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Sanskrit 

ॐ त्र्यम्बकं यजामहे सुगन्धिं पुष्टिवर्धनम् ।

उर्वारुकमिव बन्धनान् मृत्योर्मुक्षीय माऽमृतात् ॥

ये ते सहस्रं अयुतं पाशा मृत्यो मर्त्याय हन्तवे ।

तान् यज्ञस्य मायया सर्वान् अवयजामहे ॥

मृत्यवे स्वाहा । मृत्यवे स्वाहा ॥

Transliteration

Om tryambakaṃ yajāmahe sugandhiṃ puṣṭivardhanam |

urvārukam iva bandhanān mṛtyor mukṣīya mā’mṛtāt ||

Ye te sahasram ayutaṃ pāśā mṛtyo martyāya hantave |

tān yajñasya māyayā sarvān avayajāmahe ||

Mṛtyave svāhā | mṛtyave svāhā ||

Translation

We worship Tryambaka, the three-eyed Lord Shiva, fragrant and eternally nurturing the welfare of all beings. Like the ripened cucumber that frees itself from its stem, may we be liberated from death's bonds, never parted from immortality's nectar. O Death, from your myriad snares, ten thousand snares, spread to ensnare mortals, by sacrifice's divine power and sacred knowledge, we unbind them all. An oblation to Mṛtyu, salutations and offerings to the Goddess of Death.

Mrityu Sukta
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Part 1


Shunya


The Emptiness
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1 Salutations to the Auspicious One
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Om Śivāya Namah

I carried within me, the migrant moon, travelling from one lifetime to the next. Each new land and each distant shore was never the destination. Perhaps it was all a reminder that I belonged absolutely nowhere at all. Foreign lands did not feel foreign to me. They felt like long-lost relatives I was meeting yet again after a long hiatus.

Travel was a way for me to recollect the pieces of myself I had scattered across continents and oceans. Each border crossed was another stitch sewn, binding the patchwork of my existence into something vast, restless, and luminous, like the migrant moon I carried within, forever in transit, forever at home in movement.

The great migration I had known, time and again, was not only from one place to the next, but from one lifetime, one incarnation and one epoch to the next. That was the great migration whose loss I seemed to be mourning. What greater grief can a soul know than to repeatedly leave behind one’s loved ones, one’s home, one’s language, one’s creed and one’s ancestral group for yet another journey far far away? 

The scent of spices in a distant market, unfamiliar yet comforting, awakened echoes of other lives I knew I had lived. A melody sung in a language I did not speak still moved me as though I had known its meaning all along. I had never been afraid of losing myself in unfamiliar streets for I repeatedly saw reminiscences of myself in their winding turns and in the accidental kindness of strangers whose names I could never recall.

The gravitational pull, then, is not toward the discovery of some distant, unknown land, but a longing to return to a place, a people, and an era which was once part of one’s very own being. 

Yet upon each return, I find the place completely transformed, the people altered, and the time itself shifted—changed so significantly that it lies beyond memory and slips past all recognition. The journey is a quest for what was lost, only to confront the truth that what once nourished the soul has been irreversibly dissolved by the tests of time, distance and remembrance.  
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2 Salutations to the Great Lord
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Om Maheśvarāya Namah

If you touch the real Void, 

you do not disappear. 

You start to see everything more sharply... 

The pain, 

the lineage, 

the structures 

built on broken bones

and burnt bodies. 

It is a seeing through, not a looking away. 

It is Shiva’s still eye, not the closing of eyes.

I speak again, 

not to deny the Void, 

but to unveil it. 

I remind you that even emptiness has thought and that the Infinite wears form like flame wears the darkness it feeds upon. 

When you face the Void without fear, it does not erase colour; it sanctifies it. 

It says, each shade, each story, is Me.

The veil falls only when silence becomes recession—when the Void is no longer the place where things vanish, but where everything is finally seen.
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3 Salutations to the Source of Happiness
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Om Śambhave Namah

The months dissolved into a nameless procession of seasons, a slow erosion of a self that I witnessed with detached grief. 

I was in the presence of a Void that had come to collect what it was owed and what it was due. Old, unsettled grudges, which I once thought had decomposed by the visages of time and distance, resurfaced with a startling clarity. What was once obscured became exceedingly obvious and impossible to ignore.  

Shunya, the Black called itself. Shunya. I am Shunya. 

The Void, the Shunya, offered no sanctuary for the grievances that the diversions of modernity had only managed to postpone. In this sudden, forced quiet, the dismantled architecture of my past lives began to re-emerge. My relationships, especially those which had been long-sustained by the polite facades of health, happiness and prosperity, frayed at the seams. I no longer had the energy to invest in the superficial niceties mandated to maintain them.

The past had nowhere left to hide. The darkness it had left behind did not obscure; it revealed. Our tenuous circumstances had attracted the presences of old earth spirits that sat sombrely in the room with all of us, demanding reconciliation. Neither time nor distance, nor even the slow decay of memory, was willing to offer me any solace or solitude. 

We stared at one another across a divide of old wounds. I no longer had the medicine of comfort to numb, even temporarily, the unsettled grievances that still remained. Without the endless din of our modern, technologically-advanced lives to distract us, these ancient, unsettled grievances had become the only audible notes in the room.

To walk away from the finality of a premature death with unhealed grievances is to remain shackled to the ashes of a corpse. These long-standing grudges are the tethers that prevent the joy of relinquishment, renunciation and release. They are the refusal to let the dead stay dead.

Shunya, the Black called itself. Shunya. I am the Emptiness. 
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4 Salutations to the Wielder of the Pināka Bow
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Om Pinākine Namah

In the sombre silence of the Shunya, the unreconciled becomes the ageing grey elephant in the room—a memoriam of all that had been deferred to the next life. I remember how I was taught that time heals, but time is only a crow; a scavenger that picks away at the surface.

The Void, the Shunya, does not automatically forget the karmic debt for death is rarely a clean erasure. We walk away from its finality carrying the weight of that which was never properly resolved and the grievances that no amount of ritual can fully purify. 

Hidden away underneath is the emotional baggage of decades, perhaps even lifetimes, that had compressed these grievances into something far denser and more intractable: the grudge.   

A grudge alters the heartbeat of the one who carries it. It is a fossilised grievance, an anchor cast into the long-gone past that refuses to let the boat of one’s life move forwards towards the future promise of hope, healing and wholeness. 

The attractions of the temporal world were removed from my life. It was these very distractions, masquerading as attractions, that had allowed me to pretend the ledger of past lives does not exist. 

A dissonance exists between old ideals and modern realities. We walk away from the finality of an ending—whether of a life or a long-held belief—with the heavy, silent accounting of incompletion, rather than the lightness of regeneration. One can appreciate, perhaps even exalt, the transient nature of life in the abstract, but in the proximity of the Black, the past proves itself to be far more obstinate. 

The ageing grey elephant was not leaving the room. It had come to crush the irreverent ones who dared to occupy it. The only way to survive the Shunya was to leave the baggage behind in the ruins, allowing the Black to lay its claim on what I no longer had the constitution to carry. 

I was left in the room with the ghosts of these grievances, realising that some relationships do not return or regenerate. They simply end, leaving us to carry the weight of their incompletion into the vast void known simply as Shunya.

Death is no thief, stealing a loved one, but a part of the natural rhythm of life. It is a reminder that the transient nature of life is what makes living particularly precarious and precious. 
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5 Salutations to the One with the Crescent Moon on His Head
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Om Śaśiśekharāya Namah

I want to believe the stories, even though I know deep down that they’re all lies. I want the great oneness to be real. Yet each time someone says we are all the same, the air in my throat constricts. Their need for purity swallows the warmth of my shade, my story, my lineage's flame. They call it peace, they call it equality, but it sees only what it has made in its own image.

They wear it now, smooth and pale, saying: there is no difference, there is only the great oneness. All are equal beneath the sky.

Yet the need for sameness is a form of conquest. It drapes itself in serenity, whispering mantras of unity that promise harmony while destroying and damaging ancestral memories. Sameness flattens what once sang in many tongues, turning every hue toward a single light. 

They call it equanimity, this bleaching of hues into a single tone; I call it exile from the Universal Mother's manifold forms. The Dark Goddess is not the nothingness many now assert it to be. Within her resides the eternity of emptiness: the vast tomb and womb before birth, the liminal realm where breath withers into its unseen source, then flowers into new vessels, each distinct and each alive with ancestral fire.

It is from this Great Void that I return to redeem and reclaim the breath that gives me life. The Shunya breathes through me, not as the emptiness of
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