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FOREWORD

Bharati is probably one of the best poets of modern period in our coun try and
definitely the greatest of Tamil poets of our time and the Tamils can legitimately be
proud of this great bard who has given not only a new direction and dimension but a
new shape and a new thrust to Tamil poetry as well, it is in his magic hand Tamil
Poetry regained its vigour and vitality, clarity and naturalness. It is true that Tamil
Poetry has an uninterrupted tradition of more than twenty centuries and yet we find
that there was a lull after great Kamban of i2th century! We find a long period of
poetic sterility and it is Bharati who has appeared in the poetic scenario in the year
1882 and has changed the whole poctic world into a lively one) With the birth of
Bharati a new literary epoch was born, a new trend has begun and a new style was
found and above all a new generation of Tamil poets has come into existence. Even
after several years of his death, Bharati is still considered to be living with us,
speaking and singing to us.) Every day we hear him and we listen to him and we
follow him, we appreciate him and above all we adore him. He has become immortal

and he is affec tionately called Amarakavi, an immortal poet.)

Bharati was a great patriot. He loved his language, literature, culture and tradition.



His love and affection for his country is well known. His concern for the poor and the
downtrodden was very great. His interest in the welfare of common man was
unsurpassed. His appreciation and ado ration for the ancients is unmatchable. (His
faith and confidence in the future generation is unquestioned. Women's emancipation
was very near to his heart. Children's welfare, their good upbringing their
development etc., were always in his mind. Human values and their role in the
mental make up of young children and the old alike were in this thought. Above all

freedom, freedom to India was supreme in his mind.

Freedom is the birth right of humanity. No one is born as slave. Free dom is divine
and slavery is man made. Freedom is sublime and slavery is inhuman. Freedom is

everything. It is in our blood and in our heart and in the human instinct.

The very thought of freedom to India makes him happy, hilarious and forgetful. It
makes him sing and dance. Freedom to India and it alone would guarantee to

everything good. Bharati forgets everything and in his hilarious mood he sings:

Freedom! Freedom: Freedom!
Freedom to Tiyars
To the Parayas, to the Pulayas

To the Kuravas and to the Maravas

No poverty no slavery
No caste no creed
No difference no distinction

Equality! Equality! Equality!

Men and women
No difference, no distinction

No insult No bossing over



Let us burn the evil of the ignorance

Bharati was a poet of patriotism and freedom and it is doubtless to say that he sang
his songs for the common man and he always wanted to be direct and simple in his
poetry. The supreme aim of this great poet was to penetrate into the hearts of simple
folks and to instill passionate love for freedom in their hearts and prepare them to
make any kind of sacrifice to achieve the supreme goal viz., Free India and he is

rightly called Makkal Kavignar (Poet of the masses).

It is well known that Tamil language is not only one of the very few languages of the
world of great antiquity but also its uninterrupted literary history for more than 20
centuries is almost unparalleled in the literary tradi tion of the world. The immortal
Sangam Poetry, Ettuttokai (eight anthology) and Pattuppattu (ten idylls) is a master
piece of literature. They are secular in nature and they reflect the exalted life of

Tamils.

Following Sangam Classics there arose twin epics, Cilappatikaram and Manimekalai,
which are in turn followed by what is known as Bhakthi litera ture. The great trio,
Navukkarasar (the king of words and songs), the great Sampantar (who is known for
his melodious hymns), jubilant Sundarar and Manickavasagar of great Thiruvacagam
are all glories of Tamil poetry, giving new path and new strength to it. By nothing is

Tamilnadu so glorious as by her poetry.

The appearance of great Kamban in the literary scenario of Tamilnadu has been a
great boon to the literary world. It is the incomparable charm of Kamban's power of
poetic style not to speak of his poetic truth and beauty which gives immortality and
permanence to the great epic Kamba ramayanam which is considered to be one of

the greatest epics in the world.

Knowing fully well the literary history of world languages Bharati is rightly proud of the

unbroken tradition of Tamil and the splendid lumina ries of the Tamil poetical heaven.



The great antiquity of the poetic tradi tion, the richness and the brilliance of it, the

excellence of Sangam poetry the literary grandeur of Cilappatikaram, the magnificent
treatment of religious tenets in Manimekalai, the spontaneous outpourings of Bhakthi
movement through great saints of Saivaism and Vaishnavism the great master piece

endowed by the great master mind Kamban etc., throng into his mind and heart.

Bharati is not a man who is satisfied with past achievements alone. He is a product of
a new order and a new generation and a man of new mental make up. He is a man
of vigour and vitality, imagination and inno vation. It is true that we have great
antiquity and inner strength; we have survived many upheavals and onslaughts and
still we grow strong. There were hundreds of languages which were once very

dynamic, lovely and strong. But alas! they are all gone.

But Tamil is still alive, alive among people. It is a living language, young energetic

and ever growing in its own way. For a poet like Bharati this is not enough. He knew
that a new explosion of knowledge was around the corner. Many new frontiers were
there. New vistas were there. Tamils and their language should be prepared to meet

the new challenges in the fast growing world, he thought.

It is true that Bharati was a Tamil and sang his songs in Tamil, But his vision and
spirit have not confined to Tamil and Tamilnadu alone and they have transcended

linguistic and geographical boundaries.

Freedom and patriotism pristine purity of children and the passionate patriotic fervour
of the grown ups, the great cultural heritage of the coun try, the courage and chastity
of Indian women, the National and cultural integration, the regional and the local
diversities of India, the great Ganga and Cauveri, the lovely Kashmir and
Kanyakumari, the young damsels of Kerala and the great intellectuals of Kasi etc.,

were in the minds of this great master mind.

Bharati is one of the penetrating poets of this century and he reaches and touches



the inner hearts of his readers and creates poetic ecstacy in their minds. His poetic
excellence is so effective and so eloquent that the readers fall under the spell of this

great bard.

Bharati is not only known for his choicest diction but also for effective ly making use
of this in quick succession. The choicest dictions of Bharati in the choicest

combinations make it possible to create intended imagery of high order.

The musical diction and moving words that he makes use of the liquid and limpid
phrases that are at his beck and call the effective and eloquent sentences that are
formed and above all the spontaneous outflow of poetic truth and beauty that we find
in him are really marvellous and they make this great master mind "poet among

.poets" and "bard among bards".

In translating Bharati's poerns into English, the Tamil University has fulfilled one of

the dreams of Bharati -- the exchange of his own ideals with the rest of the world.

The Tamil University nas recently launched an ambitious project, Trans lation Of
Tamil Classics Into English and | am very happy to say that within a short span of

time several works have been taken up.

Classics like,

1. Cilappatikaram 2. Manimekalai
3. Bharatiyar Songs 4. Tirukkovaiyar
have been completed and the following are in progress :

5. Akananuru 6. Purananuru
7. Periyapuranam 8. Kalitrokai

| am sure that these translations will be of great use to understand the poetic tradition

of Indian Literature in general and Tamil Literature in particular.



12-10-'89, Dr. S. Agesthialingom,
Thanjavur. Vice-Chancellor.
Preface

Mahakavi Bharati had written himself into the history of India. The Poet's prophetic
consciousness manifested itself as "Psalms of Patriotism," hailed ever since as

"Desopanishad."”

Sarojini Naidu declared: "Bharati kindled the souls of men by the million to a more
passionate love of freedom and a richer dedication to the service of the country,"
Fully alive to the multifoliate splendour of Bharati, Jawahar lal Nehru affirmed:
"Bharati is not only the poet of Tamil Nadu, he belongs also to the whole India. His
verses should be published in all the Indian languages." A similar appeal couched in
impassioned words was made by Bharatidasan, decades ago. "Bharati's vastitudes
can be known only when (the poems of the great one, in Tamil, are translated into
the languages bf the world.") This volume, we daresay, marks the partial fulfilment of

Paventar's noble dream.

Byron and Shelley -- the true soldiers of Goddess Liberty -- were in. some measure
the inspirers of the Mahakavi, who in all humility, called himself Shelleydasan. Prof.
K.Swaminathan's dictum in this connection is significant. "In the course of his
evolution from Shelleydasan as he used to describe himself earlier, to Saktidasan
(devotee of Sakti, Goddess of Energy), Bharati reflected the great change which

transformed, India, a British dependency into a self-reliant power."

Bharati authored the New Poetry in Tamil, which in the words of Prof. K.R.Srinivasa
lyengar, was "at once radiantly autochthonous and bracingly modern." From a mere
versifier, he grew, in no time, to be an authentic poet of mysticism by his willing

submissions to the compelling rhythm of a larger life. He was able to push back the

barricades of the self, one by one, till at last, his life became one of intuitive love.



"Love" said the poet, "is my religion," and no one practised it as the poet did. His
incandescent and piercing intellect burnt all dichotomies away. Everything that he
beheld was nothing but "the ardent self-expression of that Immanent Being," a lila, a
musical manifestation of creative joy. Kaakkai and Kuruvi, "the scuttering insects, the
little soft populations of the grass," Katal and Malai and all things animate as well as
inanimate, were his comrades and his intense love asserted itself in the most suasive
way in every one of his poems. To read his poem is to feel the beating of a benign
heart, the upleap of a beatific joy -- greater, vaster and richer than anything that one
has known. By cultivating Bharati, the aspirant will, sooner or later, discover his
fraternal link with all things; he will by and by perceive in the Many the clear and
palpable presence of the One: "the changeless and absolute Life, manifesting itself in

all the myriad nascent, crescent, cadent lives."

Any translation is but an experiment. A work worth translating has about it a charm
that defies transplantation. The lustre of the original grows pallescent in the hands of
even the ablest of translators. What is achievable and is usually achieved by a
trained hand, is only readability coupled with dependability. If this is made possible,

the translator has not flexed his transcreative muscle in vain.

This work which contains the complete English version of the Mahakavi's poems as
well as prose poems, is the fruit of the collective endeavour of a number of savants.
For the first time, the reader has before him the Englished version of all the poems of
Bharati -- the Bard of Bharat. The Tamil University merits no mean accolade for this
achievement. It has already brought out an edition of the poems of Bharati in Tamil,
chronologi cally arranged. This work in English punctiliously follows the Tamil edition.

A few poems, however, are omitted as they are not from the quill of Bharati's.

The craftsmanship of Bharati, as revealed by his juvenilia, is pretty conventional and
is rather dull. However, as years roll by, his irresistible genius starts asserting itself
with a wondrous splendour that is truly multi dimensional. The myriad-minded bard's

apperception is achieved with a thousand tentacles of awareness and his utterances
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-- afire with burning desire --, shoot out like piercing pins of light. His words and
vocables ener gised by a novel poetic fervour, march out, suaviter in modo, fortiter in

re, and make a universal conquest.

Almost all the translators of Bharati are represented in this work. Each one in his own
way has endeavoured to bring alive in his translation the spirit of the original. Our
selection is informed by the sincerity of purpose which has guided each one of them

in his labour of love.

Bharati has translated the poems of Sri Aurobindo, John Scurr and Rabindranath
Tagore. He has also translated a couple of lines from H.W.Longfellow. His Tamil
versions of these poets form part of his poetical works. We have therefore included in
this volume the originals. As the poem of Tagore is not traceable, | have done the

translation in this connection.

Prof. A.E.Asher has gone through the work with sympathy and understand ing.
Thanks to his suggestions and corrections, the work is no longer marred by major

flaws.

We have provided useful and brief notes wherever necessary. An index to the first
lines of the Tamil poems is appended to this volume. It is not alphabetically arranged.
However it is in accordance with the order of the poems (Tamil as well English) as

published by the University. This will facilitate easy reference.

We render our heart-felt thanks to Dr. S.Agesthialingom, the revered Vice-Chancellor
of the Tamil University, for conceiving, processing and implementing the grand

scheme of "TRANSLATION: TAMIL WORKS."

We render our special thanks to Thiru Seeni Viswanathan for having helped us in the

preparation of the Reading List appended to this volume.
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This volume -- so are we prone to think --, typifies the tribute of the devotees of Tamil

to Mother Tamil and Her son -- Bharati, the Mahakavi.

Thanjavur, Sekkizhar Adi-p-Podi

20-7-1989. T.N.Ramachandran

LIST OF TRANSLATORS

P.N.A - Thiru P.N.Appuswami C.R. - Thiru C.Rajagopalachariar
R.E.A. - Prof. R.E.Asher T.N.R. Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
C.S.B. - Mahakavi C.Subramania Bharati. S.R.K. - Prof. S.Ramakrishnan
D.B. - Thiru David Buck A.K.R. Prof. A.K.Ramanujan

K.C. Prof. K. Chellappan S.R. - Prof. S.Raman

J.H.C. -- James H.Cousins - S.A.S. - Thiru S.A.Sankaranarayan
H.J. Prof. Hephzibah Jesudasan K.G.S. - Prof. K.G.Seshadri -
Mrs.K. - Prof. (Mrs.) Koppedrayer A.S.R. Prof. A.Srinivasa Raghavan
P.M. - Prof. P.Mahadevan P.S.S. - Prof. P.S.Sundaram

P.N. - Dr. Prema Nandakumar K.S. - Prof. K.Swaminathan
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1. An Epistle to the Rajah of Ettaiyapuram (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

An epistle to the lion-hero
Munificent Venkatesa Retta

Of great llacai city in the south.

He in whose bosom abides Sri, Brahma,
Heavenly lords and all mankind, cannot

His glory know; He is Lord Etteesal

His cool lotus feet twain are soul-enshrined

By you; like Kama's fair umbrella white,

Is your flowery parasol pearly,

That soars high and scales the heavenly spheres.
Your ornate disc of royalty holds sway

Over the seven lands, isles of seven seas,
Gandharva land and the nether worlds too.

The bards -- lords of words --, deem you a Pandya;
Affrighted foes deem you the Lord of Death;

Seekers of alms deem you to be Karna;



Patrons hold you more righteous than Dharma;
You yourself your great fame on earth established;
In llacai of great groves and gardens,

Where peacocks dance by nimbi delighted,

In a beauteous and lofty mansion,

Hailed by the wealthy, blessed by the holy,

As cynosure of neighbouring princes,

Like the heavenly lord, you sit enthroned

And rule the world; you are the prince handsome,
The rock-shouldered, the Monarch of monarchs!
May you Venkatesu read this in joy,

This epistle writ by my humble self.

In this sea-girt world thrive many tongues;

Of them the one of excelling glory,

To which the Lord whose crown sports the crescent,
Himself added a rare work, most divine,

Is Tamil great, much sweeter than nectar.
This tongue, alas, is least cared for this day;
Its learners are not benefited now

And it languishes; petty tongues flourish.

In tune with the time-spirit, many types

Of the base and mean now reign-in this world.
So, seeking your grace as palladium

My father came here for his welfare sure.

He bids me learn this alien language.

What am | to do? If Tamil be learnt

Then none will support me; so, oh Karna!

| have now resolved to learn that language;
Yet, how can the poor ones take to learning?

Without money, learning is not possible;

13



Without learning, money cannot be obtained.

It is but just and proper to learn first.

| have no money for that; so have |

Come to you in this, my very sad plight,
Confident of your rich munificence.

To save the subjects, is the king's duty;

So to poor me, this day grant much money
And all that is needed, in loving grace.

My tongue, accustomed to hail you alone,
Will feel sore sad to beg of other kings.

Will they wallow in a sea of sorrows

Who come to you-the Mother and Refuge!
Ignore not this, as that of a mere boy;

Oh king, foster me by your grace; make me
Known as one who grew lofty by your grace.
May this be the talk of other people.

Grant me this glory! May you flourish sweet!

24-1-1897, | remain,

Ettaiyapuram. Your servant llacai Subramanian

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: Our poet, according to Navalar Somasundara Bharati, was conferred the title,
'‘Bharati' when he was eleven years old. From this we can infer that he lisped in
numbers even as a child. It is unfortunate that none of his poems composed during

this period is extant. The bard's earliest available poem bears the date 24-1-1897

14

when he was hardly fifteen years old. The original manuscript of this poem was kept

treasured by our poet's half-brother, Thiru C. Visvanatha lyer.
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2. On Gandhimatinathan (1898) (Prof. R.E.Asher )

1. Through his arrogance, jeering at me
As being young in years

Like a dark heartless storm-cloud

Was Gandhimatinathan; observe

Him, the small fellow.

2. Through his affection blessing me
As being young in years,
Like a generous-hearted rain-cloud
Was Gandhimatinathan, here saluted
By Bharati, the small fellow.

- Prof. R.E.Asher

15

Note by It will be apparent that the second of these verses is a variant R.E.Asher: of

the first. The difference between the two as composed in Tamil by Bharati is,
inevitably much more subtle. One aspect of this subtlety that has completely defied

translation is the last line, which in each case is Parati cinna-p-payal. Only in the
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second version does this have simply the obvious meaning Bharati, the small fellow.
In the first version there is a somewhat daring pun, the syllable"par" being given the

meaning "see", "ob serve". Thus, the identity of "the small fellow" is different in the

two verses.

3. @)srews HUTGluTHLIcog [1898]

STLIL
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SHLOGTT LOeDMUWIEUSTELOM MESTLITF L1

FLOGTTE] 6UTBIGLLT FLD. 4

FBIGS H6ULPEHLP6ST H6WT (F)6TewF BT 16D
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UBSTTLD: Fhgl Geuefluf® — Lbasd 475 — 476

3. llacai Eleven (1898) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Note: The title of this poem is llacai Oru Pa Oru Paktu.

As indicated by the title, this poem comprises eleven stanzas in Venpa metre, on the

presiding deity of llacai which is Ettaiyapuram.

Invocation

The two feet of the elephant-faced Lord,
The Son of the Eternal One blemishless
Of South llacai, will grant beatitude,

Bless my Tamil and make it unsullied.

1. When at the flower-feet of Him whose hand
Sports the deer and enshrined in South llacai
Bounded by honied groves, fall skyey lords,
Brahma and Vishnu in humble worship,

Gems from their crowns fall and scatter on earth.

2. ltis like the world's tilak, this llacai

Where our Etteesan the Lord is enshrined;

His two feet are the wealth that could not be eyed
By him--the wielder of the Disc --, who once fretted

And quested after them as a boar divine.

3. In South llacai where thrives twofold wealth
Are enshrined the Lord's beauteous feet twain;
These indeed are nourished in the bosoms

Of Indra the lord of fell thunderbolt,

Vishnu the dark One and eight-eyed Brahma.



4. llacai's Lord, the queller of darkness
Deigns to receive when the rich give away;
His feet -- the lariat--, drew in the life of Death
Who durst claim the life of the Brahmin-boy

Dear to the Lord and blessed with clarity.

5. O heart, know this for sure; the shapely feet
Of Siva enshrined in cool llacai
Where shell-fish crawl in fields,

Are the benign light That ever glows atop the lofty Vedas.

6. The nectarine flower-feet of the Lord,
The blue-throated One of crimson locks,
The God of llacai, save the devotees
From the fettering Hell, and grant them

Whatever their longing minds are after.

7. The flower-feet of the Lord of llacai
Where abide the clear-minded intellects
Are adorned by the fragrant eye-flower
Of the Consort of Lakshmi, and flowers

Of divine lotuses incarnadine.

8. The flower-feet of King Etteesan

Of llacai where the pearls of lotuses

Lie scattered all over, are they that crushed
And sorely pained the great Asura fearsome

Who durst lift aloft Mount Kailas itself.

9. The King's feet of comely llacai ornate



Girdled by the cool hills, hard as the breasts
Of women whose eyes are with poison filled,
Are they that danced peerless on Muyalaka

Who was by the Munis set against Him.

10. The famous feet, honied and lotus-like,
Of llacai's Lord Etteesan who is

The Ens Entium will sure divest me

Of all my past Karma, steep me in bliss,

Siva's own--, and confer on me grace too.

11. Siva's majestic feet, hailed by our king
Karna-liké, kindly Venkatesu Retta ---,
Will foster him, this, my work, and also
Goodly llacai in the South for ever.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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4. A Sonnet on Solitude (July, 1904) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

O lady kuyil-like, getting oned with you

And joying, | have spent many a day;

When | think of this and things countless too,
Driving me as by fate to tread the way

In hills and jungles and billowed waters,

My sinner-heart is seized by sudden terror;

| feel bewildered like a bark that falters

Miles and miles off the lighthouse in error.

O lame, limping days! with her inseparate
Even as body and life, when | dwelt,

Like wind you sped away; now when my fate,
Keeps her off, your heavy weight is by me felt.
O Siva, what am | to say of this?

Who can ever to her convey my lost bliss?

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original is the earliest of the printed poems of our poet which
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appeared in a monthly called Viveka Bhanu, the editor of which was the reputed poet

Mu.Raa.Kandaswami Kavirayar. The English version is a sonnet, following the Tamil

original.
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5. In Praise of Varuna Chintamani (1904-1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. "As loving kindness marks them
Even as exemplary virtue,

As they know of God's nature

They came to be called the Brahmins".
Although many works aver thus,

We feel proud by mere birth, alas

And condemn others as Sudras

What though their true way of life be.
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2. Life linked to ploughing is indeed
The first and the best in the world,
Chanting Vedas is even better.

To call them that are qualified

For these two, the least of the clans,
Is idiocy; the truth is,

It is only these who feed others;

We'll hail them as landed Vysias.

3. He is Kanakasabhai Pillai
Who flourishes great in Madras;
With 'Varuna Chintamani',

His dagger of truth, putting foes
To shame, he has cut to pieces
The old lie which for many years
Held Velalas to be Sudras;

To him is this world indebted.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

23

Note: The Tamil original appeared as a laudatory poem sung by Bharati in honour of

the work, Varuna Chintamani', Written by Kanakasabhai Pillai.
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6. On Dadhabhai Naoroji (September, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Bharat great of yore gave birth to such sons

As godly Rama and Gautama who

The stewardship of many a nation

Secured for Her; this day, alas this day,

She has into decadence, fallen

And is held in derision by others; To rid Her sorrow a few endeavour

And we, the feet of these, gratefully hail.

2. He is the born-leader of those wise ones,

The beloved son of Bharat; he has vowed

To wipe out somehow the tears of Mother Or in that endeavour give up his life.
From his youth and even now when he is

An octogenarian, to this cause

He has nobly dedicated his wealth

Body and dear life, and strives tirelessly.

3. An intellect, to match his vast learning,
A compassion, to match his intellect

And a capacity--to persevere

In many ways-, to match his compassion
Are his, the hero's matchless endowments.
He will not war with bows, futile weapons;
Words he wields, and this selfless sanyasi

For ever works for the good of others.

4. When Mother cries in anguish, evil ones



Are totally blind to it and live in ease.

If these come to him, even to them he is
Soft, and preaches good, this man of culture.
He can even cross swords with Brahma
To explicate the ways of lasting truth.

A patron true he is, our Dadhabhai;

May this old venerable seer's life, span
Many more years gracefully to guard us!
May the doers of evil vile, reform!

May the women great of Mother Bharat
Give birth to sons like Dadhabhai Naoroji!
May those sons teem and flourish for ever
Like innumerable stars that stud the sky!

May men like unto him flourish everywhere!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: Bharati wrote an article on Dadhabhai Naoroji and it appeared in

Chakravartini. His article concluded with the poem here translated.
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7. In Praise of Bengal (15-9-1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Even when limbs grow weak, for its food
The lion accepts not the flesh

Offered by a fox; she honours

Such lion-like greatness and strives

To uplift the Motherland great

From her fallen state to her former Majesty; she comes as a ship

Of weal; may she -- Bengal, flourish!

2. In Bharat-land that grants at once,
The thing wished for, like Karpaka,

In fame were we born; never would we
Accept gifts from Strangers or aliens;

You our god, have come to urge sure
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We should not thrive like petty men
Looking up to others at all!

May you for ever flourish well!

3. Beauteous Bharat great!

Wipe out your tears and smile!

Weed out all your inner worries!

Your sons have grown lofty indeed.

That which gives weal to woman's heart

Is indeed her sons' glory great! \br| May Bengal that blesses you with
Life glorious, flourish for ever!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran. The poem was earlier

sung by Bharati in a meeting of Swadesi-students, arranged in the Madras beach.
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8. Song of the Nation (November, 1905) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Rich with lovely streams and luscious fruitage,
Cool with the soft, peerless winds of the south,

And green with the crops of fields, are you, Mother.

2. Your nights are argent with moon-rayed brightness;
Your are thick with trees in efflorescence;
Bright is your smile and your speech nectarine;

You are free with your many boons of bliss.

3. Your glory is sounded by thirty crores



Of throats, sixty crores of puissant shoulders
Are armed for you; who can ever call you weak?
Rare is your might; grace you grant us; praise be!

You rout and quell the armies of your foes.

4. You are knowledge; you are dharma indeed;
You are our heart; you are our very soul;

You are also the life in our body.

5. You are the strength of the shoulder, Mother!
You are the Heart -- the abode of Bhakti!
In every temple is only installed

Your glorious form, ornate and divine.
6. You are Uma with the ten dread weapons!
You are Lakshmi throned on lotus-petals!

You are Vani, the grantor of all lore!

7. You are of endless wealth, "pure and peerless;

You are rich with sweet streams and luscious fruitage,

Blue-hued are you; candour is your nature;
Bright is your smile; your jewels -- a glory;

Pray protect us, peerless Mother! Praise be!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original itself is a translation of Bankim Chandra Chatterji's Bengali

poem beginning with the words, "Vande Mataram". That was a poem on Bengal.
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Credit goes to Bharati for converting it into one on India as a whole. Bharati's version

appeared in Chakravartini, Swadesamitran and India.
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9. GuCarir yseny aflfésEeh Filleng6lweorid
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9. From: A Psalm of Life (December, 1905)

"The lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime".

- H.W.L.

Note: The Tamil version of the above lines is found in an article by Bharati on Gopala

Krishna Gokhale which appeared in Chakravartini.
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10. Welcome to the Prince of Wales

(Sung as bidden by Mother Bharat) (29-1-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Welcome, Prince! Long may you live!

The precious son of a great king

Of an island far in the West,

You deserve to be welcomed.

Royal Highness, you and your wife

Have come across these thousands of leagues
Just to see me. Hail, all hail!

Listen to my words that come spontaneous
From a full and joyous heart.

Before your fathers started to rule

My loved children in this land

My heart was riddled with a hundred sores
Caused by the numberless torments inflicted
By unloving aliens for a thousand years.

No use now to grieve over the past.

When your people came after them

Some of those sores have been healed.
Wars were no more and my poor sons
Could live at last in peace, and secure.
Once again upon my land as of old

The grace of God, rains in abundance.



Many new industries arose

In the land to create wealth.

Besides, all the horrors ceased

Of cruel religious fanatics.

Female infants thrown into rivers,

Children crushed under chariot wheels,
Widows burnt with their husbands' corpses,
And other such evils disappeared.

A ray or two from that sun of knowledge
Which pierced the darkness in the West
Found their way here to light my sons.

But still a billion problems

Remain unsolved.

Poverty and a thousand other

New evils have come with you.

Still all these through God's grace

Will fade away, not strike root.

All diseases your men will cure.

That they came with medicines is no lie.
And so for ever let them flourish,

The people of England worthy of fame.

My dear children and those united

In a friendship devoid of pinpricks

Neither in any way hurting the other

Live well together! And your father the king
Of that fair race, may he be happy!

Live you, and she, Mary your love,

The gentle swan in your heart's sweet lake!

And my own dear children, long may they live!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran. Bharati was happy
to welcome the Prince of Wales as can be seen from his article seria lised in
November-December (1905) issues of Chakravartini. The Prince referred to here is

George, afterwards King George V.
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11. On Dr. U.V.Swaminatha lyer (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. "The red sun is resplendent; fresh honey
Is passing sweet; the celestials are

With immortality endowed." Will any

Over these rejoice? If Swaminatha

The poet who is like sage Agastyar

Comes by blemishless renown unending,
Is' that a matter for celebration?

Why do you all revel in delight great?

2. We are this day by the aliens governed;

Even though they know not of Tamil's greatness
They in love, have on great Swaminatha

Of golden Kudanthai city,

The title "Mahamahopadhyaya"

Conferred; thus is he by them this day hailed.
Had he flourished during the olden times

Of Pandyas, could words spell out his fame?

3. "Silver and gold have | none; nor am |

In any way blessed to partake daily

Of the many million joys of this world"..

Think not so and despair, oh King of bards

Of Kudanthai. The praise of Tamil bards

So long as that Potika-bred tongue lasts,

Shall be yours; their hearts will always bless you;

You will surely thrive deathless for ever.
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-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Chakravartini. The original manuscript of this
poem was preserved by Dr. U.V.Swaminatha lyer and is now in the custody of the
library which bears the name of lyer. The poem was sung in honour of lyer who was

the recipient of the title, Maha mahopadhyaya.
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12. Vande Mataram, the Mantra (February, 1906.) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

When the soft liana called Love
That grows on Motherland Arya
Doth wilt, to infuse it with life,

Like rain comes Vande Mataram.



Lofty Bharat-Devi's sublime

Mantra is Vande Mataram.

When brave wisdom and rare glory
Of noble Aryas do languish

They being in base murk immersed,
That which rises with its young rays
Over the Bay of Bengal great

To chase away the darkness dense
Is Vande Mataram; it is

The Mantra of Arya-Devi.

May the noble goddess flourish:

May Vande Mataram flourish!

From the shores of Ganga that flows

From the cloud-capped Himalayas

To Kanya Kumari in the South

Where flows the Indian Ocean,

From Pune where heroes abound

To various other cities,

The wondrous mantra that in love

Is chanted, the mantra at which Foes shudder, is Vande Mataram.
Even if sinners chant this mantra

They 'll attain to culture sublime;

It is heavenly nectar; it is

The lovely taste of honied fruits;

It is the mantra cherished by Ever-glorious Bharat-Devi.

Ah, it is Vande Mataram!

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The original Tamil poem appeared in Chakravartini (Feb., 1906) and
in Swadesamitran (24-2-1906).
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13. India's Past (4.4.1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Seeking the lovely golden hand of her,
The daughter of mighty shouldered Lord of Panchal,
In the past, Vijaya of the famous bow

Wrought wondrous exploits; you have these forgot.



2. You are oblivious alas, of all
The exploits great in the field of battle
He wrought, by reason of your cruel fate.

What horror of horrors is this, oh God!

3. In the jewel of a land, rich and strong
Where valour in war as displayed by Bhima
And his younger brother Arjuna, flourished,

Now teem the little detestable worms.

4. These thrive in a sensual sty; on alms
They thrive; living thus totally debased
They end up on the funeral pyre.

What horror of horrors is this, oh God!

---Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil poem appeared in Swadesamitran. Bharati has prefixed a note to
this poem, which runs thus. "Some thoughts which upsurged in our heart on
witnessing the shooting marvels of two Rajputs in the tradition of the archety
practised by Arjuna and others, celeb rated in the ancient Puranas."
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14. The Past Glory and the Present Debasement of
My Motherland (11-4-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Whither are they gone -- smile and sweet music?

Troubles and tears own the country entire;

Men have women become; women animals;

All majesty is gone; this land lacks lustre.

It is no more the wondrous land of Aryas!

It is now the country base, of mean men!

Are they dead and gone -- valiant heroes? Here are only the disappointed low!

Gone are Vedas, Upanishads, true scriptures! They but blabber here idiotic tales!
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Time was when women chanted old Vedic hymns; Today they have become
sweepers of streets.

In the sweet land where flowed milk and honey

Famine vile doth hold the sway.

In the land of seers whence wafted wisdom,

Lechers and thieves -- slaves to falsehood, -- abide.

In the land abounding in gold and gems

Very many starve and daily perish.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

(To be continued)

Note: The Tamil poem appeared in Swadesamitran. The note after the poem says
that further instalments will be forthcoming. For reasons beyond anybody's guess,

the poem was not continued.
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15. To Abhedananda (4-8-1906)

1. Blameless and perfect in his knowledge
of Veda and the rich rare Upanishads,

transfigured by the splendorous Light
which is the Bliss of Brahman,

and endowed with gifts exceptional,
he adventured into a land

where darkness reigns at noon

to radiate the light of Truth.
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2. The One remains,
all living things are its shadow-forms;
'tis the surest folly
to call Him thine or mine;
still the five senses cloud the mind
and deny the Truth.
But you have proved their victor,

O knight-errant of the Spirit:

3. As if great Shankara, flaming minister,
whose fame reached up to the sky,

as if Shankara himself had returned
to revisit this hoary land,

there came Vivekananda the shining Light
and when it withdrew,

you came forward to make good the loss,

and continue his healing among men.

4. Purest of saints, Abhedananda,
the light of whose darling feet
fell upon this blessed city,
you whose penance is like the cloud
with its promise of showers,
cherishing in our hearts the grace of your love,
we try to pierce the veils of Maya

and reach the altar of Truth.

- Dr. Prema Nandakumar
Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.:Bharati wrote the poem under the

pseudonym, "A Vedanti."
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He has himself explained the words uflgluflesr spefluyib GlFssrylLm Briigev thus:-The
American continent which is shrouded in night when our continent is having day-
light."

Swami Abhedananda, the hero of this poem, is one of the direct disci ples of

Bhagawan Sri Ramakrishna.
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16. 'I' 817-9-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. "Behold but through the eye of grace" said he;
But | took to knowledge empirical,

Then nought but murk did | see, oh my dear,

In which | could not even see my seeing self."

- Tayumanavar.

(A Sonnet)

2. If billions and billions of scholars wise
For thousands of yugas failed to know
This "I", can | its nature realise?

Can the fish know the greatness of sea, oh!

Said the great ones: "Behold through the eye of grace.’

Other than my way dark, | know not aught;

"l am everything" say the wise of human race;
Plunged in murk phenomenal, | know nought.
| have somewhat occasionally sensed this,
Yet mental light would in a moment fade.

What may this "s" be? Some dead souls, | wis,
With mere flesh equate it, | am afraid.
May they that call it "lllusion" so say;

The great call it God and the fools inveigh.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran.
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17. Lines on the Moon (25-9-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Among all the lovely sights to behold

In Hindustan -- the Abode of Beauty --

That which is wrought of lofty majesty

And is deemed as nectar by sweet minstrels
In the opinion of an English bard

Is that which is ineffably the sweet light
That pours beauteous in all directions

From the fair isle of moon which glows alone
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In the ocean of black extensive sky.
Once | lay alone asleep on the beach
And when | woke up at the dead of night
| eyed the sky; can | its majesty
Articulate with my tongue of mere flesh?
In a dream divine that defies the thought

| bathed! May moon serene flourish for ever!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in Swadesamitran.
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18. On Ravi Varma (6-10-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. The Lord God created the rays of the moon
To serve as food for the Chakor; He made
Nectar the food of the celestials

And the tusker white for Indra to ride.

2. In blossoms, in blue sky, and visages



Of women, God deigned to create beauty
That the world-renowned Ravi Varma might

Relish them with his eye of endless wisdom.

3. Glowing with inconceivable lustre
His pictures which adorn mansions and huts
Delight all hearts; gone is he to the heaven

Deeming it enough, his glory on earth.

4. Rambha, Urvasi and dames heavenly
Breathed alive on his canvas; to compare
His copies with originals, he is gone.

The dames divine are bound to wilt in shame.

5. If even great men whose divine works of beauty
That will with everlasting glory endure
Should aye, one day quit their glorious life,

What are we to say of world's Mayic nature?

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.
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19. Chatrapati Shivaji's Address to His Warriors
(17-1-1906, 25-11-1906, 1-12-1906, 8-12-1906 - India) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Hail, hail Bhavani! Hail, all hail Bharat

Hail, all hail Mother! Hail, all hail Durga!
Vande Mataram!Praise be to Mother!
Commanders of armies! Ministers great!
Leaders of elephantry! Heroes great!

Atirata Kings! Leaders of cavalry!

Footmen who smite and dumbfound enemies!
Wielders of spears and throwers of javelins!
Unleash your darts that are death incarnate!
Gems of valour that in myriad ways

Can rout the hostile hosts and smite them all!
May you all flourish! May you all flourish!
May Devi great, grant you grace divine!

This is the famous nation that suffered not
The stinking odour of enemies base!

Will Bharat-Devi brook the unblest feet



Of Barbarians --revilers of Veda?

This is the nation whence wafted to the world
The fame of heroes through minstrels matchless!
This is the nation where flourished mighty kings
And saints blemishless, dharma incarnate!
This nation dubbed the ignoble woman

Who bore not heroes, as nullipara!

'‘Ancient is Bharat and you her children'!
Forget not; 'Bharat is the tilak of earth:

You her children'; forsake not this thought.
Bharat is the deity of the whcle world;

You are her children; forsake not this thought.
On the north, sky-piercing Himachal

And on other sides the great seas, protect her.
Ganga, Sindhu, Jamna of pure billows,

Spas, Waters, rare gardens sweet, fertile fields
Peerless, and lofty mountains here abound!
That ever-green fields may stave off hunger
The pitch dark rainclouds for ever pour here!
Divine home of angels! Glorious land

Eagerly sought by the holy Munis!

No imperfection mars this Land of Wisdom!
Majestic land by celestials sought!

Is Bharat's glory by me effable?

You are her children, never forget this.

Ruthless barbarians, men demon-like,

Enemies dead to glory, hardihood
And knowledge, doers of evil, the Turks,
Like Asuras that came to war against

The realms of heaven, have come with armies
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And cause endless woes to our Motherland.
Temples and scriptures sacred, they defame;
Infants, people old and kine they destroy;
Women they rape and do acts that undo

The performance of holy sacrifices.

They set fire to the works-- holy scriptures;
They violate women of good families;

Friends! Countless are the miseries they cause;
They abjure dignity and men unman;

Wealth they lay waste and sow seeds of darkness;
Quelling firmness, they make women of us;
The great name of Bharat they stigmatise;
They make slaves of them -- the sons of heroes.
Shorn of valiancy and loftiness,

Lo, our Aryas became slaves of the base!

Can that be life at all, which endures this?

Like a bubble now born and burst anon

To thrive, will you fall at the feet of the base?
Men that are born on earth, are bound to die.
Call you theirs a life, who seek not to quell

The vile aliens that blast our Motherland?

Will ever men shed their honour and consent
To live base, as slaves of barbarians?

Is there amidst us any, living dog-like

When his dear mother is by aliens held?

Under alien rule, a willing beggar

He lives fear-ridden; he is not an Arya!

He that fosters his body vile with nought

Of love for Motherland, is not an Arya!

He that suffers the capricious reign

Ignoble, of aliens, is not an Arya!
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If any be here--small ones and un-Aryan--,
They many go whithersoever they like!

They that desire not death and Valhalla,

May those then flee from the ken of my sight'
When brothers are by Turks destroyed, he that
Dailies with women, may in joy revel!

He does not think of alien tyranny;

He will hide in his house; lét him seek hiding!
Dead to the languishing nation he thinks

But of his sons and daughters, let him go!
When his countrymen starve, he thinks it great

To feed and fill his maw, let him away!

I'll not suffer their presence and hatred,

Mere eunuchs and women in men's disguise!
May Aryas stay here! May men remain here!

May the heroic and the lofty, stay here!

May they to whom honour is all, stay here!

May they who cannot meanness brook, stay here!
May sons of ceaseless love for Motherland, stay here!
May they who die when dies glory, stay here!
May they who hate slavery base, stay here!
Haters of barbaric culture, stay here!

Those who melt for woes of others, stay here!
The undeceitful and the pure, stay here!

Heroes who Devi's feet adore, stay here!

May the quaffers of sinners' blood stay here!

Lovers of spirit--not body --help us!

They that are fearless when even the sea overflows, help us!

Can they-four feeble enemies --, withstand

Our puissance great, for even a bare hour?
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The grace of the heroic Devi's soft feet

Will be for us, help sure and unfailing.

May you come friends, Do not feel bewildered.
Ineffably glorious Arjuna,

Karna, Bhima, Drona, Bhishma, Rama

And other heroes of rare valour great

Will aid us; we will the Heaven attain;

Nought but sure victory, our lot will be.
Unselfish saints will shower benedictions.
Come, do away with the barbarians!

With spear, decapitate the heads of foes;
Stand firm and unleash your deadly javelins;
At the sword-tip and that of the dread trident,
At soldiers' feet and down the chariots

And at the wheels thereof, when heads of foes
Roll and roll, come ye to joy at the sight!

We shall be deemed men, only when we pull down
Root and branch our foes, who are out to weaken
Our weal and welfare great; if in this war

We die, it is elysium we come by.

If we live thus, the everlasting fame

Of securing for Devi supernal

Her due place of glory divine, shall be ours.

Is it easy on earth to behold a war

Like unto this, so holy and divine?

A few desire the Heaven to attain

By sacrificing goats in the yaga.

Well, let us perform the great sacrifice

By shedding blood and killing deception.

There is no sacrifice to match this one;



There is no tapas to equal this one.

Of yore, Arjuna stood on the battle-front

And when he saw before him in that field,
Uncles, brothers, brothers-in-law, and men

Like unto father and god-father too,

Loving friends and gurus, his heart melted;
Thus spake he to his godly charioteer:

"O Lord, will | pierce these with my arrows?
Even if | over earth and heaven

Lose lordship, | will not slay them in war;

Will I ever kill them that are dearer than mother?
My body is atremble; mine own bow

From my hand doth slip; my tongue has gone dry;
My mind is sore agitated; my legs

Grow limp; my head swims; triumph | seek not;
Nor greatness, nor weal, killing kith and kin;
Even if they kill me, | will not harm them;

It is no reign when extinction is total."

Thus spake Indra's son and threw on the field
His mighty bow, and down he fell dispirited.

Our God of Vedas that stood near the car

Thys addressed the brave bowman, now bowless:

"You but blabber with your brain grown addied.
You call it a sin, to kill them, the gang

Of Suyodhana, from dharma remote;

Truth you know not; valuing much, kinship
And grown womanly, you drool and gibber.
Traitors, evil ones, they that harass men,

And the arrogant base-- though these may be
Their brothers --, it behoves heroes true,

To punish them all in severity.
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You know not perhaps aryan justice;

Like the vile wicked, you feel sore at heart.
You've grown womanly; this is un-Aryan

And inglorious and will annul weal.

Conquer effeminacy; forget not,

Peerless prince of fame, your greatness; arise!"
When the Lord God taught him knowledge true,
He whose shoulder was strong as diamond
With a mind glowing with supreme harma,
Ignoring sibship and companionship,

Smote the foes, embodiments of evil,

And scattered their corpses as prey on earth.
Aryan heroes who are blessed to live

This day, in the glorious country great

Where famed Vijaya flourished of yore,

Know that your countrymen are your close kin;
The evil base that this day, oppose us

Are vile barbarians and foreigners;

They are aliens by birth and language too;
They know not the glory of Aryas great

(To be continued)

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. Bharati desired to conti
nue the work with intent to produce a poem of outstanding historical eminence

surcharged with patriotism. He therefore thought that his desire could be better
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served by the production of a book in this connection. He even announced that such

a book would be forthcoming. However he was unable to implement his promise.

Bharati's note to this poem makes it clear that some of the, remarks on Muslims
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should not be misunderstood by them. The remarks should be contrued in the light of

vira rasa.
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20. On Sri Subbarama Dikshitar -- An Elegy (1-12-1906) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Poesy, works of excellence and taste,

The graceful art of painting -- the wonder

Of the world --, great enterprises many:

In lofty Bharat which in these excelled,

These languish by alien tyranny.

As wealth garnered and manly valour are

Now dead, gone are the great enterprises,
Which flourished well of yore, in great glory;

In the famous land of holy angels,

In the land where great and peerless men thrived
Like usur ping monkeys, infamous men

Vile and mean, throng everywhere.

While so, Like an oasis sweet, midst the desert,
Like Vibhishana midst Asuric tribe,

Like a blossom of lotus in mire,

In the revered heavenly family,

To restore Bharat's ancient majesty

Like the second coming of saint Narad,

Who in grace deigned to dwell with us in sooth,
He -- the ever-sublime lord glorious,

Taintless Subba Rama --, came to be born

And here throve to the delight of Vani.



Lo, even he from us has departed;

Great is the sin our men have wrought, alas!
When shall ever come such another man?
Like a fruitless tree sere, we stand debased.
Of what avail is sorrow? What is there to say?
"Munificence great with Karna ended,;

With Kamban great, poesy did perish;

With glorious Arjun beyond compare,

Died heroism" say the men of learning.

With the death of Subbha Rama divine,

The peerless Master, enshrined in my heart,
Fecund music with all its excellence Is gone for ever, alas! Sad to tell!
Oh Lamp of Art! Oh Lamp set on hill-top

To shed light bright on llacai village!

Oh Lamp of wisdom everlasting to chase
Away the inner murk of men like us!
Devi-Muse from yourself rent asunder

Will languish like the dying flame of wick
Totally drained of its oil, alas!

The sorrow of your parting, exceeds words.

| hait not kings, nor do | ever hail

The pseudo-leaders of religious sects.
Your glory is paralleled by yours alone;

| came bowing when | beheld you.

| came to you deeming your words divine.
Alas, woe is me! If again | should

To llacai come, how sore would it be --

The suffering true of my humble heart!

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. dated 1-12-1906. It is said that it had

earlier appeared in Swadesamitran dated 26-11-1906.

The poem is an elegy written in honour of Subbha Rama Dikshitar son of Balaswami
Dikshitar. Balaswami was the younger brother of the famous Mutthuswami Dikshitar
who along with Shyama Sastri and Thiaga Brahmam formed the trinity of the South
Indian Classical Music.
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21. Vande Mataram -- Hail (19-1-1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram,

Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram, Vande Mataram!

2. In Arya-land men and women

Invoke this brave mantra: Amen. Vande Mataram...

3. In distress and singeing pain

Our countrymen affirm this fain. Vande Mataram...

4. In triumph or death, -- united

We exhort, unabated Vande Mataram...

5. O brothers and all chaste women

With love and without flaw we'll chant Vande Mataram...

6. Mother Bharat, may you flourish!

You are our refuge and our life! Vande Mataram...

7. Jaya Jaya Bharat! Jaya Jaya Bharat!
Jaya Jaya Bharat! Jaya Jaya, Jaya Jaya! Vande Mataram...

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The translation here, given follows the Tamil original as published
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in India. Bharati later revised this poem, deleted stanzas 4 and 5, numbered stanza 6
as stanza 1 and also slightly altered the pallavi and anupallavi. It is in this revised
form this poem appears in Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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22. May Tamil Flourish For Ever (20-4-1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. May Tamil great and Tamils good flourish!

May Bharat great, a gem divine flourish!

May ills that this day torture us, perish!

May good things reach us; may all evils die!

May dharina flourish, adharma perishi!

May manly deeds of this noble nation

And great efforts grow lofty and flourish!

May our countrymen grow from strength to strength!

Vande Mataram: Vande Mataram!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The Tamil original appeared in India on 20-4-1907. It was republished
in India on 16-10-1909. The title given to this poem by Bharati is: "The New year".
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OB TewT(h Blewevswoenwid HT6eusTM Heier (6ubH85)

23. Vande Mataram (18-5-1907)

1. "Vande Mataram" we will sing!
These words throughout our land shall ring!
"Vande Mataram" we will say!

Motherland, hail! To you we pray.

2. No more talk of caste and creed,
No more talk of birth and breed;
Who first drew breath in this our land,

Brahmin or other caste, with us he will stand.

3. What if an outcaste? Does he not live
With us right here and his labour give?
Has he become a Chinese man

And will harm us the way an alien can?

4. A thousand castes we have, oh dear!
But outsiders have no place here. .
However they quarrel, can the sons of one mother

Cease to be brothers of one another?

5. Only united, true life we attain;
Divided go down, and none of us gain;
This is the lesson we all have to heed;

Once we know this, what else do we need?

6. Whatever fruits our efforts will bear
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All of us equally in them will share;
For all thirty crores of us there shall be life,

Or for all thirty crores of us death after strife!

7. A pittance we preferred as serfs in a cottage
Forsaking our birthright for a mess of pottage;
This scandal and shame we have got to erase,

Spit on it, spurn it, and end the disgrace!

- Prof. P.S.Sundaram
Note: The translation here given follows the Tamil original as published in India.
Bharati revised this later. Stanza 6 was substituted by the following stanza when

Bharati published in 1907, the pamphlet entitled Swadesa Gitankal.

(6) "Our Bharat-Devi 'll quell all our evils
And confer oni us boundless grace benign;

Unto the golden feet of the Mother Dedicate body, life and possessions."

li should also be mentioned here that Bharati restored the original version, later.

24. iy &CsHAsmer

(7B TEE DY)
& e & 3 6907 6557 B 6T

OB EHFsL 2 g epLilesT]
Cpiewind slmwp LilesTy],
auehFewer GlFmeveur rie! - SlaflGui!

sumiigF GlFmevsdlev afrig. 1

Fn L $F60 gn 1qBleTM)
a1 Ulgsmm svsTy],
BT L Ggl6L Camemert rie! - SlaflGui!
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2 6TBTL_(HF CFemev 6T6TMILD
QFig Slfleur rie! - HaflGwi!
Gy sPwr rie!
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G FibewLo LMHST Tie! 16

LEhFSHSID Crmiiss afleib
UTTSi Lpdhsmer GLimsy
BI6HFSGILD HEBTERITH FHevT(HLD - Flef Cui!

GaFmipiss Fl_Liumr gie! 17

BT CHTYID LICHFHMBH
SH&% PwnHdF o
UTew WS BIMbgl FoT - HleflGui!

ub8s sy GloesrLimi! 18

24. Pseudo-Patriots (1-6-1907, 15-6-1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Neither stoutness of heart
Nor nonest skill have they;
Oh parrot, these are cheats

And verbal heroes all.

2. They join the crowd and add
To its noise; nothing great,
Oh parrot, perceive they,

These wilful forgetters.

3. Can the blind hope to have
Autonomy? Comforts? Greatness?

Oh parrot! Can the sexless dream of joy?

4. Eyes they have, but cannot see;
They are a bunch of girls,

Oh parrot! Oh what use
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Are words which avail not?

5. "Our textile mills, our own
Garments" they would loud cry.
Oh parrot, did ever

Mantras produce mangoes?

6. "Salt, sugar and sarees
Home-spun", loud will they vaunt,
Oh parrot, and vanish;

They know not how these are wrought.

7. "Women's honour, bhakti

To God": Thus blab their tongues
Oh parrot, they are all

The utterly faithless.

8. When women were raped
And engendered evil
Oh parrot, like cowards

They clung fast to their life.

9. In the Mother's Temple
When others wrought evil
Oh parrot, fear-ridden

They deemed life more precious.

10. Fear and sheer impotence
And petty vassal-mind
Oh parrot, were lofty

To them, the dead and dumb.



11. Do these beasts, oh parrot,
Deserve to live at all
With no passion for truth

Vigour and inner strength?

12. Can one be, oh parrot
Amidst the heinous gang
Who think that life sullied

Is greater than honour?

13. Their heart is after wine,
Their lips chant the Lord's name;
"Hail Mother" they loud shout,

All mindless, oh parrot.

14. "Ancient Past" blabber they,
The hypocrites; what do
The ignoramuses

Know of it, oh parrot?

15. National infamy,
Shameless itch for base wealth
Mark these cads, oh parrot,

Who are in meanness steeped.

16. Their own brothers perish
in misery; yet are they
Without scruple, oh parrot!

Of goodness are these reft.
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17. Sons of Bharath die like worms
In famine and disease;
They eye this, oh parrot,

Sunk in unfeeling sloth.

18. They essay not to fend
The famine that preys on
Mother, but shout aloud

"Hail Mother", oh parrot!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

(To be continued)

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. Bharati desired to add some more
stanzas to this poem. His note at the end of this poem (India) says: "To be
continued". However the poem as published later in Swadesa Gitankal (1908)

contains eighteen stanzas only.

25. sThema b Tu| WEPHBH GevTal

sTheS Wb HTu| WHDHSI Georel
W pb5S! BTG -6
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ubB8s LTHTLD, oubE% LOTHILD
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o hbg! LOlbHTGEL -6TBIS 6T
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&b WObHTEL -LilstTeori

SBISAQUT DT HeU(HLD LHSISH6T
THS5 OBBTCL -Glews

bG8 LTHTLD,oubEH LTSHTLD

sT6dT M) 6u6wTHIGHGevrT?

25. Adoration of the Country (1907)

This is our motherland, Bharat!

It's here our parents dear loved and lived
In joyous wedlock pure.

Our forebears too in ages past

Had lived for centuries, ere they died.

A myriad noble thoughts they had

To enrich the land and make it great

Shan't | enthrone you in my heart,

While my grateful tongue doth sing thy praise:

Salutations to thee! Mother! Salutations!'
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This our land gave us life

And sustenance, and blessed us too:
This is the land of our mothers dear;

It fostered them in their infancy

When as babes they lisped their words;
It saw them grow into tender maids

And sport and dance in the moonlit night;
Their golden limbs gladdened the waters

As they swam and bathed in pure delight,

Ere they returned to the quiet of their homes.

| shall sing thy praise in grateful tunes,

'Salutations to thee! Mother! Salutations!'

In time they loved and wives became

And learnt to manage households great;
They fondled and fed their golden babes
And raised and fostered righteous homes;
Here all around were temples tall

That soared aloft to bless the lands;

When our forefathers died, their flow'ry dust
Became part of the country's rich humus;
Shan't | sing thy praise in grateful tunes,

'Salutations to thee! Mother! Salutations!'

- Prof. K.G.Seshadri

Note: The Tamil original was published along with two other poems in the
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26. Enkal Nadu (1907) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Himachal is our mountain
The world hath not its fellow;
Ganga is our fountain

Pellucid, sweet and mellow.
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Our Upanishads are twelve --
Unknown to any other clime--:

Deep into our minds they delve,
And soar aloft sublime,

Praise we Bharat, golden fair,

Our own dear land beyond compare! .

2. Land of the heroic free

Where sages have lived at peace,
Soothed by the poesy

Of Narad's, melodies:
Where Buddha came to birth,

-- The embodiment of grace --
And showed to men on earth

Divine Compassion's face:
Sing we Bharat ancient, fair

Our own dear land, beyond compare!

3. Evil shall not daunt us

Though poor, we will be proud:
The world shall no more taunt us

With being a self-seeking crowd:
Here Nature's bright and sunny

And yields us every good,
Including milk and honey,

As our unfailing food.
Land of noble Aryans fair

Repeat we: 'Bharat is beyond compare!'

--Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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Note: The Tamil original is one of the three poems which constitute Swdesa

Gitankal -- 1907. The poem was republished in India. on 14-8-1909.
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27. Lajapathy (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Even if the Sun be in the skiey expanse
Dowe not behold its rays flowing down
And bow, to mingle with the light of eyes
Thus endowing them with lustre of light?
Even if they, in wrath, have exiled you
Away from this soil, if you get established
In our thought that knows no forgetfulness,
And if you do flourish there without let

O Lajapathy! what can they for this do?

2. It spells no good to haunt a man and him

Exile from country to country; they might

Have wrought this with ease; but myriads there are
Instinct with the knowledge of his glory;

In them is he well enshrined; how can they

Ever hope to expel these and live in peace?

3. Who among them that practised universal love
Was ever spared (of punishments)? Hiranya's child
Showed utmost love unto Narayana;

Who could ever relate the vile horrors

He underwent; is it then a wonder

To witness the miseries of patriots

Courageously devoted to Bharat!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The Tamil original was one of the poems of Swadesa Gitankal (1908)

published by Bharati.
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28. On Bhupendra (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. He is the chela of Vivekananda

-- The Conqueror of rebellious organs

Of sense, the one divine whose form is wrought Of supernal wisdom --, even if

exposed

To the wrath of the celestial Lord
He will not from Dharma deviate.
He is Bhupendra, the loving servant

Of Mother India that is Bharat.
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2. When dharma falls and unrighteousness thrives,
When great ones wane and the base do wax great,
When sin holds sway over deranged nature,

To kill evil Kali, to' usher in

The advent of a new blessed era,

He the diamond-hearted hero great

Stands firm and reveals to us in all love

The state of things when this yuga should end.

3. Even if the ruler of earth should have him
Incarcerated, him the people deem

As their very eyes, sing his glory great,

Pour on him blessing and feel delighted.

Yet there are a few -- thoughtless and mindless --,
Who do condemn things good, as evil vile.

These are like the birds of darkness that shun

The sun and love dearly, dread darkness dense.

4. His thinking cannot harm others at all;

His heart melts in love for the land of Bharat.
No one is his foe; this wise seer doth know
That one Life animates all lives on earth.
They that imprisoned him are totally blind;
They know not aught of the great glorious.
"No joy ensues without pain in the past!"

Surely have the wise men thus summed it up.

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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29. Lajapathy's Lament (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Am | to bemoan my fate? My country

| lost; separated from goodly wife

Children dear and my home here | dwell!

Will | ever be blessed to behold and hail

The flower-feet of my aged father who is

Verily a Rishi of Vedic times?

Can | ever behold the bright blemishless face
Of my beloved son, Arjuna-like?

Can my wife, an anril-bird that brooks not
Parting of her mate for a split second

This wretched plight of mine ever suffer?

Even if my family and relations

Hate me, Oh, it is nothing; what did | do

To deserve this exile from my loved land?
Arya-Varta is the land whence Vedas Sprang;

it is a land where justice ever prevails!

It is the land where flows the divine Indus

To which is linked the five gems of rivers!

It is the Mother-land of those righteous

Who quelled the senses five, and of those heroes
Innumerable, who their enemies vanquished:

It is the holy land great, where our Deity

Killed the base Kauravas to stablish Dharma!
'Tis the noble land divine which heard (in cheer)
The twang of strong-shouldered Arjuna's bow!
"Tis the lofty land of mercy where Karna
Flourished and Dharma the king fostered
Dharma! It is the great land where Bhishma, the Pillar

Of Aryan culture lived a celibate!
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It is the heroic land where Bhima flourished
And Aswattama. waged fierce battles!

t is the golden land fecund with hills,

The home of Sikhs, our mighty Lions of war!

It is the divine land where Dayananda

The Sage of Truth and Saviour of Aryas
Expounded the true import of the Vedas!

Will | ever behold my dear land

Of Panchalam, or will | perish here

Beset by sorrows unutterable?

What may be the happenings in Bharat

These days? What may be the hardships, of which
| know not aught, my people are put to?

Are they distressed at my plight? Or have they
In their miseries forgot even my name?

If to my enslaved land, holy and great

I'm brought for killing, | 'll be most happy
Incarceration in darksome prison

For generations, | mind not; if | am

Jailed in Panchalam, | will never wilt.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of '‘Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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30. An English Official Addresses an Indian Citizen Bent Upon Freedom
(1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. O slave sunk in thraldom,
Can you think of freedom?
Eler seen it in the past?

Merit none have you, outcast.

2. Done with feuds religious?
Or wars sacriligious?

Speak you of justice here?

| bid you disappear.

3. O slave, is your fear gone?

Are you a man of brawn?
Do you not on alms live,

To beggary a votive?

4. Can you, slave, board a ship
And the ocean outstrip?

Can a cur of dung-hill Aspire a throne to fill?



5. Do you know unity
Or masculinity?
Slave, speak not gibberish;

Your valour is womanish.

6. Could you live together?
Would your baseness wither?
Would your lassitude die?

Could you sloth defy?

7. When you eye the white hue
Can you, your fright subdue?
To the bare truth, hearken:

Freedom is not in your ken.

8. You are not of the sect
A nation to protect
Go, the house you should tend

And to duties attend.

9. Would you an army lead?
Or deem slaving your meed?
Lowly jobs fit you well;

May you in them excel!

--Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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31. On Maya (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Will knowers of truth think on you Maya?

Can you dare harm the stout-hearted at all?

2. Maya! may be you are armipotent;

Still can you brave the flame of Mind's clarity?

3. You are resolved to spoil me, Maya fou!!

Know that | will rout you sure, oh Maya!

4. To one wooing death, depth of sea is nought;

Can you harm heroes that transcend body?

5. When duality, dies, where will you be?

Can you, little prig, face the great Monists?

6. Will I go in for the joy you offer?

Will a lion accept a cur's sceptre?

1

7. You, will | clapperclaw by my sheet will,

But hurtless, stand 'gainst your impotent will.

8. 1 am no man's slave, | know oh Maya:

I'm armed for you; | 'll hack you to pieces.
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- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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32. Arya-Darshan— A Dream (1908)

1. Oh what a dream it was,
The dream | dreamed When | slept not

But was wide awake!
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2. A forest | saw;
A forest dense with trees,

And in the sky right overhead,

| saw the light of a full round moon.

3. Oh what a dream it was,
The dream | dreamed
When | slept not

But was wide awake!

4. A lovely golden hill,

A lovely golden hill was there,
And many a tarn was round about
And many a flowery pool!

(Oh! what a dream it was)

Buddha Darshan

5. Upon the hill,

There, upon the hill,

| saw a spreading banyan tree

Which in solitary grandeur stood. (Oh what a dream it was)

6. Under that golden tree,
There, under that golden tree,

Sat a glorious Godly Being

Compact of Pure Intelligence! (Oh what a dream it was).

7. Lo! 'twas the Lord Buddha,

Lo! 'lwas the Lord Buddha, our own,

| saw His radiant Lustrous face
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Whence Pure Intelligence beamed! (Oh! what a dream it was)

8. | saw His Glory,
| saw the Glory of the Lord,
Immersed He was in a tranquil ocean,

An overflowing Sea of Peace! (Oh what a dream it was)

9. Behold a miracle,
Behold a goodly miracle!
| saw the light of the Buddha vanish,;

And a deep darkness fall! (Oh! what a dream it was)

10. Sudden there streamed a light,
Sudden there streamed a light, once again
| saw the dwindling darkness fade;

Amazed and thrilled | stood! (Oh! what a dream it was)

Krishnarjuna Darshan

Il. Upon the hill,
There, upon the hill, | saw a single chariot of gold

And a team of horses standing (Oh! what a dream it was)

12. On the box was the charioteer,
On the box was the charioteer of the jewelled car.
Fascinated by His comely grace

In wonder dazed, | stood! (Oh! what a dream it was)

13. Thy mystic 'Om' | heard;
Thy mystic 'Om' | heard Him utter,
Cupid's lovely form He had, but blue;
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And Bhima's mighty strength! (Oh! what a dream it was)

14. And eyes brimming with love,
Eyes brimming with love divine;
And a whirling discus which terror struck

Into evil-dwelling hearts! (Oh! what a dream it was)

15. Lo! Armies appeared there,
Lo! Armies appeared there whose name is legion:
And horses, elephants, and chariots tall

In countless numbers stood! (Oh what a dream it was)

16. On Krishna's goodly chariot,
On blue Krishna's goodly chariot,
| saw a youthful warrior standing."

Overborne he seemed with thought! (Oh! what a dream it was)

17. This is he, the Conqueror,
Surely, this Vijaya the bold.
How well does that name become him,

How well that name of fame! (This is he, the conqueror)

18. A valiant, manly form,
Oh what a valiant, manly form!
Yet dejected seemed that noble chief.

Why--How astonishing this! (This is he, the conqueror)

19. Blest indeed was I;
Blest indeed was | to hear:
For with mine own ears | heard

Every word which that chieftain spoke. (Oh what a dream it was)
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20. 'l care not for victory,
| care not for victory, Oh! my Lord,
| will not hurt them, no, nor touch them

Though my own life be forfeit.' . (Blest indeed was 1)

21.'Shall | slay my kinsmen?
Shall | slay dear kinsmen of mine?
To rule when all kinsfolk are slain,

Won't it be a worthless rule?' (Blest indeed was )

22. Out of abounding love,
Out of super-abounding love,
That mighty warrior, archer bold,

Many a word he spoke at length! (Oh what a dream it was)

23. He heard those words;
He, Krishna, heard those words:
And on the Lord's countenance, lovely as a lotus,

There gleamed a gentle smile! (Oh! what a dream it was)

24.'0Oh Come! Take up your bow!
Oh Come! Take up your bow in your hands
And this crowd of puny folk

Pulverise into specks of dust! (Oh Come! Take up your bow)

25. 'Stand up, and yield not to despair!
Stand up, and yield not your heart to despair!
No, nor speak words of foolish wisdom

Which only cowards speak! (Oh Come! Take up your bow)



26. 'One Supreme Truth there is,
One Supreme Truth eternal,
Never can that Truth be destroyed,;

Nor ever be whittled down. (Oh Come! Take up your bow)

27. 'There is no sorrow, Now:
There is neither sorrow, nor pain:
Nor is there any joy:

Nor birth; no, nor ever death! (Oh Come! Take up your bow)

28. "Weapons cannot hurt it;
Weapons cannot hurt it at all:
Fire cannot burn it;

Nor can water wet it. (On Come! Take up your bow)

29. "Your duty is: 'To do."
Your duty is: 'To do the Right'
Without bestwoing a single thought

Upon the fruits thereof!

30. Oh Come! Take up your bow
Oh Come! Take up the bow in your hands:
And this crowd of puny folk

Pulverise into speaks of dust'

- Thiru P.N.Appuswami

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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33. Liberty (1908)

1. Those that set their brave hearts on liberty,
Will they take aught else thereafter?
Thirsting for the nectar of gods,

Would they think of today?

2. Dharma alone lives; All else is transient;
Those that have seen this truth,
Would they seek to live thereafter

In servitude dishonourable?

3. Every one that is born must surely die:
Those that have realised this law,
Would they deem to pleasure to live,

Disregarding honour and duty?

4. To be born as man is rarest privilege:
Those that realise this truth;
Would they agree to enslave their souls,

Even if their bodies be thrown in the fire?

5. Would you barter the sun that shines in the sky
For a glow-worm to play with?

Losing freedom dearer than eyesight
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Can you live in servitude bowing?

6. Thinking to enjoy comforts
Would you give up freedom?
Is it not foolish to buy a picture,

Selling both your eyes for the price?

7. Having said Vande Mataram and bowed to the mother,
Can you offer worship to Maya?
How can you ever forget that Vande Mataram

Is the true song of salvation?

- Thiru C. Rajagopalachariar -

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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34. Mehta to Tilak (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

(The Moderates address the leader of the new party)

1. Oh Tilak, will this suit our race?

Can your act ever be of grace?

2. To every precedent unknown
Is this new custom, you own;
This has in every city, sway --

Your novel trouble-fraught way.

3. Resounds everywhere freedom's voice
Extirpating our serfdom's joys;
All this is utter madness sure.

And to our men calumny pure.

4. Unto the whites is this nation:
To all others a damnation;
Your advice to urchins and lads

Is all bad, making them but cads.
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-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908.
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GLIWITOIT 6THIGET BTL LG 6T LOTSH GBI D
Gugmiwm PlwpPl_& %L Geuedr,

Qe FemLiuil edleTmCHT G)MeiTMILD
WO HSILT S(HHSL_d &L Geuedr.
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@)euiuiewt] Gleuafluil_r FmriGLesr
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Gaumy
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2% F g pl wwHEn! TPGunE,
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35. Mazzini's Vow (1908) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. | swear by the feet divine of the God

Of great grace; | swear by the austere name
Of my nation--a lamp unto the world--,

That gave birth to us and nourished us all;

| swear by the lofty ones who perished
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Hailing divine motherland of heroes,
In whose cause they did in a thousand ways

Suffer excruciating cruelties.

2. | swear by those lofty dharmas famous
Ordained on me by God that the nation
Which He gave so naturally to me

And my brethren may exult in delight.

Is it not but nature that one doth love

The nation thar gave one, one's own mother
And serves as the home of one's progeny?

By such love | do take this solemn oath.

3. | swear by the hostility | bear

By nature, towards evil-doing vile,
Improper acquisition, misrule base,
Injustice and wrongs of similar kind.
Deprived of nation and the least of rights
To noble clanship and citizenship

| am condemned to be born in a country

Bereft of the banner pure, of freedom.

4. | swear by the shame that wells up in me
When | stand before other countrymen;

| swear by the great longing of my life

Which languishes without strength to achieve
The Bliss of Release to seek which alone

My life was with an embodiment blest.
Though born to perform the goodly tapas

By reason of the slave's mentality
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5. My life is grown effete; but its desire
Doth swell; by that soaring desire | swear.
| swear by the memoried majesty

Of my forbears of abundant renown.

| swear by the very downfall to which

We are this day so weakly subjected.
Glorious sons perish at the gallows;

They wallow in vile incarceration;

6. They are alas exiled to other lands
Where they perish utterly mortified.
At this the Mother of our dear country

Weeps and weeps; | swear by her sacred tears.

| swear by the unexampled sorrows
Caused by our enemies to us--millions.
You have heard me swear and to these | add

These, my further solemn obligations.

7. Greater than the holy commandment of God
Issued to this country, and greater than

The indispensable duties cast on

All men born in this country to perform

God's fiat, is the knowledge that if God should
Order the creation of a race--firm

In faith and resolute--, o'er this strong earth,

That race can flourish only if it is

8. Fully aware of the divine will which
At its creation infused it with skill
To flourish; it should again know further

That its stability depends upon
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Its people and that they themselves, without,
From others seeking help, should ply their skill,
Bearing well their responsibility,

Which alone, be it known, will spell success.

9. To perform duty and to give freely

Not caring a little for petty self

Are dharma; a spirit of union fired

By unflagging resolution marks strength

That is glorious; with these principles
Indelibly imprinted in my mind,

| hereby swear these oaths, solemn and rare,

Well remembering all the vows | have made.

10. To this "Society of the Young" wrought by
The youths who are wedded to my dharma,

| dedicate in truth and gift away

My life, my body and possessions all,

That our golden country may by power

Of union and freedom ever flourish

As a republic, truly pursuing

The great policy of non-alignment.

11. Companied with these lads, let me always
Work, with no fault to mar my endeavours;

| will never think of any other work.

For sure, always, by word of mouth, by writing,
And by deed from blemish totally free,

To the extent which is possible for me,

| will explicate the great ideal

Of this novel society to our men.
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12. For fruition of this lofty ideal

The only way is unity; to stablish
Triumph and to make it endure for eter,
Dharma alone is the goodly way true;

| will strive to imprint these indelibly

In the tablets of the hearts of our men.
Any society other than this--ours --,

Never will | at any point of time join.

13. This society marks our iand's unity;

| will e'er abide by all the behests

Of its leaders in strict obedience

And aye, in wilful veneration.

Even if | were to forfeit my life

| will not publish their secret commands.
By righteous practice and precept also

| will render them my very best help.

14. From this day and always, I'll not omit
To do these; | swear, | swear; if ever

| should from this course deviate at all,
May the Almighty annihilate me!

May people too condemn and contemn me!
May evil false surround me for ever!

May | into flaming inferno fall

And suffer perdition everlasting!

May the Lord -- God abide in me

And keep me steadfast by His Grace

In these solemn obligations

To which | have willingly sworn.
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-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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Note: The Tamil original forms part of Swadesa Gitankal -- 1908. The

poem was composed at the request of the great patriot V.O.Chidam baram Pillai.
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36. An Englishman to an Indian Patriot (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. You have roused the passion for liberty
Throughout the country; fire kindled burns, see.
| will cause you suffer travail in jail,

Can aught ever my power countervail?

2. With your crowds, 'Vande Mataram' you cry,
Thus it is aye, you choose us to decry;
Building ships you cause them ply over sea

To amass wealth immense and make us flee.

3. To the timid, truths you inculcated
And against laws of land militated;
"To perish impoverished is disgrace'

You cried and spoke with valour us to outface.

4. The eunuch slaves into men you transformed,
No longer would they be the old deformed;
You redeemed them content with indigence;

Firing them with greed of magnificence.
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5. The servile workers you have incited;
To seek glory great you have ignited.
The way to undertakings you have shown

Killing lassitude and seeking renown.

6. Passion for Swaraj everywhere you lit,
Seeds of freedom you sowed for your benefit.

Can a rabbit do what the lion can? Can you hope to survive, sect and clan?

7. 1 will shoot you, din into your good sense,
I'll kill you and cause you troubles immense,
Who can dare defy me? You, will | jail;

Wreak vengeance; nought over me can prevail.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Janma Bhumi -- 1909. This and the following
poem, according to the "Native Paper Reports" appeared in India dated 4-4-1908.

The Reports contain a line by line transla tion of both the poems. They were again

translated during the proceed ings of the Ashe murder case.

The titles given to this and the following poem by Bharati are respectively as follows:
1. What Collector Wynch says to Sri Chidambaran Pillai.
2. The reply by Sri Chidambaram Pillai to Collector Wynch.
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37. The Reply of the Indian Patriot to the Englishman (1909) (Thiru

T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Slaves to aliens we will no longer be
In our land; we will be from fear free;
No nation will your injustice endure,

Will God to this be a witness for sure?

2. 'Vande Mataram' we will hail till we die;
Thus will we ever our Mother glorify.
Is it sin to hail Mother as life dear?

Will dishonour to our worship adhere?

3. Are we to suffer your constant plunder
Which will in days to come, our death engender?
Are we not inen? Will we merely weep?

Will we ever live cheap? Are we but sheep?

4, Are the thirty crores of us curs and dogs?
Are we the progeny of pigs and hogs?
Think you only to be men? Is this fair

Your stubborn stand of a mere doctrinaire?

5. Is love of Mother-Bharat a great sin?
Can this be a matter for chagrin?
We 'll end poverty: Is this with crime fraught?

Can you to this grow angry, all distraught?

6. That is the true way that leads to unity,
We have known this to be a certainty.

Your cruelty will not us distay.
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We will stand firm for ever, come what may.

7. Us you may hack and whack, yet your desire
Will not fruit bear; never will quench our life's fire.
Great Bhakti is indeed our strength inner,

It will to our broken hearts minister.

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: See Note for 36.

38. sreirmy senflwflbs &S5BS STHD?
wf* Slweigent svCHTESSIrID
ENES g

TT&LD SLOTEV, D HTerLd

TSI Hewilu|id @)bg FHBHIT HTHLD
6T6ITM)| LDLGU|LD 6THISKH6T Blg6WLouilesT GLomdsLD
6TEITM)| 6TLDG| DISTEWET W 6)lVBI S 6T GLITE LD

6T6ITM)| 6TLDG| @) GTEUT6VSHET & THgI ©)LImuiwim@,Lb

STEMT(H LITTHLD Y dhHeunh CHrGevr!
9w surpallener 95t GuTGeur!
GleussT! & (Kb IeHewT BledTevt(h aredt GmT?
Ooruwig Cuirib@)esren)b eurT(HBHsL HTEmT?

LEhFWLD Chruyd Blest Glouiwig wimidG@sm
umrflesflev GoesremLogseir GeuflmlwimidGsm
H6EHFLD WL b LileT ewa aill_eorGom
STl 2_HHeiT &GhHewsewi Serafl GurGom

9| 6hFOl6VET M(HET ClFU B HL_6wLo ulleVsvTGuir?

9 pflw! Fujbplesr 9 mibompb HTCWT?
GleuEplFwsL Y rEsemr af g6 CourGesrr!
ofr Asrwesnfl! g flwi CasrGeur!
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38. Thirst for Freedom (1909)

1. When will this thirst for freedom slake?
When will our love of slavery die?
When will our Mother's fetters break?

When will our tribulations cease?

2. Lord! Architect of the Bharat war,
And sustainer of Aryan life!
Lead, lead us, to victory!

Is it right we remain slaves?

3. Are famine and disease alone our share?
For whom, then, are the laurels and fruits?
Would you abandon us, your suppliants?

Could the mother cast her child aside?

4. Brave Warrior! Aryan Lord!
Destroyer of the demon-race,
Where's your dharma? Is not your duty

To revive us, and chase Fear away?

- Dr. Prema Nandakumar

Note: The Tamil original forms part of Janma Bhumi.'
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From the "Native Paper Reports" of the British Government of India, we learn that the

Tamil original appeared in India dated 7-3-1908. The Reports also contain a

translation of the first lines of the poem under the heading, "Exhortation to Sree

Krishna."
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On 9-3-1908 Bharati sang this song at the meeting held in Triplicane beach to
celebrate the release of Bipin Chandra Pal from imprison ment. A translation of this
song was marked as an Exhibit in the Ashe murder case.

39. gy flwir 1Ak sew@enTid LieSeu
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39. Aryan Traits (2-5-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Many indeed are the Aryan traits;

To embrace for sure, the practised virtue

Of their ancients as their own, is one of them.
To come by a love unexcellable

For their Motherland is one such trait.

To name their progeny after the great

And mouth such names in ecstasy, is one.

To guard the home from aliens too, is one.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The Tamil original was published in India. Bharati wrote an article on Rani

Lakshmi Bhai. The article concluded with this poem.
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GeTmT suullyd Gl&Hmig.

40. Dasanka of Bharata Devi (10-10-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Parrot green and gem-like!
Who did bless this sinner

With the boon of Yoga?
Declare her name, the Mother's
It is Bharat Devi!

Hail her in 'solemn verse

Who has on earth stablished
The famous lamp unique

Of perfect wisdom great.

2. Parrot of honied words
Devi to me is bliss.

Pray declare unto me

Her great golden country.
Let that be known to you
As the Arya-country

From sky-capped Himachal

To Kanyakumari.

3. O parrot babbling sweet
She in truth is our life.

What indeed is the town

That holds her blessed home?
It is Varanasi --

True nectar to the wise

Who know them to be

God Steept in godly wisdom--,
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4. O my comely parrot!

Them she frees from trouble
And protects, who ever chant
"Vande Mataram".

What may her river be?

'Tis supernal Ganga

That irrigating flows

With piety and gold.

5. Green parrot of Eden
Hers are the Vedas four,
Eternal is her youth.

Point to me her mountain.
Know that for sure, to be

The one of unsunned snow,
The one that peerless stands

The very sky piercing.

6. O parrot, winged wonder!
Beyond reckoning she's
Great, glorious, wealthy.
What courser does she ride?
Know this to be the truth:

No car of steeds, she rides,
She does a lion ride.

The terror of this earth.

7. She is mercy incarnate
Yet, oh pretty parrot,

With what weapon does she



Her foes quell, when provoked?
Her mercy prevents her

From wielding the weapon;

But should she wield. Kulis

Sure death to all the foes.

8. Lovely emerald, what drum,
Pray, tell me, resounds there
Fronting Mother's dwelling?
"Tis the drum of Vedas
Whose gift is salvation
Hearken to its message:

"For ever speak the truth

And do that which is righteous."

9. Come my tender parrot
Freed are they from sorrows
That ever adore her.

What garland does she wear?
A garland of lotus--

All golden she does wear,
And by her tender smile

Subdues foes, and dazzles,

10. Coral-mouthed parrot!
Sin and evil she quells.
What triumphal flag is hers?
It is that which protects
Them that hail her feet twain
Laying low evil ones;

The Flag of Thunderbolt
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Of undiminished lustre!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.

41. erIS6iT M
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SHITHENS WEHITWIGUGT STII.

SDEMDF FOL_L0F] WaubHD SHIMailewiid
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41. Our Mother

1. Wher was our Mother born--
Who can hazard a guess?
Not even the learned that discern

What happened in the days of yore.

2. Though our Mother's age
No one can compute,
Alone on earth does she shine

For ever in virgin bloom.

3. Three hundred million

131



132

Her faces are;
But all, all of them

Throb with one vibrant life.

4. Eighteen are the languages
That she speaks;
But animating them all

Is only one thought.

5. Vedas are the speech
Of this sword-wielding Lady;
Merciful to her votaries,

She extirpates evil men,

6. Six hundred million
Her hands are;

All of them perform
Only righteous deeds.

7. If vile wretches there are
That seek to subdue her,
She routs them all

And reduces them to pulp.

8. More patient than Earth
Is our Holy Mother;
But before wicked men

She is Durga, the destroyer,

9. She adores the ascetic God

That wears the horned moon on the matted locks.



She worships as well the discus--bearer

That protects the seven Worlds.

10. Peerless in mystic meditation,
She perceives that Truth is One;
She also revels in worldly joys --

This Lady of immense riches.

11. Rulers reputed for
Justice seasoned with mercy
he blesses with boons in plenty

Others she devours and dances in delight.

12. Heroic daughter she is
Of the snow-clad Himavant;
Even if his might should melt away

She will grow from strength to strength.

- Prof. S.Ramakrishnan

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.
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42. Freedom (21-11-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Though we sink and die for the cause
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For which our fathers shed their blood

Our progeny will be by Freedom fostered
And the great war once begun in its cause
Though destined to meet with many failures

Yet in the end will achieve victory.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. It was prefixed to the essay called 'The
First Attempt' by Bharati. The Tamil version, according to Bharati, is a free rendering
of a verse by Lord Byron. Our poet has given in prose the meaning of his rendering.
It is as follows: "Shedding blood, though men might die generation after generation,
yet the war of freedom continued by the sons would ultimately end in victory

notwithstanding many failures."
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43. Victory to Mother (5-12-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. With lofty thoughts soaring high
Mother her triumph registers
Over a hundred nations;

The vanquished, shorn of bravery

Bow before Mother and hail her.

135



(The wheel of fortune turns alas!)
Mother stands steeped in indigence
Shorn of her heroic majesty.

What though her state be, never does
Great mother, from piety swerve.

May success be Mother's always!

2. Time was when pandits the world over,
-- Authors of millions of great works--,
Came thronging here in longing quest

Of the unique truth ultimate.

(The wheel of fortune turns alas!)
Learning, this day, is on the wane

As patronage has ceased to be.

What though her state be, the

Mother For ever adores that which is

The Residue of Residues,

The Ultimate Truth Immortal!

May Mother flourish for ever!

3. Gone is the life of bowmen great,
Gone is the day of heroic sword,
Gone are the great scriptures of truth
Wrought by men of excelling wisdom.
All these to resuscitate

That benefits may be restored

She will provide what is needed,

By saving that work that saves.

May Mother flourish for ever!

4. Even when sinners daily exploit
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And denude her of her great wealth,
Like a jar of nectar --drink divine --,
That suffers no diminution

Like the waters of ocean-streams,
She yicids eternal wealth endless
Much sought after by so many.

May Mother flourish for ever!

5. She devised crafts and granted them
To this world to thrive in well.

Many religions she revealed

To usher in beatitudes;

To envision a different truth

For multitudinous nations

She hath this day fostered a love

So great and grand for Liberty! May

Mother flourish for ever!

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. Bharati explains Valla nul occur
ring in stanza 3 as the Upanishad or the Gita.
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44. Freedom Plant (19-12-1908). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

i. With tears, not water, this plant we reared:

Is it your pleasure, Lord, it should be seared?

2. A lustrous lamp with our life's ghee fed:

Is it your pleasure it should be dead?

3. After years a thousand there came on a day

A diamond most dazzling: shall we throw it away?

4. Virtue will win --- is it a lie of the sages?

Our suffering not enough through all these ages?

5. Can't you see heroes and men of letters

Slaving at mills, rotting in fetters?

6. Countless good ones, their hearts stifled,

Blinded, bewildered, of all things rifled?

7. By baleful tyranny kept separated

Fathers from families, lovers ill-fated?

8. O Father, we have abused all that you gave us:



140

Who but you now to heal and save us?

9. Isn't sweet freedom the best of your boons?

Will you not guard it against unkind baboons?

10. Can life exist if there is no rain?

Without freedom are not all things vain?

11. Merciful, generous, can you not see

How our hearts are of falsehood free?

12. Is it in vain our substance we spend?

Torture our bodies, moan without end?

13. When for you and through you we fight for your right,

How comes it you cannot pity our plight?

14. |Is this a new thing to which we aspire?

Didn't our forefathers have all we desire?

15. If virtue and you abide as they say

Grant us this one gift in our day!

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India.
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45. On Tilak Maharaj (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. To Saraswati he had service great
Rendered and mastered other nations' arts
At which the great masters are struck with awe;

Verily he is the sea of sastras,
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Our Bharat, once Saraswati's birth-place
Is this day a barren desert become;
Heart-sore at Her plight, he has bound himself

To a vow, to chase the meanness away.

2. In the heart of Bharat ever shrined is he
Who of justness is an embodiment;

An eternal foe to deception vile,

To extirpate it his heart doth ever rage.

They that have resolved to serve Bharat-land
Till the very last moment of their life,

Hold fast to this Arya's name and chant it

In love, as Saivites the sacred pentad.

3. Dear are the heroic Marathis

To Bharat-Devi who wears the Tilak.
Like that very Tilak is he, the famed one,
Bal Gangadhar Tilak, the Maharaj,

A flaming fire is he to the hostile,

Our Tilak the peerless Prince of Munis.

I hail his glorious lotus-feet twain

That | may come by Thought immaculate.

-- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: M.V.Easwara lyer published a biography on Bal Gangadhar Tilak in 1908. This

work contains the Tamil original. Tilak was the political guru of our poet.
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46. Gokhale Swamy's Song (2-1-1909).

While witnessing the flawed dance of Morley
In poor me effloresced and grew a fruit;
Would it grow ripe or perish premature?
Should it grow full ripe, would it still reach me?
Would it be snatched by Curzon the monkey?
Would squirrel-rulers nibble it away?

Could I get it and eat it with relish?

Would hiccough beset me? Who could predict?

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
Note: The Tamil original was published in India.
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47. Welcome Muse, the Beloved (16-1-1909, 23.1.1909) (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Welcome my bejewelled beloved, hailed as Muse!
Many days and months and years have rolled by
Since | straight beheld your gracious visage.

During those days when you held me your slave,
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In solitude, far from the madding crowd,

We revelled in the sea of endless joy.

During those days of our idyllic union,

Among wafted voices like Kuyil's from groves,
There was none so sweet-throated as your own;

Nor could the flowers, so many, ever boast 10

Of a lustre matching your eyes'; waters

Of the cool springs gushed not with the coolness.
Of your words -- gems of purest ray serene.
Alone with you, deeming you as my life

And my deity, | served you many days.

As a thorn sticking in the throat pains him

That quaffs a cup of nectarean drink.

When | was oblivious of myself

Immersed in the bliss, of your company,

Came indigence to me, aye, the vilest

Of the vile on earth to besiege me sore. 20

When for a while he absented himself
And had the thorn removed and returned,
The golden jar of nectar had gone, alas!
To rid my penury when | undertook

One of the jobs in which the futile are
Engaged, by enlisting myself under

The service of the lord of a village
Situate in the South and him did serve,

One with a whale's body and a whelp's brain 30

You the treacherous one, abandoned me.

| wallowed in misery, totally robbed



Of all your gracious joy ineffable.

Somedays passed on; ha, what am | to day!

The very memory of my life with you Wore away.
Thus is a fable related:

A saint cursed to become a pig, addressed

His son thus: "Son, when | into a base pig Turn
suffer me not to live wretched;

To cut that body abominable 40

With a sword, shall indeed be your duty;

No sin you commit, as you obey me."

To this, the son did consent reluctant.

When the saint turned into a pig, the son,
The words of the Muni remembering,

Much grieved at the present form of the great
And glorious saint, rushed to knife the pig.
Then spake the sanctimonious pig thus:
"Sirrah, cease, desist, stop. This life indeed

Is not at all as painful as | once thought; 50

Wind and water and esculent tubers

And such other countless joys here abound;

Go; after six or seven months come back;

You may then kill me." With disgust he heard

These words and moved away by shame besieged.

Many months rolled by; the son of the Muni

Was aghast to behold his porcine father

Gladly frolic with his sow and piglets,

A good many. Unable to bear this He spoke thus:

"Father, oh father, whay may 60

148



This be? Can this ever square with the life

You lived, hailed by saints in Vedas well-versed?
Words as these he spoke and stood. sorrowing.
He desired to kill the pig with his sword.

Then the saintly pig atremble spake thus:

"Stop, go away, you wretched evil one!

This life unto me is sure very sweet!

If you feel aggrieved at this, take your sword

And plunge it in your bosom and perish!

This saying the saintly pig ran away 70

With his family go guard their dear lives.

At this the young man began to muse thus:
"Alas, when men from their state fall into

A plight wretched, they are for quite sometime
Unaware of it, all bewildered!

After a few days they begin to feel

A fascination for their novel life,

As false as base; they delight in this, as if
They had never known of any other life.

Thus thought-defying Maya cheats us all. 80

Like the fabled saint, that sexless one throve
With a whale-like body and a cur's mind,
Surrounded by wives seven in number.

| served him, forfeiting my sense of pride
And wallowed like the saint in the fable.

O Goddess of Poesy, forgetting

Your love | lived; thereafter this poor one
Roamed many a country for a few years;

With many | lived doing many things;
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Many many | saw and sorrowed; 90

My days passed on; like the ship on a sea,

That had lost its captain, on Time's ocean

| suffered wave-tossed and was bewildered;

| came to know what pain and pleasure were.
Height and depth, light and darkness, good and bad,
Esteem of countrymen and blame, friendship

And enmity: These | learned to assess. you
Damsel-Poesy, all these days

Even in my dream, you would not grace me

With your beauteous face of lustrous smile.

Like a sword deprived of its keen splendour, 100

Like a face robbed of its joy, like the land

Of servitors shorn of all liberty,

Like sastras divorced from truth--mere garbage--,
Utter darkness pervaded my whole life.

Time passed, my thought grew averse to this life.
| longed for the life of renunciation;

Those are the true renouncers who receive

Pain and pleasure with equal thanks,

When taste-buds blunt,

one hates toothsome morsels; 110

Will any call that one a renouncer?

When dead to the joy of life, one hates life;

Is that renunciation? Why spin words?

Six or seven months passed; it dawned on me
That between my poor self and the great state

Of renunciation, the gap was vast.
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What was there for me to do in this world?
| could not come by the state that is next
To renunciation and much sought by

The resolute of mind; | would not set 120

My mind on sensuous meanness praised by
Countless men; | would not deem it proper

To do away with the blame-worthy body

By giving up life through suicide.

'Of the various joys known to mankind,

If something untinged by animalism

Could be gained, it would be worthwhile to work
For it with unabated zeal and zest.'

Thus | thought and at that very moment,

Oh gracious Damsel of sweet Poesy! 130

| thought of your love. If a man that lay
Accursed, a stone for centuries on end,
Should regain his human form and become
Aware of his wondrous transformation,

How happy would he be? |, the poor one

Felt even so. Again | felt like him

Who, a hero, eager for battle, was

Released after shameful imprisonment,

And was blessed to fight for a righteous cause.

O bejewelled Kuyil! Your smiling lips, 140

Your deep eyes, your clear forehead, the sweetness
Of your words, the thrill of your touch:
All these Again took shape in my thought and again,
Oh great Glory! | sought refuge in you!
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Pray, protect me; if | should lack your grace,
I--a sinner with nothing else on earth

To support me--, will die in misery;

Think on this and deign to be merciful.

The majestic poet who in Sanskrit

Composed Sakuntala of global fame 150

And the great authors of Tamil Cilampu

And the epic of divine Rama's life

Were all endowed with hearts filled with your grace.
Should you think that | cannot rank with them

| do not aspire for that eminence;

Sovereignty of your heart ill-becomes me:

| do not seek it: oh soft one, bless me

With a word of yours very like a fruit;

| will abide by it and that will do.

If you with your cool and flower-soft fingers 160

Soothe my head, | will dwell in happy pride.

Of the loved union -- full and free--, you had
With me in the past, | will not dare think.

Gone are my youthfulness and clarity;

While young all men are gods; as days roll by
They decay. O lady whose eyes are like swords
I, the poor one, am again bent upon

Serving your good self with a melting heart.
Muse ---loved and jewelled--, | bid you welcome!

It is your duty to bless me with grace! 170

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran
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Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India. However, so far only a portion of this
poem has been published. Even here the words of the bard have been tampered
with. For the first time the entire poem as published by Bharati is brought to the

notice of the public by the Tamil University.
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48. Guru Gobind Singh (30-1-1909, 6-2-1909, 13-2-1909, 20-2-1909.)

(Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

Vikrama of Seventeen fiftysix,

‘Annus mirabilis!! ..... Guru Gobind,

The elixir great of mighty victors

Flourished at Anandpur in joyance great.

Ha, he was the jewel of a Guru

Who fashioned the race of lions of Panchal,

An ocean of wisdom and a poet Of melodic harmony.

He, the Lord. Of heroes, could stay with his sword
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The crumbling heavens. The solemn mandate 10

Of this soterial Lord of the wide world -- The Prince
Guru Gobind Singh-, drew to him

Aye, day by day, from all the directions

The valiant warriors of brave Panchal.

Afire with a desire to know the hest

f "Heroes' Guru", thronged they in thousands

At Anandpur; thither did they gather

On that hallowed day, to drink in the words

Of the divine Guru ever-glorious.

The fecund groves and gardens, fresh flowers 20

Of iris-hues and green fields extensive Blessed and
smiled and thus joyous greeted them;

"We bid our people a hearty welcome".

"What may he say? How may he grant us grace?
What may he bid us do to sanctify our lives --
Seven of the past, and seven, future-?"

Thus they did muse and like anxious Devas

Stood before him who was Vishnu Himself

And looked up to him to know of their task.

On a sudden ascended and there stood 30

On the pedestal, a form wrought of youth

Valour, and aye, regal authority.

From the eyes flashed forth divine flame immense,
A shield of halo encircled the crown,

A sword, keen and kingly, emitting fire,

- No tongue on earth can describe this terror --

Was held aloft by the uplifted hand.
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Him the heaven-descended holy magus,
The pride of lions in a spell of trance
Eyed in sheer silence bowing low their heads.

To the sword-tip, the majestic Guru

Pointed and made bare the holy intent

Of his hallowed heart; divine words gushed forth
Like the rumbling of an angry volcano

As his divine red lips parted to speak:

"l wish to plunge this sword into the hearts

Of men and there bathe it; O ye chelas!

Full many a bloody sacrifice seeks

The Deity of Dharma, aye, all a-thirst.

Is there amongst you any that is willing

To have his heart ripped open, that the thirst
Of Devi may be quenched by ruddy drops

That fall drenching earth? Him the chelas heard
And stood for a moment in mute terror.

A small second in stillness sped away.

From out of the assembled myriads

Came forth a hero and humbly spake thus:
"Gem of Guru! Rent by your kingly sword,

As food for God of excelling Dharma

That as yet is unslaked, | offer to die.

May you this votive offering approve".

The sacred visage was wreathed in smiles.
Into the temple the kingly Guru

Went with him; very soon, the gathered crowd

Witnessed blood streaming forth as from a tank.
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Lo, the Sad-Guru comes from the temple
Like a flash, and lightning-like he shoots
Before the assembly; with the triumph
Of the first sacrifice, his visage beams.
The Guru--King lifts aloft once again

The blood-soaked sword and articulates thus:

"l did desire to deep implunge this sword
Into the hearts of men; o ye chelas!

Devi demands yet another sacrifice.

Is there any another, aye, amidst you

Who can dare appease Kali with his blood?"
Hearing this a second hero walked forth

As a willing victim; him the Guru

Led into the temple; there performing
Sacrifice again, the Guru returned.

The crowd beheld the blood and quaked in fear.

Again, yet again, and aye, once again.

Five were by the supreme one sacrificed.

Men who are merely in dharma well-versed

Are not to be reckoned as truly great.

They indeed are the great ones who expose
Their bosoms to the sword-thrust and perish
That Dharma may thrive well; these are the true;
These are the ones truly liberated.

Amid the hundred thousands of devotees,

To identify these few, the Guru--
An ever-glorious sea of mercy--,

Devised this test of utter cruelty.
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As he came by Five who in boundless love

Could offer their dear lives, the happy truth
Dawned on him: "Countless are they like the Five."
The devotees thought the Five goodly gems,

The five that shed their blood, preciously red,

Had truly gained valhalla, the Veer-Swarg.

As them the Guru from the teinple fetched,

Loud did roar the devotees in sheer joy; 100

Great was their wonder; wiping their eyes twain
They looked deep at them, again and again,
"Hail, hail Gem of Guru, hail Guru-Lion!"

Thus they hailed him in hymn and solemn strain
And danced in joy. He, the incarnation

Of Grace, smiled; it was like the lustrous smile
Of the goodly sun. He embraced the Five,

The blemishless Muktas, and on them poured
Benedictions; then to the assembly

He spake in words resounding as the sea: 110

"Behold, Kali and our auric Devi

Of Bharat are but one as you well know.

My loved ones, five times did |, aye, fare forth
To sacrifice, striking terror in you.

It was but a make-believe; would | ever

With my hands take the life of any one

Of you? | concealed all the while the Five
Thus putting your mettle to cruel test.

Now am | convinced that you indeed are 120

The true sons of Mother-Bharat.
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My sword Did tear this day, you see, five goats only.

The test but attests your great courage true;
Rid of sorrows, my heart revels in joy."

The Dharma that the Guru did preach

Grew in glory as the Way of the Chelas.

To this day the adherent of the Way

Is called Khalsa. Khalsa means the Great Way

Of Guru-mukh Sangat, the Society

Of the Liberated while yet alive.

The Arya graciously decreed the Five

To be the founders of Muktas Sabha";

Thus was constituted Khalsa the Sang.

"With wilted spirit they have not perished yet;
The renowned people of hoary Bharat;

Loss of manliness, they have not yet suffered;
Valour and devotion are still their lot."

The Saint declared these to the world.

A leader unique, divine, glorious,

Like Krishna of yore, he did birth assume.

Behold! As he with pure heaven-bred words
Uncontaminated by dirt of earth,

Chose to bestir, She wasn't dead, the Mother --
The resolute One of eternal youth --

Sure would she rise to defend the honour

Of Her clan. This the world from the Saint, learnt.
As the First One fashioned the universe

With elements five, so too the great Saint

With five disciples wrought the lustrous race

Of Bharat; Dharma throve, aye, thus revived.
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The nominal men who tyrannously

Wielded a sinful sceptre shook with fear.
Goddess Liberty -- Magna Mater --, smiled.
In Vikrama -- seventeen fifty six --,

Guru Gobind Singh of wondrous glory
Summoned his princely disciples, and held
A durbar -- a rare sight of great marvel --.
The King of Saints was seated on the throne
Of wondrous beauty; the five disciples

Dear as life, him encircling stood; them he 160

Robed and garlanded with his divine hands;

He assigned unto them seats of honour

And blessed them, dear as precious orbs of eyes,
In melting love, and then, the gathering

He addressed: "Behold this, the first Khalsa!

O ye! Know this to be the Sang, to guard

Well the nation and its Dharma." Thus he.

From the river that flowed nearby, the Lord
Fetched water sweet, in a small iron-pail.

He stirred it with the tip of his sword

The while chanting mantras; he stilled his mind; 170

With heart oned with Shiva, he did 'japa’,
Into that solemn durbar, there came
Great Goddess Victory in joyous leaps.
Did he merely stir with sword the water
Of river? He did in truth, stir to life

The waning skills of the race of Bharat,

Infusing into it fresh vital life;
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The whole nation became quick and vibrant.

He made the Five of tapas, stand before him 180

And on them the holy water sprinkled

To rid them of all blemish; the Guru--
Grace-incarnate--, touched their eyes.

Behold this, O ye of the world! That very moment
The godly one touched their eyes, the goodly way
For the whole nation, was flung open.

Initiated were the chelas all,

Spake the Lord thus: "My loved ones, this Diksha
To you administered, is called Amrit;

It is indeed a rare beatitude;

Great grace is the lot of all Dikshitas. 190

Now hearken to your Dharma: One only

Is God; all men in the world are brothers;
All are equal and are with freedom blessed.
O ye disciples! From now on, ye all

Are but one in family, deed and all.

Wipe out divisiveness; division

Indeed is death; may they all, all, perish,
The fell devisers of divisive castes

Amongst Aryas. You are all of that one caste 200

Wrought of heroism, ushered in to hail

Dharma and Godhead, Truth and Liberty.

It is your caste that shall quell injustice

And shall annihilate all cruelty,

Yours is the brave-faced caste, whose hair shall never

Be cut; never shall your caste throw away



Iron-bangle, breeches and girded sword...
Your caste shall ever foster brotherly friendship.
No king but God shall rule you; men indeed

Are your friends; you are the foe of tyranny; 210

Thus shall thrive the Republic of your caste.

For ever hail you Motherland divine

And live in glory, aye, in all glory."

Thus he spoke and them blessed in great delight.
His feet his chelas hailed aned roared in joy.

As the flag hoisted aloft by the King

Guru Gobind wafted, the world extolled;

Wholly perished the reign of Aurangzeb.

-Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original was serialised in India.

49. Qaniiw @)g

@) Cum Fritlgm 2 1 6V GleunbG%mesr
s TMISHIWIT Hl(HLIL )6l

i Cuwn] GurFwblser mmer paslemevds
&HEHOFTHS6T Clomifleursit GLITeVS

&1 Cwm weviliLbg Crslwbser Plesflwrenerd
& LI 35] 65T M) T6BT T 6V

aulg Cuim CaublevarrGlausy ailPlGuini

GlwisiTaarTal 61 (HHH6ED & TevTT6IT.

49. The Dread Thunderbolt (27-2-1909)

While one who is burnt by its close passage

Of a thunderbolt says nothing, another
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Whose head is struck by a few hailstones
Castigates the merciful clouds with harsh words;
Even so, that one berates his loved one

For throwing at him a ball of flower petals
Totally ignoring my deep suffering, when

| am wounded by the spears of her lovely eyes.

- Prof. R.E.Asher

Note: Bharati's 'Inana Ratam' was serialised in India. This poem is recited by
Chittaranjan, the younger brother of the heroine of 'Inana Ratam.' Bharati has also

given the meaning of this poem in simple prose.

50. ordw SFib

merfliLoessf] (LD, HuIbLI(h) &Hevfls EMpLd
Geflirpb OseTmaId CsTEUTLHIM LIFewLou|b
SUTIIHGIBEST HleV@eweu eumiflur ojsreneor! (euhGs)

G\gemTentlev eugesflm FAedliGSIHID &) T6yLd
SHevrenstliisv ailflosVi STHISIW &HHHeTLD
Yesrearemss spaflujib G56lmipls Glumedleyib
QUTIIHSED6IT, (F)6ITLILPLD UTHBISHEHLD H6VEH6eM6, (euhGs)

Camig Caoriy &Hrevser spedldssmseyLd

Gamig Gy Luwggiewent ClaTHmLomi

b LV HTHISILP6T BlDH6eLD

Fn(b) BIWIEHLD &6 M b 6W6uT 6T6dTLIG) 65T ?

9, DMEV6IT L0 (&b M 6T, (HLOLIGBI Ton L (H6W6U

LTHDEVT C\&TewTihg eueTLenL GuimTl (Heweu (uhBs)

S5, S BLODE, 2 sTerdp, Sipesflen
LO(HLOLDG 2 LM &H6NT uTLphHS B 2 uilibh;
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GaraflenL_ ausTB GCbEHFHSHSH 6TLB
geowp CHTMID ewfl6lLm alileTnhiELb

O lieug fewevGwevrid, Bz ail,@)mi@eaTGC5. (euhGs)

gL LewL_Gl&TERd LTieud CHallujb
HL06VS SHla1poHeflh Heflssl(HID %Lemevu|Ld
9Wlalew st wi(HEHLD euTesiluyb jeTemevt b (eubGs)

BB M HHeW6T, Hevrevla CrmerTylemev!

$31 FTHBHENEVT, [bTOUSTEH FITThSb 6T,
wmey GlFiisefledT B LIWIET L6 Feme,

ouemesfledt 6ubsCH T eWLIBBIMLD 61T LIS eWevT
GCILI(HE LOETLI (LpeDL_6DIWI (HMIBEN

CuHEMT aflihgHewert, LIsVLIGHT L) ewdTL 6w 6dT,

B)mml vHGIDH G\HDLpullT HTHIGED6,
6TBIGET SHTIIBI6IT LIGBISH6T (3)6ewmEhdreurid! (eubBs)

50. The Song of the Nation (19-3-1909). (Thiru T.N.Ramachandran )

1. Mother! Thou art rich with splendid waters,
Ambrosial fruitage, cool fragrant winds,

Gardens galore of jasper greenery. Vande Mataram...

2. Moon-thrilled nights, fragrant trees with cool blossoms,
Lustre of smile and mellifluous words are thine.

Thou art a grantor of and boons. Vande Mataram ...

3. Billions and billions of thy voices resound;

Thy countless phalanxes stand in order;

Is it not lack of sense, should they call thee weak?
In excelling might thou wilt surely secure

Beatitudes and drive away hostile forces. Vande Mataram ...



4. Thou art Buddhi: Thou art Dharmal!

Thou art The Bosom and the Arcanum therein!
Thou art life animating Body!

Thou art the Strength of Shoulder, Love of Heart:
Divine and beautiful icons that grace

Every temple are indeed thine own forms. Vande Mataram ...

5. Goddess Parvati who wields ten weapons,

Lakshmi gladly throned on lotus, Vani

By whom is Buddhi blest, are but Thee, Mother! Vande Mataram ...

6. Thou art sheer divinity, peerless One!
Thou art blemishless; Thou art blessed with
The wealth of waters; Thou wilt grant us

The rich yield of fields; green in hue Thou art
Fresh and fecund; Thou art joy; Thy face is
Lit by a lovely smile; richly bejewelled

Thou dost our life ever sustain on earth.

Our great Mother we hail Thy golden feet.

- Thiru T.N.Ramachandran

Note: The Tamil original appeared in India. It was re-published in Karma-Yogi
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in February, 1910. This is a second rendering of Bankim Chandra Chatterji's poem,

"Vande Mataram" by Bharati who says that this translation is better suited for

musically rendering the song. It should be mentioned here that Sri Aurobindo also

translated Bankim Chandra's poem twice.



