THE CONVERSION OF THE GODDESS TSERINMA
SU CHUYEN HOA CUA NU THAN TSERINMA
PART I/ PHAN I

Story 29 - Garma C. C. Chang translation - The Hundred Thousand Songs of Milarepa - printed pp.
312-319

Obeisance to all Gurus

Pdnh 1é tdt ca chuw Pao sw

Crowned with the adornment of the
Transformation Body of Tathagata
Is the Supreme One, the translator Marpa.
From His face flows

The nectar stream;

From His Whispered Lineage
Comes to birth the Innate-Born.
Grown out of this pure Wisdom

Is He, the famous Yogi, Mila.

To you is paid sincerest homage
Father Repa.

Puoc trang nghiém bang Héa Thdn cua Nhw Lai
La Bdc Téi Thuong, Pai Dich Gid Marpa.

Ttr dung nhan Ngai tuén chady

Dong cam 16;

Tir Dong Truyén Khdu cua Ngdi

Phdt sinh cdi Bdm Sinh.

Lon Ién tir Tri Tué thanh tinh nay

La Ngai, vi Yogi danh tiéng, Mila.

Con xin ddng long danh 1é chan thanh nhat

Lén Cha Repa.

On the border between Nepal and Tibet, at the left shoulder of the misty snow mountain,
Queen of the Azure Heights, under floating golden clouds lay the blessed place, the Valley of
Medicine. Close to the bank of the celebrated Lodahan [Lohida?] River, it was encircled by a
crystal range of snow hills. There dwelt the renowned great Repa Yogi Mila, who kept his
unbounded mind absorbed in the teaching of the Supreme Vehicle, and perfectly consolidated
in the limitless Bodhi-Mind. When the “Up-going Bliss”! reached the Throat-center of
Enjoyment, the Song of Vajra flowed spontaneously from him. Blessed by an uninterrupted
wave of grace, he had transformed his base consciousness into Wisdom, and, through Tantric
Madness? had conquered all the demons and evil spirits. He was a yogi of great power and
might.

Trén bién gidi gitta Nepal va Tdy Tang, noi vai trdi ctia ngon nui tuyét mo suong mang tén Nir
Vuong ctua Pinh Xanh, dudi nhitng ddm mdy vang tréi néi, cé thdnh dia Thung Liing Duoc
Thdo. Gdn bor séng Lodahan [Lohida?] néi tiéng, noi dy duoc bao quanh béi mét ddy doéi tuyét
nhw pha 1é. Tai d6é cw ngu Pai Repa Yogi Mila litng danh; tdm vé bién cta Ngai luén an tru
trong gido phdp Téi Thuong Thira va hodn toan vitng chdac trong Bo-dé Tam vé luong. Khi “Pai
Lac Di Lén”* dat dén Ludn Xa Hudéng Thu & c¢6 hong, Kim Cang Ca tw nhién tuén trao tir Ngai.
Puoc gia tri béi lan séng dn phudc khéng gidn doan, Ngai dd chuyén héa thitc can bdn thanh



Tri Tué va, nho “Cuéng Mat Thira”2, dd hang phuc moi ma quy va dc than. Ngai la mét yogi ¢6
than luc va uy luc Ion.

Tranquilly absorbing his mind in the original state of Dharma-Essence, he occasionally
demonstrated, with great compassion, the Samadhi resulting from the conquering of the
Elements, now concealing and now manifesting his powers to subdue evil spirits. While
residing there, for the benefit of faithful human beings as well as devoted spirits and Devas,
he also performed numerous and wondrous miracles.

An nhién nhiép tam trong trang thdi nguyén so cua Phdp Tdnh, déi khi véi long dai bi Ngai thi
hién Tam-ma-dia phdt sinh tir s hang phuc cdc Pai, lic dn lic hién thdn luc dé ché ngw dc
than. Trong thoi gian cw ngu tai dé, vi loi ich cta nhitng nguoi ¢é tin tdm ciling nhw cdc thdn
linh va chw Thién c6 long kinh nguéng, Ngdai con thi hién nhiéu phép mdu ky diéu.

On the eleventh night of the summer month in the year of the Water Snake, five bewitchingly
lovable maidens came to visit him. They greeted him and circumambulated him many times.
Then they said, “We have brought you some yogurt made from wild ox [Ba Men] milk.” Saying
this, they offered Milarepa a big blue-gem spoon filled with yogurt. Then they sat one by one
on his left and said, “We five girls beg you to take us to your heart and permit us to make our
Vow-for-Bodhi before you.”

Vao dém thir muoi moét cua thdng mua ha trong ndm Rdn Nudc, ndm thiéu nit xinh dep quyén
rit dén tham Ngai. Ho chao Ngai va di nhiéu quanh Ngai nhiéu vong. Roi ho néi: “Chung con
mang dén cho Ngai mét it stta chua lam tir stta bo yak hoang [Ba Men].” N6i xong, ho ddng
Milarepa mét chiéc mubng Iém bang ngoc xanh ddy stta chua. Sau dé ho lan luot ngéi bén trdi
Ngai va noi: “Ndam cé gdi chiing con xin Ngai thu nhdn chiing con trong long va cho phép
chung con phdat Nguyén Bo-dé trudc Ngai.”

The Jetsun thought, “I have never seen such a precious and unique spoon, nor is there in the
world any food comparable to this wonderful yogurt! As to these girls, their manner of
prostration, their reverse way of circumambulation, and their other unusual behavior prove
that they are heavenly beings.” But in order to find out whether they would speak the truth,
the Jetsun pretended to be ignorant. He looked at them and asked, “Who are you? Where did
you come from?” And then he sang tunefully:

Jetsun nghi: “Ta chua timg thdy chiéc muéng ndo quy bdu va déc ddo nhu thé, ciing chdng cé
thitc dn nao trén doi sanh duoc voi sita chua tuyét diéu nay! Con nhitng c6 gdi nay, cach ho
ddnh Ié, cdch ho di nhiéu nguoc chiéu va nhitmng hanh vi khdc thuong khdc chitng té ho la
ching sinh céi troi.” Nhung dé xem ho cé néi thdt hay khéng, Jetsun gid vor khéng biét. Ngai
nhin ho va héi: “Cdc cé la ai? Ttr ddu dén?” Roi Ngai cdt tiéng hat du duong:

For the sake of several well-destined disciples,

The Holy Dorje-Chang, the essence of Four Bodies,
At a time of dispute and corruption,

Incarnated as Marpa, the Translator,

In the mountainous Country of Snow, Bar Dha Na,
In the northern part of Tsamlin.

With the voice of a roaring lion,

He, the Supreme Being, rode the Supreme Vehicle.
By merely hearing His Voice one will

Be saved from falling into the Lower Paths.

I pray to you great Marpa, for those who seek me—



Pray grant them your blessing and accomplishment.
Oh Father, with the power of your compassion,

I pray that their minds with ease may be converted,
That within them the buds of Enlightenment may sprout.
Vi loi ich ctia mét s6 dé tir hitu duyén,

DPtc Dorje-Chang, tinh tuy cua Bén Thdn,

Trong thoi tranh chdp va suy déi,

Dd héa hién thanh Marpa, Pai Dich Gid,

Tai xtr Tuyét Son Bar Dha Na,

O mién bdc Tsamlin.

Vi tiéng néi nhu sw ti gam,

Ngai, Bdc Téi Thuong, di trén Téi Thuong Thira.

Chi cdan nghe tiéng Ngai,

Nguoi ta sé duoc ctru khoi roi vao cac Puong Thdp.

Con cdu nguyén Ngai, Pai Marpa, vi nhiing nguoi tim dén con—
Xin ban cho ho gia tri va thanh tuu.

Oi Cha, bdng ndng luc tir bi ctia Ngdi,

Con cdu cho tdm ho dé dang duoc chuyén hda,

Cho nu Gidc Ng6é ndy mam trong ho.

In the Pure Land of the Void
Abide the Buddhas and their Sons.
With your sunlit compassion,

Pray send forth your rays of light
To shine o’er the Wisdom-lotus

In the hearts of your disciples,
And make them blossom.

Pray make the anthers

Of the Four Infinities grow today.

Trong Tinh Pé cua Tinh Khéng

Chu Phdt va cdc Phdp tir an tru.

Vi long tir bi sang nhw mdt troi,

Xin phong nhiing tia sdng

Chiéu lén hoa sen Tri Tué

Trong tim cdc dé tu,

Va lam cho chiing né ré.

Xin khién nhiing nhuy hoa

Ctia Bén V6 Luong Tdm hém nay tdng trudng.

I have something to ask you,

Lovely maidens sitting on my left.

There is nothing special I want to know—
Just tell me, are you human beings,

Or heavenly angels?

For this is the first time I have seen you.

Oh you five attractive damsels
With such fine and charming bodies,



In the dazzling light of magic

Your enchanting elegance

Glorifies the splendor of your beauty!

Ta c¢6 diéu muén hdi cdc co,

Nhiing thiéu nit dang yéu ngoi bén trdi ta.
Khéng c6 gi ddc biét ta muén biét—

Chi hdy ndéi cho ta: cdc cé la nguoi,

Hay la thién nit?

Vi day la lan dau ta thdy cdc cé.

Oi ndm thiéu ni hdp ddn

Véi than hinh dep dé duyén dang,
Trong dnh sdng than diéu chéi ngoi,
Vé thanh tu mé hodc cua cdc c6
Lam vé dep cang thém ruc ro!

Oh you radiant maids from Heaven,

He who sees you at a distance seems

As in a dim evening fog to see five

Young maidens shopping in the town.

But when he looks more carefully,

He sees no tangible or steady image,

Only a hazy, flickering silhouette.

Thus am I much bewildered and perplexed.
Oi nhiing thiéu nit céi troi rang ré,

Nguoi nhin cdc ¢é tir xa duong nhuw

Trong man suong chiéu mo thdy nam
Thiéu nir dang mua sam trong phd.

Nhung khi nhin ky hon,

Khéng thdy hinh thé ndo chdc thdt hay 6n dinh,
Chi mét béng ddng mo do, chdp chon.

Vi vdy ta rdat ngac nhién va boéi roi.

When I venture on the road,

I see you run like rolling pearls,

Chatting gaily with much laughter.

But behind your coquettish charms and glamor,

Like the morning star shining in the east

You slowly fade away.

Seeing that you disperse and assemble e’er in groups,
I suspect that you are Devas or else fairies.

Khi ta buoéc ra duong,

Ta thdy cdc c¢6 chay nhw nhitng vién ngoc ldn,
Tro chuyén vui vé, tiéng cuoi vang 1én.
Nhung sau vé quyén rii va duyén ddng dy,
Nhuw sao mai sdng ¢ phuong Péng,

Cdc co tir tir tan bién.

Thdy cdc cé luc tan liic tu thanh nhom,

Ta ngd rang cdc c¢é la chw Thién hay tién nit.



When one looks at your eyes a’twinkle,

One cannot help but smile!

I wonder to myself, “are you magic Dakinis?”
The Buddhist way of circling in obeisance

Is from left to right,

But yours from right to left,

So you must Devas be, or fairies.

Khi nhin déi mat long lanh ctia cdc cé,

Nguoi ta khéng thé khéng mim cuoi!

Ta tw héi: “Cé phdi cdc ¢é la nhitng Dakini thdan diéu?”
Cdch di nhiéu ddnh 1é ctia Phat tir

La tir trdi sang phdi,

Nhung cdc ¢é di tir phdi sang trdi,

Vay cdc cé hdn la chw Thién hay tién nit.

The usual way to render “Eye Obeisance”

Is from left to right,

But yours from right to left,

So you must fairies be, or Devas.

You shake the upper body when you bow;

In every nine prostrations you ask of my welfare thrice;
You nod and shake your heads

When you make the “Eye Obeisance” once;

Only heavenly ladies prostrate in such a way,

But though you imitate, you are not really like them!

Cdch théng thuong dé thuc hién “Pdnh Lé bdng Mat”

La tir trdi sang phdi,

Nhung cdc c¢é lam tir phdi sang trdi,

Vay cdc c¢é hdn la tién nir hay chw Thién.

Cdc c6 lay phdn than trén khi cui lay;

Ctr chin lan ddnh 1€ lai ba lan héi tham stc khde ta;

Cdc cé gat va lac ddu

Khi thuc hién mot lan “Panh Lé bang Mat”;

Chi cdc thién nit méi ddanh 1é nhu thé,

Nhung du bat chude, cde ¢6 van khéng hoan toan giéng ho!

In every eight prostrations you ask of my welfare twice
After the fashion of all Devas;

You bend your knees to earth—

The form of your obeisance is unusual.

This spoon that’s made with gems of blue,

With various jewel ornaments that you gave me,

From Heaven came: it is not of this world.

Ct tam lan danh 1é, cdc c¢6 hai lan hoi tham suc khoe ta,
Theo cdch cua chuw Thién;

Cdc c6 quy goéi xuéng dat—

Hinh thitc danh Ié thdt khdc thuong.

Chiéc muéng lam bdng ngoc xanh,

V6i nhiéu trang sttc quy ma cdc ¢6 dang ta,

Dén tur coi troi: né khéng thude thé gian nay.



I come from a distant country,

And have traveled in many different lands.

I have eaten many sorts of food

And many wondrous things have I seen and heard.

Compared to others, my experience should be not less, but more;
But in all my life I have never tasted

Such delicious yogurt made from wild ox milk,

Nor have I ever seen such wondrous things.

This is food from Heaven,

It is not of this world.

Ta dén tir mét xit xa xoi

Va dd di qua nhiéu vung ddt khdc nhau.

Ta dd an nhiéu loai thirc dn

Va thdy nghe nhiéu diéu ky diéu.

So voi nguoi khdc, kinh nghiém cua ta khéng it ma con nhiéu hon;
Nhung suét doi ta chua tung ném

Sita chua ngon nhu thé lam tir stta bo yak hoang,

Ciing chua ting thdy nhiing vat ky diéu nhu vdy.

bay la thirc dn tir coi troi,

Khéng thudc thé gian nay.

What you have said, oh happy fairies,

Is indeed a cause for wonder,

Especially your request to know the Bodhi-Mind.
Judging by your faith and fondness for the Dharma,
In past lives you must have had

Deep affiliation with the Doctrine.

I cannot but be pleased and most delighted.

Listen to me, my good young women.

I have more questions still to ask.

I shall make no false remark,

But only utter sincere words.

From whence did you come this morning,
And whither will you go this afternoon?
Where is your home and what your family?
What do you do with your magic powers?
What magic power can you bestow?

How came you to know of me?

Was it through hearsay, or have we met before?
Let no hesitation block your speech.

Please answer me with honest words.

Diéu cdc cb noi, 6i nhitng tién nir vui ve,

Qua thdt khién nguoi ta kinh ngac,

DPdc biét la 10i cdu xin duoc biét Bo-dé Tam.
Xét tin tdm va long yéu mén Phdp cta cdc cé,
Trong nhiing doi truéc hdn cdc cé da cé

Moi duyén sdu xa véi Gido Phdp.

Ta khéng thé khéng vui mimg va hoan hy.



Hdy nghe ta, nhiing cé gdi tét lanh.
Ta con nhiéu cdu mudn hoi.

Ta sé khéng ndi 1oi gid doi,

Chi thét ra 1oi chdn thanh.

Sdng nay cdc cé tir ddu dén,

Chiéu nay sé di vé dau?

Nha cdc ¢é & dau, gia téc la gi?

Cdc c6 lam gi véi than luc ctia minh?
C6 thé ban thdn luc ndo?

Lam sao cdc cé biét ta?

Do nghe k€, hay ching ta timg gdp nhau?
Pung dé do duw ngan 1oi.

Xin hdy tra 10i ta bang 10i chan thdt.

The fairies replied, “You are the Jetsun, the supreme being. In your past lives you must have
accumulated many merits. Thus you were able to meet a unique and accomplished Guru. With
a heart full of the nectar-like Dharma, you have fully realized the fallacy and illusiveness of
worldly pleasures and desires. Thus, great compassion and benevolence arose in the depths of
your heart, and a determination to cross the perilous, rolling river of Samsara was
established. Through great hardships and austerities you have devoted yourself to the practice
of Dharma.

Cdc tién nir ddp: “Ngai la Jetsun, bdc téi thuong. Trong nhiing doi trudéc Ngai hdn da tich Ity
nhiéu céng ditc, nén cé thé gdp moét Guru déc nhdt va thanh tuu. Véi trdi tim tran ddy Phdp
nhw cam 16, Ngai dd hoan toan nhdn ra tinh sai lam va hw huyén cta nhiing khodi lac va ham
muodn thé gian. Vi vdy dai bi va long nhdn di phdt sinh tir tdn ddy long Ngai, va quyét tam vuot
qua dong séng Luan hoi cuén chdy hiém nguy dd duoc xdc ldp. Qua nhiing gian khé va khé
hanh Iém lao, Ngai dd hién minh cho viéc thuc hanh Phdp.

Having perfectly mastered the illuminating Samadhi within, you also attained great
miraculous powers by means of which you are able to see people’s private affairs and thoughts
clearly and vividly like images reflected in a mirror. Although you are perfectly aware of our
families, lineages, and other things, still you pretend not to know, and ask us about them.
Surely, we shall be glad to tell you the full truth. Great Jetsun, please give us your attention
for a moment, and listen to our song.” And they sang melodiously together:

Dd hoan toan lam chii Tam-ma-dia sdng to bén trong, Ngai ciing dat than luc I6n, nho dé co
thé thdy ré rang va séng dong nhiing viéc riéng tw va tu tudng cua nguoi khdc nhw hinh phdn
chiéu trong guong. Du Ngai biét ré gia téc, dong ho va nhiing diéu khdc cta ching con, Ngai
vdn gid vo khéng biét va hoi chiing con. Di nhién chiing con rdt vui duoc néi toan b s thdt.
Dai Jetsun, xin chu y gidy lat va nghe bai ca cta chiing con.” Réi ho cung cdt tiéng hat du
duong:

At this sad time of Five-defilements
Near Pakshu in Tibet, the home

Of the red-faced demoness, was born
A rare man in Snow Valley,
Surrounded by evil, icy hills.

Is he not the great Yogi, Mila?

Because of your worthy deeds in previous lives



You have met an accomplished Guru,
And are blessed by the divine Lineage.
Bathed in the Nectar Stream of Grace,
You have transformed your mind.
Thus you see all pleasures and glories
As phantom-like delusions.

Trong thoi buén thdm ctia Nam O Nhiém,
Gan Pakshu ¢ Tay Tang, qué huong

Cta nit quy mdt dé, dd sinh ra

M6t nguoi hiém c6 trong Thung Liing Tuyét,
Bao quanh bédi nhiing déi bdang hiém dc.
Chdng phdi dé la Pai Yogi Mila sao?

Nho nhiing thién nghiép doi trudce,

Ngai da gap mét Guru thanh tuu

Va duoc Dong Truyén thiéng liéng gia tri.
Tdm trong Dong Cam L6 An Phudc,

Ngai dd chuyén héa tdm minh.

Vi vdy Ngai thdy moi khodi lac va vinh hoa
Nhuw nhiing do dnh huyén hda.

Having left this world so hard to leave,

Diligently you persist in your devotions,

Allowing nothing to distract you.

So you have become a heavenly yogi

Forever dwelling in the Realm of Dharmakaya.
Staying on the plane that is “Away-from-Playwords,”
You can use the power of that Samadhi, transforming
Into many forms—

A reward for conquering all the elements.

Yet even without it, all evils have you conquered.

Dd roi bo thé gian vén rdt khd lia,

Ngai tinh tdn kién tri trong tu tdp,

Khoéng dé diéu gi lam tdn loan.

Vi thé Ngai dd tro thanh mét yogi nhw céi troi,
Madi an tru trong Canh Gidi Phdp Than.

An tru trén binh dién “Xa Lia Hy Ludn,”
Ngai c6 thé dung nang luc Tam-ma-dia dy
Bién héa thanh nhiéu hinh tuéng—

Quad cua viéc hang phuc tdt cd cdc Pai.
Nhung ngay ca khéng nho diéu dy,

Ngai ciing dd chién thang moi diéu xdu dc.

Seeing the miracles that you have wrought,

Your faithful disciples were inspired and heartened;
Filled with wonder, and with joyful hearts,

Their hair stood up and their tears ran down.

Oh, you are the Jetsun, the Pearl of the Crown.

To you, all homage and offerings should be made.



You are the Jetsun Yed Pa, Buddha’s son,
The refuge of all sentient beings.

Thdy nhiing phép mau Ngai dd thi hién,

Cdc dé tir tin tdm duoc khich 1é va phdn chdn;
Tran day kinh ngac va tdm hoan hy),

Léng ho dung 1én va nuéc mat tuén roi.

Oi, Ngai la Jetsun, Vién Ngoc trén Vuong Mién.
Moi danh 1é va cung duong déu nén ddng 1én Ngai.
Ngai la Jetsun Yed Pa, con ctia Pht,

Noi nuong tua cta tdt cd chung sinh.

We, the five sky-going maidens

From a non-human tribe,

Who now sit beside you,

Are low in birth and lesser still in merit.

Pray, take pity on us with your great compassion!

From the clouds of your grace,

We pray the rain of nectar soon will fall

Whereby the obstinate passions—the cause of all evils

In the world—will be appeased,

And the precious bud—the supreme Bodhi-Mind—will flower.

Chting con, ndm thiéu nit di trong khéng trung

Thuéc mét giong loai phi nhan,

Gio dang ngoi bén Ngai,

Sinh ra thdp kém va céng dic con it hon.

Xin ldy dai bi thuong x6t chiing con!

Ttr nhitng ddm mdy dn phudc ctia Ngai,

Chting con cdu con mua cam 16 sém roi xuéng,

Nho do nhiing phién ndo ngoan cé6—nguon cta moi diéu xdu
Trong thé gian—duoc lang diu,

Va nu hoa quy bdu—B6-dé Tam téi thuong—sé né.

You are the master of Yoga,

The majestic Yogi of Forbidden-Acts.

Through cultivation of awareness in Samadhi,

You know well the minds and the capacities,

The lineages, and Dharma-relationships of all men.
Though you know them clearly without error,

You pretended ignorance, and asked about us.

Ngai la bdc lam chu Yoga,

Vi Yogi uy nghi cta nhiing Hanh Vi Bi Cam.
Nho tu dudng gidc biét trong Tam-ma-dia,

Ngai biét ré tam va can co,

Dong ho va duyén Phdp cta moi nguoi.

Du biét ré khéng sai,

Ngai van gia vo khéng biét va hdi vé chiing con.

We are Nu Yin, worldly demonesses,
Ahdsidharata is our family line.



We are ghosts who wander in graveyards,
Worldly Dakinis, who magic make.

Many powers and accomplishments

Can we bestow and grant.

This morning in the house of Heaven,

We opened the cloud gate,

Rode the sun’s rays, and came.

This evening we are bound for India

To attend the sacramental feast

In Cool Garden Cemetery.

Chting con la Nu Yin, nhitng nit quy thé gian,
Ahdsidharata la dong ho cua chiing con.
Chting con la nhiing hén ma lang thang noi nghia dia,
Nhiing Dakini thé gian c6 than thudt.

Nhiéu ndng luc va thanh tuu

Chting con cé thé ban tdng.

Sdng nay tir ngéi nha céi troi,

Chiing con mé céng may,

Cu6i nhiing tia mdt troi ma dén.

Chiéu nay chung con sé di An P

Pé du tiéc nghi 1é

Tai Nghia Dia Cool Garden.

On the right side of this valley,
Fashioned like a triangle,

Stands a high snow mountain.

On the summit of the central peak we dwell.
The crowning ornament of our house
Is a crystal-like ice-mirror

Reflecting rays of sun and moon.
Half way up the mountain

Lies a vase-shaped lake;

The hovering clouds above it roof
Our house, below lies the base,
Forever wreathed in fog.

This is Blue Queen Snow Mountain,
The famous place, our home.

Bén phdi thung liing nay,

Co6 hinh nhw mét tam gidc,

Ping mét ngon nui tuyét cao.

Ching con cw ngu trén dinh cua ngon trung tam.
Vat trang nghiém trén néc nha ching con
La tdm guong bdng nhu pha 1é

Phan chiéu tia mdt troi va mdt trdng.
Ntta ching nti

C6 moét ho hinh chiéc binh;

May lo ling phia trén lam mdi

Cho nha ching con, phia dudi la nén,

Madi duoc suwong mu bao ph.
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Do la Nui Tuyét Nir Vuong Xanh,
Noi néi tiéng, qué nha cua chung con.

First we saw you in the summer

When we came to harm and to insult you.

But you harbored neither anger nor resentment.
In return, you bestowed on us the rain of Dharma.
Thus for our evil-doing we all repented.

Having tasted the nectar of your Dharma,

We felt yet more thirsty and yearned for more to drink.
So today we come to visit you,

The supreme Being who gives refuge.

We pray you, the perfect man,

To let us quench our thirst and satisfy

Our yearnings at your nectar-stream.

Lan ddu ching con thdy Ngai la vao mua ha,

Khi chiing con dén dé lam hai va xiic pham Ngai.
Nhung Ngai khéng hé ém gitr sdn gidn hay odn hdn.
Ddp lai, Ngai ban cho chiing con con mua Phap.

Vi vdy tdt ca chiing con da héi hdn vé viéc dc.

Dd ném cam 16 Phdp cua Ngai,

Chting con cang khadt hon va mong duoc uéng thém.
Vi thé hém nay chiing con dén tham Ngai,

Bdc Téi Thuong ban noi nuong tua.

Chiing con cdu xin Ngai, bdc vién mdn,

Cho chting con gidi con khat va théa mdn

Niém khao khdt noi dong cam 16 ctia Ngai.
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SOURCE / NGUON

Garma C. C. Chang (trans. & annot.), The Hundred Thousand Songs of Milarepa, Story 29, “The Conversion
of the Goddess Tserinma,” printed pp. 312-319. Part I ends at the natural break after the five Dakinis
explain who they are, where they come from, and why they have returned to Milarepa. English follows the
reader-supplied Chang edition; Vietnamese is a faithful bilingual translation. No commentary added.
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