do. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Whassup. Who’s dragging me. 

Manas? He’ll beat me ’cos I’m drunk. 

So what. I can take it! 

 

VILLAGER:  Bring the bodies too.  

 

VOICE (F):  Back in the wood Manas, unsuspecting, waits for evening. 

 

MANAS:  Too hot now to look for food. 

At sunset I’ll go down to the village. 

Stop whining, Kalongs! 

I know you’re hungry. So am I... 

Hey, what’s this? Only two of you?  

Where’s Nishumbha hiding? 

 

CHANDA:  Not hiding. 

 

MANAS:  Who took him? Come down here! 

 

CHANDA:  Now now, great master, we are not to blame. 

He wouldn’t listen. Nishumbha has no sense. 

He’s gone, he chewed the leash. 

 

MANAS:  You stupid stupid things! Take that! 

Don’t dare move from here! 

...Is that him? Over by the huts, not moving… 
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VILLAGER:  Look there, the giant!  

Catch him! Don’t let him escape! 

 

MANAS:  They’re crazy. First they take my Kalong, 

now they come at me with slings and spears. 

These are of the Bhil tribe, semi-savages. 

The Kalongs wouldn’t listen, so I thrashed them well. 

But I’ve never harmed these people! 

 

VILLAGER:  Hey you, hey you. Are you deaf? 

 

MANAS:  They mean to kill me? 

Me, back from Shiva’s icy Field?! 

It’s just not fair.  

Makes me so sad. Why am I so sad? 

Oh do stop it with the arrows! 

No one speaks a kindly word to me. 

They’re all nice to one another, but I – I’m so all alone. 

 

VILLAGER:  He’s giving up. Quick, bring ropes! 

 

MANAS:  Now I’m on a leash!  

Maybe they’ll talk to me, 

and this black despair will go away. 

 

VILLAGER:  He’s sitting down! Keep hold of the ropes. 

 

MANAS:  These priests all dressed in white, 

with flowers and offering bowls. 

And all this drumming! My ears hurt! 

 

BHIL PRIEST: You! You understand our language, 

and can answer in a way that we can understand? 

 

MANAS:  Yes. You are Bhils. What’s your village called? 

 

BHIL PRIEST: You have bones and limbs like us, 

and the face of a nobleman from Rajputana. 

 

MANAS:  Well done! That’s what I am. Or was. 

I come from Rajputana. 
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BHIL PRIEST: No, you haven’t come from Rajputana. 

We are the judges of this village. 

You must respect our laws, and tell the truth. 

 

MANAS:  I haven’t come from there just now. But farther off. 

 

BHIL PRIEST: From where? You must say, from where. 

 

MANAS:  I won’t say. But I’m glad you’re talking to me! 

 

BHIL PRIEST: We – we don’t believe you. 

You come from the North, out of the forest, 

maybe from the mountains. 

You look like a nobleman from Rajputana, 

but have no clothes, no jewels. We don’t know… –  

 

MANAS:  What don’t you know? 

 

BHIL PRIEST: When a prince goes on foot, is naked, 

comes out of the forest, alone, 

and monstrous beasts are with him, then –  

no one can believe he is a prince. And when he… –  

 

MANAS:  Go on. 

 

BHIL PRIEST: …We are peaceful people. Our life is hard. 

We pray to the gods as best we can. 

But there must be something we have left undone. 

 

MANAS:  What is it? Tell me. 

 

BHIL PRIEST: We – we – don’t believe that you are human. 

You brought evil creatures with you. 

Kalongs are small and placid, they live beside us. 

But yours are monsters.  

That one sleeping there has drunk our blood.  

 

MANAS:  You did right to beat him. He won’t listen. 

 

BHIL PRIEST: We - we think that they are demons. 

And you, you – also seem to us to be a demon. 
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MANAS:  …How they drain my energy. 

Instead of being nice to me, they make me faint… 

First you take my Kalong,  

and now you dare to call me demon! 

Do stop that drumming! My ears are bursting. 

I am no demon! 

 

BHIL PRIEST: Where have you come from, tell us. 

 

MANAS:  From the Field of the Dead. Where else. 

 

BHIL PRIEST: So you say. 

 

MANAS:  It’s true. Now what? Stupid Bhils. 

Were you ever up there, on the Field?  

Do you even know what it is, the Field? 

I’m finished here. Make way. 

…Sad, sad, so all alone.  

These stupid people. Black black despair… 

 

BHIL PRIEST: Wait! I will tell you, stranger, how it is with you. 

Maybe you can’t say: your brain is closed to it. 

From one birth to another we have no memory, 

but I know it for you. 

You, Rajput prince, must have been a cruel man. 

One single person was not enough 

for your rebirth after you were dead. 

They had to chase you from the Field,  

back to Earth in the company of demons.  

The demons, three of them, and this Rajput prince: 

all together these make you! 

 

MANAS:  What? What are they saying! 

 

BHIL PRIEST: Don’t block your ears! 

Shiva extinguished you to make you gentler. 

Then he could not tolerate you on his Field. 

The Field is full of crimes and sins,  

but you were too much for it. 

The sins that you committed must be truly vile. 
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MANAS:  …I was that Manas who stood at the window: 

How long long long must I stand here 

at the window, waiting,  

awful waiting for what, for what? 

For dying, dying.  

Wafting on the wind, over ice. 

Disembodied, wafting on the wind. 

Nanda Devi looming through the storm… Oh, oh, oh! 

 

BHIL PRIEST: You hear that dreadful yowling, wicked man, Rajput prince? 

Up there your companions are raging too. 

Your soul is hurt, the evil is dissolving.  

Shiva is strong! 

You shall creep, Rajput prince, to the worms and beetles. 

 

MANAS:  …Cursed, cursed. This my punishment…  

Up, Nishumbha! We’ll go away, away. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Master, is that you? 

 

MANAS:  I rescued you, Nishumbha. 

If they’d beaten you to death, those stupid Bhils, 

it’s no more than you deserve. 

You’d have gone back to the Field all broken. 

How Ganesha would have laughed, 

and stuck you in an ice-filled hole. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Stop growling, master. 

You won’t send me back. I made a mistake. 

 

MANAS:  On, on, fly on. 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 8: THE CAVE 
 
MANAS:  Chanda, I’ll ride on you. Nishumbha is no use just now. 

Hungry hungry. Damn them all! 

 

VOICE (M):  They come down near a village in the plain. 

Manas, asking no one’s leave, drinks from a well. 

Then this giant, descended like an errant Shade, 

knocks down people, fences, gates. 
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VOICE (F):  At sunrise they move uphill into a cave. 

All four sleep there in the dark, until the stars come out. 

 

MANAS:  …Am I a demon?  

Why did Shiva send me back? 

What am I supposed to do on Earth?... 

Kalongs! Out, out!  

Go find yourselves some forest food. 

 

CHANDA:  What’s he doing in there? 

 

NISHUMBHA: Digging, digging, day after day.  

 

MANAS:  I could throttle Shiva! 

I, Manas, from the icy Field, oh, oh, 

Manas in a cave, digging in damp mud. 

I don’t know why I’m here! 

 

CHANDA:  Come out, master. Come with us. 

 

MANAS:  …But can I die? Can I actually die?... 

Up, up now, Kalongs! I must go on. Fly! 

 

NISHUMBHA: We’re hungry. There’s a village. 

 

MANAS:  The rice smells good! Yum! 

 

WOMAN:  Help, help! How dare you, wicked monster? 

 

VOICE (M):  They raise a cry, they curse. He keeps guzzling. 

He laughs, the noise is pleasant to his ears. 

 

MANAS:  Why knock the bowl from my hand? 

Why splash water on me, fling spilled rice? 

Stop cursing me, you people! 

 

WOMAN:  Go back to your home in hell! Get lost! 

 

MANAS:  Come Kalongs, nothing here. 

We’ll find another place. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 9: THE SEA 
 
VOICE (F) :  They fly along the flashing Indus. 

Low over reeds, past purple herons, crocodiles.  

Fish-eagles diving, out over coastal dunes, 

over the endless radiant sea. 
 

CHANDA:  What is it below us, master, crashing so? 

 

MANAS:  Don’t tremble, Chanda, my brave hound. 

Down there lies a being,  

no other like it on the Earth. 

It’s godlike, Chanda, or a great god. 

Breathe in its breath, listen to its voice. 

You lose your soul in it. 

 

CHANDA:  Is it a great dead thing?  

What is this god called? 

 

MANAS:  Shiva and the lightning perhaps are greater. 

You can feel it with your eyes closed. 

It’s sumptuous, bluer than the sky. 

 

CHANDA:  Steady, master! Hold on tight! 

Such a great god, watch out for it. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas screams for joy into the hot air, 

holds his arms stretched, gives a kick, 

and rigid with delight, falls from Chanda’s back,  

rolls across his wings, down through the swaying fissured air. 

 

MANAS:  Aah. Wash away the cave. Wash clean. 

 

THE SEA:  Now I have you, have you, have you. 

 

MANAS:  Have who? 

 

THE SEA:  I have you. You are Manas, from Shiva’s Field.  

 

MANAS:  That’s right. You know me. 
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THE SEA:  By the Milam glacier you hid behind a rock. 

I am water, strong water. Once I failed to swallow you. 

 

MANAS:  Ah, wash away the cave, those villagers. 

Scrub me, scour me! 

 

THE SEA:  I have you, have you. 

 

MANAS:  Water, salty sea, you are divine. 

You spring from Shiva’s head, you’re of his blood. 

 

THE SEA:  Wrong song. Your mouth is stupid. 

I have you, you just don’t know it yet. 

First I flay your skin, then I tear your ears to ribbons. 

I’ll grab your tongue and stuff it down your throat. 

 

MANAS:  Wash, wash, roll and turn. 

 

THE SEA:  I’ll choke you. Now I have you, have you. 

 

MANAS:  Chanda, hear me, here I am! To me, Kalongs! Whee! 

 

VOICE (F):  Like a flying fish he speeds above the rushing wave, 

straight up to searching Chanda. 

Manas shoots up through the shimmering air, 

spume splashing vainly at his heels. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas storms across the landscape, 

thinks of everything, thinks of nothing. 

This country Manas entered with his army long ago. 

Here in Punjab once he leaned down from his horse 

to one who lay there, twisted face, eyes glazing, 

and understood: ‘That will one day be me.’  

 

ACT 3 SCENE 10: GANESHA ATTACKS 
 
KALI:   Well, Ganesha?  

Have you found your missing demons? 

 

GANESHA:  I’ve searched all over.  

No sign of them in the mountains. 
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KALI:   Some Souls arriving say that Kalongs laid them low.  

 

GANESHA:  Yes, three Kalongs, and a naked giant human. 

Down in the Punjab. I heard that too. 

Maybe Puto captured them, or they used Puto’s body? 

 

KALI:   The Punjab. Well then, why are you still here? 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas and the Kalongs are asleep  

in a hollow in the sandy wastes. 

 

GANESHA:  (FAR AWAY) Thief, dog, give back the demons. 

 

MANAS:  What’s wrong, my Kalongs? Stop whining!  

Why is the leash untied? 

 

NISHUMBHA: Oh great master, we did not untie it. 

Lord, we’ll stay with you, believe us. 

 

CHANDA:  Master, lord, watch out! Someone’s coming.  

Lord, he’s on the way from Shiva’s mountain. 

On the way to fetch us back. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas winds the leash around his chest, 

ties the end about his right arm. 

 

VOICE (F):  Now sulphur-yellow light, dazzling! 

and the demons yowl,  

and sawing tugging at the leash! 

 

MANAS:  Aah! The dust! Can’t see, can’t breathe! 

 

GANESHA:  Chanda, Nishumbha, Munda, come! 

 

NISHUMBHA: He’s here, great master! 

 

VOICE (M):  Something tugs at Manas’ leash, a cold breath, 

a terrible blow – his arm is turned to ice. 

Manas beats about him with his other arm, 

stumbles from the hollow, the demons at his heels. 
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MANAS:  I can’t see him. Can you? 

 

NISHUMBHA: It is Ganesha! 

 

MANAS:  Catch him! Go on! Fight him! 

You think I feed you just so you can hide away? 

 

CHANDA:  He’s hit me! Grabbed me with his trunk! 

 

VOICE (F):  And in deepest dark the battle rages, 

Manas and Ganesha fearless, 

fear and fury only among the demons. 

 

MANAS:  Ha! I’ve got the tail! 

 

VOICE (M):  He won’t let go despite the lashing trunk. 

He wraps it around his arm,  

tucks it under the Kalongs’ leash. 

 

NISHUMBHA: Watch out, Manas! It’s Ganesha, he’s a god! 

 

MANAS:  Ha, Ganesha, I don’t want you. 

You count for less than my Kalongs. 

You’ll be dead, Ganesha, torn to pieces. 

You’ll have to search the desert for your long trunk,  

your rat’s tail, and your guts. 

 

VOICE (F):  Ganesha rears up over Manas’ head, but Manas won’t let go. 

Ganesha tries to fling him in the air, 

but Manas stands there, rooted like an entire continent. 

The rat lies scrabbling under Manas’ chest, 

darts out from under Manas’ neck with such a wrench 

that half his tail tears off, stays hanging, caught by Manas’ leash! 

 

MANAS:  Ha! See that! 

 

VOICE (M):  Ganesha utters not a sound. 

Sulphurous blood spurts from him, dazzling. 

Ganesha in a shower of light, mad with pain, 

Shoots up into the vast night’s darkness, 

to north and east, to mighty Himavat. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 11: MARAUDING 
 
MANAS:  Cold, so stiff. Can hardly move. 

Come Kalongs, the lovely sun will warm us. 

 

VOICE (F):  At last his frozen hand comes loose. 

Ganesha’s tail! – he winds it around his hips, 

his only clothing. 

 

MANAS:  Let’s fly again, across this land that I once knew. 

 

VOICE (M):  The Kalongs feed on people and wild game. 

He falls on villages as if at war. 

 

VOICES:  This dreadful giant, his demon flying foxes… 

…just burst in, scattered the hearth fire, whole village burned!... 

…Beasts from Hell, suck all your blood… 

…He talked to me! Was almost charming! Then he let me go… 

…He must be fighting Shiva. Shiva, help us!... 

 

VOICE (F):  Prayers to Shiva from a thousand temples. 

But he continues on his menacing way. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas holds Ganesha’s rat-tail in his hand. 

He swings Ganesha’s rat-tail, five arms long, 

swings the tail and cracks it. 

Huts burst and shatter when he cracks the tail. 

This makes Manas happy. 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 12: AT CHITTOR 
 
TOUR GUIDE: Can you hear me at the back?  

OK.  

This is the Victory Tower of Chittor, nine storeys high. 

Once a Pathan Emperor rode up to Chittor: Alla-Ud-din, 

and camped outside the gate. 

The Rajah rode out with beautiful Lady Kinnari 

to a banquet with the Emperor. 

For a moment during the meal she lifted her veil. 

The foreigner saw her in the mirror, and was entranced. 
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VOICE (F):  And then – o villainy! – the Rajah ambushed as he leaves! 

Kinnari slips away. 

The Emperor demands her as the Rajah’s ransom.  

 

TOUR GUIDE: Out came her palanquin, along with seven hundred virgins. 

Alla-Ud-din rode out to meet them. 

But the virgins were knights, a warrior in the palanquin! 

Swords flashed, arrows! 

The foreigner was driven back, the Rajah freed. 

But then the Emperor came back with his army,  

stormed Chittor, and killed the Rajah. 

 

VOICE (M):  The women with Kinnari in the castle do not sit quietly  

awaiting the eager hedonist, the man of many victories. 

Kinnari’s victory is greater.  

She does not wait around. She’s strong! 

She sets fire to the castle, 

the castle burning! Kinnari and the women burning! –  

 

(CROWD NOISE) 

MANAS:  What’s this? More petitioners with their complaints? 

As if I’d harm them! Stupid people. 

 

PUTO:  I knew it would be you. 

And because I knew, I dared to come and meet you. 

 

MANAS:  Hey, look here, Kalongs! Puto, back again! 

No, Nishumbha! Down! 

 

PUTO:  Ha, monster! Dare to come at me! 

Back to your master! There! 

Haha! It didn’t bite me! 

 

MANAS:  You should beat the others too, Puto. 

They deserve it. They drink and guzzle overmuch. 

What do you all want? 

 

PUTO:  Manas, this is Chittor. You are in Udaipur. 

You and your demons are laying waste the land. 

Your father, King Jayanta,  

does not believe it is his son. 
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MANAS:  He’s right. 

 

PUTO:  He is the king. You must give him an accounting. 

 

MANAS:  Here, talk to Nishumbha about accounting.  

But not Munda or Chanda, you won’t lay hands on those. 

 

PUTO:  Murderer, land-destroyer! 

I know: this strength you now possess 

is not of human origin, and neither is its origin divine. 

 

MANAS:  Do you really need to talk so much? 

 

PUTO:  On the scree of Himavat, 

you subdued those demons that once tricked me. 

There they are now. You are Manas.  

You maraud with them 

to the shame of everything that is human. 

(SOBS) So. So. 

 

MANAS:  You weep for me? 

 

PUTO:  You were my beloved child. 

I cannot understand why Shiva sent you back  

with these three accursed things. 

 

MANAS:  Back! I was never here. 

I lay in the sea and washed myself. 

I know none of you,  

not you and not the natives of this country. 

And not your King Jayanta. 

 

PUTO:  The vileness must have sat in you already. 

Whoever you may be, go no farther. 

Accept a sacrifice.  

I am one of Shiva’s men of powers.  

Whoever you are, tear me limb from limb. 

Take me in place of all the others. 

 

MANAS:  (TONELESSLY) Out of my way. Out of my way, I say! 
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PUTO:  I think you do not want to know yourself. 

You are afraid to know who you are, oh Manas, Manas. 

 

MANAS:  Oh no, I do not fear myself! 

So this is Chittor, eh? Blessed Kinnari! 

Come, demons! Don’t just stand there, Puto! 

Let’s go to your Jayanta. Lead the way. 

I want to see Udaipur, which once gave birth to me. 

 

PUTO:  Oh that look! 

It once drew men and women to him. 

They told enraptured stories of him… 

But not the demons, Manas, to Udaipur! 

 

MANAS:  They’re my Kalongs. They go where I go. 

If you had killed one, you’d be dead already. 

 
ACT 3 SCENE 13: TO UDAIPUR 
 
VOICE (F):  At last the mighty gate, the palaces gleaming white: 

Udaipur, Jayanta’s city, and once that of a general 

who looked like this man – this monster – Manas. 

 

PUTO:  One moment, Manas. I shall say a prayer. 

   Over this city are Heaven and the Sun. 

Nothing happens in the city  

which He of many names has not decreed. 

No speck of dust, no flower’s scent  

comes without Him to this city. 

The ocean of our suffering is immense. 

Into it not one drop falls without his knowing.  

Now is hot day:  

thanks be to the Red-eyed Lord for sunlight.  

Thanks be for those things  

by which he brings us grief and weeping. 

The burning stars above,  

they burn because he set them there. 

O Dancer, Three-eyed one, Blue-throated, 

keep firm hold of Your lamps, do not let gutter  

those things by which You light the world. 

Everyone desires to see You. 
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MANAS:  Have you finished? 

 

PUTO:  What I’ve placed in your path, you must thrust aside. 

 

VOICE (M):  But Manas calmly puts his best foot forward, 

tugs at the demons, steps calmly through the gate. 

Puto trembles as he sees him stride into the city. 

 

MANAS:  Come Puto, walk with me. 

 

VOICE (F):  Puto is filled with fear, with horror, and –  

he cannot help himself – with indescribable bliss. 

 

PUTO:  …He was not felled, this savage, by my prayers. 

Those demons still follow at his heels, 

Those enemies of humankind, of gods, 

fit only to be trampled down… 

 

MANAS:  Is that Jayanta standing there? 

 

KING JAYANTA: Oh monstrous! But the face is that of my beloved Manas.  

 

MANAS:  Don’t be afraid, old man. I’ll keep hold of them. 

Nishumbha, Chanda, down. Munda, down. 

So you’re Jayanta! Don’t be afraid. 

Nishumbha. Down, Chanda, Munda! 

 

KING JAYANTA: Will you not sit with me? 

Will you not join me on the carpet? 

 

MANAS:  I don’t step on carpets, or set foot in houses. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Let me look at you. 

 

MANAS:  Just speak whatever is on your lips, Jayanta. 

Say ‘demon’ or ‘evil spirit’ – I’ve heard it all before. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Manas, my son, my child, my beloved child. 

It is you. You are here again. 

 

MANAS:  I was never here, Jayanta. 
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KING JAYANTA: Back from the Realm of Death. 

You were stronger than them all.  

Sorrow has not defeated you. 

(SOBS) It was not your body that we burned. 

 

MANAS:  Now now, old man. Don’t weep. 

 

KING JAYANTA: What happened to you there. 

You sought sorrow in the Realm of Death. 

Did you conquer it? How strong you are. 

 

MANAS:  Don’t be afraid of the Realm of Death, Jayanta. 

Whatever’s there is also here. 

 

KING JAYANTA: What do you mean, my child? Tell me more. 

How long shall I still live. 

 

MANAS:  Nothing will happen there to you 

that has not happened here. 

All of you are already – dead. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Manas my child! 

 

MANAS:  I don’t mean to upset you, but you did ask. 

Old man, you have a sword, you’re wearing armour. 

What are these toys you carry? 

Oh, disembodied, feeble, you’ll all be blown about, 

tumble across the ice, and moan. 

 

KING JAYANTA: You were once here with us, Manas. 

You were our general, saviour of Rajputana. 

 

MANAS:  Hah! Saviour! What did I save? 

Leaving, for me, was the wiser course. 

Saving Shades, smiting some and saving others. 

Come, Kalongs! 

Don’t fear the Realm of Death, Jayanta. 

The Realm of Death and Earth are just the same! 

All of you – I say it plainly – are not real. 

Perhaps you only dream yourselves. 

Someone is preventing you from waking up. 
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KING JAYANTA: Stay with us, Manas. Oh! 

 

MANAS:  Steady! You nearly fell. 

What use is your long sword, Jayanta? Throw it away. 

 

KING JAYANTA: It gives me a good but very anxious feeling 

when you hold me, my beloved child. 

 

MANAS:  Enough. I’m going now. Whoa, whoa, you Kalongs! 

 

KING JAYANTA: The gods have made us and our life this way. 

But you, my child, are you a god,  

have you just assumed my Manas’ shape? 

 

MANAS:  Honour your gods, Jayanta. You have temples enough. 

Set out flowers, pour hot fat. 

Feed your gods, so they can tumble you across the ice. 

See how they leap, my Kalongs that I took from them! 

Ganesha tried to steal them back. I defeated him. 

 

KING JAYANTA: Oh do not crack that dreadful whip!  

 

MANAS:  I am no demon, I’m just – not dead. 

 

PUTO:  Manas, my child, I –  

 

MANAS:  No, Puto, listen. You’ll understand, or fail to understand. 

Tell it to the king: he’s troubled about Life. 

Look at the sky, tonight. 

There’s a sleigh up there, someone pulls it. 

It flings out dust, such dust: 

stars and the Earth and flowers and people 

and gods, and what you will. 

Such a pulling, such a sleigh is sailing up there! 

I – I can feel the one who pulls the sleigh, Puto. 

Although I too tumble along behind, I feel him. 

 

PUTO:  And you, Manas, you are more than dust? 

You are – the one who pulls the sleigh? 

 

MANAS:  Oh! Don’t tempt, don’t tempt me! 
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ACT 3 SCENE 14: THE BO TREE 
 
MANAS:  Strange calling in my ear - am I hearing it or thinking it? 

Ah, there’s the pool, 

the garden houses on Jag Niwas island. 

 

VOICE (M):  He comes now to the women’s quarters, 

and a huge ancient tree. 

Its branches move in such a lovely way. 

All is silent at the pools and on the island. 

 

MANAS:  The tree won’t let me pass! 

 

BO TREE:  (WHISPERS) Savitri, Savitri. 

 

MANAS:  Why Savitri? The kiru called me Savitri… 

 

BO TREE:  Savitri, is it two days or ten, or a year or more 

since you went away? 

 

MANAS:  Went away, but why, Bo tree? 

 

BO TREE:  To look for Manas. And you found him! 

Ah, I cannot see you, Savitri,  

but I’m happy just to breathe your scent. 

What’s happened to your shoulders, Savitri? 

 

MANAS:  But Manas was already dead. Why look for him? 

 

BO TREE:  He was not dead, you yourself said so. 

A false Manas lay there in the hall. 

Manas calling out, no one else could hear him. 

Ah Savitri, your shoulders are so strong. 

I’m so happy you are back again. 

 

MANAS:  It wants to kiss me!...  

 

BO TREE:  Who – who are you! Not Savitri! Oh, oh! 

 

MANAS:  I – am Manas. 
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BO TREE:  Ah, ah. Manas. And she’s not here. 

She fetched you back, and she stayed there. 

 

MANAS:  Yes. I’ve come from Himavat. 

I am the Manas who was laid low. 

 

BO TREE:  Yet you are she, I breathe her scent. 

These his strong shoulders, and his face. 

And you are Savitri too, I breathe her. 

Savitri in your body, so you could return.  

 

VOICE (F):  Manas stands dreaming, in confusion. 

The icy Field, drifting, female arms receive him. 

He must encompass her, grow into her. 

Hot ecstasy surges through both him and her. 

 

MANAS:  Oh! So it was Savitri! 

She stayed on the icy Field, 

gave her life for mine, sent me back alone. 

 

BO TREE:  You are not alone. 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 15: IDYLL BY THE POOL 
 
VOICE (M):  Why turn and turn, Manas, beside the glittering pools? 

The coiled hair of those with tender limbs attracts you, 

high-pointed breasts of those with gazelle eyes, 

emerging from the little garden houses. 

There’s never water enough to fill the sea,  

and you can never be filled enough with longing,  

and sorrow and sweetness for all that is spread forth  

in the heavens, in trees, on the waters, and beneath your feet. 

 

MANAS:  Ah, where is Savitri? 

When was the last time that a woman, any woman,  

laid her tender tendril arms about my neck? 

 

VOICE (F):  You temptresses with shining hair, do not flit past, 

but pause a while to bring Manas peace, 

calm his eyes, his hands, help him catch his breath. 
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MANAS:  There’s the Victory Theatre. 

They sang: ‘Manas our jewel,  

we rejoiced when you rode out, 

now here you are again, victorious.’ 

 

VOICE (M):  The women – whose work is this? –  

come from their houses, try out steps and sing, 

and move their arms, their slender shoulders. 

How they throw out ribbons, spin around, 

throw out ribbons, wave the ribbons up and down, 

wave red ribbons, wave blue ribbons. 

 

MANAS:  The women have no fear of me. 

The men have all run away. 

Ah, no dead thing could be so filled with love.  

 

VOICE (F):  And Savitri – is she not here, but everywhere, 

she who climbed to the icy Field, the mountains. 

Shiva’s wedding mark was on her, 

face wild and bristling, her hair flaming. 

 

VOICE (M):  It was when you lay in Death’s grip, Manas, 

drifting as a Shade without a body, 

everything taken from you. 

And everything flowed to you from her. 

 

MANAS:  And must I not be filled with longing, 

after I have gone through all of this,  

and Savitri is no longer with me? 

 

VOICE (F):  The women swarm to him like clouds around the moon. 

They brush against him, sleek, light-bodied,  

in the groves he and they a single twining. 

His hands still reach for them as they trip away. 

 

VOICE (M):  Puto the only man who dares approach, 

brings him salads dressed with vinegar and honey, 

brown pancakes, bowls of berries, milk of coconut. 

 

(MUSIC IN BACKGROUND) 

PUTO:  Will you stay with us, great Manas, or what path will you take? 
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MANAS:  You should not call me ‘great’, Puto. 

You seem to be excusing your own smallness.  

I’ve no idea where I shall go. 

Do you know what you want, where you will go? 

 

PUTO:  Do you pray, Manas, to the gods, 

to the Three-eyed Blue-throated One? 

 

MANAS:  I’m sure I do. I’ve never given it much thought. 

So many marvellous things on this Earth, 

I never have time for contemplation. 

Maybe I do worship this god, this Shiva. 

Must be a powerful god, eh Puto? 

 

PUTO:  Oh Manas, do not ask.  

 

MANAS:  Then I don’t know if I worship Shiva, 

he being so powerful and all. 

 

PUTO:  The highest He, the Mightiest, the One. 

 

MANAS:  I told them to strike up music 

to worship Lakshmi, goddess of love. 

Shiva – I never mentioned him! 

I am. I live. I won’t let you call me ‘great’. 

I already see that you are small. 

 

PUTO:  I fought the demons, Manas. I am not nothing. 

 

MANAS:  Then know it well! 

Don’t touch your forehead to the sand, 

or scratch welts in your skin.  

For what? For a thing that beats you down?  

Are you mad? 

Ha, I cannot listen to you.  

I won’t touch your food. 

 

PUTO:  Don’t lose your temper, Manas.  

I didn’t mean to make you angry. 

 

MANAS:  Your kneeling, lying in the dust disgusts me. 
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PUTO:  You were in the Realm of the Dead. 

You have seen the might of Shiva, 

I felt it when you tugged the chain. 

 

MANAS:  Say what you like. Listen to the music. 

Perceive how you do not yet exist! 

They sing of Lakshmi, of her bathing,  

how the elephants spray water over her. 

You see how you are nothing, are unreal, 

how all of you are ghosts. 

 

VOICE (F):  And as the music soars and drones and coos, 

Manas stands, moving to the music, lips pursed. 

 

MANAS:  What is the Highest? I do not say. 

What is the Greatest? I do not say. 

I have wings, and longing,  

I have joy and peace. 

I – am Light, 

I float in the flood, just like the sun! 

I hold the line,  

the line by which the world is drawn along! 

It gives me peace and endless joy, 

to hold the line by which the rock is drawn along. 

Not I the rock, the cliff. 

I – am the line. 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 16: UDAIPUR ENCOUNTERS 
 
VOICE (M):  Manas walks the bright streets of Udaipur, 

strong naked Manas, Ganesha’s rat-tail at his hips. 

They fall silent, those on whom his gaze falls, 

stand silent and profoundly moved,  

jolted to the heart. 

 

OVERSEER:  Stupid child, you’ve missed a stitch! 

You there, get on with your work! 

 

SLAVES:  Oh save us, save us! 

 

MANAS:  What’s happening here? 
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OVERSEER:  These are our slaves. Their work is bad.  

Without the whip and bamboo canes, 

They’d do nothing, lounge in the sun, at the waterside,  

stuff themselves, or bill and coo at one another. 

 

MANAS:  Ha! And why not lounge in the sun? 

 

OVERSEER:  They are our slaves, my master’s slaves. 

 

MANAS:  All right. I was only passing. Carry on!  

 

SLAVES:  Save us! Save us! 

 

MANAS:  Ha, touch me, you wretches! 

…What’s this? High walls, barred windows?... 

Why are you in here, iron fetters on your legs? 

 

PRISONER #1: I’m innocent, I’m not a thief. 

 

MANAS:  Stop whimpering. Stand up. Run away. 

Aren’t you ashamed to stay in here? 

 

PRISONER #1  They sentenced me unjustly. You, you, set me free! 

 

MANAS:  What have you done to free yourself?  

They should whip you more, dumb beast, to wake you up. 

 

PRISONER #2: Hey, you! Come over here! 

Set me free. That one’s a rascal, a beginner. 

They caught him at his first attempt. 

 

MANAS:  And you? 

 

PRISONER #2: I was steward to a prince, a relative of great Jayanta. 

I often stole from him. 

I was no beginner, I’m an old man, as you see. 

Then he was on to me, my master. 

I already had my lands, and children and a palace. 

Then I lost it all. He had me locked away. 

 

MANAS:  So what is it you want? 
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PRISONER #2: They’re all afraid of you. 

You set me free is what I want. 

I won’t reclaim my castle. 

I don’t want the gold that’s mine by rights. 

Even though the prince I serve is a cheat and a despoiler, 

I want nothing back, just want my freedom. 

 

MANAS:  Why call to me, why not stir the others up? 

Why don’t you help each other?  

 

PRISONER #2: Oh, they’re all cowards. 

 

MANAS:  Uh huh. 

…Truly, the Realm of the Dead is just like here… 

Hello, what’s this? A hovel, broken roof, 

but the little lamp glows so invitingly. 

That man on the mat, alone, 

head down, at his knees a scroll. 

 

VOICE (F):  Manas stands silent in the darkness of the open door. 

Now and then the man lifts up his head,  

as if perhaps his neck is stiff.  

He holds a fine brush in his hand,  

gazes straight ahead, writes on the scroll. 

Manas stands enchanted, 

at last steps through the doorway. 

 

MANAS:  You there. Hello! Visitor! 

 

POET:   Be welcome, guest. Sit yourself down. 

 

MANAS:  Will you not look at me? 

 

POET:   My little lamp does not reach so far.  

What is there to look at? 

I do not look at you. I see other things. 

 

MANAS:  Tell me. 

 

POET:   Noor Begum, wondrous beauty of Kashmir, 

Noor Begum with the swan’s hand. 
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MANAS:  In the hut? I don’t see her. 

 

POET:   That’s not what I said. 

Two men fought for Noor Begum’s favour, 

Jahangir, soon to be Emperor in Delhi, 

and a nobleman. 

She had to marry the nobleman.  

But in the end, she did become the Emperor’s consort. 

 

MANAS:  This is what you’re writing, host? 

 

POET:   I see it, then I write it down. 

It stands before me, in my hut. 

 

MANAS:  Your clothes are rags. Your hut lets in the rain. 

Your jug is broken, your mat is torn. 

Why are you writing this? 

 

POET:   If I looked at you I’d pay you no more heed 

than I pay that broken jug.  

But Noor Begum and Jahangir, these I see, 

and how Afgham, the nobleman,  

fought the tiger with his bare hands 

and pulled its jaws apart. 

And yet he had to cede the lady to the other man. 

This I see – my previous life. 

It is my previous life, my previous births. 

 

MANAS:  So that’s why you don’t feel the rain,  

don’t feel how lean you are. 

But this – is your present birth. 

 

POET:   You are right, dear guest. 

But the old life lives on into this. 

As if a man once went swimming in a raging flood 

and now sits calmly on the shore. 

Or: I have dismounted from my horse, 

and now I lean my back against a wall. 

 

MANAS:  Fare well, dear host. I’m glad that I have been your guest. 

May you breathe calmly in your present life. 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स - 124 - स 

 

VOICE (M):  Such joy in the proud man on the mat. 

Once more they bow to one another,  

exchange greetings with their glances, as if old friends. 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 17: TO AMBER 
 
VOICE (F):  Bidding no farewells to Puto or his father,  

Manas steers southwards on his Kalongs, 

towards the town of Amber, its lake and castle hill. 

Ganesha will not dare to follow there. 

 

VOICE (M):  But here he’ll meet – 

here strong Manas, demon-stealer, 

defeater of the elephant-headed god – 

here Manas, who has escaped the Realm of Death, 

will meet his hardest challenge.  

 

MANAS:  …Kali’s temple. Look at her six arms, 

that chain of bloody skulls. 

Three priests prostrate on the floor, 

the drummer with his eyes screwed shut… 

Hey! Here’s a skull for you! 

 

VOICE (F):  Crash of skull on drum! 

The priests start up, and whimper. 

Manas winds the chain of skulls around his arm. 

The Kalongs, smelling blood, fly at it snapping. 

Manas whirls the chain, and flings it far out across the lake. 

 

MANAS:  Come, Kalongs. Let’s find a place to sleep. 

 

VOICE (M):  No one runs from him. 

Girls come tripping, hang flowers around his neck. 

 

VOICE (F):  Skirling tootling music from a temple with a triple dome. 

Its roofs gleam gold above the marketplace. 

A priest looks up in horror from his ancient book. 

 

PRIEST:  You! Begone from here! Abomination, dog!  

The sight of you is loathsome! 
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MANAS:  Hmm… Yes… 

 

PRIEST:  Shiva sent you back, you scourge, to our shame. 

We are meant to see:  

that we are you, as wicked as you are! 

Shiva sends us spirits that should save us. 

And then he sends us beasts, evildoers, mirrors. 

 

MANAS:  Do go on! 

 

PRIEST:  You sinful creature, I know your father, 

king of Udaipur, and your mother. 

Who now would gaze into your eyes. 

Those lips: how you thrust them out, and smack them. 

 

MANAS:  I’m listening. 

 

PRIEST:  Sleek monster, do you know what is extinction? 

And what it is, the sea of birth and death? 

Revulsion and delusion, nothing else! 

The world must be extinguished,  

we with it, you as well! 

All must be extinguished, so that calm may come! 

 

MANAS:  No. 

 

PRIEST:  You rampage in your ignorance, like a Shade, 

and do not know whose Shade you are. 

Squeeze your plump cheeks, twirl your moustache. 

Now it is thick and black. Soon it will be grey. 

Clutch your loins that give you so much pleasure. 

Some time something else will spurt from them: 

bitterness, revulsion, misery. 

Manas, everything must wither, 

people, animals, plants, all the stars and suns. 

 

MANAS:  What is he saying? 

 

PRIEST:  There must come an end, Manas, do you see? 

A time to spit out this life of ours,  

like a rotten fruit, a mushroom that is poisoning us. 
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MANAS:  What is this nonsense?! 

 

CITIZEN:  Listen to him! He is a wise man. 

Have pity on yourself.  

A holy man, he is a holy man, you. 

 

MANAS:  I’d rather listen to the monkeys screaming! 

If we’re to be extinguished, why then was I born? 

 

PRIEST:  You gave birth to yourself, for you are evil. 

You will be born that way forever. 

 

MANAS:  So, what should I do? 

 

PRIEST:  Just go away.  

We’ve looked enough into your mirror. 

I know what Shiva wants with you. 

 

MANAS:  You must not take that name into your mouth! 

I am not your enemy. 

You are wise, you should instruct me. 

 

PRIEST:  I have nothing more to say to you. 

 

MANAS:  Here’s a secret, pious man: 

I – I cannot be extinguished. 

 

PRIEST:  I know. You have returned a thousand times, 

as tiger, dog, a pig. 

 

MANAS:  All the same: I shall not be extinguished! 

Savitri came to me, Savitri took me to herself, 

and removed all doubts from me, 

so I no longer want to be extinguished, 

and cannot be extinguished. 

I wish I had – a sword, you holy man! 

To cut you down, send you to your death. 

I like to think my thoughts through to the end. 

 

PRIEST:  So do it. 
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MANAS:  …Insulting me, he insults Savitri! I can’t bear it. 

What, what, what is meant to happen? 

She showered me with everything, my life, 

I long for her with all my being… 

Tear down this temple that he keeps! 

I must purify the town. 

Come everyone! Purify the town! To the temple everyone! 

 

CITIZEN:  He means Shiva’s temple! 

 

MANAS:  Bring axes, fire, it must all be gone by nightfall! 

Then tonight she’ll come, Savitri, 

the sweetest life, Earth’s boon, and see what I have done. 

Good Kalongs, cleanse the place where he insulted her. 

Or else – I am extinguished!  

Hurl down the rooftiles! Smash the statues! Burn it all! 

 

(CRACKLING, CRASHING, SHOUTS) 

PRIEST:  The world is full of uproar. 

Deception is the hallmark of this world. 

What helps against it? Nothing helps but insight. 

What can help against this murderous force? 

Not an army! One army’s just like any other. 

But everything that moves is wax, wax made solid. 

Proud waxen shapes! 

Then a hot wind comes, and they collapse. 

It is no cause for tears that someone suffers. 

All paths are smoothed for one who looks for insight. 

What is sorrow in this world? 

It starts as spider’s silk, yet can’t be torn, 

then becomes a rope, and the ship it tows will founder  

if the rope is not held tight. 

The hands that hold the rope will harden  

as the rope chafes them. 

Knowledge exists, truth exists. I can know it, 

just as mighty Ganges springs from the head of the only God 

because the only God wills it. 

Extinguished. Not be born.  

An end to deception. An end to suffering. 

 

MANAS:  Priest, take your book, go away from here! 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स - 128 - स 

 

PRIEST:  You dare to burn down Shiva’s temple!? 

 

MANAS:  No more talking, you. The temple has to go.  

 

CITIZEN:  Three-eyed One, Blue-throated One,  

this is not our doing! 

Don’t blame us for what the ghost from Hell has done. 

Don’t forget what we have built for you, 

how we abased ourselves for you! 

Don’t trample us along with him! 

 

ACT 3 SCENE 18: SHIVA’S DANCE 
 
VOICE (M):  Splendid Kailash, high in icy Himavat, 

black icebound mountains,  

age-old embedded beings. 

He flies, World-shaker, Penitent, 

a green shimmering across the blue of sky, 

Rudras with their moon-horns in pursuit. 

Over snow, past Cho Mafam where he burned, 

over Nanda Devi, Trisul, endless soaring peaks. 

 

VOICE (F):  The mountains sink away, now forests, plains, 

the cities Meerut and great Delhi. 

People and all the creatures feel a sweetness as he nears,  

all for just a moment free of care. 

The ground hums as it feels the Three-eyed One. 

 

VOICE (M):  What have you achieved, Manas,  

when you burn the temple? 

The Earth has a hundred thousand temples. 

In the Soul, in yours and those of all the others,  

nothing has changed. 

 

MANAS:  Don’t try to fool me, voice.  

This place is just as good as any Soul. 

 

VOICE (F):  This little corner? 

 

MANAS:  The flames will make it better, cleansing flames! 

It’s not for my sake, after all. 
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CITIZEN:  Shiva! Great Lord! O Shiva, save us! 

 

MANAS:  Yes, summon him, you dogs! Show Shiva what you are. 

I’ve already dumped him. 

He sits on crystal Kailash – that’s your Field of the Dead. 

Let the shepherd come and devour his flock!  

Baa baa, goat-guzzler! Your little lambs are calling you! 

 

VOICE (M):  Suddenly the black swirling clouds of smoke have vanished. 

The marketplace lies white under the sun. 

Pale red flames play on, transparent fingers in the air. 

Deep calm across the town.  

Deep silence.  

No burning timbers, toppling statues. 

And over by the stairs, taller than the central dome, 

there he stands:  

Shiva, Shiva in his tigerskin. 

 

VOICE (F):  Flames lick and sing at him. 

He stands silent, as if standing there  

ever since time began. 

The ground heaves and ripples, slides away. 

 

VOICE (M):  Though he himself is still, on him everything is moving. 

Cobras play across his fleshy cheeks. 

The eyes, green as Cho Mafam lake, shimmer and turn. 

His expression changes from one instant to the next. 

The muscles of his legs ripple gently. 

 

MANAS:  Oh, I love you so. I – I – I love you so. 

All that I am, all, I love you so, so endlessly. 

 

SHIVA:  Give me my Kalongs, Manas. 

 

MANAS:  You Delight, Devourer, 

Oh that I’m alive and you are too! 

You more lovely than the sea,  

more wonderful than women, forests, mountains. 

 

SHIVA:  The Kalongs, Manas. 
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MANAS:  Now I know it all,  

what I am, what I have done. 

That I am still alive, that I breathe,  

and can love you. 

 

SHIVA:  You must yield the Kalongs, Manas. 

 

MANAS:  O Shiva, do not touch me,  

do not touch the leash! 

See me on my knees. 

Just as the ground heaves and lifts itself towards you, 

so I follow you. 

No longer all alone, for you are here,  

you Blessed One. 

 

CITIZEN:  Give him the Kalongs! 

 

MANAS:  Go away, people! You’ll be safe. 

 Go far away. 

O Shiva, they are here, the Kalongs. 

Try it. Take them from me. 

 

SHIVA:  No, Manas. You must show remorse.  

Yield them freely, show humility, submit. 

 

VOICE (F):  Two cobras lunge from Shiva’s hair, 

twine tight around Manas’ body, swing him high. 

 

VOICE (M):  And with Manas swinging from his shoulder, 

Shiva starts his dance around the bounds of Amber. 

From rounded hill to rounded hill he sets his feet. 

Houses underneath are crushed. 

People lie helpless as his flowery foot looms over them, 

then they run away unscathed. 

The only sound the soughing of the air. 

And hills and valleys heave in harmony like a sea. 

 

MANAS:  It will come to pass. 

I shall tumble down, maybe I shall die. 

I shall not die. I won’t allow it. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 19: THE EGO’S CALL 
 
VOICE (F):  As Shiva dances on the rounded hills, 

rosy clouds hang motionless above the valley. 

Cobras rear up writhing all about his head.  

In the clattering rumble of the scattering stones  

is mixed another sound: 

in harmony with the stamp of Shiva’s feet, 

the heavenly singers clap and chant. 

 

SINGERS:  A thousand doctors, - twirl, king, twirl –  

thousand herbs, thousand doctors, thousand potions! 

Trees that heal, sufferings that heal. 

Thousand herbs, thousand potions, thousand doctors! 

Let them see you, king,  

see you sway and never stumble. 

The air is full of threads for you. 

Tread, foot, roll, stones, twirl, toes, stamp! 

The one who swings and sways 

is our king of kings, Blue-throated, 

victor of all victors. 

There is none who heals like you! 

Thousand herbs, thousand doctors, thousand potions! 

 

MANAS:  They sing my death.  

It will happen that I die. 

I flew like this on the icy Field. 

Ice below me, snowstorm at my back. 

Wind picked me up and spun me. 

 

SINGERS:  Twirl, king, twirl! 

Thousand herbs, thousand doctors, thousand potions! 

 

MANAS:  Now his cobras hold me fast, want to strangle me. 

What will happen to my Kalongs. 

It is for this that I endured the Field. 

It is for this that Shiva fetched me back. 

No, no weeping.  

It was not for this that I endured the Field, 

not for this Savitri gave me my re-birth. 

I shall not, must not, let them strangle me, the snakes. 
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VOICE (M):  And in his memory the dreadful Field:  

‘Puto, my death is mine. 

I am Manas, I am Sorrow, dreadful Sorrow, 

stronger than anything there is.’ 

And now he pulls himself together, 

as the great god carries him along. 

He no longer hears the singing,  

the stamp of Shiva’s dancing steps, 

the humming air, the yearning plants, 

the mountains full of love beneath the twirling heels. 

He pulls back from his eyes, his ears, 

withdraws all feeling from his arms and legs and mouth. 

 

MANAS:  Still breathing. I don’t want to breathe. 

Take from my heart the urge to beat. 

 

VOICE (F):  And Manas, walled in on himself,  

slips suddenly away from Shiva, to evade his death. 

Runs down a path, an endless distant path 

on his own legs, storms straight ahead, 

nothing but will, and anger. 

 

VOICE (M):  He storms up to a mighty castle. 

The door stands closed. ‘Open up!’ he shouts. 

‘Who are you?’ cries the door. It does not open. 

He kicks it, then calms down, and strokes it. 

Again it calls out: ‘Who are you?’ 

 

MANAS:  I – am you. Open up! 

 

DOOR:  Why should I open up? 

 

MANAS:  Because, because,  

I am not Manas, I am not you.  

I am – I am – the Third. 

 

DOOR:  The Third, what is it? 

 

MANAS:  Open up, door. You know what is the Third. 

I can’t name it, you can’t name it. 

I am not the Third – yet am. You know what I am saying. 



 म MANAS – A PLAY FOR VOICES म   

 

 

स - 133 - स 

 

VOICE (F):  And the door opens silently. 

And Manas creeps back into his limbs. 

He is too heavy for the snakes that hold him. 

Smoke smoulders from him. 

Shiva has completed his third circuit now, 

stands on tiptoe by the burned-out temple. 

 

VOICE (M):  Now Manas, swaying on Shiva’s shoulders, 

Manas calls out to the Ego, 

that makes lips of lips, tongue of tongue,  

and hands of hands. 

Manas, Savitri’s beloved child, 

calls out to the Soul’s Soul,  

the secret hidden Ego, 

which is as hidden as the air is to the eyes, 

and lifts up everything as the air lifts birds. 

 

VOICE (F):  He calls out to the Sun, and knows it once again, 

the Sun that shines so radiantly over Amber, 

that sails aloof across the distant peaks. 

Manas calls out to the sea, 

and all the creatures living in its deeps. 

They are to come to him,  

he has command of them. 

 

VOICE (M):  Manas calls out to the millions on the shores, 

people of the plains and in the mountains. 

And even if they die like nothing, 

what he calls out does not die with them. 

When a fire spits out sparks, 

the spark extinguished falls back in the fire, 

and the fire keeps burning. 

 

VOICE (F):  He calls out to the people, 

with the frail enormous shattering explosive Ego, 

and sees them give a start, stand up. 

Their eyes open, and they know themselves again. 

Manas hangs enraptured among the snakes.  

 

MANAS:  Am I not Savitri’s child? 
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VOICE (M):  Rocks and craggy peaks respond.  

Black clouds billow, breathed out from the sea. 

The ground heaves beneath the dancing feet, 

rises like a corrie all around Shiva, 

almost buries him in rocks and clinging soil. 

The lake, no longer calm, hurls waves and sand. 

Shiva dances slower with each step, 

and wonders, with a twinge of anger, 

why the darkness, what is this blackness  

far beyond where eye can see? 

 

VOICE (F):  Now lightning flashes from the clouds, 

lightning and thunder not hurled by Shiva. 

The singing-girls and Rudras scatter before the storm.  

Whole landscapes are in motion! 

 

SHIVA:  Ah? Who is crippling me? 

 

PEOPLE:  Shiva, Sea of Mercy, Terrible Shiva, Lord! 

You are not alone. 

Something lives that can cause your death! 

Something lives that gave birth to you! 

Shiva, you like us are a created being. 

 

SHIVA:  Manas, Manas, cease your calling! 

Do not destroy the world! 

 

PEOPLE:  Manas, we are with you, your call is ours. 

What are we? Wretched beings just like you. 

Manas, do not suffer! 

What are we if you don’t resist? 

Don’t die, don’t give up now. 

 

MANAS:  I will resist, I won’t give up. 

 

SHIVA:  Manas, Manas, no more calling! 

Shades will come swarming from my Field! 

Kailash with all its gods and demons  

will be cast adrift from Himavat!  

Mountains will uproot themselves, oceans flood the land! 

I release you, Manas! Tame yourself, and cease your calling! 
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VOICE (M):  Now Manas, near to death, comes back to himself, 

back to his body, which has been looking for him. 

His call recedes.  

The land sinks back. The plain, the plain lies calm, 

the lake, the lake now ripples tranquilly. 

The sky grows bright again.  

The Rudras swoop through balmy air, 

musicians, blessed spirits, singing-girls, 

all fearful for their lord, great Shiva. 

 

SHIVA:  Soft huffing at my throat, 

warm breath, steady breath. What is it?  

Ah, slide gently down my arm, so I can see you. 

 

VOICE (F):  Warm human, sleeping, bloody, curled up tight. 

Its back all scratched, 

legs deformed and swollen, lips puffy, ears, 

eyes popping out like orbs,  

squeezed almost breathless by the snakes. 

Covers Shiva’s hand in kisses, as it slides to the ground. 

 

SHIVA:  Savitri’s child, Savitri’s child! 

 

MANAS:  Oh, where have I been. What happened? 

I sense a battle has been fought. And won? 

 

VOICE (M):  Shiva for a long time stands unmoving. 

And now a rippling comes.  

Calm and steadfast, like a transparent wall, 

he lowers himself towards the ground. 

The third eye on his forehead stares intently. 

Slowly Shiva lowers his head down to the ground. 

Manas resting by the glittering lake  

sees the wonderful head sink low, sees how Shiva bows to him.  

But does not understand. 

 

SHIVA:  Blessing to the Earth, blessing to the sky,  

blessing to every world, blessing to Manas! 

Come, all my entourage. 

Not yet to Kailash. Back to Cho Mafam 

to purify myself anew, and gain new strength. 
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ACT 3 SCENE 20: THE END 

 
VOICE (F):  Manas sits there hours and hours beside the glittering lake. 

The yellow sun moves silent overhead. 

His innermost being devours the rapture 

that the Three-eyed One bequeathed to him 

as he bowed down with his snakes and clinking chains. 

And in the morning Manas is still there by the lake. 

 

MANAS:  Shiva, here are my Kalongs. 

They are yours, they don’t belong to me. 

Shiva, I am not a murderer, never was. 

You are filled with strength and sweetness. 

If you will take the Kalongs, Shiva, 

if you will give them to Ganesha, I give them to you. 

I have never stained my hands with murder, 

I have always venerated you. 

I know sorrow, your Field has witnessed me. 

If you want the Kalongs, now I give them to you. 

…What…? 

 

VOICE (M):  Those creatures – not Kalongs! 

Ochre-yellow beasts that stretch giant wings, 

but the soft arching bodies are those of panthers, 

bright cats with fearsome claws, strong tails that whip. 

They leap at Manas, pin his body down. 

 

MANAS:  Hey! Lovely ceatures! You want to play? Haha! 

Are you Nishumbha, Chanda, Munda? 

These are Shiva’s gift! He’s given them to me! 

He has blessed me. You shall stay with me. 

I don’t know if I have a home, but if I do,  

then it is Amber. So hard, so hard to leave. 

 

VOICE (F):  For a long time there is no sight of him. 

He crosses to the icy Field and harries demons,  

steals away Souls that wail for a return, 

that crave the Earth, the Earth’s delights. 

Enough plants beasts and people on the Earth 

where their Souls can live again, 

replacing those that crave extinction. 
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VOICE (M):  Like Shiva in the fires of Cho Mafam, 

he hangs himself in the woes of people, poor, oppressed, 

and he suffers, suffers. 

What is left of one who gives his soul to the fire, 

his breath to the wind, 

his eyes to the sun, his blood to the water? 

 

MANAS:  Up, up! Lift yourselves! 

You have hands, you can act! 

Power, power! 

Don’t immerse yourselves in misery! 

Don’t give in! Shiva lives! 

You are not alive, not yet!  

None of you is yet alive! 

 

VOICE (F):  He flies on, glowing like a light 

that waits in a house for one who is not there, 

someone longed-for, who will return. 

 

VOICE (M):  In what far distant heights now is Savitri,  

loving child of sunshine, healing herb, 

who plunges into every world –  

 

VOICE (F):  He is not extinguished. Not extinguished. 

Manas is not extinguished. 

 

 

THE END 
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An exciting and moving drama blending Hindu mythology and European psychology, 
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War hero Manas returns from battle, distraught with an existential sense of Death. 

He insists on going to the source of this sorrow: Shiva’s Field of the Dead in the high 

Himalaya… 

Translated and adapted from Alfred Döblin’s 1927 novel in verse –MANAS. 

 

 

 

Praise for the English translation of Döblin’s first great epic: The Three Leaps of Wang Lun: 

…the very muscular English-language translation by C. D. Godwin, who also 

provides an Introduction which… is very good about the book’s essences. Godwin 

handles with thoughtful ease the signature swoopings of Doblin’s prose from the 

external to the internal. 

Steve Donoghue, Open Letters Monthly, Feb 2015 

The task of translating Wang Lun was clearly a labour of love… a challenging, 

absorbing but above all an entertaining book. 

Jenny Williams, Times Lit. Supp. Oct 2015 


