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Good works gathered in a thousand ages, 

Such as deeds of generosity, 

Or offerings to the blissful ones— 

A single flash of anger shatters them. 

No evil is there similar to anger, 

No austerity to be compared with patience. 

Steep yourself, therefore, in patience— 

In all ways, urgently, with zeal.  

Those tormented by the pain of anger  

Will never know tranquility of mind— 

Strangers they will be to every pleasure; 

Sleep departs them, they can never rest. 

... 

From family and friends estranged, 

And shunned by those attracted by their bounty, 

Men of anger have no joy, 

Forsaken by all happiness and peace.  

.... 

Getting what I do not want, 

And all that hinders my desire— 

There my mind finds fuel for misery; 

Anger springs from it, oppressing me.  

Therefore I will utterly destroy 

The sustenance of this my enemy, 

My foe, whose sole intention is 

To bring me injury and sorrow. 

So come what may, I'll never harm 

My cheerful happiness of mind. 

Depression never brings me what I want; 

My virtue will be warped and marred by it.  

If there is remedy when trouble strikes, 

What reason is there for despondency? 

And if there is no help for it,  

What use is there in being sad. 

... 

There's nothing that does not grow light 

Through habit and familiarity. 

Putting up with little cares 

I'll train myself to bear with great adversity. 

... 

Suffering also has its worth. 

Through sorrow, pride is driven out 

And pity felt for those who wander in samsara; 

Evil is avoided, goodness seems delightful.  

... 

Never thinking, "Now I will be angry,"  

People are impulsively caught up in anger. 

Irritation, likewise comes— 

Though never plans to be experienced! 

Every injury whatever,  

The whole variety of evil deeds 

Is brought about by circumstances. 

None is independent, none autonomous. 

Conditions, once assembled, have no thought 

That now they will give rise to some result. 

And that which is engendered does not think 

That it has been produced by such conditions. 

… 

Thus when enemies or friends 

Are seen to act improperly, 

Be calm and call to mind 

That everything arises from conditions. 

If things occurred to living beings  

Following their wishes and intentions, 

How could sorrow ever come to them— 

For there is no one who desires to suffer? 

Yet carelessly, all unaware, 

They tear themselves on thorns and briars; 

And ardent in pursuit of wives and goods, 

They starve themselves of nourishment.  

… 

We who are like senseless children 

Shrink from suffering, but love its causes. 

We hurt ourselves; our pain is self-inflicted! 

Why should others be the subject of our anger?


