Chapter 1. The Yoga of the Despondency of Arjuna

Heeding not the call to war, Arjuna to Krishna cries

‘The man who bids me bend my bow, I must look into his eyes’

‘Take me between the armies, drive this chariot there’

‘Before the bloodlust grips me, let me know my enemy near.’

The hands that gave the stars to blaze and the planets there to yoke

Now gripped Arjuna’s chariot’s reins and made for the Kuru folk.

Before great Bheeshma, Drona and Kapil, Krishna he spoke out loud

“Proud and upright here they stand, but tomorrow they’ll all be bowed.”

Yet Arjuna looked with different eyes, for he saw among these his kin

Grandfathers, uncles, cousins and friends: over these was he to win.

The grief that knows not dacoit or robber now troubled this moral man:

‘Pandava are we and Kuru they, yet born of the self-same clan!’
Then did Arjuna’s arms grow weak, for he saw that it was wrong

‘To give in battle, to meet with sword, those I have known life long,

The sin that dries my mouth and throat: it tears from me my bow.
My nerves do tremble, my skin does burn, my mind does twist in woe.’

‘See you not, O Lord Keshav, the omens that spell our doom
The victors of this “righteous” war gain but sickness and gloom

For, if to reap this glorious win, our own kin it is we slay

Then greater losses do we reap, for from dharma do we stray.’

‘Bloodied hands are too dear a coin for luxuries, wealth and ease

For the guilt that waits on sinful men is a slowly killing disease.

No, O Krishna, I shall not fight: I sheath my sword and shoulder my bow

I nod my head and greet with smiles, even he who terms me “Foe!”’
‘Clad in swordsman and archer’s garb, but husbands and fathers are they

And we who thirst to drink their blood bring to their families disarray.’

His mind, now lost, did these same thoughts over and over repeat

Until at last he dropped his bow, and slumped to the chariot seat.

Sankhya Yoga
As rains do fall to quench the earth, did Krishna to Arjuna turn

‘Why do fear and woe now gather, why does your mind now burn?

Angst may sit upon lesser men, but sterner stuff formed you

Set aside the weak heart’s doubts, and be to your own self true!’

‘Heaven does shut its gates against those men who prattle in fear

So treat with contempt these impotent thoughts; be of fight and cheer!’

Thus Krishna sought to relieve his mind, but this he would not allow

For deep were lodged the doubts that now furrowed his noble brow.

Of Bhishma and Drona gathered there, did Arjuna begin to speak

‘Among the enemy, my old teachers ride; fitting it is I grow meek.

For to take one’s Gurus’ heads in war is a sin I shall never erase

Better it is grovel for alms, than to fall from the Divine Grace!’

Krishna’s former words of cheer were only to test his moral span 

He smiled upon the troubled doubts of this ethically sound young man.

‘You have spoken what is just and true, and I count you among the wise

But greater wisdoms soar above, and to these can you now rise.’

So then did the Divine unearth the Truths that long were hid

Tearing at tethers long tied tight, the knots Divine Krishna undid.

Asking no worship, the Lotus-eyed gave free the Secret as his gift

And before stunned Arjuna a blushing Creation her veils began to lift.

‘At no point did I not exist; my Self it was always there

Nor shall I cease to be there still; believing in death you err.

He who wears now youthful frame tomorrow in age will bend

Passage to another body is a start and not the end.’

‘Today we’re clad in warrior’s armor, in silks we garb tomorrow

Cotton in the streets we’ll wear, but in court our robes will flow.

Similarly does the Self express itself in form and name

It parades itself in bodies many, but is at core the same.’

‘Some believe they can be killed, some believe they can kill

These men are caught in darkness and their knowledge is but nil.

The Self’s not born, nor can it die; it circles and spans all

But narrow men of tiny vision are held by form in thrall.’

‘Never can weapons the Self cleave, nor fires it scorch and burn

It’s not by flowing waters wet, nor dried by winds that churn.

The constant Self, forever in flux, it is changeless and pure

Endlessly altering outward form, within is it same and secure.’

‘Yet even were it small and finite, and cast in a mortal frame

Even then you should not grieve, for then is it but the same.

For if that’s true, and we’re already born, then death does us await

Knowing then this certain future, we’re freed of worrisome state.’

‘The wise one grieves not the body’s end; he knows it for his tool

Says he: “This body is still strong and able, to rest it I’d be a fool.

For to reap rewards of Heavens bright, great works on Earth are done

Happiness attends the industrious man; the lazy does it shun.”’

‘Before his birth in cloaks of flesh, each man’s work on Earth is set

Content then is the man who works not for reward or under threat.

Know you are a warrior prince, and your duty it is to fight

Slaying this enemy to protect these lands for you is just and right.’

